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    We are all influenced by the people we live with. I dedicate this fourth book to the people who influenced my life over the years, my Irish Mother and my hard-working English Father. Both, now long gone but still missed. To Doreen and Percy xx

      

    

INTRODUCTION ... By the great grandson of Augustus Talbot ...

My name is Tolly Trueblood, and I write about my family, this is another attempt at informing the Nation of our historic hero’s.

My Sister Augusta and I have pulled this together from both of our memories, we have had such a unique childhood surrounded as we have been by killers, both hero’s and villains, in this book I am born on the tribal lands of Canada among the Inuit, my father’s people, so much happens in this book and the only way to tell it is by writing it all as it really happened, I take you back to the 2020’s and my Grandmother Elizabeth is a politician, working hard to change the world for the better, and my Grandfather Hamish Dexter is a Colonel in the Scots Guards, as long forgotten family secrets are finally released.

Our Mother Caledonia recovers from another meltdown, and I as a loving son except that I cannot be her judge, she was the most loving mother any man could have had, I don’t make excuses for her, it’s just the way things are in our family, the story is for you to see what was done on our behalf, to save us all from evil men with bad idea’s trying to enslave us all.

History is a gift, so why live it a second time if lessons have already been learned, my Great Grandfather told me once, so I treasure it as he did and hope that you do the same, this new age we live in helps us understand some things but not all, the fear, the stress, the gift of insight smiles on us all from so far away we think we would have done different, but would we? My new year’s resolution for 2050 is to finish this book, so in reflection, I dedicate it to the memory of the smartest man in the world, my Great Grandfather, Augustus Victor Talbot.

My job as the new DGI will interfere with my writing, so I might give the story over to my sister Augusta to finish, after all she is the writer in the family.
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The Commander’s office was busy as the soldiers prepared for the Birthday Parade for the Duke of Edinburgh, the Commander knew that the old Duke liked a good laugh, well that’s good he thought so long as it’s not at the Regiments expense.

He had sold the Regiment on the idea of the wolf mascot, it was a symbol of the wild Scotland, and would be an asset to the Regiment, some argued the point, well it’s better than a haggis he’d said trying to lighten the discussion, they didn’t laugh at his joke, but agreed in the end because Dexter had put his reputation on the line that she would not cause any problems.

Dexter crossed his fingers that the wolf would be good and calm and not bite anyone.

“She just bit me boss!” Said Jimmy one.

Colonel Dexter, tutted as he looked at Jimmy one, raising the pen he was using and pointing to the young lad.

“Look son you have to treat her like a woman, care for her every need, be gentle when you brush her coat, you’re such a rough arse, boy!"

The wolf looked at Jimmy one and growled again.

Jimmy two laughed at his friend as he prepared the ceremonial coat for the wolf to wear on parade, the Guards badge and the battle honor’s listed in order, he carefully lifted the coat he had just ironed and dropped it onto the wolf, she growled at him, he shushed her into silence as he fastened the leather straps under her belly and chest.

Delilah hated it all, she stood in disgust at them for doing this to her, she shook but nothing moved, so she stood in silence and moaned with a low whine.

“Shut up hound!” shouted Dexter, he was concentrating, finishing reading his reports on replacements for soldiers retiring from his battalion, he mused on who to fill the new posts as they became vacant.

“I think she’s coming into season Boss,” said Jimmy one.

“What?” said Dexter changing focus to the lad in front of his desk?

“She wants to mate sir,” he said with a grin.

Jimmy two laughed.

Dexter scowled at them, “What?"

“Bitches throw wobble’s when they need to mate, boss.”

“Yes, I know that one son, all too well, so?” he said with a yawn,” Anyway! I’m blaming you if she does, you’re the dog man, so what’s rule number one around here?"

“Do not embarrass the regiment,” said Jimmy one, in a monotone voice.

“Bang on that man, keep her under control at all times on the parade square, she can pee when you let her off but not on the square clear?"

“So, take off the coat and take her for a toilet pit stop and we feed her when?"

“On her down time sir,” he said in the same monotone.”

“Down time,” said Dexter “that’s right, now do we understand what’s to be done today chaps?"

“Aye boss,” the two Jimmy’s said together.

“So, keep in pace at the back then march to the front and center, and quickly just before we present arms and before the National anthem, clear.”

“Clear boss,” said Jimmy one in his monotone.

“And no balls-up’s you two, because our Sovereign is on parade.”

“Aye boss,” said the Jimmy’s.

“Now be gone and tell me when we’re ready to roll.”

His phone rang, he picked up and smiled, “Hello! Oh! how are we feeling this morning, Liz? Yes I know how you feel, I’ll get the lads to pick up some day nurse or night nurse, ok, right, just some more aspirins from the chemist as soon as the parade is over, you just stay in bed and keep warm, put the telly on and see the old man working eh, I love you too darling, head colds don’t last long love, let’s hope It doesn’t go to your chest eh, see you later,” he placed the phone down.

Jimmy one’s head appeared in the open door to his office, “Show time sir!"

“Yep,” said Dexter “I’m on route, eh! And get her saddled up at the double.”

He walked out of the office to be greeted by the junior officers staring at him.

The wolf brushed past him as he inspected his officers, “He flicked a hair off the captain’s collar, “Bastard dog hairs!” He chuckled.

“Ok Gentlemen lets be about the Queens business.”

From behind him Jimmy two’s hand appeared holding his bear skin.

He took and it placed it on his head and shouted at them, “Move!"

They scuttled off at speed to their positions, while he waited for the wave from the police sergeant at the gates, meaning that the route was secure for marching men.

He marched out to the square, the lads were there waiting in lines, he grinned at them as he did his final inspection.

The band Major waited for his nod, Delilah was led out to her position, Jimmy one in full control, Dexter grinned, then nodded to the Band Major, the drone of the pipes started, and the drums kicked in, he drew his sword and shouted to number one guard, “By the center.... quick.... march!"

They bashed out of the barracks into the traffic, the police stopping cars to allow the troops to march down the Mall to the Palace.

His elbow was stuck onto his belt giving the correct angle for his sword, he enjoyed the activity of marching with his men, they wanted him to ride a horse, but he refused, his mind wandered back to the arguments as they marched, they didn’t want the hound, but he put em straight, no wolf then you lot can stick your job up your fat arses, she is with me, my personal protection, she saved my life for God’s sake.

But, he reflected, she had single handed destroyed all the grass at the barracks, the green now a dirty brown, he laughed, she’s not a dog shes a Canadian timber wolf straight out of Rocky Mountains, he thought of the mountains and felt home sick for the wind and the rain, “Stupid bastard,” he mumbled to himself.

As they marched into the Palace yard, he gave orders to halt and reform into lines of four, the troops crunched the practiced system of reforming to line.

They halted as the tunes stopped on the dot, Dexter grinned with pride, “And they will get a well done for that one,” he mumbled.

The RSM shouted stand ... at .... ease! They slapped into stand mode, to wait for Her Majesty the Queen and Prince Philip to appear.

The great doors to the Palace opened and Colonel Dexter shouted, “Guard!... pre...sent! ... arms!"

The troops crashed into a salute for the Queen, she walked out to greet them followed by the Duke.

Delilah was led up to the front and stood as the band played the National anthem.

The Duke saluted the Regiment.

The lads started to sing, “Happy birthday to you, happy birthday to you, happy birthday dear grand Duke, happy birthday to you ....”

Dexter noticed out of the corner of his eye, a black Labrador dog appear down the steps of the palace, the Queen had obviously brought one of her many gun dogs to the palace and a stupid servant had not closed the doors properly, he growled in frustration knowing fully what was about to happen, but he could not do or say anything, Jimmy one tried to shove the dog away with his foot but the dog was determined as dogs are, the hound went straight over to the other side of the Regimental mascot and climbed on her to do the thing that dogs do, always at the most embarrassing times.

Dexter growled in frustration at the hounds, and Jimmy one for not doing something and bloody quick, he noticed the Queen holding her laugh but she was about to burst, the old Duke shouted, “And a happy birthday to you Sammy.”

The Army laughed as one, he couldn’t control them, he couldn’t control himself.

The Queen bent down to hold her knee’s laughing, the Duke laughed out loud as he shouted, “Come on Sammy we’re all waiting,” he laughed at the Colonel, “Come on Dexter get us out of this one sir.”

Dexter laughed he couldn’t do anything; it was not in military orders to stop what Sammy was doing.

“Sorry sir!” he shouted, “Nature calls!"

The army burst into laughter standing to attention, but they couldn’t help themselves.

“Play something Major Sharp,” shouted Dexter over the laughter.

The pipes and drums kicked in with the highland tune the lassie in the red dress.

“Oh! Bollocks,” mumbled Dexter as the embarrassment went on and on and on...

The Colonel’s face was the same color as his red coat, the Queen couldn’t look at him for laughing, the Duke called for a chair for her to sit down during the wait.

Servants brought out two chairs for them to sit, as the hounds locked together, Delilah’s tongue was out and she was not happy she growled at the Labrador, the Queen held herself in while she laughed, sitting looking at the troops in her Palace yard, glancing at the beetroot face of Colonel Dexter, now and again.

A servant poured a bucket of cold water over the dogs and an audible disappointed grunt came from the troops.

Dexter turned and was about to shout at them, but caught the look of the Queen, and agreed, he just wanted the earth to swallow him up and be done with it.

Jimmy one kicked the Labrador away and pulled the wolf back into line and the presentation, the Duke grinned at colonel Dexter throughout the engagement.

“Bloody dog’s, eh, Dexter?” he shouted over, “Best laugh ever though!”
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“Liz, it went on and on and on, I couldn’t do a bloody thing.”

Liz was coughing and laughing at him, at his day and at their life.

“And to top it all the Duke spoke as he passed me, he said, can we have one of the pups, just for a memento of the best birthday laugh ever!"

I broke the one major rules of the regiment, that is, to not embarrass the regiment,  

I didn’t just break it I had the wolf crap on it.

Liz rolled over in bed coughing and screeching in laughter.

“And then just the kick I needed, that bastard Grenadier colonel rang me up and shouted woof, woof, whoof, such a bunch of bastards.”

She squealed in laughter at him, “Will they sack you now haggis brain?"

“I think so love, after this I’m first out the door I think, with a kick up the back side to make sure I don’t come back.”

She hugged him in delight, “It’s about time you had a long holiday badger,” she kissed him laughing.

The phone rang, he picked up and said “Oh! sorry General,” grinning at Liz, he put his thumb up staring at her.

She grinned at him finally getting out of the Army.

His face changed to one of seriousness as he listened to the General, “Oh! shit, what today? The whole company? What, tonight? Now? Well! Ok, will do boss I’ll get em moving within the hour, yes General that’s four C130’s, we need ammo and logistics, yes sir, the lads will be ready, yes sir I’m on route!"

He put the phone down and stared at her.

“What? “She shouted, what is it, Dex?”

He gulped looking at her, “The Chinese have moved onto the high Himalayan Plato, the Gurkha homeland in Nepal is under threat I have to take a company of the lads to support them tonight, full tactical movement, he thinks it will be a contact, they’re in expansionist mood.”

“Oh! shit,” whispered Liz, “Is that War! Dex?"

“Sorry love it sounds like we’re in for the Gurkha’s it’s support our friends time thats why he’s sending me and the lads.”

“Shit,” whispered Liz.

Her mobile sounded Scotland the brave, she picked up and said “Hello?"

“Hello Liz!” said the PM, “I want you at the COBRA meeting in one hour, can you make it in that time?"

“Err... Prime Minister it’s not my department why do you?"

“I want you there Liz, I don’t care if your still in your dressing gown just be here, clear?"

“Yes, clear Prime Minister,” she closed the phone and stared at Dexter then sniffled into a tissue, “I’m not up to this Dex, and you’re not ether!"

He was on the phone shouting at someone, “One hour clear,” he shouted, then slammed the phone down.

He looked at her I silence, with tears in his eye’s.

She understood in silence and started to bubble up with emotion.

He hugged her in silence, they both understood what kind of week they were both going to have, it didn’t need to be said between them.

Then he was gone, finding kit, and sorting paperwork.

She slipped out of bed and put her slippers on then shuffled over to her chest of draws to find her stash of sweets for him to take with him, without him seeing she undid his day sack and placed the lot in the top together with the letter she had written if this was ever happened, because the nightmare of an Army wife was starting, she knew it, and he knew it too.

“I have to be at the emergency meeting Dex, can I borrow Jimmy one to take me please?"

“Yes darling,” he whispered, “Keep him, he is on Colonel’s report after the bollocking I gave him,” he kissed her and said “I’m so sorry love I.........”

The bedroom door knocked very loudly, “Come in,” shouted Dexter.

Jimmy one burst in and stood in bare feet and his combat trousers, but he still had his Spiderman pajamas top on.

“Red light, barracks at full alert sir.”

“It’s ok son, I know, you just run along and get yourself sorted boy!"

Liz started to cry, “Dex, bring em home safe, bring em all home safe, don’t lose any.”

She followed him to the front door, “Not one Liz, they will all come home, let’s hope not many of them in body bags eh!"

She sobbed on his shoulder before he left for the Barracks, he lolloped away in his normal stride and jumped into the land Rover to be driven away by Jimmy Two, wheels spinning, leaving the cloud of diesel fumes she inhaled it and coughed as she went back in to get dressed sobbing and coughing, searching her pockets for a tissue.
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Jon Boy was wrestling with the kids, he was doing his hulk Hogan falling asleep trick, he shut down as the eldest had a strangle hold on his dad the kids jumped on him, he recovered and grabbed all of them trying not to hurt the youngest Jockey, but he got hurt and started to cry.

Jon Boy shook them off and laughed as he picked up little Jockey, “At ease you guy’s,” he shouted, man down over here, so cool it.”

The TV was blaring in the corner of the den, he turned to look at the news headlines, he stared as the Himalayan report came on, the Chinese are on the move it read in the small writing moving from right to left, a news reporter was interviewing the British Prime Minister.

“We will not stand for this,” she said, “These are our friends, they are moving onto lands thinking they can’t get away with this, well they don’t know us very well, we stand shoulder to shoulder with our longtime friends in the Gurkha homelands of Nepal.”

“At this very moment I have mobilized the British Army to fly out tonight to support the Royal Gurkha Riffles who are already there, if its a war they want then they have picked the right people to pick on, us and our allies in the high Himalayan mountains.”

“I have sent the Scott’s Guards to stop them, I’m trying to be a buffer between the locals and the Chinese, because if, or when the killing starts, we won’t be able to stop the Gurkha’s, they will not negotiate with invaders, and why should they? Let’s hope it doesn’t come to that Rusty.”

“Oh shit!” said Jon Boy, “That’s Dexter thrown into the front line again, oh! shit that’s us as well!"

“What!” screamed his wife, as she came into the den, “You’re out! You’re retired, you have one year then you’re finished.”

“Reserves Kelly, reserves, that’s us on the first call honey, if I get the call I have to go, understand?"

“Hand me that book over there please honey!"

She passed him the book he was reading, and took Jockey off him.

He read, then flicked to the index at the back.

He read in silence, “Shit,” he mumbled, “The old man was right.”

“What?” said Kelly.

“Talbot predicted this scenario to be the start of World War three as the Chinese try to take the Himalayan high ground, its say’s here, that if they complete the invasion they could hold the world to ransom because India and Pakistan need the water, a simple diversion of one of the rivers could kill billions if they let the Chinese get away with this, they can cause a drought in India with just a few explosive rock falls.”

His eyes diverted back to the television.

An interviewer came on the TV and was talking to the US President, he was talking about Augustus Talbot’s book and all its doomed predictions, “This is a very bad move Bob!,” said the President “I will talk to our people in a moment about what we can do to stop this, our British Allies have gone into this without thinking what’s going to happen, the Gurkha’s are family to them, you see, so it could get out of hand very quickly, I am going to call the Chinese President in a moment and give him some harsh advice, let’s hope he listens Bob.”

“At the moment I have just called out our modern minute men in the Marine corps to fill in the gaps, the reserves are being recalled as we speak Bob, we can’t let this happen man.”

His phone rang at the side of him, Kelly snatched it up and answered, she listened and said, “Yes Colonel Cook he is here with me at the moment,” she passed him the phone and started to cry, the kids started to cry as well, the youngest grabbed his Fathers leg and would not let go, Jon Boy shuffled with the child on his leg listening to the Colonels instructions.

“Yes, Sir I will do!” he said as he placed the phone down.

Kelly held her breath as he waited.

“Code red, recall, honey!"

“Shit! “She screamed “No! not now, not now Jon Boy!”

“I got to go honey, its a code red.”

“No! I’m not letting you go back you’re going to get killed and it ain’t happening Jon Boy you ain’t going man! No, you ain’t!” she screamed at him.

He picked her off the floor, and hugged her till it hurt, “The last time honey, after  this I’m done, so when I come back, I’m going to work for your old man selling cars from the hot lot, just like you always wanted ok? This is it, I got to go babe.”  

“You’re just saying that Jon Boy you ain’t never going to give it up, we need you here, you’re going to be hurt bad, I know it...... I know.... I just know it!"

“Be cool honey it’s what I do for a living honey, you know that, anyway, it’s just police work, we’ll be just there to help the Brits.”

“That crazy Scott’s guy I bet,” she said crying.

“I owe that man my life woman and so do many of our guys to we owe them babe, understand?"

“I don’t like it Jon Boy,” she hugged him till she couldn’t breathe, then let go and ran into the bedroom to sob.

The kids jumped on him and clung on pulling him onto the sofa, “You’re coming home again Pa, ain’t ya?” said Jon Junior.”

“Yes, I am dude, I’m coming home to beat you guys into pulps same as before, no mercy for you rag tags you’re going to get such a whipping,” they squealed in delight as he chased them around and around till, he and them splashed onto the sofa in exhaustion, “You ain’t dying Pa?"

“No gents I ain’t, who the hell is going to teach you guy’s to be marines if I don’t do it?"

They all laughed on the sofa, their mother still crying in the bedroom.

“You men, listen up, look after your ma, eh? You might have a little sister on the way guys so be cool dudes, eh?"

“We will Pa!” said Jimmy, with a toothless grin.”

“Now who’s for pepperoni pizza with extra chili and all the works?"

He placed the pizza into the oven as his cell phone pinged, “Yep,” he said into the phone.

“Ah Major Wilson we speak at last,” said Helen.

“And you are Madam? I can tell you’re English, so do I know you or what?”

“What?” she giggled, “I’m Dexter’s Dragon, the one who’s swiveled his life for so many years.”

“So, you’re the reason then Ma’am?”

“You are a sharp one, I can see Jon Boy, just call me Helen dear!”

“For why Ma’am.”

“Jon Boy, I just wanted to touch base with you of the up-and-coming problems that are going to get ours and your people killed if it’s not managed correctly.”

“So why should I even talk with a woman like you, the Director General of Intelligence for the whole of the old empire.”

“Listen very carefully moron, your people are going to cause this war, your bosses think it’s a game we Brits are playing, they’re wrong, they are being led by morons who want profits, nothing else matters to them just dosh, you will know when you hear it, the suspicions of the untrustworthy Brits, the old man in the moon fiddling, you’ll hear it all but not from us, but from your own people, it will shock you how obvious and stupid they are, you’ll rethink your own position in the end, I just want to let you know that you have friends over here, you are part of our family in fact, when the words choke you with anger call me, I can explain it all, get it, you now have my number on your phone, just ring for my clarification when it all get muddled up and you feel like you being led by fools.”

“But that’s against all of my principles woman.”

“Perhaps but standing by and watching friends killed for other reasons is against mine and I think yours also, you are growing into a civilian Mr. Wilson, maybe even into a politician.”

“Thats a no from me woman, a clear no and do not contact me again understand?” the phone was dead as he looked at the giant pizza in the oven, reflecting and thinking of why she should just ring him like that out of the blue, strange and scary in some way.

“Who was that, Pa?” asked JJ.

“The Queen of England JJ, what can I say, fame at last!”

JJ laughed at him then pointed to the oven and the blackening pizza.

“Out of the blue like that, what’s wrong with these people JJ?”

“She needs a Marine Pa, sounds like a job interview to me, after all you ain’t going to sell cars for grandpa, are you? Boor......ing, man!”

He looked at his little boy and smiled at his clear thinking, “Do not tell your mother please little guy, men’s stuff, ok?”

JJ was more interested in the pizza by now and pointed again to the smoke.
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CHAPTER 4 ... Guards Barracks ... Map Room ... London ... England
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“Now come on girls this is not, I repeat not, a training exercise this is for real,” he looked into the mirror, and he stared back at himself, “Are you ready for this moron?"

He checked his teeth, “Times up here we go.”

He slammed out of the toilet in the barracks and walked into the map room to be greeted by the officers and senior NCOs of the Regiment, all smiling at him.

“Well gents, down to what we do for a living God help us,” he took up the pointing stick and placed it on the map, “The Himalayas gents, highest mountains in the world we are to be dropped off here, here and here, the Chinese in their so called wisdom have decided to change the map and suddenly moved the border lines to suit themselves, I suspect it’s because they need the roads to transport logistics, so these must be their forward operations troops.”

“Our own forward operations group are already there so you know them mad bastards will make some bangs for us to hear, dam showoffs.”  

“Our task is to stop our little brown family from starting World War three by killing every slant eyed man on sight, we gents, are the peace makers we are to handle the locals with firm gentleness, we are supporting the Nepali defense force, on site.”  

“Now you lot know how the fight starts; you lot are normally the ones who start it for God’s sake.”

The Sergeants laughed at the old man.

“So, we show strength as we arrive, we are going in force so pack all you need and quick, calm professional manner gentlemen, stiff upper thingamabobs!"

“Minus 30- at the moment chaps, enough to freeze the balls off....”

“Brass monkeys echoed the NCOs.”

“So, pack your fury nighty’s eh!"

“Logistics’ as usual are behind us so we won’t be without!"

They laughed as he pulled a face.

“It’s down to us so take all that we need, so Brize Norton tonight, the C130’s are warming up the heating system even as we speak, so we won’t be cold on the way.”

He pulled a face again at them, “Best get your thermals off the old women lads because we need em more than they do on this one.”

They all laughed at his banter, “Ok I want to talk to the lads in ten minutes, I’ll be on the plinth trying to soak up the warmth of our green and pleasant land before they freeze and fall off in the mountains.”

“Oh, asthmatics and medical waiting listers are to stay on the square, the Navy is taking over from the Guards, so history in the making chaps, sorry Rocky you are staying to train them up, so close your facial orifice before you start, final decision, done, ok, go! And be doing!"

“Bastard,” screamed sarn’t major Richard (Rocky) Williams, as they all rushed out to start shouting at the men.

The Colonel grabbed his arm before he left, “Listen Rocky, as you know, this is a very old system, if we don’t come home son, you are the Regiment, you will have to educate them all from your brain son, all our history and traditions, poor bastards,” he chuckled as he walked out.

“Bastard!” said Rocky to the Wolf, who was there looking at him.
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He stood on the plinth trying to think what to say, his mobile rang, he opened it and shouted “Hello, what?"

How are we doing Dexter said the gravel voice.

“Hiya Pop how are you in all that sunshine, sunshine!"

“Bollocks!” said the old man, “Have you read my book?"

“Err no! should I have read it Pop?"

“You dozy bugger Dexter, get my book and read the bastard thing on your way over, logistics, tactics, and how the Chinese think and act, oh! and Sun Tzu’s art of war, you’re in politics now son, don’t let the little people kill anyone or we will all be in the soup.”

Dexter grinned, “Your worried about me?"

“Yes, I am son, they don’t respect life, give them a chance and they will kill you all,  

and show the world your dead body’s just because they can, understand?"

“They won’t get that chance Pop; we are in the mood.”

“And don’t eat their food or drink their water bollock brain, or you’ll all be shiting for England,” laughed the old man as the phone clicked off.

The troops started to gather on the parade ground.

“Jimmy two bollocks!” shouted Dexter.

Jimmy ran over to him, “Aye, boss!"

“Get over to the library, I want two books and quick, Augustus Talbot’s book, I think it’s called The Chinese Question, and the other one is called Fun Sue’s farting about in war, now go!"

The lads giggled at the boss as he stared at them watching him asking for stupid things from poor Jim, as he was known in the Regiment.

“Sun Tzu’s Art of War boss?” said Jimmy just to clarify.

“Aye that sounds like the one, smart arse, now go!"

The lad ran off to find the library that he had never visited before, but must be here somewhere, “I’ll have to ask,” he mumbled.

“Gather round you ugly bastards,” shouted Dex as they came onto the parade square, “Don’t bother with lines just get over here so I don’t have to shout at you, Dougy, are they all here?"

“Aye boss!” shouted the Regimental Sarn’t Major, “Just a few stragglers!"

“Well, we don’t have time to piss about so I’ll have to start, this is not and exercise I repeat, this is Not! an exercise we are on the road again, so pull up your pants and don’t forget the lumpy thing that fires all those thingamabobs.”

The lads laughed at him.

“Its 30 degrees’ below zero at the top of the biggest mountains in the world, so guess where we are bound for gents, the brass monkey mountains, so thermals and action man jammy’s.”

“The job! So, we are doing a police action, we are stopping world war three, a piece of piss for you super men, so we will be back for tea, medals and hob knobs, quite soon.”

The lads laughed at him as he told them about the job at hand.

“You will behave your selves on the top of the world please, no drink, or women, those little brown girls will cut your vesicles off if you mess with em, these people are family, you know the lads who always win the nine peaks challenge they are always ready for a fight, our job is to do the fighting for them so they don’t have to, they won’t be happy with us but this has to be done, don’t play the smart arse with em, we will be called on to do the defense work, no pots shots, no getting upset at waiting.”

“We are there to do our job, we are showing a united front for the slints to see, it’ll be world news when we land so I want pipers ready, scare the shit out of em as normal.”

“We are taking body bags with us, everyone is coming home, you stupid bastards better not get killed or you’re straight on Colonel’s report when you get back.”

The lads laughed at him.

“No one in this army is trained more that you lot, it’s all we do for God’s sake, well now its show time, the exams are on us, so you lot are going to pass if its the last thing I do, if you’ve forgotten anything then it’s too late, does anyone need a laxative?  

I think I might need one.”

“We are being sent to show the world that we are not toy soldiers, were out of number one’s and into number three’s, our working gear.”

“They’re sending us to give em a message, that’s this, if you want it scumbags, then bring the bastard on because we’re in the bastard mood.”

The lads shouted as he shouted, “Load em up Dougy lets rock and roll highland laddies.”  

The parade ground erupted in cheering as they sorted themselves out the NCO’s shouting as normal.

The buses arrived at the Barrack gates; the great gates squealed open as diesel fumes filled the air.

Dexter stood down from the plinth wiping the tears from his face with his sleeve, “Bastard Army,” he mumbled, “I’m going to have to re do my makeup now,” he laughed with the RSM.

The RSM patted him on the back, “Well done boss that warmed em up, should we be worried sir?”

Dexter gave him the shut up and carry on stare.

Delilah was at his side as he walked over to the Guard house, Jimmy two panted as he ran over to the Boss.

“Got em boss!"

“Good lad said Dexter, he grabbed him and gave him a kiss on his head, you’re a good lad, its a shame about Jimmy one making that balls up like that, so, he’s staying here, so I need a replacement, any one in mind.”

“Yes, boss that’s him over there the tall lad, he speaks a few languages as well.”

“Oh! great,” said Dexter “What’s his name?"

“Jim,” said Jimmy two.

“Oh, for fuck’s sake,” grumbled Dexter as he entered the Guard room, to sign out his company from the guard square and quickly write report of the standing manpower.

“Jimmy three then boss?”

Dexter pointed for him to get himself sorted out, “And get him sorted out what to do please.”

“Sir!” screeched Jimmy two, before running off again.
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Alice turned over, so gave her a kiss on her bum, then got up and pulled the covers off her as he did so.

She grabbed them back and covered herself up again, “Sod off white man, I feel cold today.”

“Alice its 30% plus out there how the hell can you feel the cold?"

“A lifetime on the ice Pop, it’s in your bones I think, “She snuggled into the covers and tried to sleep.

He stood in front of the window, totally naked and scratched the cheek of his bum, thinking.

She saw the old man scratching his tattoos,” Why the hell did you have them done in the first place?"

“Not my idea Al, I just lost the game, I think I’m crap at poker, tats are what you get when you play cards with leaders of the free world, and their dogs of war.”

“Come on pale face, out with it.”

He turned and looked at her, “I predicted this Al, the whole scenario, it leads to total war, Asia goes up in flames, it pulls in the Indian sub-continent, the yellow horse of the apocalypse, will be charging at our lads, and there’s Dexter with his boy scouts to stop em, the Jack Russell’s verses the pack of hungry wolves.”

“And?” She screeched.  

“I have to help!"

“No, you don’t Pop you’re out and staying out, are we clear on that one old bloke.”

“I have a cure Al and I have to give it to em, or they’ll all die.”

“They are doing what they think is right Pop, how the hell can you interfere with how it’s done.”

“I ring the Prez and give him advice Al.”

“Yes, but then the racoon’s out of the sack, then they can hunt us down and put us out of our misery.”

“Alice they are more important than us dear.”

“You’re bonkers, you old git, the arrogance of an old bloke, do you really think that they will listen to a dead man!"

He stared at her thinking, “That’s a great idea Alice, you’re such a smart Indian, he gave her a kiss and then went into the bathroom.”

“What? What did I say? what?” she screamed at the closed door.

She followed him in, determined to start the inquisition.

“So where is my lap-top?”

“And why would you want one of those, old man?”
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CHAPTER 6 ... Emergency COBRA meeting ... Downing Street ... London 
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The Cobra meeting was held at Number 10 and as usual driving through London was the usual shuffle, ten yards and some lights, ten yards and a bus, ten yards and some black cab loony wanted to turn around crossing both lanes.

Liz sat up front with Jimmy one, “Why on earth are you in the Army Jim?” she asked.

“In our hometown Liz there’s three careers, drug dealing, oil rigs and the army, my mother dragged me down to the recruiting office to stop me becoming a drugs mule on the estate and she didn’t want me to die on the oil rigs like my uncle Sid, she said it’s safer in the Army than living in our town.”

“Do you write to her?"

“Every week, or the boss gives me a bollocking, he checks what we tell em, tell em your shower routine he say’s, tell em you do your own ironing and how good you are at it, tell em what you eat every day, give em some good news he say’s.”

“The lad’s love him you know Liz, he’s our dad really, all of em will lay down their lives for him because they know he will for them.”

“Jim said just now on the phone that he told em all that if they were killed in action, he would be so angry that they would be placed on the Colonels report dead or alive, he is bonkers Liz.”

“Yep, the Badger is totally bonkers no disputing that one, will he keep it together Jim?"

“He shows the cracks sometimes Liz, he’s not the worst though, the General is as mad as a box of kippers, he asked me the other day what dance should he do at the disco,  

so, what do I tell him Liz?"

She laughed out loud, “You poor corporal, do they run you raged son?"

“Yeah, I only get an hour’s kip in the afternoon now, boss say’s I should watch Thunderbirds on the telly so I can learn something for a change, so I do.”

Liz squealed in laughter, “You lot are all bloody bonkers, so what are you going  to do when you leave the army Jim?"

“Well, he say’says wants me to go into horse ranching so I can show him how to do it.”

Liz laughed, “Just stop talking you’re doing my head in sonny.”

He started to whistle through his teeth as the vehicles shuffled the next ten yards.

“Girl friend?"

“No but I have one in mind Liz.”

“Yes?”

“Yeah!” he grinned at her, “Griff’s girlfriend Colchester or Confetti or whatever her name is, tall, long black hair, legs up to her arm pits, smells like boots the chemist.”

“What is it, is it the food you lot eat? Are you lot on drugs and we don’t know about it? “She laughed.

“Its the boredom Liz, rush like mad to wait, rush, wait and wait, then rush somewhere else to wait, it sends you mad.”

“Yeah, the old man can’t stand waiting I understand a little now, thanks for the insight son, are we there yet?"

“Just up the road!"

“Ok I’m walking from here; I’ll see you later at the pick on the security park.”

“No! Liz you can’t do that, don’t do this Liz, stop! Security risk!” he shouted.

She was out of the door and walking away, before he could finish what he wanted to tell her.

At the Security gates at the end of Downing street she saw the black Range Rover, she knew it was her Mothers by the way it was parked blocking the road, she imagined the driver being shouted at to stop where he’s bloody told to stop, she was ready for her, she felt the heat on her face, her blood was up with the thought of  how her mother had sent her daughter Caledonia, to do doing the murders for her, so that all the old cronies she wanted rid of couldn’t give evidence of her deeds and they would be buried with them.

A large man in a grey suite stopped her going any further, his black leather glove was placed in her face, “Stop there please madam we have a VIP coming out of her car.”

Liz was fuming at this big man stopping her having her say, she quickly grabbed his hand and twisted it into a wrist lock, pushed him to the floor and placed her left foot on his neck, he grunted in pain but couldn’t do anything about it, as his forehead hit the pavement.

“Stop playing with the staff, Elizabeth!” shouted her Mother as she stepped out of the Limo, “You just must show off don’t you little girl, you’re such a smart arse with all this chop suit shit, leave the fat boy alone and let him go, and you! You’re supposed to be security, and you can’t protect me from a woman with only few gold things on her black belt, piss off and wash the bastard car.”

“Why did you get her to do your killing!” she shouted at the top of her voice.

“Oh! the witch queen is speaking to me now then!” shouted Helen back at her daughter, “And here we are in the street airing your knickers, ....... again!"

“You just wound her up and let her go, now she is a dead woman when she shows herself in the normal world.”

“Shut the fuck up, you stupid cow!” screamed Helen, “She’s not in the fucking normal world, shit for brains, John, .........shoot this woman!"

Liz let the security guard go, he grunted in pain and got out of the way quick.

“Err...”  said John getting out of the driver’s seat.  

“Shoot her in her stupid head John, now!" screeched Helen.

John came to his senses and shouted at the two women, who were still arguing and shouting at each other, “Get into the meeting and shut the fuck up you pair, this is like a scene from east enders just go and shout at the Prime Minister.”

The two women shuffled off, but still growling at each other.

“You treated your own granddaughter like a clockwork killing machine, she has a price on her head for God’s sake!” screeched Elizabeth.

“They will not touch her, you stupid woman, she was doing us all a favor!”

Elizabeth was about to take hold of her, but her mother reached inside her handbag, and she knew what that meant, she would fire the weapon through the leather, she was now in mortal danger from her own mother if she pushed her too far.

“You are a God dammed witch mother!”

“Shut the fuck up!” shouted Helen.

John came over to the big lad and asked if he was all right.

“Yes sir,” he stared at the backs of the women, “They are the most dangerous women I have ever met man.”

“You haven’t met the third generation yet Bill, Caledonia the granddaughter then we are talking dangerous man,” he grinned at him.

“Are they on our side boss?"

“Afraid so Bill, you park up, and I’ll meet you at the burger van, a greasy heart stopper, the works, eh?"

“Yeah Boss, we only live once, eh?” he said rubbing his swollen wrist and sore shoulder.”

“Dangerous woman Billy, and going in to meet another dangerous woman, the Prime Minister, let’s hope they don’t think of starting world war three, as they stir their witch’s cauldron in there.”

Billy started laughing at his wording.

“Come on big lad let’s eat something before we all die in a fireball of a molten nuclear explosion that those two will inevitably cause.

Billy laughed with him, then noticed the people with their phones out filming it all.

“Can I quote you on that John?” shouted Mack, from the line of press men watching the action.

John turned to him before getting into the car and gave him the cutthroat sign, Mack understood the instruction to not continue with this new story, “Bar later John?”

John nodded before driving off.

“Man, that was embarrassing mate,” said Billy.

“Just the start Bill, let’s just try to keep a lid on all this, understood?”

“Is he one of us John?”

“Who, Mack, yeah, one of the good guys, let’s just see if he can follow instructions, to the letter.”

“What letter?”

John gave him the stare to shut him up.
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CHAPTER 7 ...  Parlor Entrance ... Number 10 Downing Street 
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“Elizabeth,” whispered the PM “To me a moment please,” Liz followed the PM to the library, she waved her to sit down.

“I have just had the Minister of defense on the phone.”

“No!” said Liz, in a panic, “No! Oh, God no!”

“It’s ok Liz, I’m not talking about your old man!"

The PM waved Liz down with her hands, “And breath in and out Liz, slowly, calmly, so sorry dear I didn’t mean to spook or scare you at all, I just realized that how I said that was familiar to you in a very bad way, it’s nothing like that Liz, honest.”

“The Minister of defense has just resigned, what a sack of shit that man is, just when we need strength he flops like soft turd on a wet Monday.”

She stared at Liz and grinned “Sorry Elizabeth thats the council estate’s coming out of me, they are so mushy and wimpy, I want to give em a good slap.”

Liz laughed at her words.

It made the PM smile as she stared at her.

“So?” asked Liz.

“Well, Lizzy Dripping I want you to be the next Minister of defense.”

Liz opened her mouth and looked at the PM, she couldn’t’t speak.

“I need a woman at the table to support me, we are almost in a war, the uniforms are all excited and the horses are starting to bolt, I need a driver to stop them, to hold the reins and shout whoa, I want a no messer that looks at em and says, shut the fuck up, you lot, understand?"

Liz Laughed at her, “You are as mad as my old man, woman, I’m more likely to be the cause of World War three than they are, I very nearly killed my mother just  

moments ago, out in the street.”

“Yes, me too Liz that woman brings out the worst in me too, I want help with her as well, she is getting out of control, she needs reeling in and clipping onto a short leash.”

“So, Liz, can you do it, and do you want to do it? It means that you are going to have to work with these bollock brained men but I’m sure you could quickly bully them into shape.”

“Have you mentioned this to anyone else Ma-am?"

“No Liz, I wanted to talk to you first, so?"

“Will I have your support for unpopular moves.”

“Such as?"

“Well, taking some spending power away from the military, making them more responsible for the use of funds, breaking up comfortable little arrangements with the MOD that my husband dislikes, I will always ask him for his advice, he is the most honest man I know Ma-am.”

“You want a revolution then Liz?"

“No, just fairness and openness, I’m like my dad in wanting fare play and justice, he taught me a lot about the greedy people as he called them, picking what they wanted and leaving the rest for us to share.”

“Wow, so are you going the be, an Oliver Cromwell?"

Liz grinned at her, “The old man taught you that one, eh?"

“You’re a smart arse like him, aren’t you, Elizabeth?” she laughed.

“Yes, and proud of it, Ma’am.”

“Well?"

“I’m all in, Ma’am.”

“Oh! he taught you Texas holdem poker, right?"

“He was easy, always fell for the bluff, it’s how I got my pocket money back in the day,” laughed Liz.

“Ok, Elizabeth here we go girl, follow me into the fray, let slip the bitches of war,” laughed the PM as she crashed into the cabinet room to be greeted by all the white faces of cabinet and military leaders, sitting worried to be asked something that they couldn’t’t answer.

“Ok folks,” said the PM, “We have a lot of work to do this morning and we need to hear what our experts have to say before that, so please sit and drink your tea’s.”

“Oh! for our cabinet colleagues, our Minister of Defense resigned this morning, the strain of potentially going to war was a to bigger ask for such a flannel, let’s hope his wife gets him to do the washing up without craping himself out of fear of being asked to do something he doesn’t like.”

“Forgive me, men in this room, but now is the time to stand up and be a man, say what you mean and mean what you say, if any of you want to limp off to the back benches to snipe at me like he’ll do, when I’m not looking then there is the door go, because we have a war to stop and I don’t have time for wimps, clear?.

“I am sick of so-called men, so I have enlisted the help of a fellow hard woman, so the new Minister of Defense is Mrs. Elizabeth Dexter.”

The Cabinet room erupted in applause for the new Minister of Defense.

Liz looked at her mother on the other side of the table who just grinned back at her clapping.

“The Nepali Government have asked us for help in dealing with the Chinese threat.”

“Ok, Helen your report please,” said the PM.

Helen stood up to speak, “Well she said this is an historic day in our family and in fact in the history of the country, not since William Pitt and his son Pitt the younger has a family had so much power, I must admit a conflict of interest in the new appointment, because you see, Elizabeth Dexter our new minister, is my only daughter, and I am so very proud of her,  

I think she will do a fantastic job, look out boy’s she is not an easy ride.”

Liz looked at her mother, her face becoming redder and redder as she boiled up into a rage.

“So,” said Helen “Because of my daughter’s appointment do you wish me to resign Prime Minister?"

The PM looked shocked, “Certainly not Helen, we have room for another strong women at this table you are a valuable veteran we need your intelligence and assessments please.”

The PM stared at Liz with raised eyebrows saying in a woman’s language, stop this now.

Liz understood the stare and placed her hands on the table to calm down.

“So,” said Helen, “The slinky eye’s have moved out of their boundary, they say that it was old, and that the British invented the line to help empire troops move onto the high Plato, they are saying that the Empire is now dead, and the lines are not relevant in the modern world.”

“Is it relevant Helen?” asked the PM.

“If we give then an inch, they will take a mile and were into a world war, the little people are raging Ma’am, they are going to be collecting heads if we don’t stop them and quick.”

“Ok! army Intel, what have they got General?" Asked the PM.

The General coughed and then said, “They have the biggest Army in the world.”

“Ma’am, and the biggest air force, if they want, they can drop a million men onto the Plato, like they did with the Tibet fiasco, and none of us said a word when they did that, now we have no choice.”

“Ok,” said the PM “What is your assessment Road runner?"

He scratched his head then said, “We’ve been here before Ma’am and we backed down at the time, I think that if we back down now, they will run us over, and we could lose an entire Battalion of Guards is we don’t support them properly.”

“Was I hasty in sending our best then!"

“No! Ma’am I’m glad you did, but it needs careful handling, its a dam shame we don’t have her father with us, he wrote the book on this one, he killed a few of em as well.”

He nodded to Liz.

“It’s true! they can land a million men on the Plato, but can they feed em, we can kill their logistics, our forward operations troops are out there now, we will kill all the communications, all the roads all the bridges, they will have to fly in everything, then we will down all their plains with our kit, they will lose a million men in an hour if that’s their only plan, it saves us ammo if they do that in fact.”  

“My God Road runner you sound so clinical.” said the PM.

“Killing is our job Ma’am, get used to blood folks because whatever we do its going to be our fault, that’s what her dad taught me as a young squaddie, soiling myself with fear, I miss the old man, we are the weaker without him, did they pay the price
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