Deadly Flashes of Silver


Chapter Twelve


Back on the street, I remembered to breathe. I realized I had taken a huge chance. One that could have gotten me kicked out of the islands at best, maybe killed at worst. There was still that possibility. Lieutenant Brainiard had hinted of people in the employ of the men I sought. It might be that he was on their payroll. I would know tonight.


It was a chance I took based solely on my intuition. Maybe desperation would be a better term. I needed allies. Looking up and down the street, I suddenly felt out of place and out-numbered. I had felt threatened and suspicious of blacks in Miami. Being here brought home the true meaning of minority. The island people might be poor but it was their island.


I felt their eyes upon me. Was it simple paranoia stemming from someone trying so hard to kill me the last few weeks or was there something more?  Was I just another tourist to them, taller than most and worth the second look or had my description preceded me with a price posted just beneath it?


So walk carefully, smile a lot, pass out tips freely and try to make friends while I watched behind me.


My moves made on the official side, now it was time to take a walk on the wild side!


The place to start was my dock.


The Big Game Club was more than just a marina. Stateside, it would be rated in size as a small but clean motel. It was two stories, maybe fifty rooms and a dozen cabanas, with a pool, two restaurants, a open air meeting room beneath one restaurant, a liquor store and, of course, the docks. A square, man-made harbor lined with concrete seawalls lay to the south of the docks. Here fishermen unloaded their catch to be weighed on the giant scale beside the dockmasters office. Closer to the road, near the northwest corner of the square harbor, was the cleaning area, where a half dozen, bloody, bedraggled men would clean your catch for the heads and a handful of change. The crystal clear water beneath them swarmed with crabs and other scavenger fish. Skeletons of hundreds of fish lined the bottom of the bay there.


A word about the water. It was no deeper than ten to fifteen feet anywhere between the two islands. As a matter of fact, it got no deeper to the west until just before you reached Nassau, past the northern tip of Andros Island. This was the Great Bahamas Bank, a flat, shallow stretch of ocean the size of Delaware. The pollution was almost non-existent here and the water was so clear you felt you were stepping over a ten foot drop-off when you stepped from your boat to the dock. Brightly colored fish appeared to be swimming in air below your feet rather than water. Every detail could be made out on the ocean floor. A bottle cap was magnified by the water and looked to be the size of a half dollar, the brand name readable ten feet above if it was fresh enough.


As it turned out, I did not have to approach anyone. Several men hailed me as I returned to my boat, offering to clean my fish or my boat. I tried to take into account what they did all day and not let my judgement be affected their appearance or their smell. I picked the one who appeared to be the most street-wise. He happened to be the cleanest, which was not saying a whole lot. He had the eyes of a crack user, which meant, here, he was a hustler. 


His name was Frankie. I told him my boat needed to be scrubbed down. He was eager and ready to work. To him, my beard and hair marked me as more than just a tourist. It only took him twenty minutes to get up the nerve to offer to score me some coke.


"I can get you good stuff," he assured me. "Plenty good stuff in Bimini, now."


"What kind of quantity do you have access to, Frankie?" I asked casually.


His eyes lit up as the potentials flashed across his mind. He had lucked out and got a live one. "Anything you want, Frankie can help you. Everyone on the island know Frankie!" he said proudly.


"Do you know the new men on the island, Frankie? The ones with much money. They bring big loads into Miami. They use airplanes. Their leader in a big man called Jacob. He has silver teeth."


It scared him. The greed left his face and fear replaced it. "No. No. I know nothing. I can not help you." He glanced quickly, up and down the docks to see who might be watching him. The brush he had been using to scrub my decks fell from nerveless fingers.


"Pick up the brush, wash the soap from the boat and come inside when you have finished. I will pay you and you may go, I have no use for cowards." My tone was contemptuous. I turned and went inside the cabin.


Through the windows, I could see the conflicting emotions playing across his face. He knew of whom I spoke and he knew they were dangerous men. But I represented income to him. His greed and his habit, if I had him pegged correctly, urged him to cooperate with me. I needed to tip  the scales slightly to obtain his help.


The door slid open, "All done boss," he called out as he came inside. I was sitting in front of my gun cabinet, cleaning my Uzi when he saw me. His eyes bugged out like a Bugs Bunny cartoon character.  


"Come in, sit down, Frankie. The time has come for you to make some vital decisions about your life. Like if you will have one."


"I do not understand! Why are you angry at Frankie? I clean your boat! I do nothing to hurt you!" He cried out.


"Sit down, Frankie." As he sat, I stood up, my face hard, my voice cutting with an icy edge, my height adding to the threat. "You approach me with an offer to help me obtain drugs. This indicates a trust between us. Then you  answer a simple question with a lie. This does not look good to me. It suggests I spoke out of turn to one I cannot trust. Now I am faced with this difficult decision. Should I allow someone who knows too much about my business to leave this boat or should I takes steps to protect myself?" I snapped the clip back into the Uzi and cocked it in one flowing motion.


He fell onto his knees and began to cry. "Please, sir! I am just a poor man trying to survive. I only wanted to help you."


"If that is so, you must answer my questions truthfully, not with lies."


"These men you spoke of are dangerous men. They value their privacy just as you do. Men who spoke of them to others disappeared. Others went with them to Miami disobeyed orders and did not return."

"They lie to obtain loyalty. The men of who you spoke followed orders. They were sent against me. They died. These men are my enemies and all who stand with them will die. Now I must determine where you stand."


"I stand with you, sir. I will tell you anything if you promise to protect me."


"You have my promise. These men will not harm you." A wave of guilt washed over me, sending a rush of blood to my ears. I had been ineffective at protecting myself. I had been useless in saving my friends. Yet here I was promising to protect yet another, this one a poor junkie trying to scrape together enough money for survival and an occasional high. All is fair in love and war, I tried to tell myself. "Now, tell me what you know of these men."


"They came into Bimini a month ago. They bought the old hotel past the Angler, on this side of the road, almost to the southern end of the island. They are renovating it now. They put many Bahamians to work and pay them well. They have the blessings of the government to develop tourist attractions. It has been rumored that they became friendly with known drug runners. They frown on such rumors. They are secretive and keep mostly to themselves. The boss is a huge man named Jacob with many contacts among the government. He travels often but has recently returned with a new girlfriend whose beauty is the talk of the islands." He looked at me with terror in his eyes. "That is all I know. Truly I speak!"


"I believe you. Here is money for your labors and a bonus for your time and truthfulness."


The hundred dollar bill bought me a friend for life. 


"Thank you sir. You are too generous. I am in your debt, sir. Do you still wish cocaine? I will get you some at my cost!"


"No, thank you. But I will come with you. Perhaps you can point out the hotel they purchased for me."


"Gladly. But I must make a stop first."


"I am in no hurry." 


For his own safety, I suggested he walk ahead of me. I would follow from a respectable distance, playing the role of tourist, my camera slung around my neck.  It would also give my sense of smell a break.


He started off, up the low hill that began as you crossed the main street, climbed to a secondary road that ran along the top of the hill called Kings Highway, which overlooked the beach on the ocean side of the island. A cruise ship was anchored out a half a mile while ferries were busy shuttling eager tourists to shores where only sportsmen had once had roamed. The sleepy streets came alive as the first boatloads arrived. Booths selling T-shirts and conch shells sprang up along all paths leading to the beach. The sounds of music filtered down the streets from clubs and bars. The day belonged to the tourists. The nights would find them gone and the fishermen and sailors would emerge from their cabins on their return from the sea to taste the nightlife. The natives on the street competed with the established stores in their efforts to relieve both types of visitors of their American dollars.


I followed Frankie up the hill and into a residential section of Bimini seldom seen by tourists. The housing substandard by American definition, small, shanty style houses, some run down, some well maintained. Through a maze of steps and alleys, I followed 

him until he reached his objective, a tiny, three room house on the hillside behind the Complete Angler and next to a concrete building which served as a armory. He motioned for me to come inside.


"It would not look good for you to stand outside. The neighbors watch out for her," he said, nodding at an enormously fat black lady sitting in the living room in front of a large, color TV. He brought me inside the kitchen door where I briefly became the center of attention of three children, ages three to six. 


Frankie went into the living room to conduct his business. The children stared at me for a few seconds and then picked up where they left off. They were trying to prepare a meal amid the garbage strewn kitchen and scuttling roaches. The youngest, all of three years old, had a twelve inch butcher knife in his hands. The tip was on the edge of a can and he was leaning on it, trying to cut open the can. The older children, a boy and a girl, had obviously been successful in opening theirs and were ignoring him while they ate spooned food from the jagged edges of their can.


I took the can and knife from his hand. Pulling my Leatherman from it's sheath, I used the proper blade to open the can for him. He took it without a word of thanks. Frankie showed up and motioned me to follow. The three children watched us go impassively from their filthy kitchen.


I followed Frankie back down the hill, past the Angler and onto an overgrown lot containing an abandoned shell of a building. He stooped beside a bush and picked up a crumpled paper bag, then ducked inside the building. I made the mistake of looking inside.


I have been into a lot of situations and scenes that would make most people highly uncomfortable. I know and have met drug users and dealers, bums and bikers and hard core criminals. I have seen people smoke freebase at homes in the hills of Hollywood and shoot heroin in sleazy hotels in Houston. This was a scene out of Dante's inferno.


This was the island's equivalent of a crack house. A shell of a one story building. No doors, windows or furniture. A handful of natives sat amidst the smell of feces and urine, on dirt floors, their hands holding smoking glass pipes or bent soda cans, their eyes glassy and unfocused. Rats and cockroaches the size of a finger scurried unfrightened among the humans. In the dim recesses of the building a pair of figures were copulating. They turned to stare at me for a moment, reduced to an animal-like range of emotions.  More complicated instincts like hunger and survival were temporarily suppressed. Higher emotions perhaps gone for good.


Between the smell and the sight of the pathetic black faces staring out of that den of hopelessness, I felt the bile rise up in my throat. Frankie had pulled his pipe out of the bag and was dropping chunks of white rocks into it. "You want a hit?" he asked to be polite.


I tried to suppress the nausea. My answer was curt. "No. Which way is the hotel?" He pointed south. "I won't need you again, Frankie," I said but his lighter was out and his interest and his fear of me was forgotten. As the white smoke entered his lungs all other thought, beyond the immediate rush and the short-lived, false sense of pleasure, disappeared.


Once I had been of the mind that drug use was a choice of the individual, a social phenomena that should be of no concern to the government. All evidence pointed to the fact that marijuana was a totally harmless substance and cocaine non-addictive. Then came crack! More addictive than heroin with more of a possibility of violence. Heroin addicts were harmless for hours, once they had their fix. Crack addicts were obsessive and more prone to rob and kill for theirs. The advent of the new form of cocaine and it's effects on our society had shaken many of my convictions and left me teetering between my belief in individual liberties and the shattering realization that man was unable to handle that type of freedom!


Disturbing as the sights of the last fifteen minutes had been, there was something else that bothered me as I followed the trail back to the road. Something I could not put my finger on. The poverty and hopelessness I had seen had overwhelmed a bit of information, something that had been nibbling at my subconscious since we had left my boat. What was it he had said?


Banishing from my mind the things I couldn't change, I walked south along the bay road, past the Blue Waters, the Angler and past the legendary Chalks Airline terminal, which consisted of a small, one room building and a concrete pad sloping down into the water like an extra wide boat ramp. It was here the seaplanes operated by Chalks came onto land to discharge it's passengers.  They had provided quick safe linkage to the other islands and the mainland for almost eighty years.


Beyond lay a five story concrete structure which had obviously been vacant for many years but was now showing signs of life. It was surrounded by a chainlink fence, ostensibly to protect the ongoing construction. The top floor still lacked windows, but the rest of the old hotel was starting to take shape. Glass in the windows, electricity now providing light in the first three floors as the sun slowly set behind Bimini's only hill. Natives were covering up lumber and replacing tools for the night as construction for the day wound down. 


I could pick out two or three guards, armed unobtrusively. scattered discretely among the Bahamians as supervisors. I felt a sinking sensation as I observed them. On a large sign attached to the fence, was the legend, Another Resort Coming Soon from Caribbean Tourist Attractions. Providing Pride and Jobs for Bahamians. Other than my word, there was nothing to link them with anything illegal, especially here. Here was an organization that was seemingly dedicated to building attractions to bring money into this country. I had told a government official I was here after a murderer and a kidnapper. Who would they believe?  I would find out in a few hours!


Suddenly it dawned on me! The thought nagging at the back of my mind! Jacob Abraham had brought a girlfriend back to the island, Frankie had said! How did  Frankie know of her arrival if she was being held prisoner?  Miata saying there was no proof she was kidnapped. Had his story been so good she still thought his version of the events were the truth? If so, it meant she would not be glad to see me! On the contrary, she would believe, and tell the authorities, that I was here to kill her!


If Miata had begun to doubt the truth of my story, how could I be so stupid as to think anyone else would believe me? IQ be damned! Miata was wrong. A high IQ allows information to be processed more rapidly and assimilated more thoroughly than in the minds of lesser intellects. It can spot facts that others might miss and reach conclusions intuitively that others may never reach. This can be detrimental to your health in situations outside the halls of academia.  Nobody likes a smart ass! 


I sat down next to a tree, watching the employees file out the barbed wire topped gate. I suddenly felt helpless, out-numbered and strategically vulnerable. If I took up arms against them, I would be guilty of trespassing, breaking and entering, assault and battery, and murder, most likely. If I tried to rescue her and she didn't want to go, you could add kidnapping. So far as I knew, they had broken no laws here. Nor was there any proof of the crimes they had committed in the USA, other than my testimony, and that was a matter of my word against theirs. There was nothing to tie any of the dead men to Jacob Abraham. Not even Clark or Sherry had seen him! Here, he was a successful business man, protected by the laws of a country that was not at war.


The hotel here had a dock of sorts. Nothing like the Blue Water or Big Game Club. It was too near the narrow mouth of the harbor for a large marina. There was a single dock built out from the seawall occupied by a large, fifty foot Magnum, white with red trim. The one that had carried Stormy away! A crew of men were working on it, pulling out an engine. . . No, a generator. It's replacement sat in a crate on the broad expanse of deck. The light was fading fast but they seemed determined to finish the job tonight. Lights were being strung out from the hotel. 


A light went on in an third floor bedroom window. A movement attracted my eye. Through the open window, I saw a raven haired woman walk past one window and seat herself in front of a dressing table with a mirror. She was brushing and drying hair still wet from a shower, only a towel covering her cinnamon skin. It was unmistakably Stormy. 


Maybe I could catch her attention, call to her, warn her somehow of the danger she faced.


Then another figure crossed the room and stood behind her, massive frame dressed in shorts and tropical shirt. She put down the brush and turned to face her captor. 


He smiled, and even from here I could see the silver flash reflected in the mirror as he looked down on her, gloatingly, I felt.


He placed a hand on her shoulder and she, looking up at him, rose to a standing position. Slowly she raised her arms . . .placing them tenderly around his neck, lifting her lips a trifle to meet his as he bent over her.


It was a long, slow and deep kiss. She did not struggle. She took her time and I hardly noticed the movement of her hands on the buttons of his shirt until she slid it from his shoulders. Another flick of her wrist and her towel fell to the floor. He swept her into his arms and turned from the window. I stared at the empty window and the power of my imagination allowed me to pass through the walls to watch him lay her gently on the bed. This feat so easily accomplished I projected myself into the room for a closer view. 


I imagined that her lips encircled his engorged penis. I saw his tongue lash out at the flowering petals of her vagina. I watched as she experienced the orgasm I had dreamed only I could give her.


The vision faded from my mind and I sat in the darkness alone, gazing at empty windows, examining the emotions flowing through my head. For a man who had trained to free himself of emotional response, prided himself on his intellect and positive, profitable use of it, I was examining a wide and varied lot; lost love, lust, infatuation slowly bred betrayal, rage and hate. These dimmed and were covered by a torrent of  frustration  and finally, fear!

Chapter Thirteen

I went back to the Sea Deuced and  showered, hoping the steaming water and soap could wash away the ache in my heart. 


It was not right! She should have been mine! She should have been here, with me, right now! It was a feeling with no basis in reality. I had fallen in love with a vision of what might have been. The truth was, she was with a man who was doing exactly what I wanted to do!


As the water ran over me I found I could not fault her. Though he was my enemy, we were not that different. If she had came with us, wouldn't I have told her my version of the killings in the Keys, my rationals, argued to convince her that my reasons for killing were right? 


Why shouldn't she care for him? We are the same, he and I, beneath our skins. I would have made love to her, promised her things to keep her happy. He kills, I killed. He intimidates and dominates for what he believes in, so do I. We have different skins, religions, loyalties, countries and  customs. My people and his have fought each other since the dawn of history. But we are the same. We might kill one another but we would be killing ourselves.


I changed and went forth in the darkness to meet my fate. It seemed to be out of my hands. I had reached a stalemate. I owed no one anything. Vengeance with no hope of gain or chance of escape was the mark of an ignorant man. Killing Abraham would stop nothing. Not even my own government believed him to be what I knew he was. Stormy feared me more than him. To the men in this country he was an asset and guilty of nothing.


So I went to meet Brainiard at the Complete Angler at seven thirty to have a couple of drinks. I fully expected to be arrested and deported at eight.


The band had not started it's evening set. The tourists had left with the last shuttle an hour earlier. Few whites were on the street at this hour. Everyone was getting ready for the Saturday evening revelry which would begin with the beating of drums at nine. The strains of music would soon pack the place in a way seen in few nightclubs stateside. Bimini nights are a picture of the perfect integration of the races. Color and status are unimportant in this ancient bar when the calypso beat begins. 


A recent addition (Five to ten years) had extended the famous old bar southward for an additional hundred  feet. Just inside the wooden porch was the screen door through which Hemingway had passed so many times. The stairs led up on the right to the rooms for rent above. On the bandstand, directly ahead, was the stool where Gary Hart, who came across on a boat named “Monkey Business” had set with Donna on his lap and exchanged his bid for the Presidency for a bed, a blonde and a blowjob.  


The old bar still sat to the left of the dance floor as it had for over half a century. To the right was another room filled with photos of men and the fish they had mastered. Hemingway appeared in more than a few. Excerpts from The Old Man and the Sea appeared with excellent illustrations along the walls. A round table with four or five easy chairs filled the room. Charts lacquered on wood showed patrons where they were and where they had come from. Later this room would be the setting for tall tales  as the seats were filled with anglers boasting about the day's catch, the stories of their losses the subject of many catcalls and much debate.


This room was unoccupied at this hour and one of the better of the battered chairs had it's back to the wall and an unobstructed view of the entrance to the bar. I sat down and put my feet possessively on the table. No one minded.  The weathered  table made of wooden hatch covers had taken all the abuse man and nature had to hand out.


The waitress took my order without a second look. I ordered rum and coke. I was unarmed, not wanting to give anyone any more of a reason to harass me. I even felt relatively safe. Abraham had gone to great lengths to keep his identity here clean. He would not shoot me on sight in public. If he did not arrest me he would show himself to be a liar to Stormy. Either way, my presence here would reach him by tonight if it hadn't already. 


I almost believed he had known I was sitting there in the woods tonight, watching him. It almost felt the scene had been staged for my benefit. It also could be I gave myself too much credit. 


I was on my second when a voice roused me from my musings. Really alert, Cameron! I chided myself. Brainiard had donned civilian clothes and I had not recognized him until he spoke.


"I am sorry to have startled you," he said politely.


"That's all right. Sit down. Am I under arrest now or do I have time to buy you a drink?"


"Have you committed a crime?"


"Not yet, but I've thought of several I would like to."


"Unless you have discussed it with another person, that is not a crime. We do not have thought police in Bimini."


I cocked an eye up to him. "You know by now the man I said I was after is a responsible businessman who has committed no provable crimes in the Bahamas?"


He smiled agreeably. "Yes, I know that."


"You may know the woman I wanted to rescue is here of her own free will, assuming she still has some."


"You mean," he corrected, "she is his lover and not imprisoned by unlawful means."


"You speak English better than I do," I complimented him.


"Tony warned me you were a moody bastard," he said casually.


I tensed but forced my muscles not to show it. "How is Mr. Bennett?"


"The name is Miata and he's fine. He told me you would do your best to get me into trouble with my superiors. It is one of the things he says makes it worthwhile knowing you!"


"He's not mad?" I said incredulously.


"No, he's still sounds angry, but then I've never talked to him when he didn't!" The waitress came and took his order. I ordered a third. Some of my concerns seemed to slide from my shoulders. "He did say you were easy to manipulate. All one has to do is to tell you not to do something. Then you will do it for spite."


"That was a bullshit story he was handing me?" I said wonderingly.


"No. He said he believed you and I should also. His superiors would prefer to see you take a fall rather than muck up their relations with the Bahamas. It would look bad to our government should you accidentally prove we were providing the staging area for a massive infusion of terrorists. Certain factions in the DEA who have spent years building up connections with the drug runners of the area would look very bad should it come to light they were inadvertently aiding the terrorists also. Your discovery of explosives inside the shipments of cocaine rang more than a few alarms upstairs in DEA headquarters."


The waitress interrupted him with our drinks. When she had gone, he continued, "There is the rivalry between the other two big ones to take into consideration also. The FBI is in charge of anti-terrorist activity. They are looking to talk with you, and the DEA has ordered Miata to take you into protective custody. The CIA will have get involved if they find you because of the overseas aspect while Nassau is putting up road blocks and red tape. Meanwhile, you are the proverbial thorn in the side. A wild card." 


"Miata is going against the orders of his own department? What does he hope to gain? Why would he let me go so easily?"


"It is said that the honest man has nothing to fear from the light of day." Brainiard waxed philosophically. He cocked an inquisitve eye at me. "I have never met a person who caused quite as much concern among so many people, Mr. Cameron."


"Since you know me so well now, you may as well call me Trevor. I also answer to Cameron. Just what is your official capacity, Lieutenant?"


"My name is Tyrel, Trevor. Officially, I am a customs officer. I am also assigned as a liaison officer to your DEA. Tony has seen to it that my income is supplemented substantially from investments in the U.S. As long as the goals of both our countries are the same, I have no problem with loyalties."


"Well, maybe you or Tony have a plan of action. I've struck out. I'm no assassin and I wouldn't relish doing time in your tropical prisons!"


"Tony says to let you follow your own instincts. He says you possess the ability to make people extremely angry and that you excel at self-defense. Should your presence sufficiently anger our Mr. Abraham, it is possible he might open himself to a charge of assault, or perhaps have his neck broken in self defense against such an attack."


"What if I get my neck broken in the fight?" I asked.


"Then we can charge him with murder!"


Great! I felt like saying. But deep down inside, I liked it! Who ever takes the first shot loses!


Brainiard continued. "I have called on a few of my colleagues on the police force whom I have known for many years. I have explained your suspicions. While the U.S. policies are not always popular here, and many Americans tourists are looked upon as rude and shallow, there is a kinship between our peoples. No one here wants to see any harm come to our friends and relatives in Miami. No one wants to encourage terrorism."


"So you believe me?"


He smiled, "We believe you. Proving it may be a little more difficult. But you have allies. You will not have to worry about going to jail on his say so. Keep your temper under control and do not strike the first blow or pull your gun first."


"Don't worry, I brought no gun to pull." I said sardonically.


"Miata said you were forever forgetting it when you needed it."


"Do you know any of Abraham's habits, places he frequents?"


"We only have two clubs and slightly more restaurants here on Bimini, Trevor. He has been going out more, since his return from the mainland, showing off his new girlfriend. He will be here tonight. Do not let your guard down too much!" He nodded at my empty glass.


Properly chastised, I declined the waitress' offer of a refill. Brainiard motioned to someone. I turned to face a muscular black man, slightly shorter than I, with a shaved head and a narrow nose. He looked like a black Yul Brenner.  "Jon Paul, I would like you to meet Trevor Cameron." I stood and shook his hand. He matched my grip with a powerful one of his own.


"He is a big one, Tyrel. I hope you do not want him removed from the premises. I would have to ask for a raise." He smiled.


"Jon Paul is the bouncer here, Trevor," he explained, and to Jon Paul, "Trevor is a man with many enemies, Jon Paul. While he is a man who can take care of himself, he could use another set of eyes in the back of his head to keep the odds more even."


"I understand. Does this work both ways? It is, after all, a Saturday night. Many macho men come over from the mainland and feel their safe passage entitles them to take advantage of our women and our hospitality."


Brainiard cocked an eye my way. I needed no urging. I pushed the glass away from me. "I need a job, something to keep me out of trouble and my mind occupied. I would love to apply for the position, Jon Paul, as your assistant for the night."


"The pay . . ., " he started to say.


"Is unimportant." I finished for him.


He beamed. White teeth shining. I felt relieved and excited. I had a job! Bouncer for the weekend.


"I guess I better go to work." I told Brainiard.


"You have managed to rid yourself of the gloom you wore like a shroud when I first came in. This type of work appeals to you that much?"


"I suppose it is something I am qualified to handle. It is something I understand and know how to deal with, unlike international espionage and the intrigues of politics. It also gives me a sense of legitimacy I was lacking. For the night, I will maintain the peace here, in this small section of the world, rather than worry about a war over the rest of it."


"Perhaps you have found your calling."


"No, but for a night I can live my fantasy of a simpler life."


We spent another twenty minutes discussing strategies until we felt we had a workable plan. There were too many variables to be concise, but based on educated guesses and my experience with this group, we could make certain arrangements. Brainiard left us  with a cheery wave, the keys to my boat and my future in his hand.  


I was semi-amazed at the change in my mood. Such a slender thread of hope created from gossamer words uttered by a minor customs official and the instant camaraderie felt for a lowly bouncer.  The three of us allied against a deadly band of well trained, well armed, organized and disciplined soldiers. Meeting our enemy, not on the battlefield but in an obscure, ancient bar, on a tiny island in the middle of the Atlantic. Not exactly the best odds in the world, I would have felt better with a SEAL Team waiting in the wings, but I felt better than I had three hours earlier.


Jon Paul introduced me to the waitresses and the management. He told me the nights were usually uneventful. Rowdy drunks were asked to leave quietly. Most of the time they left the same way. Patrons were not to be ejected with undue force as they would be back tomorrow to spend more money, their foolishness forgotten.


I asked about Abraham. He was well-known on the island but rarely seen. Jon Paul had him pegged correctly as a dangerous man, one with many men who exhibited military backgrounds in their movements and manners. He estimated there were two dozen men attached to Abraham's contingent, all from countries outside the Caribbean. 


"To an American," he told me, "They would be just another black from the Bahamas or Haiti or Jamaica. To us, they are something very different. They carry themselves differently. They look down on the islanders while trying very hard to pass themselves off as Haitians or Jamaicans. They fool no one but we tolerate them and the fantasy they want us to believe for the money and jobs they bring to the island. There is no love lost between us. Christianity has been on these island for centuries. These men are not Christians and they show it. You can see it in their eyes. They leave the compound rarely."


I had not imagined such a thing. I had foolishly thought because both factions were black, they would work together to hinder me. Yet now, I felt a kinship I could not explain entirely to my satisfaction.


I had never considered myself a Christian. My education had embraced reading about all religions, up to and including ceremonial magic and witchcraft. I had not been inside a church since I was nine and I was contemptuous of narrow minded factions that proclaimed to be the only path to heaven.


I had once been button-holed by a preacher who insisted I was going to hell if I did not accept Jesus Christ as my savior. I asked him what the fate would be for an Australian aborigine who died after  raising a family deep in the outback, teaching them to survive, having loved and cherished them and provided for them well.


"He would go to hell, of course!" was the reply.


I had thrown him physically from the home in which we had met, extended my apologies to my host and left also.


Such Christians I had no use for!


Still, I believed in a God. There is a certain orderliness to the universe. I believed in certain Christian tenants. I believed the Bible to be one of many divinely inspired writings, a guide for civilization and civilized behavior. I could identify with Jesus as he reached out the hand of friendship to prostitutes and the destitute to give them hope. I would have like to been there to help when he ran the money changers from the temple. But to me, he was an exemplary example to emulate, not a near God to blindly worship.


Alister Crowley was a self proclaimed magician who outraged the world around the turn of the century with his claims of supernatural powers gained from the practice of Black Magic. 
Yet the study of Magick, (as he termed it, to differentiate between the science of slight of hand and the study of the mind) brought to light some interesting theorems.


His studies and writings pointed to the fact that magic had developed simultaneously in separate cultures all over the world. The Africans had their voodoo and their witch doctors. The American Indians had their spirits and Shamans. So did the aborigines in Australia. The Romans had their oracles and their legends of the Gods. The Aztec and Mayans had their priests. Jews had their one God and Christians, their Christ. 


The Hindus had their chanting. Jews, Christians and Moslems prayed. Witches and Magicians reached their higher power by speaking spells. As far as I could see, mankind had always known of and sought to speak with a higher power in order to improve his lot on this earth. I could see no basic difference between the methods used by man to contact his gods. I could see no difference between the gods besides the names we gave them. I could see no reason to fight another man over the name he gave his god or the method in which he worshiped him!


Yet here I am, united with Christians against Moslems. This time it is a war over resources and national boundaries, they say, but the overtones of religion are still there.


The bar began to fill up. The band started their first set. Jon Paul and I stood near the front door and took turns circulating through the crowd.


The band was good and soon had everyone on the dance floor. The weekenders from Miami paid me no attention whatsoever. Some of the islanders raised an eyebrow at the sight of the new bouncer but whispered assurances from Jon Paul led to immediate acceptance. My size, musculature and casual dress drew many stares in the Bal Harbour shopping center on Miami Beach. Here, sitting at the door as a bouncer, my place in the scheme of things was accepted. I drew no more attention than the bartender or the band. 


By twelve o'clock, I had to tell two tourists they were better off on their boats. They accepted gracefully, obviously used to someone telling them when it was time for them to go home. Bimini is one of those places where you may get a little drunker and a little louder without fear of killing someone on your way home. There were no cars to use as weapons. Parking is not a problem at the Angler. There is none.


Around eleven thirty, another element was added to the club. I knew by Jon Paul's signal, Abraham's men had begun to arrive. They were marked by their refusal to drink alcohol and their lack of natural rhythm. They did not tap a toe or sing along. They were strangely detached from the merriment, sipping soda water and watching me from the corner of their eye. 


Word must have reached them about the events in the states. Word of the American who had stolen explosives, killed their comrades, escaped from a fourth story window, bound hand and foot and lived. Who had set back the operation that had brought them halfway around the world. They looked at me curiously. I fit the description too closely. My sudden appearance here as a bouncer too much of a coincidence. 


A pair had come in earlier. They had seen me and one had left and returned with several more. I recognized none of them. The two men who had been with Abraham when they took Stormy were the only ones besides him I had seen. At the time, my eyes had been on their guns rather than their faces so it was possible I wouldn’t recognize them if they were here.


They stood in groups of twos and threes and talked among themselves. Occasionally I felt their eyes upon me but they looked away when I turned their way. They were unsure of who I was or how to react. I knew then I would be meeting Jacob Abraham once more, soon!


As midnight approached and I did not react to them, a group of three became restless. A whispered conference resulted in a different stance among them. Where once they sat or leaned in relaxed postures, now they stood, balanced and ready for something to happen. 


The others felt it too. They became more alert, more watchful. 


One lean, wiry soldier (go to any military town, in uniform or not, soldiers in a group are unmistakable)  left his group and sauntered to the dance floor, imitating the walk of an arrogant drunk.  All were fairly young men, I realized. Highly trained and cocky. Experienced in hand to hand drills. Anxious to humble an enemy. 


Their orders were to blend with the islanders, win their confidence. I was not an islander. I was their enemy. If not the infamous one they had heard stories of, then still an American.


He approached a white couple dancing on the floor, tapped the man on the shoulder, stepped in front of him and grabbed the woman by the waist and pulled her roughly into him, disregarding entirely her date or husband and the fact the music was fast and no one else were dancing belly to belly.


The man grabbed him by the shoulder. I knew what was going on and felt sorry for him. I could have stopped it then and spared him some humiliation but it would have been too soon and out of character for the character I was in. So I let the vicious backhand connect with the innocent victim, sending him flying across the floor and into my arms.


I stood him up, handed him a napkin for his bleeding lip. The band had faltered for moment, then started up again. I nodded at Jon Paul and stepped forward to handle it.


He had turned his back on me and was grinding his hips suggestively against the girl's pelvic bone, holding her tightly in spite of her protests and struggles. I watched as his confederates moved to the forefront of the circle of people that had begun to form around them. I had moved quickly and was inside the circle with them. His back was to me but I knew he was aware of me.


I tapped him on the shoulder and he tried the same move on me, turning the girl's hand loose with his right, keeping his left around her waist while he spun around with that deadly right hand he was obviously proud of. 


I caught his wrist in the palm of my right hand, locked my fingers around it, keeping his elbow toward me and the arm straight. With his left arm still wrapped around the girl's waist, he couldn't move his body forward and around quickly enough to prevent me  from using my free hand on his elbow as the fulcrum with which to break his arm!


He screamed and fell to the floor. An arm shot immediately around my neck. A quick one - two with my left hand and elbow crushed the nuts and the solar plexus of his buddy. Jon Paul dropped the third with a sap as he was about to test the stoutness of a stool on the back of my head. 


The rest of the men I now considered the Arabian Contingent, relaxed instantly at a frown from one of the older men. The bartender and the manager were suddenly armed with shotguns and pistols. Jon Paul and I were assisted by two of them in carrying out their injured and unconscious comrades. They awarded me their respect in their menacing looks.


We stood on the porch and watched them lurch down the street on the way back to their compound. 


"You move pretty good for a white boy!" Jon Paul said respectfully.


"I'm just glad you and I are on the same side." I grinned. He raised his hand and I slapped it in the air.


"That was their way of finding out who you are. Don't think they thought you would take them quite that quick or ruthless. It won't be that easy next time," he mused out loud. "You sure do move quick for such a big man."


I took a deep breath and stared down into the darkness where the road disappeared. "Things may get even more interesting now, John Paul. The injuries we inflicted will look like a printed invitation to someone I know. He will have to come now. I am curious as to how he will handle it. He is an interesting man, this Jacob Abraham." 


"You have met before?"


"In Miami. Under different circumstances. We have never met socially."


"This is your idea of social life?" he asked quizzically.


"At least no one is shooting at me," I pointed out.


"Yet!" he added, pointing down the street into the darkness. "Looks like he brought the rest of his army with him this time!"


As my eyes adjusted to the dimmer light, I could make out the group of men walking down the street towards us. In the center of the men, walked Jacob Abraham himself, white dinner jacket and silver teeth gleaming even in the dim reflected light. On his arm, Stormy strolled towards us wearing a long, silver evening dress, looking even more beautiful than I had remembered.


My heart thundered and I looked quickly at Jon Paul to see if he could hear it also. Was it fear or something else? I need not have worried. He was staring too hard at her to notice anything else. He shook himself and stood up, his hand inside his pants, checking to see how his sap was hanging, I guess.


"I think he just came down to say hi. Don't look much like he's dressed up to go down to a fight. More likely, he just wants to use her to get you hot. Woman like that can do that to a man. That won't work with you, will it, Trev? Trevor? I say will it, Trevor?"

Chapter Fourteen



We stood on the porch and watched them as they entered the gate and advanced up the walkway. The dozen or so men flanked Abraham and Stormy as they mounted the steps to the porch. They all watched me carefully. I met Abraham's gaze squarely as he advanced to within a foot from me. I could not look at Stormy but I could feel her eyes on me. What if he let his anger overpower his professionalism? What if I had read this wrong. What if he didn't care what the Bahamians think anymore? We suspected him of planning to attack a nuclear power plant. Suppose those plans were ready to be executed tonight? What would a few hundred more matter to these men?


Suddenly the sweat began to form on my forehead. Jesus!  I was still thinking  in conventional terms. This man had been a step ahead of me at every turn because he thought of himself as a soldier while I was thinking as a civilian. His every move had been carried out with the ruthlessness of an invading army!  


The vision of all these men pulling submachine guns and cutting down Jon Paul, myself and the hundred or so people inside the club played across my brain like a VCR stuck in fast forward. I could hear Miata saying, "People keep dying around you, Cameron."


The aroma of his after-shave brought me back to reality.  I forced myself to meet his gaze but he had noticed the lapse of my attention and correctly identified it as fear. He had gotten through my bravado just a little and he knew it! He devoted his attention to me. "Mr. Cameron. I must admit I doubted the rumors that told me you were here until I passed the men you attacked. Then I knew it was true. You have certainly perfected the art of mayhem."


"Your men got out of line. I was just doing my job." I said, forcing my voice to sound calm. You don't go to war wearing after-shave. This was the boys night out. Bimini was their base, not their objective. But I was willing to bet it was a close call on his part!


"Your job? What is your job? Defender of the faith?" 


"Bouncer."


He threw back his head and laughed heartily. He turned to the men behind him, "Do you hear that! The Angler has a new bouncer! Be sure and mind your manners my friends." He motioned at them and they filed around the couple and into the Angler. I recognized one of the men that had been with him in Stormy's  room by the incredulous look he gave me as he walked by. Jon Paul grinned at me and followed them inside, leaving us alone on the porch.


I turned to Stormy, finally, falling into those violet eyes. "I am glad to see you well." I kept the passion I felt inside turned down to a slow boil.


"I am surprised to see you alive! I thought the fall had killed you." Her tone was equally controlled. Her eyes met mine with a lot of questions her lips couldn't ask.


"The wicked lead charmed lives it seems."


"How did you escape the authorities in Miami?" she asked.


"For the same reason I am not under arrest here. I have committed no crimes. Maybe your escort can explain why, if he is a member of the Bahamian Defense Force, he is not placing me under arrest."


He smiled. "Obviously for the same reasons I am not under arrest. It is easier to accuse than it is to prove one's accustions. So it is when you have an involvement in shady affairs, is it not, Cameron?"


"I will have to agree to that."


"Nor has Mr. Cameron committed any crimes here in Bimini, yet," he said to Stormy. "He is only guilty of being over-zealous in his new job. Over reacting may eventually prove to be your downfall, Cameron."


"Thanks for the advice, Ibu. I'll remember it." I saw him stiffen at the reminder he  had talked too much in front of what he assumed to be a dead man. "We all make mistakes, don't we, Ibu?"


Stormy, her hand on his arm, felt him tense up at the use of his real name. She had to realize suddenly he had not been completely truthful with her.  She was intelligent enough to realize some of the implications.  She glanced at him and interceded, "Buy me a drink, Jacob."


His eyes met mine and the clash of our wills rang like steel, each of us dedicated to the destruction of the other. Each of us willing to give no quarter. Both of us suddenly chafing at the semblance of civility we had accepted for the moment. 


She  entered the club. Ibu pulled a cigar from the inside pocket of his immaculate dinner jacket. The movement was one of exaggerated slowness while he watched my reactions.


I remained in my relaxed posture.


He extracted a silver tube from his jacket pocket. Romeo y Julieta. He unscrewed the end and extracted the Cuban delicacy from it's container. The cigar in his mouth and the tube discarded at my feet, he lit it with a gold plated lighter, reassuming the persona I had almost forced him to shed, and once again relishing his role of successful businessman and chaperone of beautiful women.


 He blew a cloud of smoke in my face and spoke in a voice only I could hear. "You could have caused the death of all these people. I considered it, you know. Their usefulness to me is almost at an end."


"Call it off, Ibu. It's a dead end. The authorities know about you. They know about Turkey Point. They've doubled their guard. They will be coming for you soon. Let the girl go and get out while you can."


A hint of surprise crossed his dark continence. "You have come all this way into the jaws of death for the girl?"


"National security is a little out of my line."


"How noble. How about revenge? If I were to run, you would have no chance at revenge."


"Revenge for what? You being a poor shot and too slow to kill me?" I taunted hoping to rile him enough to swing at me at least. At the best. . .


"For. . ." I almost got him to say it.  I almost got a confession! "For fucking your girlfriend." He grinned at me, clamped the cigar tightly in his silver lined jaw and walked in to join her.


I sat outside for a minute more before following. I could see her with my eyes closed, her perfume lingered lightly in the warm, humid, sea scented air but it was tainted by the odor of his cigar. He had come out on top again. I could barely control my shaking hands. They wanted to encircle his neck. I wanted to kill him badly, for all the wrong reasons.


She would not be rescued by force. She must be wooed away from him by other means. She must be shown she was a prisoner, her freedom but an illusion before it was too late. 


The terrorist threat took second place in my list of priorities.


I followed them inside and resumed my persona of bouncer. I sat by the door and watched the solemn group carefully. To a man, they were on their best behavior. It did not appear to me they were enjoying themselves much. There was no socializing, no dancing, no conversations with the few remaining, untaken women. Then, as if on some signal, they began to file out in groups, until only Stormy and Abraham remained.


Jon Paul had disappeared for a time. When he returned he nodded at me and gave me the signal we had prearranged.


They stayed until the band stopped playing, though they did not dance. To me, they did not seem so loving tonight. When he stood to leave, she did not. He sat back down. They talked in low voices for a few minutes. He rose again. He had to walk by me to leave.


Using the same low voice, he said to me, "You are a brave man, coming here. Brave but stupid. Your government does not believe you. She will not either. You are a poor man, a biker, existing on scams while I have wealth and position."


I imitated the low whispering tone. "You have nothing. You are a fool, blindly following orders given by a madman, a dictator who is trying to destroy what you cannot dominate. Does everyone have to talk like this where you come from?"


"You have no concept of the reality of all this. Nor can you affect or alter our plans. You are one man, alone."


"I wouldn't say that!" came a voice from behind him. He turned to meet the level gaze of Jon Paul. "You are over-confident! You think being black and poor make us hate the white and wealthy? You have underestimated us as you have the Americans. Everyone on the island knows you are not what you would appear to be. Go home to Hussien!"


Abraham stared at Jon Paul for a moment, digesting and accepting the fact I had allies and that I would have my time to talk with Stormy. He swallowed his surprise and his rage,  turning to look at Stormy, sitting patiently at the table, watching the play without hearing the words. It was a look tinged with sadness but it was gone quickly and replaced with a hardness that meant blood would soon be spilt on the white sands of Bimini. He left, hate emanating from his body in an almost tangible cloud. 


I looked at Jon Paul with new respect. "You know more than you let on."


"I is a smart nigger, Sah." He said with a mocking bow.


"I never had no use for niggers," I said, watching his joking manner disappear in the fire that suddenly leaped to life in his eyes, "White or black! I'm afraid the term is not one I often use and it does not fit you, my friend."


Smiles touched both our lips. "You wear your skin well, Trevor. You have more friends here than you know. There is a lady here who obviously wants to talk with you.  Don't keep her waiting. I'll close up here and make sure everything is as you suggested. Good luck!" He shook my hand firmly.


Stormy stood and walked to me. "I've some questions, Mr. Cameron."


"We could take a walk on the beach. The weather is beautiful, the moon is almost full and all the tourists are gone."


She hesitated.


"You have nothing to fear from me." I said.


"I have been told differently."


"You have been lied to. We can stay here, if you feel safer."


She made up her mind. "No. Let's walk."


We strolled up the steps that led from the Angler to King's Highway. From there, we took a rock staircase  down to the beach. The water was calm and the moon reflected off the sand, lighting our way. A faint phosphorescent glow could be seen in the waves breaking on the beach. Far in the distance, the glow from Miami cut through the black sky. She pulled her shoes off and carried them in her hand, relishing the feel of the wet sand between her toes. The wind tousled her hair, which fell in natural waves about her shoulders. I don't think I've ever seen so beautiful a woman.


"I am very confused, Mr. Cameron. You are both very convincing men. You both convinced me I was in danger from the other. Now I don't know who to believe. I feel no threat from you but I have not felt a threat from Jacob, either. I think he cares about me. I don't know how you feel."


I said nothing. I didn't know how I felt either.


"If you are innocent and did not kill Steve, why did you jump out of the window? And how did you survive?"


"I did not kill Steve. I did not smuggle drugs. They did. If not Jacob, then his men. That whole scene in your apartment was staged for your benefit. He had given the order to his men to kill me before you came out of the bedroom. He and all of his men were in the U.S. illegally. He was going to kill me and go for Clark to find out what had happened to his cocaine and explosives. I had no choice. I couldn't help you. I had to warn Clark. I gambled that I could land on the car without killing myself. I won but ended up in the hospital for a few days." I didn't tell her she was in my thoughts day and night.


"You risked your life to save your friend!" she said with awe in her voice.


"Well, not exactly." I said with reluctant truthfulness. "They were set to kill me as soon as you were in the elevator. It was either stand there and wait to be shot or take my chances on the way down."


"Were you hurt badly?" She asked, her head down so I could not see her face.


"Only unimportant bones and a few bruises." I could sense rather than see her smile. "What about you? I was really worried."


"He took me to his boat at International Yacht Harbor. It was a beautiful boat. Really plush inside. Air conditioned, TV, stereo. I was numb and not thinking too clearly. I did not really know you or Clark. His story sounded as plausible as yours. I already knew you had lied once, about being Hamilton, there was no reason not to believe you had lied about everything else. I was halfway across to Bimini before I thought to ask where we were going. He never pulled a gun on me. He said he was undercover only part time, working, like many Bahamians, for the DEA. He told me of the hotel he had bought and his plans for expansion in Jamaica. He praised my work and offered to let me help in the design of the hotel." She had held her head high while speaking, lowered it when she had finished. I was silent, not wanting to interrupt her account. We kept walking. The beach was deserted. The road ran above eye level, along a rock wall that added to the isolation of the beach from the dwellings on the other side of the roadway.


When she raised her eyes from the sand they contained tears. "Maybe I let the lure of money color my perceptions. When I got here, there was the hotel under construction.  He was telling the truth about that. He had a lot of employees. They were a little strange but I overlooked all of that in my eagerness to become rich and famous. I tried to put you out of my mind. He told me you were a criminal and I thought you were dead and still I thought about you!" She turned to me, tears flowing freely now.


"You disrupted my life. I even dreamed about you. I tried to forget you in his arms and still I felt like you were watching me. What did you do to me?" she wailed, fists clenched and beating my chest. "I thought you were dead until tonight, when I overheard him talking with his men. I only spent a couple of hours with you. You didn't even act like you liked me, or that I was anything more than a source of information. How could I get the impression there was anything else?"


I encircled her with my arms, her head resting on my chest. Her tears created a damp spot on my shirt. "Stormy, I don't know how it happened but you are all I've thought about. I came here to save you, not the world."


She looked up at me, her lips parted and met mine. I could taste the salt of tears on her lips and a hint of rum on her tongue as it entertwined with mine. I pulled her willing body into mine and the kiss fanned the flames we had felt into four alarms.


The heat had just begun to build.


"Stormy," I began but her lips cut me off. She devoured my tongue and pressed hers deep into my mouth. Her body seemed to sizzle as it pressed up against mine. The friction was creating an uncomfortable constriction in  my jeans. 


I had dreamed of this! Now my dreams had become reality. I felt like jumping up and down, clicking my heels together like a deranged Donald O'Conner. It had not been my imagination! There had been something that had clicked between us. A magical, wonderful feeling  I could  feel growing and encompassing us.


She wanted me as badly as I wanted her. She would have willingly fell to the sand with me and lost herself in the throes of passion. It was all I could do to keep from shedding my clothes!


"I don't think we should do this right now," I said breathlessly.


"I won't go back. I don't have to go back. I want you, Trevor Cameron. I want you now."


The voice startled us both. I had been expecting it but I had not heard them coming. You've heard the expression, blinded by love? I was deaf and dumb as well.


"Touching. Our commander will be disappointed his new girl friend proved to be so fickle!" came the voice from the road above.


We broke apart and stared at the group of men looking down on us from  above our heads. There were three of them and they held pistols in their hands, pointing at our heads.


The leader, one of the older men I had noticed earlier in the club taunted me. "You think you are a mighty warrior but you are stupid. You let the girl lead to your death. Did you forget who we are? Did you think we would not watch you? I hope all Americans think as you." He spat into the sand at my feet.


"I hope so too, asshole. Are you sure you want to kill me? You still do not know where your explosives are."


"It makes no difference. We have what we need. Within forty eight hours your home will be gone, a wasteland.  Your life will only be slightly shorter than those of  your friends and fellow Americans." To Stormy, "You gave your life for the kiss of a white man. You could have had wealth and luxury in the home of our Commander. Foolish bitch!" He raised his pistol


"Wait," I shouted. "This is Bimini. If you kill us here you could jeopardize your whole operation. You could lose your base if the Bahamians find out what you are up to. You can be charged with murder!"


"You fool. If we are successful, we will all die. Bimimi, Palm Beach, the Keys. There is no where to run! You have forgotten the kamikazes of World War II. Americans cannot conceive what we are capable of! You, however, will not live to die with us. You are very skilled, Mr. Cameron. You are a fighting man's man. We will tell of your bravery. You die with my respect." He raised his gun again!


"What about security? You will have to fight through security! You don't know what they have done to boost it. I do!" I boasted.


He didn't care. "They can add all the security they want. It will make no  difference. Good bye, Cameron."


Stormy fell into my arms as if I could somehow shield her from their bullets.


The report of the shots echoed off the rock walls!  

Chapter Fifteen


Stormy screamed. Her eyes clamped shut. We heard the thud from falling bodies  after the shots.
Shouts could be heard from up on the road. I held her tightly, not wanting to let go. One eye opened and she looked up at me then to the spot where the men had stood. 


One was hanging over the edge, one arm dangling, dripping blood from his finger tips. Another lay on the sand at our feet, pieces of heart  and lungs spilling out the hole in his chest and into the sand. His blood was black in the moonlight!


"Wha . . .Wha....?" she tried to say.


"It's all right, Stormy. We're all right."


"You . . .you. . .knew?" she stuttered.


"I hoped!" I waved at Brainiard, whose face had just appeared over the edge of the roadway. Jon Paul's followed and a couple more faces I didn't recognize, these attached to bodies wearing uniforms.


"Are you OK?" Jon Paul hollered down.


"We're fine. You heard?"


"We heard, you lucky son of a bitch."  The familiar voice echoed. Tony stepped into my view, rumpled clothes, uncombed hair, shaking his head. "So you got the goddamn girl too!"


"What is happening, Trevor? Were these people here all along? Have they been listening to us all along? Did you just . . .just stage all of this?"


"No! Well, not all of it! I mean. . .I meant what I said to you, Stormy. I planned the surprise party in advance, in case they followed us, but everything I said I meant."


"That's true, lady. The boy must have called out your name a hundred times while he was unconscious. I was there! I'm Tony Miata. DEA."


"I've heard that before." she said with a trace of sarcasm.


I helped Stormy up the coral embankment and quickly followed her. "I've got a bone to pick with you." I said menacingly.


"Save it. I'm a getting a little worried about this joker."


"You believe me now?"


"Always did. About this. We all knew it would happen, we just didn't know when, who or how." He lit a cigarette from the one he had going as we watched the Bahamian police scrape up the body parts.


"Then why would you give me all that guff back in the hospital?"


"Cause you always got to have that fucking Ace up your ass! You have to be the smart guy. Couldn't tell me about the other two fucking bundles. No. Had to waste my time sweating it out of Clark. The sonofabitch wouldn't tell me 'till he was convinced I was convinced you were innocent." He muttered, flicking his ashes at me, his chin pushed out pugnaciously, making him look a little like an English bulldog. "All the way down just to find out you had dumped it all into the fucking bay. I found all the packaging neatly buried. Either that are you had one hell of a party!"


He giggled suddenly. A smile lit his ugly face. "I had to call Clark on the way  over. He had convinced himself you would keep it for a rainy day. He  never believed you would do something like that. I told him he didn't know you as well as I did. That really burned him. Now what did you do with the explosives?" He snarled, his mercurial mood swinging again.


"I have them on my boat."


"So what do they have planned?" He asked brusquely, directing his question at Stormy.


"I . . .I don't know. Until just this minute I had a whole different perspective.  I wasn't privy to his inner circle," she answered nervously.


"Lighten up, Tony. he wouldn't tell her anything."


"So what have you come up with?"


"I just got here. You should know as much as I do. You heard what this guy said. It's going down in the next forty eight hours. Their base is surrounded by barbed wire. They don't care about this base. They are confident they can pull it off. They think they will die. What does that tell you? They don't care about extra security. They are definitely going to try to blow something up. Why didn't you leave one of them alive?" I threw back at him. 


"Nothing! It tells us nothing. How are they going to penetrate security and what are they going to do once they get in? How do you blow up a power plant? What are they going to use? Where are they going to use it?  How much damage can they do?  When are they going to try it? All the people I've talked to say that nothing short of a cruise missile could hurt the power plant. Even then it wouldn't blow. Maybe we are barking up the wrong tree. Maybe they are going to unleash some chemical weapons. That's what the state department thinks."


"Maybe we shouldn't stand around and speculate! Isn't what they tried tonight probable cause? Why don't you take them out here! Now! Tonight!"


"I can't get a contingent of Marines over here tonight. I doubt if I could get one tomorrow. The Bahamian government still would not consider what we suspect as enough to call out the Defense Force to raid a hotel complex"


"How many men do we have here? Can we get reinforcements?"


Brainiard answered that one. "I can get a few more men but most would be worse than useless against a force like this."


I looked at Miata. "I brought Franklin and Jackson," he said.


He caught my blank look. 


"Chip and Dale, to you."


"I take it we have the cooperation of the police?"


One of the uniforms spoke up. "For what it is worth. We all heard their boasts but there is not that many of us on the island. We are not prepared for dealing with an armed force.  Are they  really planning on blowing up the nuclear power plant at Turkey Point?"


"I don't know. I thought that would be a logical target. All the evidence points to it but the experts say it is not possible." I answered. 


"They tried to kill you. We all witnessed that. I think that is enough probable cause. But I do not think this is a job for American civilians and non military personal." The cop cut in. "I think this is a job for the military."


Tony gestured rudely. "Fuck that. If your people ain't on the island we ain't gonna wait for them. If they get off the island they are going to be twice as hard to locate and stop."


Brainiard added his approval. "It would be well after daylight before we could get reinforcements. They have a minimum contingent here now. Quite a few of their group have already departed for Miami."


"Tony," I said, " We have to find out what their targets are. We have to take some of them alive and question them."


Stormy had listened, quietly absorbing the information, until she could take no more. "Trevor! Let the Bahamians handle it. Let the DEA look into it. Why are you doing this. You have found me. I believe you now. Let's go back to Miami and let it drop." Stormy begged.


I took her hands in mine. "I have a hard time walking away from this. Abraham has killed too many people and tried to kill me. I can't quit until it's finished."


"Yeah, yeah. Just another's day's work. Put her on your boat, grab your guns and let's go kick some doors in." Tony said impatiently.


We regrouped on the Sea Deuced.  For once Tony and I were in agreement. We both wanted to go in, guns blazing and take out what we both considered a terrorist camp. Brainiard and Jon Paul were the voice of caution. Maybe we were wrong. Maybe Abraham had killed no one. Proper police procedures should be followed. I could have been emotionally motivated. After much debate we decided to play it safe and wait for morning. There was no hurry. Authorities in the US were alerted. Any type of terrorist activity could be curtailed quickly. 


Tony, Brainiard, Jon Paul and the island's top cop went over the information we had. The natives had a little to add concerning the layout of the hotel and where it stood in relation to the bay. Stormy added some details concerning the interior. I told of the tactics and execution of the operations I had witnessed. I stressed their willingness to use deadly force. I  pointed out the location of their boat. As Bimini had no airport, the plane we had seen must be stationed at another island.


"What information did you come up with about this group?"  I asked Brainiard.


"They have been here for almost three months. They have political muscle. Rumor has it they came here from Jordan with the backing of King Hussien and maybe even the Saudis. They have been very ambitious, buying the property and refurbishing.  It was supposed to be very plush when finished. They asked for and received special consideration on import duties for  the furnishings and supplies which were shipped from Jordan. Oriental rugs, hand carved furniture, extra generators for the hotel."


"Hussien supports Saddam." Tony pointed out.


"I saw them installing a new generator in the boat." I mentioned offhandedly.


"Brainiard frowned. "That's odd. The generator that came in was not a marine generator. It was supposed to be for the hotel's auxiliary power.


"So what about their connections in Nassau?" Tony interrupted


"In view of what we have heard and seen tonight, whatever support they might have had will rapid evaporate in the light of day." Brainiard assured us.


"So we pull a raid early in the morning. If we cut off their headquarters and isolate their commander, the ones already in the states may have to call off their mission."  Tony said decisively.


 "If we don't stop them and they succeed in blowing up the power plant, the fallout will affect everybody here and in Miami." Jon Paul pointed out.


Tony snorted his contempt. "They may attack the plant but they won't succeed. Security has been beefed up to maximum levels. Private security has been replaced with trained military personnel. Thanks to the advanced warning we've received," he said grudgingly, "we are on our highest state of alert."


I wanted Abraham badly but I kept my mouth shut, avoiding egging anyone on.  These were professional law enforcement people. In this case I would prefer to follow orders, knowing that the lives of all these men would be put into jeopardy. I had little experience working with a team.


I listened half-heartily, watching Stormy in galley, pouring coffee, making finger food, thinking we were all out of our depths. Cops, talking about raiding an armed compound. Me, wanting revenge against a trained terrorist. Stormy, beautiful, talented and flying from one set of arms to another, in search of what? Fame? Fortune? Or love?  Where did I fit in with any of this?


Maybe for once I could be the voice of common sense. "I think I should remind  you all that we aren't dealing with a group of street dealers here who are going to put up their hands when you say police. These are dedicated soldiers who are more than willing to die. They will shoot first and they will hit what they shoot at. Why can't you have a team of commandos sent in here to handle this?" I said to Tony.


"It would take an order from the President. Or a meeting of the Security Council. I'm not even sure that we have enough evidence to secure a warrant for Abraham's arrest, much less an armed invasion of a friendly country."


Jon Paul, a hawk, urged action. "We all heard what the guy said to Trevor! We know what they are planning to do! We must try to stop them. They did try to kill him! Isn't that enough?"


"It could have been a faction angry at Trevor for the humiliation at the bar. There is no tangible link between Abraham and the actions of three of his men. Even Stormy, who was inside the compound, has no proof that they are planning any type of illegal act." Brainiard pointed out.


Suddenly, the negatives of action outweighed the benefits. The hour of the morning and the effectiveness of our little band of patriots (or were we conspirators?) seemed diminished. Conversation was going around in circles and nothing concrete was coming of it. "I think we should get a few hours of sleep," I injected, "while Tony gets on phone to the right people stateside. This is not the right place or time to determine international policy. If we are going to raid Abraham's enclave, we would best do it after we have had some sleep."              


"I think Trevor is correct." Brainiard said. "I'm sure that a few hours will make no difference. I, too, will speak with some of my superiors and see if this matter can be handled at the proper levels." He stood up and motioned to Jon Paul. "I will leave a couple of officers on the dock to ensure your safety while you sleep. Do you need a room?" He asked Miata.


"Nah. I'll stay here and use Trevor's phone. I'm used to working these hours. Trevor can sleep," he glanced at Stormy, who was putting away the dishes in what was now a spotless kitchen, "though I doubt he will get that much."


They filed out. Tony took my portable phone forward to the v-bunk stateroom and began dialing. Stormy brought me another cup of coffee and sat next to me on the couch. We listened as bits and pieces of  Tony's conversations drifted back to us.


Tony was magnificent.


We ate our sandwiches, stared at the grey bag of explosives, drank our coffee and listened to him; "Yeah, I know it's four in the morning, lady. Yes, I know how important your husband is! If you want him to keep his job you better let him be the one to hang up on me!"


And; "Captain, as Officer of the day, if you don't have the authority to launch every fucking ship the Coast Guard's got you better get on the phone and find out who can. The name's Miata, DEA! 


"Miata, DEA, you dope. This IS a national emergency, you jerk off!" After each call, he would stop for a moment, take a deep breath, spew out a string of curses, angrily crush out his cigarette and light another and do it all over again.


"I'm calling from Bimini. The Bahamas sir. I need someone to get through to the President. I'd use Millie if I could, sir! He must be woke up. I don't have Dan's number, sir!"


"I'm not talking about a hand grenade on a airplane, you . . . er, sir. This is  important! How do I know? How do I know?" He glared at me, bit his lip, took a deep breath. "I personally heard  one of the terrorist bragging about the destruction they could cause. I have witnesses that were attacked by this group! I have a dead pilot that was paid by this group to photograph the coastline near Turkey Point.  We can debate the fine points later. Let's assume this guy I heard was exaggerating. What if he wasn't? You want to sit on your hands, come down to Miami and we can watch to see if we can see a fucking mushroom cloud from Turkey Point before the fucking blast reaches us and burns the clothes off us!"


When he got off the phone, he wiped the sweat from his face with the tail of his T-shirt. "Jesus Christ. Cameron, I hope we are not over rating a bunch of drug dealers. If there isn't some solid evidence that these guys are terrorists I'm going to be emptying the ash trays at the ammo dump."


"Actually, I hope we are wrong."


The mushroom cloud Tony had mentioned was visible in my mind. Somewhere in the discussion the proper neurons collided and information I had read merged with what I had heard and I thought I knew what their plan was. It scared the hell out of me. I motioned for Miata to follow me into the bedroom.  I closed the door and turned on the faucet in my bath.


"What is it, Cameron?" He sat down on my bed, carelessly letting the ash from his ever present cigarette stain my bedspread.


"I think I figured their mission out. I think I know why they are so confident!" I couldn't sit still so I paced.


"So, tell me. I'm on pins and needles," he said, his head  following my path like a spectator at a tennis game.


"Tony, they aren't worried about the security at the plant because it is not a factor."


"I don't get it."


"What if they don't need to get to the plant to blow it up?"


"An inside man? You think they have someone inside?"


"Worse.  What if they can blow it up without going inside?"


"Nah. Those walls are too thick for a missile to penetrate." 


"What if they have more than a missile, Tony?"


"More than a missile? You mean . . .?"


"A bomb. The bomb. Hasn't Iraq been working on a bomb? An atomic bomb?"


"They haven't got it yet. Under the terms of the last cease fire, they have to open up for UN inspection!"  The thought of it worried him.


"Tony, they have been stalling! They held inspectors up for four days in a parking lot when they got too close. They make them travel around by bus! What if they were able to build a bomb. What if they got the bomb out of the country! What if..!"


"Slow down. You're giving me a headache. There are too many "What ifs"! You are getting too far out now. We'd know if they had the bomb!"


"How? If the government didn't think they were real close, they wouldn't be sending teams over there to inspect them. Why are the Iraqis  trying to stall? What are they trying to hide? What do they gain by delaying?"


"Assuming this is a possibility, where is it and what do they plan on doing with it?"


"No guidance system needed. They have a boat. The little ones are to run interference. Keep us distracted. I think they've designed it to look like a generator. Stormy said the boat was plush, that it had air conditioning yet they were busy replacing a perfectly good generator with something that was not designed for use in a boat. Customs would be looking for drugs, not atomic bombs." 


"All they have to do is anchor in Card Sound or Biscayne Bay and set the timer. No one would think of bothering someone anchored out in the bay in a fifty foot Magnum. It will take out bridges to the Keys. The power plant  will go and add to the fallout.  Tidal waves in the bay will destroy all coastal structures. Downtown Miami is  only fifteen miles away. It's gone completely. Every human being in downtown Miami is a shadow of soot on a broken wall or a pile of ash on a burnt sidewalk. Fort Lauderdale will  watch the mushroom cloud as the fallout roles over them."


"Cellular service and all computers and communication will go down. They said Palm Beach would go. That's the only way they could be sure. No one really knows just how bad a nuclear accident at a reactor would be but we damn sure know what a bomb will do! This would guarantee that the auxiliary power plants would be taken out. Not to mention all cooling towers and safety measures. The security wiped out instantly along with half of downtown and Key Biscayne. Homestead Air Force Base and the town of Homestead. The Everglades on fire."


"Jesus Christ." His face had lost all color.


"We can't even be sure of what would happen if we sank them before they reached the mainland or blew up the boat. What if it blew six hundred feet down in the ocean? A tidal wave would wash over Miami and Bimini that would make a hurricane a pleasant experience!"


"I think it would be preferable to detonating it near Miami." Tony stood up abruptly and threw his cigarette into my toilet. He must have been upset! It was only alf smoked. "This is too much. I can't be responsible for making decisions like this. This is way out of my league. I've got to make some calls. Some more calls! Jesus Christ! This could change everything! Bring in the Army, the Coast Guard, someone. The orders to move on something like this has to come from the White House! Fuck, Cameron. Maybe you are over reacting."


He looked at me with hope in his eyes. It faded quickly. "God damn. It's unthinkable  yet it makes so much sense."


"We laid waste to Baghdad. Ask yourself if he would do the same to our cities if he could." Even as the words left my mouth the same thought came to both of us. He said it for us.


"What if there is more than one?" 


"We can't think about that now. Tony, this isn't my field of expertise. I don't know anything about bombs, detonators, atomic Power plants! I almost blew myself up testing that damn plastique, trying to figure out how to use it."


"I saw that tree."


"We don't have time to get a team in here. If they think they are trapped, they would detonate the bomb here. They are going to try to get as close to the power plant as possible to maximize the damage. Somehow, we have to sink that boat in the middle of the Gulf Stream, far enough from Bimini and Miami so if it does go off, the damage will be minimal. A thousand feet of ocean can contain the blast. Radiation . . .well, your guess is as good as mine."


"You got a plan?"


"Half ass. I've got forty pounds of plastic explosives that should make a hell of hole. Getting it to go off at just the right time is something else."


"How did you blow up that tree?"


"With a toy rocket launcher. Thirty feet of cord. Blew my hat off still! Used a marble sized piece. I don't think I bought enough cord to reach twenty miles."


"Get to the point, Cameron. If we don't come out of this bedroom with a plan soon, Stormy is going to think we are in here jacking each other off!"


My head was spinning. I could think of no way to safely disarm a bomb or arm one. How could I set off the explosives I had without setting off the a-bomb? Maybe I should have watched McGyver more! There was no one here who had any more knowledge than I about explosives. The kind of information I needed was not taught in school!


"If the bomb is in the boat, maybe we can steal the boat!"


"They will have the boat guarded," he pointed out. 


"Tony, this is war! We will kill the guards and as many of these soldiers as we can."


"What if they get away? What if they kill us?"


"We will call up for reinforcements. Notify everyone you can notify, the Coast Guard, the FBI, the Air Force. Throw your weight around! That boat must not make it to Miami. Our lives and reputations don't really matter, do they, when you consider the alternatives?" 


"I've been on the phone for an hour on this already. If I call back with an a-bomb scare no one is going to believe me."


"At least get in touch with Brainiard and tell him what my suspicions are. It could change the way the Bahamians are going to look at this!"


"OK. I'll go now! Right now, the more people who know what's going on, the more chance we have of stopping them. We have to stop them, Trevor. I hope to God you are wrong but I'm scared to death you are right!"


We walked out of the bedroom. Stormy looked at us curiously and instantly detected that something was very wrong. I followed Tony through the salon and out to the dock. He turned and looked at me.


"Well, you have finally managed to scare me, Trevor," he said with a sardonic twist to his lips.


"I've managed to scare myself, Tony."


I noticed too late, the absence of the guards. I caught the look of surprise on Tony's face as I heard the whump, whump, whump of bullets stitching across his chest. 


The impact carried him out and away from my futile reach! I heard the splash of his body hitting the water.


I whirled to see Abraham and three of his men standing on the dock. They were holding smoking, silenced machine guns. He took an earphone out of his ear. 


"Congratulations, Mr. Cameron. Your powers of deduction are as well developed as your fighting ability. If you had not deduced so clearly our intentions, you could have lived another day, and perhaps enjoyed Stormy's affections for a night! If you wish to live, and Stormy,  come with us quietly and quickly!"


CHAPTER 16


I put up my hands and turned my back on the last breath of my friend as his body drifted slowly to the bottom of the clear, black water on this moonless night.


It was the deep darkness before dawn and it seemed to envelop my soul. Tony was dead! Joining the Bahamian guards and the ghosts of others that had made the mistake of knowing me. 


One of his men brushed by me to board the Sea Dueced. It was my chance to take some kind of action. I could have grabbed his gun and used him for a shield while killing Abraham with his own weapons. The sight of Tony being shot had taken something out of me. I let him go by without lifting a finger to stop him.  A moment later, Stormy joined me on the dock. She was frightened. She had every reason to be!


 Our hands were bound behind our backs with plastic wire ties.  Where she once reigned as queen, she now was a prisoner. Where she once was a privileged lover, she was now treated as a traitor. Her only sin, believing in me! I was lost in my own despair. I was drowning in guilt thinking of her and my friend drowning alone in the black water, his blood drawing in the sharks. The barracuda tearing the still warm flesh from his body. Knowing that soon, we would join him. As would  thousands of others!


Abraham emerged from my houseboat. He complimented me on my tastes, my selection of weapons and the houseboat itself. He was positively bubbling over with compliments and comments, jubilant in his victory. Like a long, lost friend, he walked next to me and showed me his latest toy.


"Incredible, isn't it? This tiny device I purchased from one of your mail order catalogs. It allows me to hear whispers a hundred feet away! Thin fiberglass walls do little to lessen it's effectiveness! To think of the technology you have developed to put a device such as this into the hands of the people!"


We were escorted back to Abraham's compound. The streets of the island were deserted at this time of the morning. His men carried the plastique from my gun cabinet and their weapons in plain view. That meant the timetable had been moved up. He could not risk waiting for the results of Tony's call to bring in the troops. No longer did he care about maintaining an image for the benefit of the islanders. He had discarded his cover now that it had outlived it's usefulness. 


We entered the compound. The activity had slowed but there was no one sleeping. All resemblance to a luxury hotel was gone. The grounds were dimly lit by red lights to preserve the night vision of it's defenders. They were preparing for an armed invasion. Sandbags formed manned machine gun emplacements. Every man was now armed and dressed in fatigues. Cases of grenades were being carried from the main building, along with large weapons I identified as portable rocket launchers. 


The Magnum was buttoned up and ready for a voyage. It was our destination. I could hear the diesels idling. As he led us over the gangplank, he called over his shoulder, "I must say, Trevor, I feel I know you well enough to call you by your first name, you have caused me more problems than all your country's police and military!" 


He flashed his disarming silver grin at me. Disarming because it was genuine. There was no hint of hostility! I said nothing. Behind my back, I tested the three tie wraps they had bound my wrists with. I doubted I could break them. The gun barrels of our escort never wavered. They were trained professionals now. There was no window to go out of, no guns to go for, no chance of overpowering a dozen armed soldiers.



"Your interference has added an element of interest for me. Misdirecting the inspections of the UN, evading your army, fooling your CIA and bypassing your US Customs was far too easy. I am not a spy, I am a military man. A military man needs an opponent. You have filled the bill very nicely. I cannot believe your government has not recruited you."


He saw the look in my eyes. "Ah, they have tried but you are a rebel! You will not work for them! Then this agent was your friend? I am sorry I had to kill him. It would not make a difference in the long run."


"Why are you doing this?" I finally broke my silence. "If you are a military man, why are you trying to destroy innocent people, families, children?"


His smile left his face. The black, hairless brows knitted. "I am following orders. This is a war after all."


"The war is over. You surrendered." I pointed out.


"We did what we had to do in the face of your nation's might. We have surrendered, we have not given up."


"Listen, Ibu. Your leader is wrong to plan something like this."


"As were your leaders when they dropped the bombs on Nagasaki and Hiroshima. War is war. There will be casualties."


"What is to be gained here? A war was ended with the bomb in Japan. Many lives were saved at the expense of a few. If you do this, it will not end war, it will start one. This one will cause the destruction of your country and thousands of your people."


"My commander does not think that will happen. He believes it will crush your will to get involved in the affairs of the Middle East. The clean up will drain your spirit and your resources."


"It won't work that way. 'Remember Miami' will enter the history books as a call to arms. It will cause a crusade unlike any in history. All Arabs will suffer. The bombing will not be limited to military targets. We did not hate you before. We do not hate you now. If you succeed in your mission we will." I had to reach him. "Every baby born from that day on will learn to hate Arabs. Free people everywhere will unite to destroy the Muslim culture that has so long been a source of inspiration and a fount of knowledge and wisdom. Allah will turn his back on your people."


If it got to him, he didn't let on. "Put him on the boat," he told his men. "Confine him with the woman that they may console each other," he ordered as  he walked away.


Stormy and I were taken aboard the Magnum. The soldiers on board were dressed in 
typical, deckhand clothing and all were armed with small, unobtrusive handguns. I counted three on board besides our heavily armed escorts. Once we were locked safely out of their way inside the small, guest stateroom, our hands still bound, I heard them leaving the boat and through the tiny porthole , saw them rejoining the armed camp. 


Finally I forced myself out of my guilt trip enough to look at Stormy. 


"I'm sorry!" We both blurted out at the same time.


"It's my fault, Stormy," I said quickly. "I should have gotten you out of here! Keeping you with me put you in danger."


"It's not your fault. I know you had more to think about than just my safety. Unless he is stopped, no one is safe in a five mile radius of that power plant. Hundred could be affected if their can breach the walls." 


"I'm afraid they can do more than just breach the walls." I told her of the scenario I envisioned. In the telling, her cinnamon skin took on a sickly shade of white. With the sharing of the burden, some of my guilt dissipated.


We had been imprisoned on the boat less than not ten minutes before I felt the boat being pushed away from the dock and the powerful diesels propelled it out of the harbor. 


"It seems so strange," Stormy said, her taciturn silence broken by her fear and the closeness of our deaths. "First the war in the Middle East was over.  The threat of war was finally gone, or so I had thought. Now this! He's really going to do it, isn't he? He's really going try and blow up a reactor? To think I believed him, I slept with him! I'm so ashamed." She started to cry.


I strained my arms against the plastic ties until the blood ran from my wrists. The plastic refused to break. "Now is not the time for recriminations. We have to try something. It's more than you think."


"Let me try, Trevor," Stormy suggested. "Maybe I can bite through them. If you can just spread your wrists far enough apart to let me get my teeth on the ties . . ."


I turned around and strained against my bonds. Like a mouse, she valiantly nibbled at the plastic with her incisors. Ten minutes later, one parted. Two more to go. 
I looked through the porthole and saw the island shrinking in the first light of the dawn. The second one parted fifteen minutes later. She raised her head wearily, her lips bleeding from her efforts. "Give me a second and I'll get the last one."


Her eyes were closed. The blood streamed down her chin and mingled with tears of pain or fear yet she hadn't uttered a word of complaint. I lowered my lips to hers and gently kissed her.


"Was that a kiss of passion or goodbye, Trevor Cameron?" Her eyes were still closed. No rest for the weary!


"No false hopes," I replied. "Even with my hands free, I don't really think I can take a boatload of professionals. I know nothing about bombs, especially atomic bombs,


 "You were pretty eloquent back there, maybe you talked him out of it."


"Words are the only tools I have left to use. If the voice of reason doesn't work, I'm afraid we have very little choice of avenues."


"We are going to die?" She asked, not looking at me but I could see the tears forming pools in those violet eyes.


"I won't give up. Neither should you. I don't really understand why he hasn't killed us yet. Where there is life there is hope." I tried to sound encouraging. Maybe the Coast Guard would find us. Maybe Tony's calls alerted someone. Maybe they hadn't killed Brainiard or Jon Paul. Maybe I could fight my way out. And maybe a giant squid would rise from the depths of the ocean and take the boat down to the bottom!


She was about to try to free me from the last wrap when were heard the door being opened. She sat up and looked innocent. A gun appeared in the doorway in the hand of one of the crew. "The commander wants you topside." He motioned with the gun and we obeyed. A second man, his weapon trained on us, stood well out of my reach. The third was lounging in the galley, intent on preparing lunch. He ignored us while the other two herded us into the cockpit where Abraham stood like Columbus at the helm of the ship that was going to carry him to greatness. The guards moved to the stern of the boat where they could sit on the back rail of the cockpit and still keep us insight.


Abraham had regained his jovial mood. He stood with his hands on the wheel, pride in his accomplishments shining from the rough exterior like a beacon to the downtrodden masses he felt he represented.


"I think it might be wise to have white people out on deck. Blacks in America are suspect when seen driving boats like this or even expensive cars." The powerful boat was cruising at half throttle. He was in no hurry and wasn't drawing attention to himself.


"So that's why you haven't killed us. I was having trouble figuring that one out."


"Well, so you don't know everything. It is nice to see you becoming humble, Trevor. That is just a justification on my part. I must admit some weakness in my resolve when it comes to the two of you. I should have let my men kill you aboard your boat, but I wanted to talk with you once more. It is difficult to play such a part in world affairs and have no one with whom to share your adventure. No one who can appreciate that what you are doing will go down in history, even change the course of events, alter the balance of power!"  The fanatic portion of his personality was threatening to overcome the rational. His eyes were almost glazing. They bored into mine. "You have the ability to see what the ramifications of my mission can be. That is why I have kept you alive!"


He walked to the port side of the boat, leaving the boat to continue steering itself. then turned around sharply.  "I could have had you killed at any time but you were one who thought as I did. While you may not agree with what I do now, I believe you would do the same thing had you been born in Palestine and been forced from your home by the American-backed Jews, to live for years in a hovel in another country that was not yours."


He turned his attention to Stormy. "And of course, you, my darling. I wanted to gaze upon your beauty once more. You are really a very unique woman. If you had only been rich, Trevor Cameron, I'm sure she would have wanted to return to you. She is motivated by her hunger for success. That is why she slept with me. I offered her a chance for notoriety. It is too bad she does not have more confidence in her own talent. She never needed to sleep her way to the top. She could have gotten there on her own. I am sorry that you had to become involved, my dear. Don't blame Trevor for it. He has actually acted to combat a threat no one else knew existed and will not believe even now."


He scanned the ocean and checked the radar and his course. Perhaps he was looking for land ahead or boats coming out to intercept him from the US. Maybe he wasn't familiar with this type of sport radar. But I thought I saw something that gave me hope. The auto pilot held the vessel on it's course. I nodded for Stormy to sit down in the passenger chair. I leaned against the side of the cockpit.


"Your reward for your diligence, Trevor, will be to know why and how you will die. Your neighbors and countrymen will die in the middle of their day, at work and at home. Mowing their yards and washing their cars, never knowing what you know. Never seeing their death until it is upon them. I consider you fortunate."



"It's not over until it's over, Abraham. There is still the Coast Guard and the Navy. They will have been alerted."


"There is that possibility. Some of the men I dispatched to kill your friends in Bimini did not return before we shoved off. There is still my contingent of men at our compound. They will hold off any investigation or attack. Even as we speak, There is a platoon in Islamorada and Fort Lauderdale aboard our little boats, ready to begin attacking Port Everglades and the Coast Guard station there and the one in Islamorada. It is the attack you warned of. I'm afraid my men are very well armed despite your interference and there will be heavy casualties. Enough to concentrate your meager forces on the two areas. We will slip right through and up next the plant. A seaplane will pick us up a few minutes before the timer triggers our little device. According to our calculations, the close proximity of your nuclear powerplant should enhance the effects of our primitive device. This is all theory, of course. No one has ever detonated a device like ours next to a power plant! It should prove quite interesting."


"Aren't you worried that all this pounding will set off this device of yours?" I asked.


"It is safe until I arm it."


"Well, I'm glad to hear that." I said, throwing myself on the throttles, forcing them all the way forward. Stormy was sitting down in the cockpit and was in no danger. His two men were less fortunate. they were on the rear railing and were both thrown overboard by the force of the acceleration and the decks incline as the boat leaped forward.


Unfortunately, Abraham was thrown into the captains chair. He reached over a beefy arm and grabbed me by my shirt. He threw me backwards and pulled the throttles back to  their normal position. Then he turned to face me.


"Very good, Cameron. Very clever but to no avail."


"As they say, you ain't seen nothing yet." I got my feet under me and flexed my arms again. My muscles corded, the plastic reached bone and parted under the unrelenting pressure. I was free! With all of the confidence born of a hundred matches I readied my attack.


But I had never fought a professional soldier or a trained terrorist.


He came to meet me, a smile on his face. I swung my leg in a roundhouse kick, He blocked it easily, almost casually, and stepped with a lightning move connecting solidly on my ribcage.  A couple of ribs broke again!


I gasped and stepped back to catch my breath. He moved in. I threw a straight punch that connected on the side of his head. He just laughed. I threw another and he blocked that, retaliating with a two handed blow that broke both eardrums and sent the pain directly to my brain. I couldn't keep from grabbing my ears. He used the opportunity to plant his foot into my crotch. I screamed involuntarily as my knees touched the deck. 


This was not luck! This was a man with lightning moves. I am quick. Very quick. So quick that I had begun to believe I was invincible in hand to hand combat. I had no reason to doubt my abilities, they had been proved time and time again. But this man was as fast or faster!


When I was a kid, I remember seeing a wild west show starring a fast draw expert whose name I don't remember. He could draw and fire in a tenth of a second. They had a man from the audience come up on stage. They gave him a gun loaded with blanks. He pointed it at the star of the show. At a signal he was to pull the trigger. Before he could squeeze the trigger the expert drew and fired. 


I was the poor slob from the audience. Abraham took me as though I were moving in slow motion. 


Maybe I was too hard on myself. In perfect shape it would have been a close match but I was still badly bruised from from the misadventures of the past week. I still had minor broken bones in my feet and major bruising in my torso from the fall. I know that some of my speed was gone and all of my endurance.


I sensed his last man behind us but Abraham was enjoying himself too much to allow him to interfere. The guard  took over the wheel but made no move to turn around and rescue the men who had fallen overboard. Everything was on a time table and everyone was expendable!


I was there to help Abraham pass the time!


We may have been alike in many ways but he had a sadistic streak I had never acquired.  I could hear Stormy screaming and begging for him to stop. She tried to stop him once or twice but he backhanded her aside like a bothersome fly.


I  was beaten but he was not satisfied. He hardly worked up a sweat, at first. By the time he was through,  he was sweating and covered with blood. All of it mine! He methodically inflicted pain and injuries upon my helpless body. Sometimes I lost consciousness, only to have sea water thrown at me to revive me. He liked to listen to my screams. 


When he tired of me, he dragged me down and threw me on the floor of the salon. As far as he was concerned, I was no longer a threat, too close to death to bother him again.


I lay on the floor, drifting in and out of pain and consciousness. I could hear sounds from the deck, his voice, Stormy's cries and deduced he was raping her.  I managed to open one eye and looked around my shrinking world. The blackness was closing in. I had a feeling if I closed that one bloody eye I would never open it again!


My attention focused for a moment on plastique laying in plain sight beneath a table. But I had no detonator!


Painfully, I dragged myself to it as though I could set it off by my will power alone. I clung to it for a moment as though it were a life raft on a storm tossed ocean. The pounding of the boat on the heightened waves of the Gulf Stream was torture. 


I glanced around the cabin. There was a door that looked as if it had been designed for midgets leading to the engine compartment. I dragged the plastique and my badly beaten body to it and through it.


The roar of the engines was deafening. There was barely room to crawl between them. I lay there and stared at the device that had replaced the generator. It loomed in front of me, fastened in between the beams of the boat. A monster inside a box. A demon that could devour cities disguised as a generator. Shipped across a world to extract one man's revenge on the country who had humiliated him and his armies. I was looking at the instrument of the Anti-Christ! If only I could stop it.


But how could I? I had been beaten badly. I had no weapons. If I had a chance before, over confidence had taken that chance away. I would have no chance now in combat. My only hope of stopping the man and his mission was contained in the plastique!


Knowing I would go with it, could I, would I, try to detonate the explosives? I had always managed to elude the grim reaper in one way or the other. Was I man enough to end it by my own hand?


I tore open the bundle of plastique. Taking a handful out, I slapped it on the manifold of the roaring engines. I closed my eyes and waited to meet my Maker.
  

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN


My eyes focused on the glob of plastique on the manifold. It was still there. Reaching out a hand, I touched the manifold. It was warm but not hot enough to detonate the explosive. The sea water running through the manifolds kept the heat down. There were no spark plugs on the engines to get a spark and diesel does not ignite the way gas will. I began to get frustrated.  I couldn't even kill myself properly!


I found a light switch. With the help of the light, I found a workman's discarded pipe wrench. Holding the heavy tool in my hand, a plan started to evolve in my pain racked brain.


Boats do not have radiators. Some have closed, freshwater cooling but the water is cooled by sea water pumped into and through the manifolds. A sea strainer, a large, glass jar with a filter inside, strains the sea weed and debris from the water and pumps it through the engines to cool them. If a strainer gets clogged, the heat from the exhaust will melt the rubber exhaust hoses and cause an engine to overheat. 


This boat was no different.


Then I had second thoughts! What if this much plastique set off the bomb? What if blowing the manifulds didn't help? I had to be sure. 


To hell with it. I was as good as dead myself. If he got through, South Florida was off the tourist circuit for the next hundred years anyway!


I pulled some of the plastique off and applied a handful to each exhaust manifold. Then I put a little more on the bottom of the boat and pulled the wires off  the automatic bilge pump switch  that ran to the pump itself. When water fills the bilge enough, the float switch raises up and sends the voltage to the pump. I stuck the two wires into the plastique and stuck the wad of explosives on the side of the boat. 


I moved the rest of the plastique under the rubber exhaust hose. With the wrench, I broke the glass strainers. How long it would take for the engine to heat up, I didn't know. If it would heat up enough to set of the plastique, I didn't know. If I could get off before it blew, I didn't know. Does plastique go off if it's wet, I didn't know. Hell, I didn't know if I could get out of the engine room!


Breathing was difficult. Moving with broken ribs seemed impossible yet somehow I moved. I drug my bruised and ruptured carcass through the door and up the stairs leading to the deck.  I snagged a couple of life jackets on the way.


When I peeked out on the deck, Stormy was laying against the cushions, the evening dress from the night before ripped and pulled up to reveal silken thighs. Her hands were loose and she was silently sobbing. Abraham stood over the controls, checking the instruments. She was another fallen enemy, defeated, no threat. Both he and his man were scanning the horizon where Miami's skyline was rapidly growing.


Mustering my strength, I crawled to the deck and with much effort, stood. He sensed something and started to turn as I swung my weapon. A half second sooner and I would have had him. As it was, the wrench only grazed his shoulder, whirling him around and over the captain's chair.


Stormy looked up at me with a mixture of horror and hope.


The last soldier tried to bring up his weapon. He was not as fortunate as Abraham. My wrench took him across the forehead and he ceased to be a factor.


"Come!" I commanded urgently, holding out a life jacket to her. I could not risk a second swing, The strength had left me and my legs were on the verge of giving out. She reached out a hand and I took it, pulling her with all my might to and over the stern of the boat.


We hit the warm, azure water awkwardly. Consciousness began to slip from me once more. I felt the water sucking me down to the depths, my hold on the straps of the life vest slipped and I started the one way trip down into the eternal ocean's grasp.


Her fingers wound in my hair and pulled me roughly back to the surface and life. I sputtered and coughed as air replaced the liquid in my lungs. Fifty yards away, the Magnum slowed and turned back to us.


I felt dispair wash over me. My gamble had failed. If Abraham's bullets didn't kill us, the blast would!


"Ahoy, Cameron. I congratulate you on your tenacity. In another time, we could have been comrades. For what it's worth, I give you your life, Trevor Cameron. You fought to save your country and the woman. You are a credit to your people. Perhaps you will be picked up by a passing ship before the sharks taste your blood. I doubt it but I do not have the heart to kill you now."


The boat began to turn back on it's course. "Good bye Trevor Cameron." The motors roared as the boat started to come up on a plane. It traveled a mile or more when there was a muted "Boom". Abraham surprise was apparent. He put the boat on autopilot and disappeared below. The boat did not seem to be visibly affected, however I thought I heard another muted explosion. 


Within minutes, it was lost against the Miami skyline and we were alone in the immense ocean. 


I tried to concentrate on positive things but the water was everywhere and encompassed my thoughts. I tried to calculate the amount of time we had been aboard  and how long we were in the water but my drifting in and out of consciousness made such calculations impossible,.


The ocean was calm. The waves less than three feet.  The sun was still low in the east. I estimated the time to be around nine o'clock. Stormy helped me secure the life vest, then put hers on.


"I  thought he had killed you!" Stormy told me.


"I think he has. It might be best for you to leave me, Stormy. I am bleeding too much, It will attract sharks."


"I will not! We have a much better chance of being spotted if we are together."


"You have a better chance of surviving if you are not some fish's lunch. Leave me!"


"Shut up, Trevor."


We floated for a while. Small fish and green, fluorescent dolphin began to be attracted to the smell of my blood. I tried to shoo them away but they came back. Soon, they would attract larger predators.


The Gulf Stream would carry us north and away from land. In my condition, I would never be able to swim to shore. We had to be at least ten miles from land. No one would be looking for us.  While Bimini and the US have their share of boat traffic, the ocean is a huge area. Someone stumbling upon us before the sharks would be a miracle. The only hope I had was a blip on a radar screen!


I had seen a boat leave Bimini on the radar. By now, it could have changed course. It could have been a fishing boat, going out a few miles and putting out their bait. I did not tell Stormy. No use getting her hopes up.


Not only had I killed us, I had failed to stop him. In failing, I had doomed a city, and plunged the world into a future filled with war, strife and anguish. In my pain, I could hear Clark's voice, "Who appointed you guardian of the Universe?" No one, obviously.


I felt something bump me in the water. Looking down, I saw the gray shape with the unmistakable fin on it's back. They had found us!


I kicked at it and it swam off a short distance. Then there were two miracles!


"Trevor, wake up. Look!" Stormy was pointing back towards Bimini. There was a boat flying toward us. I could hear the thrum of the props in the water. When the waves rose around us, I could see it. As it got closer, I even recognized it. 


It was the Sea Deuced!


 Stormy began to wave and scream. For a moment I thought we were safe, then it became obvious the course they were following was that of the Magnum. We had drifted too far to the north. They were not going to pass close enough to notice us at this speed.


Then I saw the fireball. Forty pounds of plastique combined with 500 gallons of diesel fuel make quite a spectacular blast.


The sound hit us next, sounding like an intense crack of thunder followed closely by the shock wave and a blast of heat. While intense, it did not peel our skin away or turn our bodies into soot stains on the water. I guess he hadn't armed the bomb yet! Debris fell on the water within a half a mile from us.


The Sea Deuced slowed then stopped a quarter mile away. We could see three figures on board the flybridge staring at the spectacle. 


Stormy screamed and waved and splashed the water as I watched impassively. I couldn't raise my arms. 


Finally, they saw the movement and a few moments later familiar arms scooped us onto the swim platform


Jon Paul and Brainiard lifted us into the boat!


"Thank God, you are alive, Trevor! We thought sure you were dead!" Brainiard said.


"From the looks of him, he is close to it!  We had better get him to a hospital!" Jon Paul commented.


The last thing I heard was Stormy crying. I remember thinking, "I wish someone would tell her to stop hugging my broken body," right before I began drifting in and out of reality.


They moved me into my bedroom. From the next room I could hear the radio  reports of the terrorist attacks. There were heavy casualties among the young Coast Guardsmen but they accounted for themselves well, once they got it through their heads that there was someone out there that didn't give a damn about the uniform they wore. The attackers were killed to a man and none of our boats were lost. 


Upon hearing the last report, I lost my fragile grasp on the present.


The next time I opened my eyes, a familiar face was looking down at me but I couldn't quite place it.


"A doctor can only do so much. You are very hard on this body of yours! If you were this hard on your automobiles you would have to buy a new one every six months!"


Dr. Bernstein. I wanted to say something snappy and bright and funny but even my sense of humor was bruised. I managed a moan and like the groundhog went back into the warm, soft burrow of unconsciousness.


Next, I heard voices.  Dim ghosts peered at me with sad concerned eyes as blurred visions from from a hundred years ago.


"How are you feeling, Trevor?" Came a voice I recognized as Clark. I wanted to tell him I was all right but the effort was more than I could muster. I shut down all but the vital body functions and I guess he went away.


"Trevor, I just wanted to tell you I got a job! While we were away, the real Trevor Hamilton offered me a contract to publish my photographs. I'm going on tour. Please get better, Trevor. I owe you so much! You saved my life. I don't know if you can hear me or not but thank you. I'll never forget you. I wish I could stay with you a while longer but I've got to get on with my life!"


I wanted to tell her the truth. I wanted to beg her not to go. I wanted to tell her that I loved her, but nothing came out. It was then that I realized I was in a coma. My brain had shut down. Since I couldn't remember eating, I assumed I was on life support. How long? How much longer would they keep me on it? Did I care whether they pulled the plug or not?


I decided I did but then she was gone and so was I. There seemed to be no reason to come back. Life was too tough. Death and this near-death seemed preferable.


The voice penetrated the fog. I didn't recognize it at first but as it kept going, I recognized it and knew they had pulled the plug. Breathing was becoming much more difficult and I became aware of pain once more. I was dying!


"Listen, you son-of-bitch. I've had it with you. They are going to let you die! They say that it's no use. They say your brain has shut down. They've disconnected the oxygen and the glucose. If you don't come out of it now, you dumb fuck, you are going to starve to death! Listen to me, asshole! You saved the fucking world. Well, you saved Miami, for sure. You stopped the terrorist attack. The president wants to thank you! Your friends want to see you. Don't you dare die on me you son-of-a-bitch! I've got money on you!


I opened my eyes to the most incredible sight I've ever seen!


Tony Miata, eyes closed, tears rolling down his cheeks. His chunky body racked with sobs. No cigarette in his mouth!


"So they sent you to meet me? I always thought it was supposed to be my mother or grandmother or an aunt or uncle." I said, wondering as I spoke why my voice sounded so funny and why it hurt so much to speak. I always thought you didn't feel pain when you were dead!


He wiped the tears from his cheek hastily and screamed over his shoulder, "Get the doctor in here, now! I said now!" He turned back to me and tried to regain his composure. "What are you talking about, Trevor? What do you mean?"


"We both dead, aren't we?"


"I'm not. We weren't that sure about you!"


"I saw you get shot!"


"That's why I wear a bulletproof vest for."


"Did we stop them, Tony?"


"You stopped him, Trevor. His plan would have worked if it hadn't been for you."


Dr. Bernstein came rushing in followed by a platoon of nurses. "OK, you better go now." He told Tony.


"Fuck you," he growled. You fucking doctors are the ones that wanted to pull the plug. I cussed him back to life and I'm not leaving."


Bernstein glared at him but let him stay.


"How are you feeling, Trevor?"


"Like warm shit that's been stepped on, Doc." I said tiredly.


"Well, that's certainly an improvement. I had hoped that if we stopped feeding you, you would come around. I'm glad it worked."


"My ass!" Tony muttered.


"Let's get him some soup and some water. Nurse, would you please see to it that he's fed?"


"I'm here. I'll do it." Tony stated flatly. Bernstein nodded at the nurse. "I'm fairly sure this is something our government friend can handle. Good to see you back in the land of the living, Trevor. Take it very slow. Don't try any quick moves, like climbing out of the window. I'll see you tomorrow."


I wanted to wave at him but the muscles still weren't responding. "Am I paralzyed, Tony?"


"The doc doesn't think so. They can't find any permanent damage but you've been laying here for almost two months. The muscles just aren't responding as they should."


I stared at my arms, concentrated, strained and they moved a few inches. The effort left me gasping for breath. Still, I had to try my legs. They lifted a few inches at the knee. I let them fall back, suddenly exhausted, but satisfied. I still had feeling and movement!


Tony looked worried. "Hey, don't try to move to fast. Clark will be here in a few minutes. I want you awake for him!"


"Two months! Jesus. What's happened in two months?"


"Well, let's see," came a voice from the door. I looked over from the corner of my eye to see Clark strolling in. "Acting in your name, I gave Stormy a job with Hamilton Publishing, a company I bought at a great price with your money. She immediately fell in love with a writer and they went over to Russia to cover the revolution after Gorbachov was kidnapped. The Soviet Army rolled into Moscow, the President of the Russian republic, Boris Yeltsin faced down the tanks, rescued Gorby, and together they dismantled the Soviet Union, gave the republics their freedom and outlawed the Communist Party. We've opened up trade with the Eastern block and Europe and Japan are giving them money to help the democratic process."


"Jesus, Clark. I just came out of a coma. Can't you be serious?"


Tony and Clark exchanged nervous glances. The nurse brought in the soup. Tony took it from her. 


"I think you better get your strength back before we go into details, Trevor!"

Postscript


Convalesence isn't that bad. I've learned to walk again and I'm slowly building up my strength. I 've accepted losing Stormy once I realized I never really had her. I've even gracefully accepted the President's commendation and the million dollar reward they put up for citizens who report or thwart terrorism and they graciously agreed to keep the ceremony out of the public eye.


A team of salvage experts found what was left of the Magnum and recovered the unarmed atomic weapon from the bottom of the Atlantic. It wasn't too difficult because he had made it within three miles of  Miami!


I came to believe Clark after a trip to the library to catch up on recent history from the microfilm library. Clark was taking a much more active role in running my company than I ever did, He got along fine with the upper management who seemed pleased that Trevor Hamilton was now out of his slump and back to aggressively aquiring properties and businesses and communicating on a regular basis. I saw no reason to change any of that. I, as Trevor Cameron, had plenty of money, tax free, so I let Clark have all the perks and salaries due the Chairman of the Board. He handled the job much better than I had.


I went back to my houseboat after a month or so in the hospital and began to sort through my three months of old mail.  


Buried in the junk mail was a card post marked from Jamaica and dated two months ago. It was a get well card! 


I opened it and read.

Dear Trevor,


Fortunately, I looked into the engine room and saw that the damage you had done was too great for the boat to make it to Miami. I barely had time to throw a life raft overboard and get away before it blew. 


I posed as a Cuban and was welcomed with open arms by your immigration. I was in Miami while you were in the hospital and I heard you will recover. I congratulate you on your tenacity and your will to survive. You may not believe this, but I am almost pleased you succeeded in stopping me from destroying the city. Looking back, I think I must have subconsciously hoped you would. It was a very poor professional decision to let you live.


You will be glad you did not keep Stormy. She was very beautiful and talented but shallow emotionally and had no loyalty.  She was poor and unimaginative in bed.


Please do not worry about any future danger from me. You were a worthy opponent. I will bear no grudge. My vacation was pleasant but a man must work. I am on my way to Cuba now. By the time you read this, I should be firmly entrenched within the Castro regime as I believe Hussien's time in the sun is nearly over. Castro may not be long in the saddle either, but I will worry about that when the time comes. As you know, I am a survivor!


In the years to come, you will began to realize that America is the real enemy.  As you learn more, you will become more and more a danger to the establishment.  I wish you luck and wisdom.


We have much more in common than you may wish to believe. Live long and prosper, Trevor Cameron. Until we meet again! 

Ibu Ibrahim.


I read it twice. I thought briefly about turning it over to the FBI or the DEA. I put it in my safe instead. I suspect, for many years to come, when I close my eyes I shall see his deadly silver smile.

THE END
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