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Chapter 1
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It was a stinking night.  The rain pelted down on the windscreen causing visibility to be almost zero.  Jon did not like this at all.  He had only just passed his driving test and tonight as he peered through the mist, he decided that he hated the rain and he hated the small roads and he hated the countryside.  As far as he was concerned trying to find the tiny village in deepest Sussex was impossible.  He had stopped twice to get directions before finally with relief  found the main street, what there was of it, and turned into the courtyard of a shabby pub, an old coaching inn that had definitely seen better days. 

Through the dark and rain swept heavy glass of the bay window, he could just see the barman pulling a pint under a bright bare neon bulb.  Waiting for a break in the rain, he ran for the porch.  Clicking the Audi’s key fob to lock the car doors Jon shook himself dry and walked into the pub. The smell of stale beer washed over him and he took a seat at the filthy old bar on a stool with a red plastic, split seat with the foam poking through.  Dirty stained glasses hung from hooks behind the counter and the bare floor hadn’t been swept for a long time.  The walls were coarse plaster and yellowed with age and smoke, a few moth eaten old pictures hung tiredly here and there.

The youngish, scruffy barman dressed in old jeans and a dirty blue T-shirt that had seen better days, gave him a surly look as he ordered a beer.  He felt completely out of place.  Nineteen years old, styled haircut, polished black leather shoes and wearing a heavy black overcoat and blue and yellow university scarf Jon looked what he was, a middle class student in a working class pub.  An alien from a different planet could not have looked more out of place.  To the left of him sat an old drunk in his 70’s huddled over his glass, wearing a stained raincoat which once must have once been beige, muttering inanities to himself.  To the right at the end of the bar were two tattooed thugs, complete with cropped haircuts and earrings, ripped T-shirts and boots.  The smaller one had a set of greasy overalls pushed off his shoulders with the arms tied round his waist.  In the middle of them was a young girl, he guessed no more than 16.  She was crying softly, too much makeup, a short skirt and tight top trying to look older then her years.  “I need to go home.  My dad will be waiting” she cried.  The bigger of the thugs said, “Nah, let me finish this and we can go back to my place” and he leered at his smaller mate.  Jon was careful not to catch either’s eye.

The only other customer was in the corner of the room, an old man sitting at a beer stained table, Jon guessed sixty-something, reading a much used, old paperback, he had thinning salt and pepper coloured, lanky greasy hair, balding at the crown, with a flushed drink-filled unshaven face, had a large build with a beer gut barely kept in place by a scruffy, stained checked shirt and old trousers over scuffed shoes.  ‘He’s not here,’ Jon thought and settled in.  ‘I will give him an hour and then phone home for instructions’.  

Jon sat quietly full of sadness.  He had received the bad news about his mother two days ago during a break in lessons, driven to the house as quickly as he could and then waited for his father to come home.  

He thought back over the day.  It had been a tough one.  Jon had watched his father perform as friends and relatives filed through the front room offering condolences and advice in the sprawling 1930’s house they called home.  It was in a quiet street in the heart of suburbia where everyone mowed their lawn and washed their cars on a Sunday.  The quietness of the surroundings added to the sombre aspect of the day’s events.

At all times during the day his father retained the quiet dignity that was so part of his character.  It was only towards the end, in the late afternoon, when they had all drifted away that Jon saw any emotion.  His dad looked old, tired and drawn, pacing restlessly up and down the carpet in the dining room, deep in thought obviously wrestling with some problem or other.  

Finally his father stopped pacing as he came to a decision.  Then he said, “Jon have you ever heard this?  ‘ I will pursue my enemies and overtake them ; Nor will I turn again until they are consumed; I will smite them through that they shall not be able to rise; they shall fall under my feet’  ( Psalms 18, verses 38 and 39) 

“No,” said Jon.  

“It is the way I feel,” said his father.  He sat down opposite his son and looked him in the eye.  “I am so sorry about what happened,” he continued.  “If I were here, maybe I could have stopped it.”  

Jon shook his head.  “And maybe not,” he said.  

His father went on. “There is a lot you don’t know about me.  There’s a lot I had put behind me, but I cannot stand by and let what has happened pass without reacting.  I plan to go on a course of action which will be violent and dangerous and I cannot leave you behind.  I need your help.  You will be treading a path I promised your mother I would keep you away from.  You are ill equipped for this but for me it is the only way.  Are you with me?”  

Jon looked his father in the eyes.  He loved the little man and without hesitation said, “Always." 

“Good.  This is your first job.”  He took a pen and paper from a side drawer and wrote down two addresses.  “I need you to go to this pub first, find a man I know and deliver him to the second address where I will be waiting.” 

“What is his name?” asked Jon. 

“I have always called him Surge but I don’t know what he goes by now,” said his father.  “He will probably be using a different name from that one.  He is not a man who wants to be found.  Look for a big man.  He’s in his fifties now but probably looks younger.  He always sits alone.  If possible sitting well back from the main area with views of all exits, reading a book and dressed down, trying to blend in, which he normally fails to achieve.  He will look fit, of military bearing, hair cut short, trousers with razor edges and parade room shoes.  There is something about him that makes him stand out amongst other men.  You will know what I mean when you see him.  Tell him that Collins sent you.  He will say that he is not the person I knew.  Tell him he gave his word and his word is iron.  Trust me, he will come.  He will not let you drive directly to this address but will play some games.  Do exactly what he says.  Oh, and Jon, Surge attracts trouble like a magnet.  Tread carefully around him.  He is a very dangerous, violent man.”

Back in the pub, Jon focussed on the present. The minutes ticked by, the girl became more upset and the drunk louder in his murmuring. The old man in the corner finished his pint and slowly rose to come to the bar staggering a little, obviously worse for wear.  He did not look at the barman, just placed his glass down and as the barman filled it, paid the exact amount in small coins from a brown rectangular folding purse.  The girl started to cry again pleading with the men to let her go, but the smaller thug put his arm round her and held her close.

As the old man turned his foot caught against a stool and he lurched forward.  The beer from his pint splashed over the bigger thug who turned and smashed a punch full into the older man’s face.  He skidded back hitting the wall hard and slid down.  The thug moved forward standing over him menacingly.  “Come on.  Get up you old bastard!” he shouted, red faced with rage, spittle and beer running from his chin. The old man hardly looked at the thug.  He just stared at the barman who behind the thugs back, stretched out his arm and pointed a finger at him, so he lay there blood running from his split lip, a blank expression on his face with the thug glaring down at him.  Before the attack could be followed up the smaller thug shouted “Stop!”  In the confusion, the girl had twisted from his grip and run out the back.  Both thugs raced after her.

The old man picked himself up, wiped the blood from his face with a neatly folded handkerchief which he took from his trouser pocket, took what was left of his pint back to his seat, sat down and started reading his book again as if nothing had happened. 

“What’s his story?”  Jon asked the barman. 

“Fucking troublemaker!” he said.  “Comes in here every night with a different book in all sorts of weird languages - German, French, Russian you name it, sits in the corner and drinks till he has had enough or I kick him out.  Never says a word to anyone, but trouble just comes to him like you would not believe.  He’s banned from every pub in the village for fighting.  We are the last pub.  If I ban him, he has nowhere to go”

Jon felt sorry for the old man and on impulse bought him another beer and wandered over to him just as the thugs came back without the girl, moaning and cursing. “You spilt your pint.” Jon said, putting the new pint in front of the old man.  The man looked up.  He had a tired, dishevelled look about him.  “Thanks,” he muttered, but as Jon pulled a seat out and sat down the old man said shortly “I like to drink alone”.  He had a quiet voice with no trace of a regional accent.  Jon remained seated and the atmosphere between them grew tense.  The man was obviously unhappy and said “If you want the table.....” and half rose looking at Jon directly in the eyes.  It was a jolt - bright blue eyes that looked directly into Jon’s soul.  The hair on the back of Jon’s neck stiffened.  He could not believe it.  Could this be the man his dad had sent him for?  The military man?  Surely not.  But he decided to take a chance and leant across the table and whispered, “Collins sent me.”  He watched the colour drain from the old man’s face.  After a few seconds he said, “Tell him you could not find me.”  

“He said you would say that,” replied Jon smiling.  

Starting to raise his voice and spitting out the words the old man said, “Tell him I cannot even handle a pub fight.  I am not the man he knew.”  

“He also told me that you promised and your word is iron,” said Jon.  

The man paused, struggling for an answer that would not come.  He looked at the floor for a few seconds, straightened and said, “When?”  

“Now,” said Jon and stood up.  The old man reluctantly got to his feet.  As they walked past the thugs the larger one scowled and said, “Don’t you ever fucking show your face in here again granddad or I will cut it off!”  The old man didn't look at him  just put his head down and kept on walking.

Once outside they stood in the porch gathering themselves together before stepping into the rain.  The old man patted his pockets 

“I forgot my book.  Give me a second,” he said.  

“Is that wise?” asked Jon.  

The old man shrugged, “It’s a good book,” he replied and turned back.

As he went through the bar door a change came over him.  His face set and if anyone was watching they would see his body came alive with tension but  no one was looking .  The big thug stepped in front of him blocking his passage, about to say something clever as the first punch came out of the blue surprising the thug entirely.  A chopping left just below the ear, the punch so sharp and crisp it immediately knocked him out and he stood there wavering, unconscious his eyes rolling back in his head as if a light had been switched off. Before his body realised he was unconscious and started to collapse the old man stepped carefully to the right and struck powerfully and deliberately with two right hand punches.  The first ended with a click as the thug’s jaw dislocated, the second more powerful strike gave off a crunching sound as it broke the cheekbone.  Both punches were delivered so quickly that they landed as the thug was halfway to the floor  and were vicious and completely unnecessary .  The attack was executed with no fanfare, quiet, sharp and professional that spoke of long practice. The other thug took one step forward to get involved and then thought better of it disappearing out the back door as if he was on fire.  The barman, shocked, also started to step forward.  The old man straightened, raised his arm and pointed his finger.  A copy of the barman’s reaction earlier and without looking at him said “Not one word.  Not one fucking word.” 

Surge joined Jon on the porch a second later, faced flushed.  “Have you got it?” asked Jon.  “Yeah” said the man patting his pocket, “No problem” and they ran together through the rain to the car.

Inside the car Jon managed a sideways look at his passenger.  Maybe not sixty he thought but no spring chicken.  He smelt of beer and slightly of body odour.  

“What shall I call you?” said Jon.  “My dad was not that specific, just described you to me."  

“Your dad?” the man said, “I thought I could see him in you.  Call me Surge."  

“Is that your real name?” asked Jon.  

“No just one that’s sort of stuck.  Where are we going?”  

“London,” replied Jon as he gunned the car through the wet, black lanes.  The man called Surge leant back in his seat and promptly fell asleep.  

Jon thought, “Who the hell is this?  Has dad gone mad?” 
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Chapter 2
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It was later in that soaking wet evening with black clouds high overhead and a chill in the air that The Grey Man found his piece of the shadows.  He stood very still backed into a doorway.  A sad, small man in dull clothes looking for all the world like one of humanity’s lost people, the kind you ignore rather than have to spend a second interacting with.  If you looked up the word non-descript in the dictionary it would have his name against it.  He was studying a flat above a butchers’ shop where the meeting would take place it looked ordinary like so many others along the row.  It was a normal London high street.  People bustled in and out of the few shops ignoring him completely.  He stood and watched as the people hurried by.  As far as they were concerned he was not there - it was a talent he had always had since he was a young boy.  The child of a drunken mother and a violent father who, when not kicking the dog around, kicked him.  He had learnt from a very early age whether it was safe to go home.  He would call out 'hello' and the reply indicated whether he could come in or it was best to leave.  At a young age he developed a talent for sensing the mood and learned when and how to disappear.  To this day the beatings and the cursing he received so many decades ago still occupied his dreams.

At twelve years old social services finally caught up and he was taken to a care institution in the back streets of London.  He thought it was bad at home but this was infinitely worse.  This was where he really learnt about violence and evil and child rape and how to endure a total lack of care, to understand the indifference that somehow was much more evil then hate.  For a quiet introspective boy, this was hell, but he endured it and in his own way learned to fight back, to survive.  He refined his skill in sensing mood, learned how to watch and how to react, learned how to be inoffensive and how and when to be strong but mainly the greatest talent he learnt was how to become invisible.  He developed a greyness, an ability to be part of the furniture, outwardly calm but internally his antenna tuned to every noise, facial expression and body language.  He became so good at it that at age thirteen he went walkabout.  He just woke up one day, packed a few things and walked out.  Nobody noticed for three days then the alarm went off.  Even an institution like this could not lose a boy.  They found him six months later in a small croft in Scotland, half starved and worn out.  He had finally trusted an old widow woman who had given him food and a bed before turning him into the police who bought him back to purgatory.  She thought she was doing him a good turn.  That was the last time he had ever trusted anyone.

His great break came when he was 16.  He travelled on the tube into London to a small branch of the Civil Service where he worked as a lowly clerk, a job the care home had found for him.  He kept to himself as usual, just communicating enough not to appear strange, so any oddness, quirk or abnormality that might make him interesting was definitely out liking the cloak of invisibility this gave him.  He quietly went about his business, blending into the background, trying to act normal and perhaps even a bit boring, always polite but distant, not making any friends or having any communication with his fellow workers outside of work.  

For six months he worked moderately hard at a nothing job.  At the bottom of the ladder he had no idea what the department did and no real interest in the business types who popped in and out at irregular times.  Something to do with foreign policy he thought.  Unbeknown to him however he had been spotted by an expert, someone who looked for the quiet, invisible types.  In the world that person worked in it was almost a prerequisite and so he set the boy a simple trap.  

The Grey Man wasn’t interested in promotion but a job had come up overseas and he quite fancied travelling.  He was interviewed and set an aptitude test which was difficult but somehow, even with his limited background, managed to struggle through it.  His schooling had been intermittent and poor but afterwards unbelievably felt he had done well.  Unusually for him, a person who tried to stay uncaring about such matters, became overcome with curiosity and on impulse went about quietly finding out where the results were.

He had watched his manager open the office safe many times.  It was quite often left unlocked and was obviously not that secure.  Just for the fun of it The Grey Man had memorised the combination and on a quiet Wednesday afternoon following the exam he had slipped into the manager’s office, opened the safe and sat at the desk looking at the results. 

On cue the door burst open and he was caught red handed. They had trapped him perfectly. There was some money in the safe and the Manager threatened to report him to the police.  They left him to stew for a while in the office alone, before another quiet small man came in and offered him a deal, all charges would be dropped if he would agree to work for them.  There was, as expected, no real option.

The next few years were bliss for The Grey Man.  After signing the Official Secrets Act he was told he was now working for the Secret Service and they trained him in all manner of covert operations.  At first they thought he might be of use as a spy, a field operative, but disappointingly he was not up to standard as he lacked the social skills, the warmth necessary to con his way into people's lives, gain their trust and then lie and betray.  

After some months of watching and experimenting they finally found out what he could do, which to the surprise of everybody he did so well that over the years he surpassed all others, including his instructors. 

On the face of it, it was a simple skill.  He could watch without getting noticed.  He could stand in the most conspicuous place and people would pass him by without noticing him.  He could meet people and when they were asked afterwards what he looked like they could not point out one distinguishing mark or pick him out from a line up.  It was unique and impossible and fascinating.  Add that to a fantastic memory and he slowly became The Grey Man, the information gatherer.

As the years passed, because he had no distractions, no partners, no family, no friends, no one close enough to take up his time, he was able to add other skills – electronics, computers, languages, developing his mind in many areas, studying everything he needed to become The Grey Man.  Within a few years he had started to work all over the world memorising faces, times, dates and places.  His capacity for gathering information was staggering and was much in demand.  He managed to acquire many skills through an almost religious devotion to his craft becoming unquestionably the best.  It had been a long, hard but deeply absorbing life which he had spent alone almost in complete isolation, an island of one.  But he knew, as much as he hated to mix with people, that there was still some spark of humanity left in him.  Some longing for what might have been had he had a normal upbringing.  

A few years before, he set himself a test and bought a small cottage in the wilds of the Shetland Isles, far away from civilisation, and decided to cut himself off once and for all, from humanity, the rat race and people.  Sever all human contact.  He lasted four months and six days before he gave it up, sitting on the moors completely alone he felt he was sitting there waiting to die and wondered then if that was OK, perhaps he should die.  What really did he have to live for?  But somehow knew he was not ready yet, for some inexplicable reason The Grey Man needed people, at least at the edge of his life, and so gave up  the cottage going back to the only thing he really knew, his watching.  Perhaps he thought, that’s why, when Collins approached him he had agreed to the deal. 

The Grey Man stood as he had stood for the past three hours.  He neither acknowledged the cold or recognised the stiffening of his aging body, the twinge of rheumatism in his ankle or the pain in his hip.  Standing perfectly still, to him, was everything.  People saw motion, they responded to movement.  Stillness gave him invisibility, just one of the many tools developed over  lifetime.

He wondered again over and over why he was standing there, what the real reason was that he put himself through the agony why he kept watching hour after hour.  As was his way, he ran through his routine.  He had memorised every car in detail, registration plate, colour and marks, wheel trims, stickers, drivers and types of passenger that had driven by.  He could recall them at will.  He knew he would remember in detail everyone who had walked past even if they came back in disguise.  He could tell them by their walk or the way their body moved.  He looked for patterns in passers-by, anyone who was hanging around or pretending to read a paper or eat some food or just plain out of place.  He, in short, went through all the tricks of the surveillance game to ensure the meeting was clean.

His routine was the ultimate ‘Kim’s Game’ and he was the best.  He could review everything he had seen at will and then, when he knew it was of no use, could wipe it from his memory.  So he stood and watched and waited.

He had no need to move from where he was to keep the flat under surveillance.  Any operative worth their salt would circle the building at least once on a recce and The Grey Man would spot them. 

The call that had come from Collins two days ago had arrived through a convoluted route that he had agreed with him some time ago.  There could be no one sent for him like there had been for Surge, as who could find The Grey Man?  There had just been a series of emails through third parties and finally a coded telephone number.

He had been briefed by Collins on what had happened and had already started looking into the matter.  Feeding Collins back some significant information he wondered what Collins would do - acting on intel was different from just receiving it. 

Why he had set this communication route up and why he had come to stand in this doorway was a mystery to him. The years of abuse and isolation had, he thought, burnt out all form of friendship or trust.  Intimacy of any form was an anathema to him and neither sex was of any interest physically. He was a man alone looking in on the world, or so he thought, so why was he now standing in the middle of a high street, cold and wet scanning for enemies?

The deal Collins had offered him those years ago was a simple one.  He assumed Surge had the same offer.  There were a number of people in the great game who were getting long in the tooth, from hard men to shooters, counter espionage to field agents and watchers.  Many were becoming too old to continue doing what they did, either they were burnt out or were compromised or forcibly retired.

These people all had a past with unfinished business and Collins argued that as they got older they could become vulnerable. Certainly the agencies they worked for would not be interested, in fact, would disown them completely.  There was no retirement help for these types, just a push into the cold with the Official Secrets Act carved into your soul.

The deal offered was to form an unofficial brotherhood between only professional long term operatives such as himself.  If any of them got into trouble they would first try to deal with it on their own, or sell up and move on.  Only if all else failed  only as a last resort they could call on their colleagues in the brotherhood to come and help.  It sounded simple and in a tough world, prudent.  This was the first time he had thought about it since.

The truth was that in this case Collins was in no danger at all.  In fact Collins, if he was a different man, could walk away.  But The Grey Man thought he would not.  It was a matter of honour and revenge, all to do with family and background and tradition.  The Grey Man struggled with these concepts.  He had little to do with any of these issues.  Maybe, he thought, that’s why he was there to find out, still gathering information. And the rain started to pour down again and he stood and watched.

The man they called Collins, a name that had just stuck from all the aliases he had used in the past, was pacing up and down the small, neat apartment above the butcher’s shop.  Furnished like all safe houses, in a featureless style with cheap, serviceable furniture and a doctor’s waiting room type atmosphere.  Occasionally he looked out the window and then started pacing again.  Finally he stopped in front of a full sized mirror hung on the back of the door and stared at his reflection.  He looked exactly the way he wanted to look.  Every second of his sixty five years was written on his face and he wore his nationality like a badge, from the black shirt to the grey cardigan, black trousers and comfortable shoes.  He looked like a Jewish, corner shop store keeper which was exactly what he was now.  OK, technically he owned a shop which technically had been his wife’s and his main business was an import/export plus consultancy on a few matters best not discussed, but he was still ‘a little old Jewish shopkeeper’.

He liked the way he looked, as if life was taking him back in a full circle to his birthplace and religion.  He stared hard at the reflection trying to find the younger man, the one who had stood on the Golam Heights with the AK47 over





































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
D C STANSFIELD

THE
ASSASSIN,

THE

GREY MAN

AND

THE SURGEON





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





