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Author’s Foreword

A few words about the main character, Daniel Lyons: he is a humble born-again Christian, who reads his Bible and prays daily. Often, he takes the opportunity to witness the gospel.

Obsessed from childhood with martial arts, Daniel is the world’s greatest fighter.

He is an orphan, a military veteran, and a dual US/Canadian citizen, currently living in the State of Maine. Noting his natural reticence as well as his compulsive tendencies, alert readers have suggested he may reside somewhere on the autism spectrum. This is a real possibility.

The first Daniel Lyons novel, Entering the Lion’s Den, serves as a prequel for his other adventures, and takes place in Maine in the spring of 1987. Recently discharged from the military, he meets and is recruited by ‘The Preacher,’ a private security contractor. The Preacher is an older man, who will become his mentor. Daniel’s unique fighting skills will be severely tested when he is tasked with tracking and capturing a legendary fugitive from Canada. Daniel believes he is the best fighter in the world, and fulfilling a childhood dream he emerges from obscurity to fight evil. A flaming redhead waitress, named Evangeline, plays a small, but pivotal role in helping him, though they do not meet.

The second novel, Lion in the Ring, takes Daniel to Quebec in the fall of 1987 on an undercover security assignment. His cover ID is Daniel Marcotte, a Quebec Provincial policeman. The background involves the emerging world of mixed martial arts competition. Evangeline, now a reporter, stumbles upon Daniel’s true identity and becomes a threat to security. He witnesses the gospel to her, and over the course of the weekend surprising events occur.

The third novel, Lion on the Hunt, takes place in the Maine woods in the early winter months of 1988. An event from Daniel’s past causes the crumbling Soviet Union to dispatch a killer commando team to assassinate him. The redhead, Evangeline, is kidnapped by the Russians and Daniel goes to rescue her. An epic all-night trek through the snowy Maine woods ensues. God moves in people’s lives, and hearts are changed.

The fourth novel, Beware the Caged Lion, sees Daniel go to prison in Nevada in the summer of 1988, as an undercover bodyguard for an important state witness. Facing gangs, violence, and loneliness, he discovers that it’s easier to get into prison than out of it. Evangeline and Carl come to his aid...but at what price? What will Evangeline ask of Daniel in return?

This fifth novel, Lion in the Tropics, sees Daniel travel to the Caribbean in early 1989 to help Evangeline with a university project. Shared experiences of Third World living open their eyes in ways they could not expect. Volunteering to help find a lost orphan girl breaks their hearts...and leads Daniel to consider returning to the ring as a pro fighter. Big decisions need to be made, and life will never be the same for the two of them.
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Chapter 1     Check-Out Dive

The two divers signaled readiness then strode forward, pushing off simultaneously from the edge and entering the water with a splash.

Weighted correctly, they descended through the bubble layer, coming to a halt inches above the bottom. Lying parallel and prone, they began to kick, moving forward slowly. The shallow depth left the surface clearly visible.

Perfectly neutral in buoyancy, they moved along near the bottom with no effort. Outfitted in identical black neoprene dive suits and full SCUBA gear, it was difficult for observers at the surface to tell the male from the female. Their graceful movements appeared to be synchronized as they swam in a loose circle. Reaching down to touch the bottom, turning their heads this way and that, giving each other the ‘OK’ hand signal, they even paused to clear their facemasks at the same time.

The water trapped inside the neoprene dive suits warmed to body temperature, causing their muscles to relax and loosen up a bit. Limb movement became more fluid and graceful as they circled. Legs moving in small flutter kicks, arms trailing at their sides and streamlining their bodies, they moved forward through the water resistance with minimal effort.

All was well in their submerged world. Without having to surface for air, the sense of passing time was suspended.

Pausing to look up, they could see many children’s feet above their heads, kicking and splashing about. The water was shallow enough that there seemed to be no color distortion and surface sounds were easily heard. The world just above them at the water surface was full of colorful bathing suits and the happy sounds of kids playing.

They continued in slow circles for some time, moving gracefully, enjoying the experience of this alien submerged world.

The male pointed to his wrist, then they both checked their dive watches. Incredibly, thirty minutes had elapsed since they entered the water. Checking their pressure gauges, the male noted he was down almost two-thirds. Looking over at the female’s gauge, he could see that she was down about one-half.

He knew that in routine circumstances females use less oxygen while diving. Their smaller lungs simply vent less air given similar respiratory rates. The fact that she had used less air on the dive was a good indication that her breathing was well under control and she was not hyperventilating from fear or anxiety.

She seemed to be thriving and that pleased him.

He gave the pre-arranged hand signal to swim toward the shallow water. She nodded and they turned and swam less than a dozen kicks, then stood and broke the surface in the waist deep water.

Dropping her mouthpiece and pulling her facemask up onto her forehead, she leaned in and draped her arms around his neck and gave him a lingering kiss on the mouth. “That was awesome...can we do it again? Real soon?”

The sound of so many children giggling caused her to pause and look about. She and her boyfriend were surrounded and being splashed by about a dozen little girls. When she realized they were giggling because she kissed him, her cheeks turned bright red. “Ca suffit, mes jeunes filles...that’s enough, young ladies.”

Pulling off their fins, they waded to the ramp and exited the large, university pool. Daniel and Evangeline slowly peeled off their hoods, gloves, and boots, piling them with their facemasks and fins. The wet neoprene made squishy sounds as it stretched. Unzipping their BC’s [buoyancy compensator vests], they carefully lowered them, with air tanks still attached, to the tile floor. Evangeline noticed one pre-teen blond boy who had separated from the other children, coming closer. He seemed fascinated by their dive gear. “It’s Ok, you can look at it,” Evangeline assured him.

Next, the awkward part.

“Aide-moi, s’il te plait...help me, please, my dear,” Evangeline turned her back to Daniel, indicating the zipper on her dive suit. The dive shop didn’t have a women’s neoprene suit in her size, so they rented a men’s small. The lanyard that attached to the zipper on the back was missing so it was nearly impossible for her to work the zipper herself.

Daniel complied and pulled the zipper down. “Good job I had you wear your one-piece underneath. I kind of figured we might have to do this in public.” While he was speaking, she shrugged out of the loose upper portion of the suit, letting it hang down by her waist.

“Good job?? What are you, a Canadian or something? Evangeline loved to tease her dual-citizen boyfriend every chance she got. Daniel had spent some of his early years in Canada and still on occasion let loose with some verbal evidence.

“Hold still, I’ve got to tug hard,” Daniel explained. Evangeline was rather slim, but she was a girl. Her hips stretched the neoprene on the men’s suit a bit tight, and wet neoprene does not slide well over skin. Gripping her suit with both hands, he gave a sharp downward tug.

Off it came with the squelching sound of rubber sliding on skin. “Success, ma cherie!” Daniel exclaimed. A cheer went up from a gaggle of little girls who stood by watching. Playing to the crowd, Evangeline grabbed Daniel’s hand and the two of them took a mock serious bow, which caused the cheers to turn to squeals of delight.


Chapter 2     La Plage Noire

The sun appeared to fall from the sky and sink below the warm waters of the tropical sea on the western horizon. Few were there to see the natural spectacle from La Plage Noire on the Caribbean coast of Haiti. The black sand shimmered with red highlights as the last rays of the sun caught droplets of water left by the retreating tide. It was early winter and the sun set just after 6:00 pm, though the temperature remained in the upper eighties well into the dark of night. The black sand absorbed the daylight sun, then radiated heat in the dark hours.

Located in a secluded cove, La Plage Noire lay very close to the border of the Dominican Republic. It was the proximity to the border that caused this unusual black sand beach to see few bathers.

The Caribbean island of Hispaniola was large, so large in fact that it contained two separate nations: The French-speaking Republic of Haiti on the western end and the Spanish-speaking Dominican Republic to the east. The two nations were intertwined through several centuries of history, first under European rule by France and Spain, followed by independence and several bloody and largely pointless intra-island wars.

More than common history, the two nations shared a grinding poverty. Blessed with very few natural resources, a thin and acidic top soil lacking in iron, and an unrelenting tropical sun, Hispaniola took on the look of a sun-blasted wasteland of scrub brush, short and twisted trees, and anemic domestic animals.

But there was sugar cane. My Lord, was there sugar cane! This domesticated weed grew six feet high and could be harvested three times a year. The flatlands of the interior were a virtually uninterrupted sea of sugar cane stalks spreading as far as the eye can see; hundreds of thousands of acres were routinely brought under cultivation.

The endless bounty of sugar cane brought great wealth...just not to the workers who labored twelve-hour days in the fields. They were little better off than their West African slave ancestors.

The prevailing ocean current ran west-to-east along the Caribbean coast, caused by the massive movement of water that was the Gulf Stream as it rushed through the natural funnel formed by the strait between Hispaniola and Puerto Rico and then on out into the Atlantic. This section of the Atlantic was known as the Bermuda Triangle and was reputed to be rife with maritime danger.

One of those dangers was the unpredictable occurrence of shallow water riptides, often running retrograde to the prevailing deeper water currents. These riptides could make shallow water navigation quite tricky, especially after dark when familiar landmarks were not easily visible.

Such was the case this particular evening.

The fishing boat was in trouble. Embarking this morning from Port-au-Prince, it was registered as Haitian, and had definitely seen better days. The hull was a patchwork of peeling paint and rust and the struggling engines spewed oily, black smoke. The name of the vessel, Janvier, was barely discernable on the peeling transom, and oddly enough, the crew had pulled down the Haitian flag once the boat had cleared the harbor. They didn’t want to draw any unwanted attention or be easily identified.

For years the Janvier had been plying these waters along the Haitian coast, available for lease by local fishermen. It was wide-beamed with a shallow draft, making it ideal for coastal navigation.

Tonight, the Janvier’s voyage wasn’t about fishing. They had taken cargo aboard in Port-Au-Prince, and intended to deliver it to the Dominican Republic. There was a distinct lack of commercial paperwork, but a very specific timetable for this delivery. The fee was unusually high, and the captain asked no questions. The hold below deck was full and the ship was riding a little low in the water. Handling sluggishly, the Janvier was much less agile than usual.

Approaching the coast, an unexpected riptide had pulled the Janvier dozens of miles west of its intended landfall on the Dominican side of the border. The ship-to-shore radio cut out, not even raising static. That’s strange, thought the captain, it was working fine a few hours ago. What’s this? The compass needle is not holding steady...in fact, it’s spinning! What is up with my ship? It’s acting as if we sailed across a magnetic anomaly. Growing more concerned by the second, he attempted to determine the ship’s position on the chart. If we’re in Dominican waters, the coast should be running southwest-by-northeast. Noting the position of the setting sun, it appeared that the coastline was running northwest-by-southeast, the opposite of what he expected. That meant he was still in Haitian waters.

From his wheelhouse, he could see what looked like some sort of bonfire on shore. Using binoculars in the fading light, he estimated his position to be barely two hundred meters offshore. Worse, it appeared his ship had entered an uncharted cove.

The ship’s charts were dated, he knew that. A cove like this could’ve been formed from some kind of recent seismic activity. The island’s shoreline was rocky in most places, but it was mostly fossilized coral, very brittle and subject to damage from minor earthquakes or even a heavy winter storm.

The sound of breakers pounding on the rocks reminded him of the present and imminent danger. He was too close to shore and in unfamiliar waters. Something had to be done quickly or he risked losing the vessel and all hands. Trying to maintain his present position ran the risk of running aground on some unmarked, submerged reef or sandbar. The fuel gauge was lower than he liked. It was a long way back to Port-au-Prince, and the return voyage would take all night.

He must pull back into deeper water. That was key. Loaded down by cargo, he lacked the fuel needed to return to Port-au-Prince safely. The ship was sluggish and maneuvering cost fuel. No radio contact and a long, dark night ahead. Only one thing could be done to improve his situation.

All the cargo had to be tossed overboard.


Chapter 3     Mrs. Goldsmith’s Kitchen

“I’ll put on the kettle for tea. You two look cold, your hair is still wet,” Miriam Goldsmith scolded her guests. “You’ll catch your death of cold running around outside in winter like that.” Miriam was Daniel’s landlady, and had insisted on inviting them for supper as soon as she heard Evangeline had come down to visit him.

Miriam rather liked Daniel’s girlfriend. She had enjoyed her long talks with Evangeline, hearing all about their adventures together. My goodness, but the young lady could talk! And she was such a sweetheart. Miriam was pleased that it was Daniel who had witnessed to Evangeline because that gave them a special bond. She hoped that Evangeline and Daniel had a future together.

Daniel and Evangeline sat at the kitchen table where Mrs. Goldsmith indicated. Seeing her stirring the stew pot on the stove, Evangeline couldn’t just sit still. She got up to help the older woman serve the beef stew and home-baked bread for their supper. Nearly eight years waitressing in a diner was hard training to ignore.

“Eat first. Don’t let the stew get cold. Afterwards, when you’ve got a minute, I want you to get my hairdryer and work on that flaming ponytail. That much hair is bound to be holding quite a bit of water. You really shouldn’t go to sleep with it wet,” Mrs. Goldsmith advised. Evangeline’s trademark was her flaming red hair, which she often pulled back in a tight ponytail.

Evangeline’s other trademark was her proclivity to talk. Today proved to be no exception as she launched into a detailed exposition of her check-out dive with Daniel this afternoon in the university pool. She made it sound more like an underwater adventure with Jacques Cousteau than splashing around in nine feet of water in an indoor swimming pool. Evangeline had to ask for Daniel’s help with some of the English words for SCUBA diving. There were some specialized vocabulary words you wouldn’t hear in just a couple years of high school English.

“She’s picked up SCUBA really quickly,” Daniel finally managed to squeeze in. “I think she’s ready to sit for the written exam sometime soon. Then all she needs to complete certification is a demonstration of skills during a couple thirty-minute dives supervised by a qualified divemaster.” Daniel turned to Evangeline, “You up for that, Red?”

“Anytime you are, mon cher. Bring it on! Let’s do this thing,” Evangeline’s enthusiasm was evident in her voice. Excitement tended to make her voice rise into a squeal at times.

“Good. I’ll talk to the owner down at the dive shop. He’ll set it up. We’ll both get our certificates.”

“But you taught me all about SCUBA diving. You know, how to put on the gear, how to breathe, how to – what’s the word? – maintain neutral buoyancy. All that stuff we did in the pool. I thought you were already certified as an instructor by the Navy.”

“I am. Did it with a SEAL team. But that’s military. This is civilian, much more handy for renting SCUBA gear in a tourist dive shop. If we’re going diving together, it’ll be a lot easier if we have the same qualifications,” Daniel explained.

Truth was, Daniel was careful to reveal very little about his time in the military. Much of his duty was classified and didn’t bear much scrutiny from civilians. He had produced his USN military SCUBA qualifications to rent the gear in the local shop. The owner, Dr. Jim, was good about accommodating Evangeline’s schedule and travel, allowing Daniel to do much of the basic teaching. He only insisted on giving the final written exam and being present for the skills demo and two certification dives. Once that was completed, Daniel and Evangeline would be Open Water SCUBA divers, eligible to rent gear at any dive shop in the world.

The swimming pool was great for learning the basics of using SCUBA gear, but final certification dives were required to be in ‘open water,’ whether salt water or fresh, at a depth of at least 20 ft. and at least 30 min. duration. Two such dives, at least 30 min. apart, were required.

All the fresh water lakes in Maine were frozen over this time of winter, and the local water temperature in the Gulf of Maine was brutally cold. Likely in the high 30’s at diving depth, which would require specialized thermal suits to avoid serious hypothermia. And it just plain wasn’t fun. That kind of cold was painful to endure. Not the type of diving conditions you wanted to qualify under. But local water wouldn’t be warm enough probably until mid-May, if then.

They would have to wait.

Then Dr. Jim mentioned to Daniel that he was going on a winter dive vacation in a couple weeks to the Dominican Republic. Eighty-five degree water...plenty of sea life to observe...what’s not to like? Would he and Evangeline like to meet him at the resort? They could do their certification dives in really warm, clear water.

Daniel had agreed quickly. He was just waiting for the right moment to ask Evangeline. And sitting here, eating supper with Mrs. Goldsmith, seemed about right to him.

“After we take the exam, we still have to do our certification dives...and that means waiting for late spring or early summer,” Daniel noted. “But don’t be too disappointed, it seems that Dr. Jim has invited us to look him up in the Dominican Republic in a couple weeks and do our dives in the very warm waters of the Caribbean.”

Evangeline was struck speechless. But not for very long. Mais oui, I mean, Yes, of course I want to go diving with you in the Caribbean! I’ve always wanted to vacation down in the islands...must be some kind of Canadian thing. You know...something about running around in a bathing suit under a hot sun all day, the only great expanse of white being the sand.

Supper dishes were cleared away, and Miriam, good for her word, brought out a hair dryer. Guiding Evangeline to a chair near an electric outlet, she made her sit and asked her to release her ponytail.

“My goodness, that’s a lot of hair, young lady!” Miriam draped a towel on Evangeline’s shoulders and down her back, laying the hair on top. “This is going to take awhile to dry properly.”


Chapter 4     Swim for It

Marina grabbed the rope and held on for dear life. The rope was attached to a large rubber life raft, rated to hold up to a dozen people. There were already twice that many on board, and all the weight was causing the raft to lay low in the water. Too low. The choppy seas were beginning to swamp the raft already, and the unevenly distributed weight threatened to capsize it.

The crew of the Janvier had inflated and thrown the one rubber life raft overboard on the captain’s orders. Going below to the crowded hold, two crewmen had then driven the thirty-six people up on deck. People. They were the cargo on the Janvier.

And now the captain, desperate to save his ship and its crew, ordered them to be pushed overboard.

“We’re close to shore,” he explained to the crew. “Float, or swim, a hundred meters and they’ll be able to stand up and wade in to shore from there. We can’t go in any closer or we’ll run aground...the waves would break the ship apart and we’d all die. See? There’s a bonfire on the beach...they’ll be people there. Come on, hurry! Get them all off-loaded quickly. It’s the only way...for them, and for us.”

Left unsaid, was that they were still in Haiti.

Shouts!....Noise!....Confusion! It all happened so fast! One minute, Marina was dry and standing in a crowd on deck...the next minute someone behind shoved her and she went headfirst into the choppy sea.

Popping to the surface like a baby seal, spitting out a stream of salty water, she had spied the length of rope trailing in the water from the life raft. The neon yellow color of the rope stood out in the growing darkness, making it easy to grab.

The thirty-six were Haitian laborers and their families. Lured by the promise of paid work in the Dominican, they had all volunteered for the voyage. Uneducated and desperate, few of them understood that a ‘labor broker’ was illegally importing them for sale. They would be sold as cheap labor to the corporations and landowners that ran the sugarcane industry in the Dominican. Lacking passports or birth certificates, or papers of any kind, they would exist in the netherworld of rural sugarcane workers: not citizens, not legal residents, enjoying no rights, and getting paid in cash. Taxes would be withheld for them, and they would be paid well enough to eat, maybe even feed their families.

A belly full twice a day. And no criminal gangs roaming the streets. It sounded like an unobtainable paradise to the poorest of the Haitians. They hadn’t needed any more convincing to get on the ship.

No one knew how many Haitian laborers kept the sugarcane profits coming in. No one cared.

Marina heard splashes behind her as the last of the thirty-six were roughly pushed overboard. She felt someone’s arm slam into her head, pushing her below the surface. Just a frantic swimmer in the dark making for the raft, nothing deliberate she realized.

Marina let go of the rope. Kicking strongly, she tried to distance herself from the life raft. There must’ve been two dozen aboard already, and more trying to climb on. It was a noisy, confusing tangle of soaking wet people. No one seemed to be in charge; everyone did as they deemed best for themselves. Chaos. It didn’t look safe to her. Better to take my chances alone in the water, she thought.

Treading water and swiveling her head, she spotted the bonfire on shore. It didn’t look to be all that far away, she decided. I can swim that far. It’s a sandy beach...I’ll be able to stand up and walk at least part of the way in. And with that thought, ten year-old Marina, with no friends or family, was now slowly stroking her way toward the light on shore.

All her life, Marina had heard stories about the Caribbean sharks. Big ones...hammerheads, tiger sharks, bull sharks. The local waters were reputed to be littered with toothy killers. Wasn’t it sunset when they fed? And in shallow water? I think that’s what they all said. No! Knock it off, Marina! Make those thoughts go away, girl. You’re getting close, just keep stroking and kicking. Easy does it. Smooth motions, no splashes...don’t look like an injured fish.

Something sharp cut her knee! Panicking, and swallowing a mouthful of salt water, she reached down to her knee...and felt the sandy bottom. She was in barely two feet of water. She could stand up! It was a rock that cut me when I kicked, that’s all. I’m OK. This is a sand bar near shore, that’s all. Taking a tentative step forward, she sank a bit deeper, the water rising to her chest...but no farther.

The life raft continued to founder in the choppy sea. Too many people trying to pull at the water, in too many uncoordinated directions, caused it to rotate in tight circles. The shore grew no closer, even with all the effort expended by those aboard.

Marina waded toward the shore. At first, her progress was slow as the water reached to her chest. After what seemed like at least a minute of steady effort, the water now only reached her waist. A large wave roughly knocked her down on all fours. Pausing to let the retreating water drain past her, she stood and began wading again. Dark as the night, long braids reaching her shoulders, she hiked the soaked cotton dress above her knees so she could increase her stride length. Her bare feet pressed into the soft sand.


Chapter 5     Voodoo Man

The shadow stood in front of the bonfire, appearing in the shape of a man. A tall, elongated silhouette was visible well out to sea.

Dressed in a black wool suit jacket, complete with formal top hat, Jacques St.Hilaire held a wooden cane high over his head. The silver wolf’s head cane handle reflected the reddish firelight as it described a large circle in the air.

A self-styled Voodoo Man, Jacques had built the bonfire on this deserted black sand beach. Working alone, he had spent the better part of the day gathering driftwood and downed branches from a recent winter storm. Wielding a rusty machete, he hacked a number of small trees down, adding them to his growing burn pile. Even dried seaweed would burn as kindling.

He laid a circle of stones in the sand to form his fire pit. Carefully standing the longer logs up, he leaned them together to form a framework inside the circle. Lashing them together with lengths of tough vine, he reinforced the crude but sturdy structure.

Satisfied with his efforts, he had rested. The improvised lean-to would support a large, vertical bonfire.

In the late afternoon, he had walked about a mile across a cane field to a small village. One swing of the rusty machete had decapitated a wandering chicken, which he quickly scooped up and made off with. He was careful to hide in the cane field and drain the blood, not wanting to leave a trail that could be traced back to his beach bonfire.

Dead chickens played a prominent role in voodoo ritual. But that was for show, as far as Jacques was concerned. No one around, this chicken was meant for his dinner. He saved some of the feathers and cleaned most of the bones...those would come in handy later.

Fried chicken, cooked over an open wood fire...you just couldn’t beat it. Home barbecue at its best. It was very satisfying to know that everything you needed was right at hand...as long as you knew where to look and weren’t too fussy about the law and such things.

Jacques cleaned the blood and cooking grease from his hands and face with sea water and a bit of sand to scrub with. Standing knee deep in the surf, there was enough light for him to see the floating droplets of oil on the surface and the spreading fingers of blood in the retreating waves.

The spirit of Mother Earth looked after her own, at least in the eyes of Jacques St.Hilaire.

Well fed and rested, Jacques had waited for the sun to go down. He pulled on the wool suit jacket when the temperature started to drop a bit. He took a handful of cold, white ashes from his small cooking fire and rubbed them on his face and neck and the back of his hands. The crudely applied make-up turned his skin gray, giving him an unhealthy corpse-like look.

As the sun started to merge with the horizon, he lit the bonfire. The seaweed kindling was just a bit damp and gave off a lot of smoke at first, before the larger tree branches started to catch. Once aflame, the improvised lean-to structure supported a fire nearly eight feet in height...visible well out to sea.

“Come, my pretty ones...I call you now,” Jacques intoned in a low voice. New at this, he was bashful about speaking the words aloud, even alone as he was. No matter. If the sea spirits were present, they would hear the invocation even if he whispered. Maybe they could hear your thoughts? He wasn’t sure, so he was careful to use his voice and say the words out loud.

Somewhere out there, he knew there were sea spirits moving over the surface of the water. Playful....yet powerful. Capable of displaying great beauty and vanity, or showing the ferocity of a raging storm. Mysterious and alluring, they were no doubt the source of many fables about mermaids and monsters of the deep.

Jacques St. Hilaire, self-styled Voodoo Man, was messing with spiritual matters beyond his knowledge or control.


Chapter 6     They Both Ride North

Evangeline spent the night in Daniel’s spare bedroom in his apartment in W.Farmington. Actually, it was two apartments that he rented from Mrs. Goldsmith, one above the other in what used to be a dairy barn before being converted to rental units.

The second story apartment was his living quarters, while the first story had been converted into a home gym, or dojo (martial arts training hall), equipped with wrestling mats, punching bags, weight bench and free weights, stationary bicycle, and treadmill. One of the bedrooms had lockers for his gear, and the kitchen was stocked with sports drinks, bottled water, and energy bars. Although he often exercised outdoors in the summer months in the spacious backyard that backed up on the banks of the Sandy River, he made use of his indoor facilities extensively after dark and in the winter months.

Daniel worked out obsessively: aerobics, muscle toning, punching and kicking drills, traditional martial arts forms and kata. After hours of vigorous workout routines, he would take a break and study some of the books he had in his library: traditional martial arts of every type, western boxing and wrestling, physiology, and kinesiology volumes filled the bookshelf.

Evangeline went up to bed after Mrs. Goldsmith had finished drying her hair. A long day driving down from Canada and an afternoon SCUBA diving in the university pool had worn her out. Possessing extraordinary stamina for running, she was surprised how tired a few hours in the pool made her. Daniel guessed it had to do with different muscles being used and the overall effect of heat loss through immersion in water. In any case, she was certain she would have no trouble falling asleep as soon as her head hit the pillow.

She said goodnight, and Daniel promised her he would not be too long. He would just punch and kick the heavy bag for a bit – maybe a hundred strikes with each hand and foot – and cool down with some ab crunches and 30 minutes running. Nothing too strenuous. He would shower downstairs, and try not to make too much noise when he came up.

 Evangeline was surprised to see how nicely furnished the spare bedroom was. Daniel’s taste in home décor was indicative of his bachelor lifestyle and tended toward plain and functional, but he had apparently put in more effort for his guests. Truth was, he had consulted his landlady, Mrs. Goldsmith, quite recently about furnishing the room appropriately ‘for a young lady.’ She turned out to have exquisite taste, and armed with Daniel’s high limit credit card, had selected a very impressive décor, from the curtains on the windows, to the four-poster bed with matching bureau and chair, to the shag rug on the floor.

Evangeline noted that it was a Queen size bed. She couldn’t help but see that as a hopeful sign.

She rose early...but found Daniel already awake and in the kitchen brewing coffee in an old-fashioned electric percolator. Does he ever sleep? I swear, this boy is a human Energizer Bunny, she thought to herself.

In about twenty minutes they were out the door with the rising sun, each holding a travel mug of coffee and driving their own vehicle and heading north. Daniel was on his way to Montreal. He had some financial business to conduct on the advice of his attorney, but promised to swing back to see Evangeline at her parents’ home in Lac Megantic, Quebec. His business largely had to do with maintaining his alternate public identity as Daniel Marcotte, well known mixed martial artist. His tournament winnings and share of the television revenue had added up to millions of dollars, currently held in trust for him by a Montreal bank. He figured to wrap up his business in no more than two days.

Evangeline was going home to see her parents. She finished the last of her classes and exams just before Christmas break. By overloading and taking classes in the summer, she had earned enough credit hours to graduate ahead of schedule this spring. A good part of that was credit earned for her extra-curricular journalistic adventures with Daniel in the last year-and-a-half.

The mixed martial arts tournament coverage from Quebec City had been an exclusive inside report that put the Sherbrooke Journal on the journalism map. The subsequent series she wrote about being kidnapped by Russian commandos, and her epic all-night flight through the snowy Maine woods to escape had made her name known in French language North American journalism. Last summer’s series about running the inaugural Las Vegas Desert Ultramarathon with sports media darling Daniel Marcotte had introduced her name to the world of sports fans.

Evangeline was a bit nervous. She was looking forward to seeing her parents of course...it had been a busy semester and she hadn’t been home in months...but it was also the first time they would meet Daniel in person.

And that meeting was what made her nervous.

They would be proud she was graduating ahead of schedule...of that much she was confident. And her modest, but growing fame as a journalist was something she could rely on for parental approval. No doubt about it. Their little flaming redhead daughter had grown up to be quite a capable young professional.

It was the boyfriend situation that would be tricky. She had brought boyfriends home before, but none met with parental approval. Her parents had high standards, it was true...and that only made it worse when none of the boyfriends had lasted very long. It gave her parents false confidence about knowing what was best for her.

It was just a little irritating that even now that she was twenty-four, her parents felt so much in charge of her life that they presumed to know whom she should date.

She had talked about Daniel when home...but never in terms of a romantic relationship. That part was her little secret. At least she hoped it was a secret. You never could tell. Keeping emotions and things bottled up inside was definitely not her strong suit.


Chapter 7     Meeting in Montreal

Daniel ran the gauntlet of well-wishers with good grace. He shook hands, posed for impromptu photos, and signed dozens of autographs...all while trying to get to his attorney’s office at the end of the hall.

It was as if his attorney’s legal firm had set him up for this. Everyone in the building seemed to be here, and they all wanted a piece of Quebec’s most famous athlete, Daniel Marcotte, AIAC Mixed Martial Arts Champion. Daniel had entered the tournament as the amateur police entrant and gone on to win it, totally embarrassing the best professional fighters in the world.

In the almost year-and-a-half since his stunning upset victory, his fame had not diminished a bit. In fact, that little jaunt in the desert last summer – the inaugural Las Vegas Ultramarathon- had only prolonged what he thought would be his fifteen minutes of fame. For a guy who claimed not to want fame, he was doing a good job of achieving it.

Someone had photocopied that newspaper photo from the tournament, and the recreation of it from Las Vegas, and now he found himself autographing copies as he made his way through the crowd.

Signing the last photo, shaking the last hand, he waved to the crowd and ducked inside the office doorway.

“Right this way, Monsieur Marcotte. Such a pleasure to meet you in person! I’ve got to tell my kids you were here,” the secretary showed Daniel to the conference room. “One last thing before you go in....do you mind?”

Daniel looked down, expecting to see one last photo or something to sign. Instead, she leaned in and kissed him. It was a major seductive move and it left Daniel red-faced and a bit flustered.

“Ah, the serious price we pay for fame,” Michele LaVerdiere interrupted, shewing the secretary away from Daniel and back to her desk. “Pardon my secretary, she’s a major fan of yours...as you can no doubt tell.”

Daniel allowed his attorney to show him into the conference room, closing the door behind them for privacy, at last. After a round of handshakes from everyone with a briefcase, they sat at the large oak table and got down to business.

Time crept by slowly for Daniel. The subject of the meeting was the trust fund established for his alter ego, Daniel Marcotte. To this point, he had only met his attorney once, and that was to sign a pile of papers authorizing the trust fund and the various contracts and money transfers and power-of-attorney papers. All subsequent contact had been by phone.

The law firm had been recommended by SQ Inspector Fourcade, who set up the initial contacts. Daniel trusted the police inspector implicitly. When a top echelon police officer recommended a law firm, you know they had to be straight-shooters. That pleased Daniel.

Daniel was a simple soul. He was obsessive about martial arts and personal combat, but in person he was meek in spirit. A born-again believer, he was uncomfortable in the limelight of sudden fame and was still reluctant to touch the growing pile of money the trust fund held in his name.

At least held in the name of Daniel Marcotte. His name was really Daniel Lyons, according to some of the classified US Gov’t documents of his military service. The Marcotte name was a cover identity given to him by Inspector Fourcade so he could complete a security mission involving the Royal Couple. Intended to keep him anonymous, he had ironically taken the Marcotte name and made it famous.

Daniel snapped back to attention. Must’ve been daydreaming for awhile there, he realized. Do people actually sit through meetings like this for a living? I’ve never been so bored in my life...and this is all about me. How do people do this every day?

“And that about wraps this issue up....any questions, Monsieur Marcotte?” one of the junior lawyers asked. The attorneys had been presenting their information in French, which Daniel spoke quite well, but mercifully, had been providing brief summaries at intervals in English for his benefit. There’s quite a difference between being comfortable with conversational French and being confident with legal matters, Daniel realized. The English summaries were most appreciated.

“No, I think I understand things pretty well at this point. The money is held in trust and can be withdrawn, with certain restrictions, upon my signature, or that of my designated representatives. I’ve given SQ Inspector Fourcade and my contractor and mentor, Carl Sundsvall power of attorney to represent me. The trust exists for the benefit of Daniel Marcotte/Daniel Lyons, and withdrawals are not considered earned income by either US or Canadian tax authorities. Is that accurate?”

“Quite. For a layman, you’ve got a decent grasp of the legal trust concept. I think that about concludes this part of the meeting, so I’ll bid you good day now,” the junior lawyer closed his briefcase and got up to go.

Daniel moved his chair back and started to stand.

“Just one more item to consider before you go....please, sit back down,” Michele LaVerdiere requested. The junior lawyer seemed to know this item did not involve him so he left the room. “It seems an interesting business offer has come in, Monsieur Marcotte.”

Daniel was puzzled. What kind of business offer could this be? This was a prestigious law firm, they handled big corporate accounts and wealthy clients...and he was neither. He was a well-paid security operative, it’s true, but that didn’t put him anywhere near the circle of people this firm dealt with. As far as a security assignment, he was under contract to Carl and had never dealt directly with a client on his own. He depended on Carl to vet the clients and negotiate all the details for him. He had zero experience with that kind of thing.

Noting Daniel’s stunned silence, Michele explained, “An offer came in from AIAC Chairman Julian Montrose. They didn’t know how to find you, so they went to your putative employer, Surete du Quebec [Quebec Provincial Police]. Inspector Fourcade verified your continued employment as a security consultant and passed them along to us.”

Daniel remained quiet. He didn’t like the direction this was taking.

“Anyway, the AIAC would like to get you back competing in the ring. They’re really enthusiastic about you returning to the fight game, based on the figures they’re throwing around. This is big stuff. At least several times what you made for that tournament in Quebec.”

“Not interested. That was a one-time thing for me. I don’t compete. Sorry.”

“Don’t be hasty. You haven’t even heard the details yet.”

“I heard enough. Big pile of money. Still doesn’t interest me. I don’t want to go back and fight four consecutive matches in an afternoon to win another tournament.”

“That’s just it...no tournament this time.”

“Huh? That’s what the AIAC was all about, a one-day tournament to see which tough guy wannabe was king-of-the-hill. Well, I already climbed that hill, and got the pile of money to prove it. I won the championship belt and got my face in the newspaper and all that other stuff...and I don’t need any more of it. I’m fine just the way I am, thank you.”

“Hold on a minute. Just consider. Your huge upset victory was a two-edged sword. It brought the AIAC a certain amount of publicity up front – and that was beneficial – but ultimately it hurt their brand. You were an untested amateur and you beat up their top fighters. This reflects poorly on their stable of contracted pros, and it shows that the tournament format may be flawed. Maybe the best fighter doesn’t emerge as the winner under those conditions.

In short, the AIAC has suffered at the box office this year. Revenues are down and they haven’t landed the big bucks North American t.v. contract they want so badly.”

“I don’t see how this is my problem. I’m not under contract with them. I wish them well with their endeavors....which do not in any way involve me any further.”

“They need you. Actually, they need your name. They can sell Daniel Marcotte to the cable networks and pull in the big bucks. Here’s the thing. They’re launching a series of elimination bouts for the purpose of raising up a worthy challenger. It’s already underway, and the revenue numbers look good. Because your name is attached to it. To keep the public interest high, they need your name prominently advertised.

So, here’s the deal. If you agree to face their top contender, they’ll sign over 50% of the gross t.v. money, with a minimum of ten million dollars guaranteed. Win or lose. And that’s the minimum...it will likely go much higher.”

“Ten million dollars for one fight? Guaranteed? That’s crazy,” Daniel was having trouble grasping the enormity of the offer. “I beat their No.1 seeded fighter in less than twenty seconds. How could there be that much t.v. money for such a short program? Doesn’t make sense.

“You name the time and the place. AIAC will bring the contender. They’re serious. Any time, anywhere. You nearly ruined their brand with your easy victory and amateur status and they need to re-establish it. And the only way to do that is to challenge you in front of the whole world...and beat you.”

“No chance of that happening.”

“So, you’re interested? You’re considering the offer to fight again?”

“Absolutely not. Not a chance. There’s no way their contender can beat me because I’m not going to fight him...whoever he is. Tell Julian Montrose the deal is off.”

It was Michele LaVerdiere’s turn to be quiet. In truth she was stunned. This man, Daniel Marcotte, was turning down the chance to win a guaranteed minimum of ten million dollars for a single bout. One day’s work, maybe as short as a few minutes effort, and he didn’t even have to win. And he was walking away from it.

“I’m going to table this one for now. As executor of your trust, it’s my duty to look after your interests. While the final decision is yours, my considered advice would be to accept the offer. It’s good through the end of March...that’s over two months to think about it. If you name a date this calendar year and sign on the dotted line by the March deadline, the offer’s still valid. The money’s as good as yours.” 





