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Dedication






To all who have helped me,
regardless of whether you knew it or not.


Chapter 1- The Baptism of
David Bell

“At the very
centre of every wrongful
intention there lurks a lie, which becomes our cellmate for as long
as the truth is shut out.”

Approaching the 18th
century, Italian, whitewashed, Roman Catholic, church, on the
outskirts of a quiet, sun-baked, Italian village, David Bell
recalls the above quote in his mind. He had indeed committed
wrongdoings in his life. He had even gone to prison, after he and
his wife Claire, had tragically broken the law
when trying to gain justice for their daughter Lucy, who had died
at the uncaring hands of drug dealers.

However, as David mounts the
first of five stone steps; in his mind, he is now about to oppose
something far more ancient, and far more corrupting than any drug
cartel; for he is hoping to stand toe to toe (or at least word to
word) against the cartels of religion.

Continuing up the well-worn
steps, there is little doubt in David Bell’s mind; that although
his intentions might not be legally criminal; nevertheless, in the
heavily Roman Catholic country of Italy, his protest would
undoubtedly be a definite social no-no, teetering on blasphemy.

To his credit, since committing
his last crimes with, his then, wife, Claire, David Bell had given
up crime; although he had not given up on criminals. He had even managed to create, and
establish the successful, Wrong School’s Crime Advice Line; a
legally confidential, crime advice line for potential criminals who
wanted to, at least, question the pros and cons of their intended
crime. Indeed, the “lurking lie” quote, had
come from the Wrong School Advice handbook.

Since creating the Wrong
School, the nearest David Bell had come to commit a wrongdoing, had
been when he had ‘bent the rules by deliberately initiating
unofficial contact with a caller to the centre; one Steven
Chadwick, who happened to be threatening the very existence of the
help-line. Steven Chadwick had been eventually jailed for
kidnapping Elizabeth, a Wrong School employee,
and the non-fatal shooting of “A bunch of Goody-goodies!” as Steven
Chadwick called them, namely, Sandra Lott and
Andy Jones, and police sergeant Tom Vanner, who were at the time,
trying to rescue Elizabeth, another Adviser/Negotiator.

What is more, it was when he
bent his own rules that prompted David to resign his Wrong School
directorship. After his resignation, he had moved to Southern
Italy, and settled in a comfortable, modest
villa; situated on the outskirts of Catanzaro, tucked under the
arch of Italy’s foot. Nevertheless, the problem of religion had
been progressively taunting at his senses of right and wrong, for
some years now.

As the creator and now
ex-director of Wrong School, he had, of
course, heard about many religiously motivated crimes. Yet,
such experienced-based knowledge is not the only source of his
displeasure with religion. What taunts him, are what he calls the
“Leech-poo-promises,” of an after-life, let alone a
ready-made paradise.” To David Bell, all religions used such
promises to ensnare and suck their victims dry, or at least drain
them until they became zombified followers. Indeed, to David, all
religions are an insolence.

Therefore, by the time David
had seen the sole lemon tree in his garden bear fruit, he had
decided on a campaign of non-violent, direct action, against all
religions. However, seeing that he now lived in Italy, the Roman
Catholic Church would be his main target.

Standing on the top step and
cautiously, looking into the unattended interior of the church, he
feels a sudden and strong desire; to go back to his modest Italian
villa, make himself a pitcher of chilled, freshly squeezed,
lemonade, and attend to the needs of his garden. Before he can stop
it, the urge for some chilled, scrumptious, lemonade becomes so
strong, he cannot help but look around - for
any pressing excuse to turn away from the church and leave it far
behind him.

However, after looking at the
church’s modest even stark furnishings and decorations, he
initially feels disappointed, that no such pressing excuse to
leave, exists. What is more, as he continues to look, he also
begins to feel rather proud, that he has planned his intended crime
(or social-amiss) so well.

For a start, having heard many
first-hand versions of failed crimes, during his time at Wrong
School, David has chosen his timing and venue well. The village
sits more than a four-hour drive away from his home; there is no
one stirring from their traditional, mid-day siesta, and apart from
the main square, and what serves as a high street (both of which he
had bypassed on this occasion) there are no CCTV cameras to avoid.
Even a nearby mongrel dog, seems to be far more interested in
scratching her backend, than in noticing David's presence. So,
having no other excuses, David Bell, the Goody-goody, begins to
pass between the open, simply carved, wooden doors of the
church.

But, as he enters the church,
immediately, his legs begin shaking so uncontrollably, that he
places his hand against a white stone column, for support.
Nevertheless, although his sweating palm feels alien-like, upon the
dry, weathered pitted column; his fearful reactions are not
entirely new to him. He had reacted and felt similar feelings when
he and Claire had taken action against the local drug baron. Yet
that was with the emotional and moral support of Claire – but now,
he is acting alone.

Nevertheless, he can hardly
stay immobile forever; as if he were some modern version of the
wife of the biblical Lot, frozen in time; as a permanent warning to all potential, sinners. So, pushing
away from the stone support, David finally steps, cautiously, into
the church’s interior, which immediately seems to be as silent as a
spider’s web.

Looking around, David notices
that nothing has changed from his previous resonance trips. The
faded red pigments of the saintly wall frescos are still more faded
than the faded blues. The black and white floor tiles, leading to
the simple altar, still bear the chafed
channels of the ever hopeful. The simple bunches of local
flowers, placed around the church interior, are still fresh enough to smell from an arm’s
length away.

Taking a few more steps inside,
David finds the familiarity of what he has predicted, reassuring.
His legs become more supportive and his breathing less tense - only
for his symptoms to instantly increase again as the church briefly
fills with the rasping din of a passing moped. As soon the moped
passes on by, David continues his deliberate steps toward the
threadbare, red-carpeted alter, until suddenly
- he is looking up (almost pilgrim like) at the life-size marble statue, of Jesus Christ upon the
cross. 

On other occasions, the symbol
of the crucifixion would have prompted David to feel taunted once
more, and even angered. However, today, as he looks up into the
marble face of Christ, he feels fearful and even guilty. Was this,
how first-time believers in religion felt? Or were such reactions
prompted by the imminent loss of salvation; which might be felt by
any returning habitual, criminal, or at least, wrongdoer?
 

The sound of a passing car
distracts David’s thoughts and twists them towards the need for
urgency. Looking around at the sunlit entrance, he quickly puts on
his gloves, delves into his rucksack, and withdraws a rolled-up,
laminated placard. Stepping up to the Christ statue, and holding
onto Jesus’s outstretched right arm for support, David Bell pulls
himself up and loops the placard’s chord over
Christ's head. He then begins to, at first
frantically, and then delicately, pulling the protective film off
the double-sided, sticky tape on the back of the placard.
Uncovering the sticky side of the tape, he firmly presses the lower
end of the placard against the cool, stone stomach muscles, of
God’s only son; so that the placard hangs and stays flat.

Stepping back to check that all
is as he intends, David imagines that the hollowed-out centres of the Christ figure’s, half-upraised eyes, are
filling with an impotent sadness. Looking behind him yet again, he
gets out his unregistered mobile phone, quickly takes a picture of
the placarded statue, and after returning the phone to his thigh
pocket, he turns around and strides out into the welcomed sunlight;
where he lets out a short sigh of relief, and then, at last, feels
grounded again.

Yet, it isn’t until he reaches
near the outskirts of the village (unobserved), that David realizes
with rising dread, that although he had taken a still photo shot of the placarded statue, he had not taken his
intended video shot, which he would have zoomed in and out so that
the wording on the placard could be read. What’s more, he had also
totally forgotten all about taking a photo of the church’s
exterior; so that it could be identified by viewers on the main
social sites, on which he had intended to post his “Curch of
Free-Heroes” grand plan, and “The Ten Quests.” 

Despite his normal reluctance
to use swear words, the only initial reaction that David comes out
with is, ‘Bollocks!’ He then keeps repeating the word, until
reaching the road bypassing the village, at which point he adds,
‘Fucking bollocks!’

However, it was only as he
arrived at his second-hand car; bought solely for the placard
campaign, that David finally admits to himself, that when added
together, his mistakes are glaring and embarrassing examples of his
amateur, fumbling’s, as a practising, hands-on, criminal. Getting
into the car, he throws his rucksack onto the rear passenger seat;
for he has no intention of risking a recovery expedition to the
scene of his failures - goodness knows what would happen if he
tried.

Five days later, David is still
feeling despondent as he sips cold, freshly squeezed lemonade, made
with lemons picked from his lemon tree. He is sitting on the
veranda of his modestly sized, but well-constructed villa. He
hasn’t even bothered to post his photo of the placarded statue,
onto any of the social sites. What is more, he has increasing
doubts, that he has what it takes to risk even further outings to
more churches. He might well possess a wide knowledge of
crime, criminals, and
their modus operandi, but when it came to practice, particularly
when it was without the morale-boosting support of a partner, he
just couldn’t find the … balls!

David Bell’s grand plan had been to mount a series of propaganda stunts, by
placarding 10 churches, and even finishing off the campaign - at
the ‘Big one,’ the Vatican itself. He had already designed draught
placards, on his campaign computer, which is permanently
unconnected from the Internet. Nevertheless, after his first
shambles of an outing, he knew that he would be caught before he
had visited even half that number of churches. It was simply
unachievable.

Ten minutes after he had
finished his drink, he wanders off into his garden to do some
needed weeding; at least that campaign would be more
achievable.

As David Bell pondered the
future of this garden, Cardinal Luigi Padovano sits at the wide
18th-century solid rosewood
table, which serves as his office desk in the Vatican. As the
Cardinal looks at the placard, retrieved from around the statue of
Christ, he ponders on what to do about it. Turning to his
assistant, Anthony, Cardinal Luigi states, ‘It appears to be some
sort of protest, but we have had worse. And there is no record of a
live or past website called the Church of Free-Heroes …’

‘Curch!’ his assistant,
Anthony, politely corrects.

‘What?’

Bowing his head in reverence,
Anthony repeats, ‘Curch. It’s pronounced, Curch, an obvious
play on the word Church.’

‘Thank you, Antony, thank you.
But for the present, I think that we will let sleeping … Curches …
lie.’ With that decided, the poster is handed to Anthony, who then
carefully places it on the bottom shelf of the
17th-century cabinet, which sits in the corner of the
outer office; and there it would have probably remained until it
had been moved to one of the many store-room basements or the
recycling bin.

However, as it happens, David
Bell’s so-called unachievable campaign is about to receive a
helping hand from an unexpected “friend,” or more to the point,
from someone who he would have expected to be, a total enemy.

The placard that now lay in the
cabinet stated:






The Curch of Free Heroes

Curch: A feeling or a place, from which a person’s or a
community’s Secular-Spirit can pursue; the unattainable, yet
increasingly rewarding pursuit of creating a fair and just way of
life (moral-paradise) upon the Earth (and any other planets that we
may yet settle upon). A Curch evolves alongside the verifiable
truths; that bad leads to bad, and good leads to good - just like
you knew they both would.






Free: Being free, by accepting
that both good and bad have equal strengths - until you stop
holding either’s hand.






Free-Hero: Any man woman or
child, who pursues the call to reach kindness and beyond; by
pursuing the Ten Quests of a Free-Hero.

The Ten Quests

By the powerful grace of all
that is noble about humanity, the daily, weekly, and lifetime
quests of a Free-Hero are to explore, gain, and share the freedoms
of Forgiveness of self and others. Responsibility. Empathy.
Emotional Ecology. Honesty. Equality (of opportunity). Reality.
Orderliness. Everlasting life and Support.

www.curchoffreeheroes.info







Chapter 2 - Making a
break

Strictly
speaking, although the phrase “doing bird” applies to the
serving of a prison sentence of four years or more; amongst the
general British prison population, “doing bird” usually refers to
any prison sentence, during which a prisoner is caged, like a tame
bird. However, being caged or being tamed did
not come easily to Steven Chadwick.
Nevertheless, it took Steven just over three and a half years to
escape from the medium to a high-security
prison in England. He was due to serve a 22-year prison term;
for the (non-fatal) shooting of Detective Sergeant Vanner, and two
Wrong School’s Crime Advisers, Sandra, and
Andy, who were trying to rescue Lizzie. Steven had kidnapped
Lizzie, so he could humiliate and destroy the Wrong School’s
reputation as a trustworthy confidential crime advice service.

The first major step of
Steven’s escape plan was to gain more freedom
than the allotted 1 hour a day exercise, which (weather permitting)
all prisoners are allowed. To achieve more freedom Steven (ideally)
needed to get a job as a wing cleaner, which in turn would allow
him almost eight hours of mostly unsupervised access; to the whole
of his prison wing. 

Being a manipulator, Steven
soon made it known to the warders that he was a suitable candidate
for the job of wing cleaner. Steven also made his “CV” for the job
more attractive, by supplying the odd bit of information (to the
prison officer who was responsible for detailing the position of
wing cleaner), about the petty illegal activities of the other
prisoners. Steven had little affinity with the other prisoners, as
far as he was concerned they were like the prison staff, who were
all there for his use.

It took Steven two attempts at
creating a vacancy for the wing cleaner position. The first attempt
was only partially successful.  He managed to convince a
particularly paranoid, thug of a man, called Chinese John, that the
current wing cleaner, Robert Sands, had put it about that he
(Chinese John) was a ‘grass’ (an informer) for the ‘screws’ (prison
officers).

The name ‘screw’ originates
from the duties of prison officers in the late 19th
century. As a part of the then hard labour
regime, prisoners were required to perform repetitively, and often
useless labour; including the turning of a
large handle, connected to a series of gears, which were hidden on
one side of a wall. It was the job of the ‘screw’ officer to
tighten a screw so that the handle was
increasingly more difficult to turn throughout the prisoner’s
increasingly hard labour.

Fortunately, for Steven, such
hard labour no longer existed.

Most inmates considered the
wing cleaner’s job as being a ‘cushy number.’ Three days after
telling Chinese John about the ‘libellous’
cleaner, the cleaner was found badly beaten. Unfortunately,
for Sands and Steven, somebody else got the job of cleaner and
Steven had to wait a while longer. Nevertheless, four months later,
after Steven had repeated a similar exercise (using a different,
but equally gullible thug), the wing officer responsible for
choosing the wing cleaner, popped his obviously bewigged head
around Steven’s cell door, and offered him the wing cleaner
position.

With his new semi-freedom,
Steven set about the next stage of his escape plan. Although he had
not yet bought any contraband, he had soon made friends with the
two main suppliers of the most popular prison contraband, namely
drugs and cell phones. However, as wing cleaner, and with far more
accessible hiding places up for his use, he ordered and received 2
cell phones (one as a spare) and three pneumatic syringe kits,
which upon pressing the release button, the syringes would rapidly
release its contents into a patient’s, or victim’s,
bloodstream.

The first phone call Steven
made on his newly acquired phone, was to his faithful little
helper, Freddy Grace. Grace was an ex-prisoner who Steven had
befriended before he (Grace) was released. Grace was of
average intelligence and had an emotional need
for having someone to look up to and follow. Steven planned to use
him as an assistant, both before, during, and after his escape.
 

As wing cleaner, Steven had
various duties, including cleaning the prisoner’s toilet sluice
room, the wing landings, stairwells, and most
importantly, the Wing Officer’s office, which is in constant use
during the day. Steven also made an occasional habit of polishing
the office windows, inside and out. To clean the outside, he had to
stand on a chair, which also allowed him access to the office flat
roof and an electrical junction box; under which, Steven hid his
phone. Thus, either confusing or frustrating to the sniffer dogs
who were trained to sniff out, amongst other things, mobile phones
- just like those that most of the Wing Officers carried around all
the time, including such times as when any sniffer dogs happened to
be sniffing around the office.

Two weeks after he obtained his
phone, Steven received a visit from Grace, who passed him a small,
sealed, plastic sachet of a highly effective liquid sedative.
However, the next step of his escape plan, which was to gain a
uniform of a prison officer, would take more time and a lot more
risk. Having chosen the uniform (which was normally worn by
the prison officer responsible for plumbing maintenance and
repairs), Steven began setting up the ambush.

After getting official
permission to change his appearance by growing a beard, Steven
styled it in the general fashion of the maintenance officer. He
also had his eyes tested (during which he faked short-sightedness)
and ordered and paid for a pair of glasses similar to those worn by
the plumbing officer. In his single cell, at night, he also
practised the mannerisms, walk, and the voice of his target.

Amongst the plumbing officer’s
(and his civilian assistant’s) duties, the task of unblocking any
blocked toilets turned out to be almost a
daily task. Amongst Stevens’ duties; the ordering of cleaning
materials which were then stored in the ex-cell now used as a
cleaning storeroom, became an essential part of his escape plan,
mainly because the storeroom had a sluice basin.  

On the chosen weekend, when the
number of wing officers on duty in the wing office had, as per
normal, been reduced to three, Steven deliberately blocked the
sluice in the cleaning storeroom, then reported the blockages to
the wing officers. Just over one hour later, the plumber and his
assistant came to unblock the sluice.






As soon as the plumbers started
toward the storeroom, Steven apologized to
them, for blocking the sluice, ‘I was emptying a bucket of
dirty water down it, but I bleeding forgot to take the floor cloth
out, bloody idiot! Anyway, it went straight
down and got stuck. I tried to fish it out with a toilet brush, but
it was too far down.’

The plumbing officer
acknowledged Steven, with an ‘Ok! We’ll see to it,’ whilst his
civilian assistant mumbled on about the stupidity of trying to
flush a floor cloth down a sluice basin.

A short while after the two men
go into the cleaning store/cell Steven casually entered, and saw
both men faced away from the open cell door. The plumber handed a
flexible rod to his assistant who was standing in front of the
sluice. From that point on, Steven moved swiftly and smoothly.
Stepping fully inside the cell, and casually taking two
self-plunging, sedative-primed syringes from a shelf piled with
cloths, he simultaneously stabbed the men in
the neck: thereby injecting them with the rapidly acting, powerful
sedative. Although both men managed to exclaim their surprise and
pain; by the time either man had worked out what was happening,
they were becoming far too sedated to even try to call out for
help. As soon as the officers were unconscious, Steven closed the
cell door as much as possible (whenever a prison officer entered
any cell, it was standard procedure to flip the lock, so that the
door could not be fully closed – with the officer inside).
 

Just over ten minutes later,
Steven, wearing the uniform of plumbing officer uniform, used the
plumbing officer’s keys to lock both the heavily sedated men inside
the cell. Keeping his head down whilst reading the notes in the
plumber’s notebook, and walking casually past the wing office,
Steven did not bother about the security cameras, which cover all
wings and outside areas. Dressed, acting, and moving as he was,
someone else would have to be within three meters, before noticing anything worthy of a second
look.

Standing in front of the gate
which led out into the outside areas that lay
between the prison and outer walls, and leaning against the
bars as if bored, Steven slid the key into the lock, then without
ceremony, he turned it. Although it would have
been very strange if the key had not unlocked the gate, when he
heard the lock opening, it sounded like the
“snick” of a bird-cage door, springing open.

Nevertheless, although he may
be out of the aviary, he had yet not made it out of the zoo.

Even under the dripping pace of
the prison’s regime, each stage of his plan seemed so slow to
Steven that for a moment, when he had still been inside the main
prison block, it all began to feel like some cruelly staged,
surreal daydream. Nevertheless, on finally exiting the main
wing altogether, and feeling gentle rain on
his face, he knew it to be real rain.

Next, came the locked gate to
the fenced-off maintenance area. Temporally thwarted by needing a
different key from the wing keys, he became aware that searching
for the right key meant delay, a behaviour
that could potentially be seen as suspicious by the eyes behind the
eyes in the sky. To play for time Steven drew his phone out and
pretended to make a call, whilst absentmindedly trying what turned
out to be the wrong key, in the lock.

Four minutes later, Steven
casually entered the plumber’s workshop itself. It being a Saturday
morning, when (barring emergency callouts) most other Maintenance
departments were closed, he found he had the place to himself.
Opening several unlocked lockers, he found a virtual treasure trove
of tools, including various wire cutters, which were more than able
to cut through the razor wire that ran along the top of the, much
less escape-proof, outer wall at the rear of the workshops. Just to
the left of a variety of ladders which were padlocked to a sturdy
wall frame, Steven also found a wall rack of wrenches, wire
cutters, and bolt cutters, and lots of rope (to tie to the top rung
of the ladder so that he could then hang the rope over the downside
of the wall). On a workbench lay, several types of thick work
gloves, plus a greased-smeared copy of a DIY maintenance book, and
several equally greased-smeared copies of various Men’s magazines.
 

Having previously phoned Freddy
Grace, to make sure that he is already parking in the right place,
there was nothing more to do except to, ‘Go for it!’

A few seconds after Steven had
leaned the ladder against the outer wall of the Maintenance yard;
the harsh blare of a claxon and the shrill ringing of alarms filled
the air; sending the prison into “Lockdown Mode.”

Nevertheless, the main thing
that filled steven’s mind as he steadily climbed the ladder and
began cutting through the razor-wire on top of the outer wall, was
freedom. Below and behind him, the yelling of the five prison
officers who were racing into the Maintenance yard was hardly
audible over the claxon and alarms. From the top of the wall and
free of razor wire, Steven was overjoyed to see Grace pulling up to
the kerbside, what’s more, there was not even a sign of any
pursuing prison staff outside the prison as Steven landed on the
pavement … and the “bird” had flown!


Chapter 3 - Warmer climes

Steven had formulated the next
stage of his escape plan, even before he had any sure plan of
escape. He knew too well, that the chances of staying
in Britain and staying free, were
almost non-existent. Although the news of his escape would quickly
die down as far as the public were concerned, his face (and
criminal record) would be at the recall of
just about every police officer’s memory, for years to come.

However, on the European
mainland, the news of his escape would hardly cause any
concern. By going to the continent, it would provide him with a
comparative haven … until he could organize a
safe journey to far safer lands. What he needed in Europe; was
an out of the way place to stay, for a month or two, and where any
request to see, let alone scrutinize his current false identity
documents, would be unlikely.

However, good fortune and good
preparation favour the bad as well as the
good. Since his incarceration, Steven had followed the news
about Wrong School and David Bell. Well before his escape plans had
finalized, he knew that Bell had moved to
Italy, and was now resident on the outskirts of an out of the way
village. Therefore, Steven long ago decided that after
escaping from prison, he would migrate to safer and warmer
climes.

As soon as he was free from the
claustrophobia of prison, Steven noticed several things about the
“outside world,” which of course, had now become his “normal
world.” Everything seemed to take some re-adjusting to; everything
and everyone seemed to flow at a far speedier pace than the drag of
the prison’s regime. Everything seemed fresher than he remembered.
Half-forgotten smells, such as freshly ground coffee beans seemed
to almost assault his senses, colours seemed
almost frantic, and old sights seemed to be almost brand
new. Sounds seemed louder, sharper, and more imposing than the
muffled drones of prison. It wasn't so much that the normal world
seemed strange; it felt more as if he were a stranger, in the
normal world.

Notwithstanding the growing
distance between himself and the prison, Steven felt that people
were looking at him; as if he had a sign hovering above his head,
proclaiming, “I am an escaped prisoner!”

However, having spoken to other
prisoners about their past official releases, he knew that
such paranoia was par for the course. Nevertheless, after parking
their getaway car and appearing more normal than either of them
felt, Steven and Grace made their way without
undue incident to Hounslow and the pre-arraigned
safe-house.

The house stood opposite an
abandoned office building, which once housed a council-funded,
computer college. Behind a grubby windowpane of a long-abandoned
second-story office, a vase of yellow plastic flowers still seemed to be trying to exude an aura of
obstinate optimism.

Once inside the safe house,
Steven began opening the various packages that Grace had obtained
for him. Inside the parcels were various, genuine-looking false
documents, required for his travel and temporary residence in
Italy? The forgeries were good, but not expert proof, though they
should at least gain enough time for Steven to acquire more
reliable and permanent identification, once he had chosen his final
destination.

After a meal, Grace gave his
judgments on the various facial disguises that
Steven tried out and might use during his travels. Steven had used
such disguises before, during his time as ‘The Body Part
Murderer,’ so using disguises was of no great concern to him.
However, with the ever-growing pace of technological change, and
the possibility of anyone his disguises being ‘unmasked’ by some
automated facial recognition program, attuned to spotting wanted
criminals, was not as unlikely as it may seem. Yet hopefully, the
false documents and disguises should get him past the borders of
Italy - and straight to the front door of David Bell’s abode.


Chapter 4 - Old enemies, new
‘friendships’

When David Bell, dressed in
shorts and a t-shirt, answers his ornate Italian front door he felt
curious, then astonished, and finally frightened.

Steven,
however, is in high spirits, ‘Hello David. I’ve come for
the, giving up on crime, residential course.
The one that you offered to me if I let our
dear friend Lizzie go free and unharmed, remember?’

David Bell did indeed remember.
Out of all his dealings with the Wrong School, his ones with Steven
Chadwick were the most memorable. ‘Yes … I do
recall such an offer, Steven, but that was some time ago, and the
course is a residential one, in Hertfordshire, which is a long way
… what the hell are you doing out of prison?’

‘Royal pardon!’ Steven grins,
‘It was thought that my imprisonment caused such a loss to the
greater cause of humanity, The Home office, astutely decided to
release me early. However, as a sure-fire precaution, they insisted
that I take up your offer of the crime prevention
course. After all, we, that is, the Royal We, don't want a
recurrence of my past mistakes.’

Looking past Bell’s shoulder
and into the open space of the entrance and beyond, Steven asks,
‘So, where shall I be sleeping, do you have a guest room, or do I
have to make do with the couch, not that such minor sacrifices
are not worth the greater cause!’

‘You have escaped … from prison
... haven't you?’

Grinning broadly and raising
his hands in mock surrender, Steven admits, ‘I never could get a
fib past you, could I? Ok! You've got me.’

‘To be quite honest with you,’
David states, whilst purposely not opening the door wider, ‘I don't
want you. Nor do I want anything else to do with you, not after
last time. Not until you have served your prison sentence,
anyway.’

‘That’s not very magnanimous of
you David, didn't think you were the sour grapes type.’

‘It is not a matter of sour
grapes, it is a matter of obeying the law. You know I should
be reporting you to the police, don't you?’

‘Of course, you can, and I am
sure that you will ... in good time. That is
when the time is no longer so … bad!’ At that moment, and although
there was no apparent change in Steven’s body language, the aura
around him seems to alter into one of imminent menace, as Steven
emphasizes, ‘And, I assure you, David, the time is so close to being … bad.’

With that, Steven again looks
past David Bell’s shoulder and into the open space of the entrance
and beyond. Then returning his attention to his past adversary, he
adds, ‘But for the moment, you still owe me two weeks of crime
prevention advice, and as I remember it, that will still come under
the Wrong School’s Anonymity Code of confidentiality. That is …
unless you don't believe in that sort of thing anymore?’

The one certain thing that
David Bell knew about Steven Chadwick, is that he is not to be
trusted on an inch. Chadwick was and
would probably remain a highly intelligent, highly manipulative,
and highly dangerous psychopath. What is more, he knows that
Steven had not come all this way on a whim.
Nevertheless, it was unlikely that he had made the journey,
let alone taken all the risks it entailed, just to kill him on his
doorstep. He guesses that his old enemy wants a safe place to
stay, for at least a day or two, probably longer. After that,
all options would be open - including murder. So, on the basis that
a growling dog is safer than a biting one,
David Bell presumes that he is safe, at least for the present.

Opening the door more fully,
David says, ‘Come in Steven, after coming all this way I guess you
deserve a coffee. You can stay until tomorrow, midday, after that
all options are open, do you agree?’

‘Understood and agreed.’ Steven
humbly acquiesces, as he holds out his hand, which David Bell
accepted and shakes. On entering the villa, Steven feels great
relief. The main thing that he knew about Bell, and is relying
upon, is that the “goody-goody,” would always try his uppermost to keep his word. Whether Steven could further
persuade him to go further (using force would be the last
resort), was yet to be seen. David Bell was no fool ... but
then again, neither was Steven. So, as the sunset on the horizon,
both men eat a simple, well-cooked evening meal, then went to their
respective bedrooms, and sleep as soundly as the three hens in the
chicken coop, at the far end of the Eco-friendly(ish), garden.

There is a particular light, in
the southern part of Italy, a certain hue brushes the
landscape, the water, the skin, and the mind. It is a light that
has beckoned many great artists of the world to make the pilgrimage
to this part of Italy. At first light, Steven is looking out from
the veranda of the guest room, He gazes for some time at the near
and distant landscape, which is so more expansive than the allocated view through the wire mesh
window of his old prison cell. However, even the panorama
stretching before him, suddenly seems dwarfed, by the …
silence.

To Steven, as he leans over the wood railing of the
small veranda, this silence, stretches beyond the visible horizon;
for it brushes the yet unpainted canvases of his future. A quiet,
before the storm perhaps … or a silence … to silence his past.

As to whether his future would
be all-enveloping enough to silence, or at least muffle, his
long-established urges to commit crimes against those whom he
judged as having achieved some undeserved successes in life, is yet
unknown to Steven. Nevertheless, at least this silent homage to his
future feels far more acceptable, than the mocking silence of a
prison cell.

A short time later both men sit
at the kitchen table, enjoying freshly squeezed lemonade, and
free-range poached eggs, on locally produced
wholemeal bread. As both men enjoy their after-breakfast coffee,
Steven decides to try his hand at negotiating a deal. He is fully
aware that Bell is a very adept negotiator;
having dealt with the likes of countless politicians and
establishment figures whilst he had been in the process of
establishing the Wrong School. Bell had also many hours of verbal
negotiations, with the vast variety of criminals who used the Crime
Advice Line. Nevertheless, Steven opens his negotiation with a plea
to David Bell’s sense of duty, his sense of rightness.

‘I know you offered me the
giving up crime course, at a different time and place. But in
prison, I truly did have a lot of time to think and to re-evaluate,’ looking
straight into the eyes of Bell, Steven emphasizes, ‘I need
to change, by changing my needs … and that's for sure! If not, I’ll
end up dying in some prison, and for what, the sake of fulfilling a
bloody stupid and selfish fantasy!’ Looking down into his
coffee and then back to Bell, Steven adds, ‘But I am not sure if I
can do it on my own, and to be frank with you … you are the only
person I trust!’

Steven’s plea is believable,
yet David Bell is no fool, ‘I’m sure, that if someone really wants
to change, they can, particularly when they have support to do so.
I am also sure, that you are conceited enough to know all about the
traits of a psychopath. So, you won’t be that surprised or
hurt, when I tell you that I don’t trust you
further than I could throw you. Now tell me, what you really
want?’

Smiling at David, Steven gives
his answer, ‘Two weeks, four at the outside. That will be enough
time to arrange and get all the papers and documents I need to get
me to, another continent.’

Steven’s gaze holds David’s,
though this time Steven’s face bears an
expression of trust. It is the same face that appealed to most
of the people he had manipulated, but now,
there is an unusual twist to his mouth, as he
adds, ‘But I still want to take the course! If you agree that I can
do it, David.’

The two men hold each other’s
regard, without speaking, for what seems to Steven an embarrassing
amount of time. Finally, David Bell states, ‘I will make you a firm
promise. If you are still here at the end of four weeks, from
today, I will be calling the police to let them know who and where
you are. If you are genuine about taking the course, I will let you
know what you need to know, if only for the sake of the people that
you would otherwise hurt sooner or later.’

With that, the two men nod
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