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1: Echo Beach
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I was out cold until I hit the water. It was freezing and I immediately awoke. My senses had no time to figure out what was going on, I was in the sea, it was cold, I was heavy and sinking fast. I desperately needed to breathe and before I could take control of myself my mouth automatically opened and in rushed the water. I coughed and spluttered, if you can do that under water, the sea raced up my nose and ran down my throat. Drowning, it is said, is a lovely way to die, believe me it isn't. My throat was retching painfully, I felt like I'd swallowed a glass of tiny pins.

I was dying, I was lost and there was nothing I could do. I had a chain attached to something heavy and also attached to my leg, my hands were bound tight and there was no solution to my dilemma, I was sinking and I realised that I would sink forever. I kicked and kicked and kicked out anyway, it was hopeless but I kicked some more.

Fuck you, I shouted inside my head. I'd quickly learned to keep my mouth shut.

I kicked some more and then kicked harder, it was my hands that were bound not my legs. I grabbed at the chain, it was short and the something heavy on the end of it felt like concrete. I held it in my hands as best I could, it was bloody heavy but kicking my legs worked better that way. It was a big lump of concrete but I was bigger. I had a fighting chance, I kicked and kicked and kicked. My head, like a volcano erupting, broke the surface of the water, it was as if I'd died, gone down to hell and then wrenched myself back to life, I opened my mouth and gasped for air. I had a wonderful lungful of the beautiful stuff and then I went down again but this time I kicked like a torpedo zeroing in on an enemy battleship. I kicked like a man who was desperate to live.

The sea was rough and playing with me. I kicked, I sank, I kicked, I got swamped, I kicked, I got battered, I kicked, I gave up. Then I kicked and kicked and kicked. On one of my immersions from the living hell I caught a momentary glimpse of what I thought was the sea crashing on rocks, I was cold, my body was a dead useless lump but now I had hope, my spirits soared and I kicked.

When I say I kicked, at first it was just a panic, a wild thrashing of legs, then I started to thrust in a co-ordinated way, then I started to swim but without the use of my arms to help me along. I held my head above the waves, then I was hit by the wild sea, swamped by a wave and went down. I came up, was hit by a wild wave again, went down again but I pushed with my legs and worked my way back to the surface, gulped at the air and was swamped again.

I don't know how long this desperate struggle went on but it went on and on and on. It could have been minutes, hours or was it days? I was exhausted, I had no strength left and I started to sink. If I was going to drown, I might as well accept my fate. I kicked harder, I had no stamina left, I was done for, I wanted to throw in the towel but I kicked and then I kicked some more. Inside my head I was singing: One more river, one more river to Jordan, one more river, one more river to cross. I sang those few badly remembered lines over and over and over. I pushed my battered body, I demanded it to work, it worked, it flagged. I couldn't go on so I pushed harder. My body was stiff, my muscles ached, I couldn't feel my legs and a pain throbbed up into my head but the worse I felt the harder I worked. I kicked for my life and I kept kicking.

Then I saw white water, great mountains of white water. Waves were crashing in fiery columns over rocks. I was sucked in and thrown at those rocks without being able to do a damn thing about it.

Holy shit, it was like being sucked into the centre of a cyclone. I was tossed in the air and then crashed down into the sea again. I was swimming, paddling, kicking, splashing, plashing, whatever you call what I was doing, I tried to avoid the rocks but the churning sea whipped me up and threw me at them. The jagged rocks thrust their dangerously amorous craggy arms out to reach me, then the sea grabbed me in an embrace and threw me into the air then down I crashed again. Before I could be splattered on the ginormous tombs of death I was sucked out to sea again, picked up by the waves and then hurled towards the rocks whence I had come.

There was a small channel in the rock face and I was pushed and dragged, mostly underwater, along this channel. I had no power over my destiny, if it was to be death by drowning and being smashed on rocks then death by drowning and being smashed on rocks it would be. I waited for the end as my body was flung hither thither by the waves. Goodbye world.

I opened my eyes. I was wet, I was cold, I ached but I was alive. I lay in a pool of water, my head was just clear of it, that slight elevation had saved me from drowning. The sun beat down on me, warming me, the sea was calm and clear, I was still wearing the chain but most of the concrete was gone, it must have been smashed on the rocks. Why wasn't I? You can't help bad luck but then you can't help good luck either.

I dragged myself further up the beach and collapsed in the sun. It felt warm and nourishing and good. I thanked the sun for bringing me back to life and thanked the sea for protecting me from sudden doom. I was feeling anthropomorphic, or whatever the word is, and thanking the sky, the sun, the moon, the sea, the rocks and everything else for protecting me. I stood up and was about to shout out my thanks to the universe in general when I was kicked in the guts and went down in agony. I just had time to see a youth with a knife in his hand thrusting towards my stomach.

'Errck!' I yelled.

I'm not actually sure what I yelled but it was fairly unpronounceable and definitely unrepeatable. I kicked and lashed out with my chain and the knife flew through the air.

'Don't fuck around, finish him off!' someone shouted.

'He's dead meat.'

'Well kill him for fuck's sake.'

My assailant pulled out an automatic pistol and fired but he wasn't much of a marksman, I grabbed as large a rock as I could pick up and it crashed down on my young friends head. He went down like a ton of bricks as they say, not sure if that would be a metric tonne or an imperial ton, but anyway he went down.

I really didn't need this now.

'Look fellas,' I said, 'do you want to surrender now or do we have to keep going?'

'Bastard!' shouted the voice that had instructed the youth to kill me.

'How about we talk this over with a cold beer?'

'Bastard,' he said again.

'No, I'm pretty sure my mother and father were married.'

'Pig!'

'Actually pigs aren't so bad. Did you know that they're the second most intelligent animal after humans? And if you compare them to some humans I've met...'

'Shut the fuck up.'

'Hey, watch your language,' I said.

The shouting man was fumbling in his clothing for something, presumably for a gun or a knife or some other kind of weapon that probably wasn't intended to extend my life. I grabbed the gun the unfortunate youth had dropped and turned to eyeball the shouting man. He was hairy, that is his face was covered in a long black beard, and he was dressed in black, he wielded a Luger, he pointed it at me, I pointed the pistol I had recovered at him, it was a Walther 367 or something like that.

'Checkmate,' I said.

My antagonistic friend had other ideas and moved to open fire. Before he had time to cut me down I put a bullet into his chest.

I pulled the youth, the one who'd attacked me with a knife, out of the sea.

'You'll live,' I said.

He started to choke in a groggy half-conscious way. I turned around to check out the other guy who'd had a slight altercation with a gun when the youth, who was supposed to be groggy and half-conscious, lunged at me with a small, deadly tomahawk. Some people just never know when to quit. The tomahawk ripped through my T-shirt, grabbed a slice of flesh and then grabbed some more. If I say it hurt a bit, I'm not understating the case, so I'll just say that it hurt a bit.

I turned and faced the youth.

'You've wrecked my T-shirt, my mother gave me that for Christmas.'

He was obviously not interested in discussing Santa. He snarled at me and pulled back the tomahawk ready for a second attempt. I kicked him in the chest, he fell backwards into the sea but kept hold of the tomahawk. He slowly stood up and began posing with his hand axe, twisting it in the air, throwing it from hand to hand, then he took a good grip of his little toy and with his other hand he beckoned me to come on and try something.

'I'm gonna take you,' he sneered.

'Can't we just call it a day?' I said.

He was only a slip of a boy, he could have been as young as fifteen or sixteen, he wasn't old enough to grow a beard and probably didn't know what an erection was, and I wasn't going to tell him, he would have to look it up in his Funk and Wagnalls. He had jet black hair, brown eyes and a tanned skin, he should have been out chatting up teeny boppers or doing stunts on his skateboard or worrying about his pimply complexion.

'You need to change your diet if you want to get rid of those pimples,' I said. 'Too much fast food.'

'Come on you bastard.'

With his tomahawk he metaphysically cut me up slashing the battle axe through the air.

'How old are you?' I said.

'Old enough to cut you up.'

'Haven't you got a home to go to?'

'When I've finished you off.'

'Shouldn't you be playing computer games or something?'

'This is a better game,' he said.

'Well shouldn't you be at school?'

'I'm gonna teach you how to die.'

'When I was your age I was out chatting up girls,' I said.

He lunged with his chopper and I took him out with my chain, it was proving to be a lethal piece of chain. I disarmed him, tore the legs off his trousers, tore them into long shreds and proceeded to tie him up.

The shouting man was lying in the water with waves gently lapping at his face. A few minutes more of that, as the tide was coming in, and he would drown. I pulled him out of the water, ripped up his shirt and made bandages. I made a neat job of bandaging him up even if I do say so myself, and I do, then I sat down in a pool of sea water and set about freeing myself.

The binding on my hands wasn't too difficult but the chain on my leg was going to be a problem. I took careful aim with the young punk's not so watery water pistol and fired. The bullet hit the chain, ricocheted off and cut a furrow across my skin. I was beginning to look a mess, I had cuts and bruises all over me. I took aim and fired again. The ricocheting bullet spun up into my face and barely missed going through my brain, such brain as I have, and it, the bullet, cut a small channel over my scalp.

This was proving to be a dangerous business.

'This is all your fault,' I said to the boy but he wasn't listening.

That's the problem with modern youth, no attention span, I put it down to much too much sugar and chemical additives in food. Sunset Yellow and Brilliant Blue are chemicals we eat all the time, I ask you, can you imagine it? 'Mum what's for tea?' 'I've got some Brilliant Blue in the fridge.' 'Oh yum.'

I took a deep breath and fired once again. The bullet zapped into the chain and my bonds fell away. I sighed a huge sigh of relief. Being a Super Hero, not that I'm a Super Hero, but being a bloke with a bit of action adventure in his make-up means that I have to perform some pretty full on stunts, it wouldn't be so bad if there had been a good looking young girl to watch. Like most men I'm a sucker for a good looking young girl with flashing eyes.

I looked up at the hot burning sun and thought how good it felt to be alive. Then I was hit on the head by a lump of driftwood and down I went.

That same piece of bloody wood hit me again. I rolled over only to be kicked by a big heavy black boot. I grabbed the boot and hung on for dear life. The owner of the boot struggled but I kept hanging on. I pulled at the boot and off it came, the owner of the boot fell one way and I fell the other. When I regained my senses the bootless man had a knife.

'Oh no, not this again, it's been done before,' I said.

He snarled.

'Can't you think of anything original?'

He growled.

'It's so je ne sais pa,' I said. 'No, make that déjà vu.'

I was getting my school boy French mixed up.

He roared and dived at me.

I noticed blood on his blade, it was probably mine. Whilst watching the blood on the blade, it came perilously close to my spleen, I stepped aside, the knife passed by harmlessly and I thumped the fella over the head with a closed fist. He collapsed into a pool of sea water and started to splutter.

'For God's sake, that's not original either,' I said. 'That one's been done before as well.'

Bubbles were coming up from his face, he was choking. I pulled him out of the water and tied him up with his own clothes. Three down and who knows how many more to go. I held onto the automatic pistol I'd collected earlier and searched the horizon. There were no more surprises in store for me, thank the Lord, I'd had enough surprises for one day, I was surprised out.

*******
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The hospital chair was an uncomfortable plastic affair, I won't comment on its comfort level. What is it about hospital chairs, they are almost as bad as the paintings on the walls. The room had a bed, the bed was occupied by a man, he was a very sick looking old man.

'Have you got a cigarette?' he said.

'You know what they've said about smoking,' I said.

'I'm dying anyway, one more cigarette's not going to make any difference. Haven't you ever smoked?'

'No, it's a filthy habit.'

'There's no point in me giving up now.'

'The doctor will be doing his rounds soon, I'll stay until he gets here.'

'Well if you're not going to give me a damn cigarette you may as well tell me how the hell you lived to fight another day.'
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2: Pig Face

[image: ]


I was on an island but it hadn't appeared on any of the charts, chart being seafarer's lingo for a map. The island was covered with sheoaks, a weeping pine like tree of the southern hemisphere, and eucalypts, at least I knew I was off the coast of Australia.

My memory was just a little faulty, things were coming back to me but slowly, I remembered an altercation and something about seals but everything was fuzzy. On the island there were the trees I've mentioned and not much more, no houses, no electricity, no soft drinks stand, no ice cream stall, no people, no nothing. The coastline, that wrapped around the tiny islet, was a scattering of sandy coves and rocky headlands. Where the rocks stuck out above the line of the tide they were a fiery orange, it was all rather beautiful really. The thought: My mother would have loved to paint this, came into my head. She's a brilliant artist, her work sells for heaps. On the rocks were good sized mussels and whelks and I figured I could eat them if I needed to.

I walked around the coast looking for a stream or some source of fresh water or something, I was thirsty, I needed a drink. Then I heard the outboard motor of a small boat.

I jumped up from the sandy beach where I'd been walking and onto a rugged and rocky headland. I climbed up the highest rock, it was steep going and I almost slipped back down but luckily my feet held. When I reached the top I had to steady myself as I was standing at the edge of a cliff face. I scanned the horizon, a small aluminium run about thing, a tinny, with an outboard motor, was making its way out to sea with my three erstwhile friends aboard, they were heading towards a large, large?! bloody huge, fishing trawler. It was about the size of a small city and was sitting on the horizon like a giant cancer protruding from the sea. I didn't know what the fishing trawler, slash factory ship, was doing there, I had no memory of it at all but one thing I did know, I was marooned and my assailants, who were obviously not in love with me, were heading out to it.

I looked out at the factory ship and cursed, I knew how Robinson Crusoe had felt. How was I ever to get off this bloody island? The only thing for it was to walk and climb around the bloody thing and to see what I could see. As I said I was dreadfully thirsty, all the sea water I had drunk earlier had given me a maddening thirst, so I went in search again for fresh water. I did find a puddle but when I dipped my fingers in and tried it I spat it out, it was stagnant and putrid. I noticed a dead something of the animal kind slowly decomposing in it, yuk, I washed my mouth out with some sand which made me even more thirsty.

Bloody hell.

I looked in vain for fresh water. The truth is I found plenty of mountain streams and rock pools but each and every one of them was bone dry. I dug down in the sand of a dry creek bed and found only more dry sand. I followed one dry stream up to the top of a mountain, I say mountain but in fact it was a hillock with a rock on top. It looked like a stumpy ice cream with a walnut perched on top. Up there, on top of the world, all I could see was eucalyptus trees scattered about and clumpy grass. Nothing moved, there was no sound whatsoever, it was so quiet it was almost uncanny.

I'd reached the top of the mountain and found nothing, I couldn't even look out to sea as the trees blocked the view.

I don't despair normally, I take adversity on the chin, but as I had nothing to drink and was marooned, on a tiny islet and had no idea why or what was going on, I began to despair. I wanted to jump up and down, and rant and rave, and scream and shout. Then I saw something.

In the tussocky grass something blue caught my eye. I looked again more closely, it was a tiny blue orchid, then I saw hundreds of tiny blue orchids, I wasn't in hell I was in paradise but when you don't know where you are or why you're there even paradise can be disquieting.

'Where the fuck am I!' I shouted

'Where the fuck am I!' echoed back.

Reality began to sink in. Not only was I marooned, not only did I not know where I was or why I was there, but I might never find a way to get off this God forsaken little bit of paradise, ever.

I was desperately thirsty and there was no water to be had, not one drop.

'Water!' I shouted.

'Water!' echoed back.

I ran down the mountain, as best I could, through the tussocky scrub and reached the edge of the sea in quick time. I think I broke the world record for a sprint through open grassy woodland, but apart from the huge mass of ocean that confronted me, with the little matter that it was full of salt, there was no water.

I dropped to my knees, I couldn't go on for much longer, my thirst was beginning to consume me. I closed my eyes, hoping to be in a different place when I opened them, I wasn't, but then I noticed a succulent flowering plant scattered along the shoreline, it was pigface, it stores its own water in its leaves. I grabbed a handful of the stuff and greedily forced it into my mouth, I chewed and chewed and chewed.

Don't ever eat pigface. It tastes sort of herby and weedy, it's hard to describe, but the words astringent and sour come to mind, closely followed by bloody awful. I kept chewing, spat the well chewed pigface out, grabbed some more and chewed some more. I was now thirstier than when I had started.

I spat out the second molar encrusted chasm full and resisted the temptation to chew more. My tongue was dry and chalky and felt huge and, just to make it interesting, I seemed to have lost all feeling in my mouth.

I decided to try an old Greek trick. I took a small round pebble and put that in my mouth, in comparison to the pigface it tasted quite good but it didn't help much, although my mouth didn't feel quite so dry.

I spat it out, so much for old Greeks.

I was going nowhere fast. Pebble soup was obviously off the menu, I had to find water and pronto. I set off on my search once more but it was slow and painful. I came to a clearing in the trees and looked out to sea and there it was, the giant fish factory. It looked to be closer in shore, I strained my eyes and focused and yes, it was bloody well at anchor.

'You little beauty!' I shouted

'You little beauty!' echoed back.

My only thought now was fresh water. I would have begged for fresh water, I would have considered most things for fresh water.

I sat down and weighed up my position, it wasn't good. I'd been chained to a lump of concrete and thrown from a boat, no not a boat a ship, which reminds me of the old dilemma, when is a stone a rock and a rock a stone? Anyway, in all probability the boat I'd been thrown from was the factory ship. Three bearded men had tried to kill me and those three bearded men could only have come from that factory ship. Actually there were only two bearded men, one was a beardless youth. Be that as it may, I probably wouldn't be welcomed aboard.

It took all my determination but I waited for darkness, it was a long wait.

I watched cormorants and pelicans out to sea fishing, I watched a sea eagle dive into the sea and catch a fish or two and I watched albatrosses, like beautiful gliders, soaring just above the waves to and fro in their hunt for dinner. I didn't watch the soaring birds out of an appreciation of their majestic beauty, I watched them to take my mind off my rampant and all-consuming thirst.

At last darkness descended. It was pitch black but the factory ship was lit up like Disneyland, it had more lights than an intersection on a superhighway in America. I waded into the water, it was very cold, the island must be somewhere off the Tasmanian coast, you don't get water that cold up north. The boat was an easy target for a torpedo and, even if I say so myself, I can swim like a torpedo. So I took my bearings and set off.

I'm a good swimmer, I just kick my legs and cut the waves with my arms and hey presto I'm cruising rapidly through the water.

I'd been going for a while, in the direction of the beaming floodlights of the ship, when I bobbed my head out of the water, I was getting quite close. I swam some more breathing, ducking down and then bobbing up to see where I was and then swimming on again. I had no idea yet how I was going to get aboard the boat but it's always best to face each problem one at a time. I swam up to the colossal giant, saw the anchor chain and everything became clear. I grabbed hold of the anchor chain and rested. I needed that rest, I was exhausted, I'd had a busy day what with one thing and another. I knew that once I'd climbed up the chain life would be no picnic, with caviar and champagne, and in all probability I would meet my three friends yet again, but I also knew that there would be fresh water.

I was prepared to kill for fresh water or die trying to get it.

*******
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Orderlies were moving up and down the corridor pushing trolleys that were giving off a not too wonderful smell. Hospital food is one very good reason not to get admitted. He was getting fidgety, he obviously didn't like the smell either.

'Don't you ever get tired of it all?' he said, 'putting yourself out there?'

'It's what I do.'

'I know but don't you ever think of quitting?'

'What, just sit back and say, I may as well have another cigarette because I'm dying anyway?'

'You don't have to come here you know.'

'I want to.'
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3: Climbing
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It was easy going but slow. I simply climbed up the links in the anchor chain, they were huge, and it was just like going up a ladder. The middle of each link had a spacer and it was very easy to put my foot on that and then push up. Near the top was a hole where the anchor chain went in and wound onto a capstan type arrangement for lowering and raising it, don't ask me the technical details. The hole was big enough for the chain but too small for a man, well too small for this man. I was stuck there, hanging on to the chain. The deck was too high for me to reach and the sides of the ship were far too smooth for me to scurry up like a rat. I was stuck. Yet again I was up shit creek in a barbed wire canoe without a paddle.

I decided to hang on in there and rest. There was nothing I could do, it looked like my only option was to climb back down the chain, jump into the sea and swim back to the island. Like Napoleon Bonaparte in 1815 I had reached my Waterloo.

I heard a man on deck, he was walking up and down, he could be a worker enjoying an evening stroll or he could be a gunman on the lookout for unfortunate surprises like myself hanging off the anchor chain.

There was nothing else for it.

'Oy!' I yelled.

It's a good old trick. When hidden and inconspicuous but stuck make yourself conspicuous to your enemy, sometimes the bold venture wins against all the odds.

There was a reply in some language I didn't understand.

'Do you speak English?' I said slowly sounding somewhat like a newsreader.

There was more of the other language.

'I fell in!' I shouted.

A head appeared over the bow.

'I get help.'

'No.'

'I get help.'

'No you help.'

'I no can do.'

'Yes you can.'

'No I no can do.'

'Throw me a rope.'

'I...'

'Just throw me a rope.'

'I no...'

'I'm falling off, throw a damn rope.'

It's a funny thing, if you want to get your own way, and you're stubborn and boorish, hey presto you usually get it.

The end of a rope fell towards me.

'Secure it to the capstan or something!' I shouted.

'I no understand.'

'Attach it to the capstan!'

'Attach?'

'Tie it.'

'Tie?'

'Make knot to big round thing.'

'Ya I make knot to big round thing.'

I pulled on the rope, it held but it was a dodgy bit of old string. Still, what were my options? What would happen if it gave way? I would fall into the sea, no bones broken but if I didn't try to climb up I wouldn't get any water. The water argument won the day.

I tensioned the old rope, it started to sing the song of an old rope under extreme pressure, I gritted my teeth and abseiled up the side of the boat. Actually abseiling is going down but I used the same technique to go up. The rope began to fray, bits broke off and it was getting a tad precarious, I gave one last heave, the rope broke in my hand, a hand was extended, I grabbed it and hung in space. Then, using all my strength, I jerked myself aboard the factory ship. A black clad man greeted me, I didn't comprehend his lingo.

'Thank you,' I said, 'remind me to remember you in my will.'

'You fighter?'

'Not right now. Water?'

'Water,' he said nodding.

He handed me a bottle of spring water.

I grabbed it, ripped off the lid and drank the whole lot almost in one gulp. It was the most beautiful bottle of water I've ever tasted in my life. It was better than the best French champagne, what do the French know about champagne anyway? There's some pretty good stuff right here in Australia.

I gave him back the bottle.

'More?' I said.

He turned around and moved away, presumably going in search of more water.

'This will hurt me far more than it will hurt you,' I said. 'It's really not a suitable reward for a man who's just saved my life, I'm an ungrateful bastard.'

I hit him over the head with something solid and iron I found on the deck.

'No I take that back, it will hurt you much more than it hurts me, but I might just be saving your life in return for you saving mine.'

The poor guy collapsed on the floor in a heap. With what was left of the old bit of frayed rope I tied him up, took the water bottle and went in search of some more of the liquor of life.

There was a small washroom for the crew, it wasn't clean but it wasn't filthy either. There was a hand basin, it had a tap, I turned on the tap and clean fresh H2O came dribbling out. Actually it was brown, and didn't taste as good as it could, but it was like drinking gold dust. I splashed it over my face, I gulped it down, I tipped it over my head and I poured it down the back of my neck. I made a bloody mess, I was in heaven.

I sat down, heaved a sigh of relief and looked about me. I noticed a sign in several languages, including English, DO NOT DRINK THE WATER!

Oh well shit happens.

I returned to the little man who had saved my life. His head was rolling around and his eyes were crossed and googly.

'Name?' I said.

He looked fairly gaga.

'Je m'appelle Jack.' I said.

He still looked fairly gaga.

'Vat ist du name?' I said making an attempt to speak German.

He made some sort of groggy noise.

'Name, what is your name?' I said very slowly.

'Jose,' he said smiling.

We were getting somewhere.

'What are you people doing? What are you,' I pulled at his black clothes, 'up to?'

He looked at me with no comprehension. He looked like an idiot and I was beginning to think he was an idiot but when I looked at him closely I saw he was only about twelve, maybe older, but not much.

Stacked up against the bulkhead of the ship was an AK47, I picked it up.

'Kalashnikov,' he said.

Kalashnikov. Sub machine-gun. Gas operated. Thirty rounds in 7.62 millimetre. Favourite with the KGB. I'd read that recently somewhere, it could have been in a cheap James Bond paperback. I was reading James Bond. I felt we had a few things in common. We were both saving the world from bad guys but he got to enjoy the company of women much more than I ever did.

Life's never like the movies.

This boy was no KGB operative, he'd been recruited by some group or other and was fighting for a cause he didn't understand and knew very little about, that was my analysis. I held the Kalashnikov firmly, I was now armed, I could free the boat from the terrorist yoke just so long as a bullet, or any waterborne bugs I'd picked up in the washroom, didn't get to me first. I was ready to kick ass.

I crept up a series of metal steps and came to an upper deck where I noticed a dark shadow. I put the muzzle of my AK47 into the back of the dark shadow and, before I could react, the dark shadow swivelled around, caught me off balance, picked me up and threw me over its shoulder. I was flat out on the deck, my gun slid across the wet metal floor and went overboard. I jumped up just in time to be kicked in the stomach.

I wasn't doing too well, but, in my defence, I'd been thrown overboard with a lump of concrete attached to me, I'd had to swim for my life and then I'd been attacked by not one, not two but three men in black who could only be described as terrorists. I'd fought them off then walked and climbed all over the island, nearly died of thirst and then swum back out to the very boat where I'd received a dunking earlier. I'd then had to climb up the anchor chain and now, just to finish things off nicely, I was engaged in mortal combat with a black clad shadow who was not only a martial arts expert but was bloody good to boot.

I was slammed down on the deck again.

I was truly exhausted. The black figure obviously didn't care about my exhaustion and thought I wanted to continue the fight. It came at me and tried to kick me, I grabbed at the leg that was trying to kick and held on. The shadow went over, hit the deck with a bang and I was up and ready to return the compliment with a kick in the guts when a voice rang out.

'Jack!'

I stopped in my tracks, not because the voice said my name, lots of bad people as well as a few good people know my name, but because the voice was a girl's. Call me old fashioned, call me a male chauvinist, call me what you like, but there was no way I was going to kick a girl.

'Jack you're alive.'

'Who the hell are you?' I said.

'It's me Tamara.'

'Well Tamara,' I said, 'my name does happen to be Jack, lucky guess, who cares? I'm going to tie you up anyway and you can either let me do it peacefully or you can let me do it rough.'

'Jack what's the matter with you, it's me.'

'Yeah so you said. Well the introductions are over, you know my name, I know yours, now put your hands behind your back.'

'Don't be so ridiculous.'

'Are you going to submit quietly?'

'What has happened to you?'

'You don't want to know and I haven't got time to tell you, get your hands behind your back.'
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