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To Fear the Dawn 
 

 

 

Manantau Scofield dived through the open door in a military-style roll. He crouched, 

pressing his back against the rough concrete wall, and pointed his nine-millimetre Beretta 

into the darkness. Silence. He glanced from left to right, searching for any sign of life. 

Nothing. It was like staring into a void.  

The door should not have been open. Where was everyone? Lightning flashed outside, 

illuminating the empty hallway for a moment before plunging it back into darkness. One, 

twoé The thunder was explosive. Scofield moved with the crash, using it to mask any sound 

he might make. He shot through the archway into the lounge and dropped to his knees. 

His heart pounded in his chest. Adrenaline electrified his senses. He listened. Still no sound. 

Torrential rain battered against the roof and windows, but inside the home an eerie stillness 

hung. With no light to speak of, vision was useless. He concentrated all his nervous energy in 

his ears. 

Nearly two minutes passed. But for the drumming rain outside, the mansion remained 

shrouded in ghostly silence. A second flash of lightning cracked the sky, illuminating the 

room for an instant. Three lifeless faces stared back at him from the opposite end of the room. 

Scofieldôs stomach knotted. It was a scene from a horror movie. The heads were tilted at 

unsightly angles and their expressions were hideous masks of terror. The lightning vanished, 

engulfing the room in darkness once more. One second, two seconds. The thunder exploded 

outside and, again, Scofield rolled under its cover. Never remain in your last position. 

Dead! The grotesque picture of his superiorôs corpse was etched in his mind like a surreal 

sculpture. Garrick Slater had been murdered. And everyone else at the Johannesburg cell. 

How was it possible? Did the Hypatia conglomerateôs tentacles already stretch this far? 

Scofield shook his head as if to clear it. The thought was too terrifying to accept. If they had 

infiltrated Interpolôs most clandestine operations then there was nothing they were no longer 

capable of. They were truly unstoppable. Nobody knew the whereabouts of the cells. Each 

one operated autonomously. How in Hades had they traced this cell? Had Cape Town been 

taken out too? 

Lightning flashed again. Scofield scanned the room, taking in as much information as he 

could in the brief flicker. Slater and the two others had been shot in their seats at the opposite 

end of the room. Their bodies leaned at impossible angles and trickles of blood cut across 

their faces like stained-glass windows in some hellish church. A fourth body lay face down 

on the floor to his right. The multiple-murder had the organisationôs unmistakable signature 

written all over it. Only the Sons of Molech could have pulled this off.
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Scofield sighed and stood up. The need for silence had long since passed. He moved across 

to Garrick Slater and felt the manôs wrist. It was an action born of habit. There was no pulse. 

Hardly surprising. The freakish stare told him all he needed to know. Something bothered 

him, though. He frowned and shook his head, as if trying to dislodge the thought. 

The body was cold. What was it? Another flash. Scofieldôs gaze flicked towards the dining 

room. Footprints! The carpet was covered with mud. It had only started raining ten minutes 

before. And these men had been killed hours ago. He dropped to his knees and scrambled for 

cover behind the blood-soaked sofa, his heart racing.  

He clenched his teeth and waited. An eon passed. Why had the killer not fled the scene? Or 

had he? Scofield strained his ears in the darkness for any sign of the assassinôs presence. He 

had to be there. Nothing. Perhaps he was upstairs, or outside. 

Scofield allowed the minutes to stretch by. Still no sound. Yet, he waited, delaying the 

moment, straining any predatorôs patience to breaking point. All the while, he listened ï for a 

breath, a light scrape or rustle of clothing as someone changed position. Nothing. Finally 

convinced that no danger lurked, he moved under the cover of darkness. Staying low, he 

edged forward on his knees using his left hand for balance. His right hand held the gun erect, 

ready to fire. 

Halfway across the floor, glass crunched under his knee. He felt the sting as the shard sliced 

his patella. Almost simultaneously, there was a slight cough from the dining room and two 

slugs smashed into his chest. 

The bullets ripped through his torso like flaming meteors. Recoiling from the force, he 

rolled to his right and smashed into a vase against the wall. This time he saw the flashes and 

returned fire in mid-roll. 

Scofield reached the safety of a chair and used it for cover. He forced his breathing to slow 

in an effort to control the inferno in his chest and, once again, listened for the shooter. The 

man was a wraith. It was as if heôd never been there. Escape. Scofield couldnôt afford to 

tangle with the assassin. He had to warn the other cells. And he had to get his information to 

Cape Town ï or London. It was plain that the Johannesburg cell had been obliterated. 

Hypatia had their number. The others had to know what had happened. 

Quietly as he could, he headed back to the hallway, using the chair for cover. The killer 

came through the archway in a shadowy blur. Scofield fired off a small burst of rounds, 

tracking the manôs trajectory. Sparks flashed where they ricocheted off the walls. The manôs 

silenced weapon coughed twice more and Scofield felt the sharp thud as another bullet tore 

into his left shoulder.  

Move now. If the intruder got to his feet, he was as good as dead. He dived for the coffee 

table and upturned it, using it for cover. He smashed it into the chair behind which the 

intruder had landed and shoved in an attempt to crush his attacker. 

The intruder slipped from behind the chair like a cat and sprang around the table. A gun-

barrel glinted in the darkness. Scofield lashed out with his foot. The weapon spun from the 

killerôs hand. It flew across the room and clattered against the wall. The man came at him 

with the savagery of a serpent. 

Scofield lashed out at the manôs groin and clawed for his eyes with his fingers, but the 

assassin was too quick. Fortunately, he was now between the killer and his gun. He pushed 

the man back and levelled his own weapon. 

The killer unleashed a blitzkrieg. Scofield fired blindly, but couldnôt tell where the next 

striking limb would come from. The man ripped the gun from his hand and Scofield felt his 

finger snap under the trigger guard.  

He lashed out at the assassinôs knee in desperation and the man went down. Scofield spun 

away, diving through the wood-paned window. Glass and wood shattered under his weight. 
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The deafening roar of his own gun erupted behind him and a shower of bullets ricocheted off 

the floor. Run. 

He raced for his car. Why had he parked all the way around the back? A bullet rebounded 

off the wall as he turned the corner. He ducked and rushed for his vehicle. Scofield struggled 

with the key in the ignition. The engine turned for a moment, then sputtered and died. On his 

second attempt, it roared to life. 

He spun the vehicle around, heading for the main gate. The assassin rounded the corner as 

he approached it. Lightning flashed across the sky in a cruel fork. It illuminated the killerôs 

freckled, boyish features for an instant. A quick twist of the wheel. He aimed the vehicle at 

his assailant. The man dived for cover, but Scofieldôs windshield shattered in two places. The 

bullets lodged in the passenger seat. 

He veered to his right and careened down the tree-lined driveway. Rain splattered against 

his window as the vehicle gathered speed, obscuring his vision. Scofield fumbled for the 

wipers but failed to find them in the darkness. No time! He drove blind until the gates loomed 

out of the darkness ahead of him. Bullets smashed though the rear window just as he reached 

the corner. There was a shriek of tyres as the car slid out of control. Manantau Scofield 

struggled with the wheel. A burst of searing pain rocketed through his injured shoulder down 

his arm and across into his chest. He gasped and blinked in an effort to force back the 

blackness that began to encroach on his vision. With Herculean effort, he clenched his teeth 

and ignored the agony, holding the vehicle through the turn. 

The vehicleôs tail spun out when he reached the road and he geared down to gain traction. 

Then he gunned the motor. Free at last he raced down the street. He spun round the first 

corner to avoid any more shots. After two blocks, he turned again in case the killer had 

continued the chase on foot. Headlights glared out of the darkness ahead of him. He raised a 

hand to shield his eyes. That was when he felt the final bullet. It struck him at the base of the 

neck. 

Manantau Scofield groaned in agony. In his rear-view mirror, he saw the vehicle already 

making its turn. He twisted the wheel, turning left, then right. Another left found him on a 

narrow dirt road. He switched off his lights and pushed on in the darkness until he spotted a 

fallen tree. In a flash, he swung off the road. His ancient Beetle bounced across a ditch that 

flanked the narrow track. He twisted the wheel back and slid in behind the tree. 

He waited for more than twenty minutes. His pursuers never appeared. What now? Cape 

Town was out of the question. He could already feel the effects of his injuries. He didn't have 

much time left. Scofield grimaced at the realisation. Heôd never see another sunrise. That was 

what he'd miss the most. Sunrise was the most beautiful time of day. Especially in Africa. 

His fist clenched on the wheel. The information had to be saved. And he could think of only 

one man he could pass it on to. It was a long shot, but he was out of options. He sighed in 

resignation and struggled to reach his mobile phone. 

 

**********  

 

ñGallagher, is that you?ò The voice on the other end of the line hissed like a dying serpent. 

Nicholas tensed, suppressing the urge to pull the phone away from his ear. ñWho is this?ò 

ñWillow. We need to meet. Be at Tuxedoes, Rivonia in fifteen minutes.ò The man sounded 

as if heôd run a marathon, and the silence that ensued was broken with laboured gasps for air. 

Nicholas felt his stomach knot. Of all the bad timing! I donôt need this. He took a breath 

before replying. ñNowôs not a good time. Can we make it tomorrow?ò 

ñTomorrow will be too late. It has to be now. There are things ðò the words choked off and 

ended in a retching cough. Several seconds lapsed before the man resumed. ñThere are things 

I need to tell you.ò 
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Nicholas shook his head. His lips curled in a sardonic smile. ñWillow, itôs eleven oôclock. 

Iôve had a lousy day, and my wifeôs expecting me home in half an hour.ò 

ñI have information about the Pentagon deal you just lost. No charge this time.ò 

Nicholas jolted at reference to his lunchtime meeting. Annoyance immediately turned to 

intrigue. How could Willow know about that already! And for free. Information about the 

Pentagon deal would be worth a fortune. No. It went deeper than that. Willow sounded 

terrified. Nicholas chewed his bottom lip as he came to a decision. ñOkay, Iôll be there. This 

had better be good.ò 

More heavy breathing. The man sounded like an overworked rasp. ñMake sure nobody 

follows you. Theyôre probably watching you as we speak.ò 

Nicholas glanced out of his office window. A fork of lightning arced across the shrouded 

sky. Ridiculous. Nobody could reach you here. On an impulse, he pressed a button on the 

remote. The blinds closed across the windows. Why did Willow always make him so jumpy? 

ñIôll see you in fifteen minutes.ò 

He replaced the telephone on the receiver and rose from his teak desk. He had a sudden 

involuntary shiver. The room had become rather chilly. Cursed air-conditioning. After 

donning his jacket, he reached for the phone again. 

ñHello?ò 

ñHey, beautiful,ò Nicholas smiled at the sound of the voice on the other end of the line. 

The tone brightened. ñHi, darling. Howôs it going?ò 

After nearly five years of marriage, the sound of Jessicaôs British public-school accent still 

enthralled him. ñDonôt even ask.ò 

ñThat bad, huh?ò 

 ñWell ï we lost the Pentagon contract, for a start.ò Nicholas clenched his teeth. Simply 

verbalising the defeat rekindled his contempt for the slimy American bureaucrat who had cost 

him the deal. 

There was a pause. ñHow much?ò 

ñThree and a half billion.ò 

ñU.S.?ò 

ñUh-huh.ò 

Another pause. ñHow much was he asking for?ò 

ñA hundred thousand US.ò 

ñWas Peter with you?ò 

ñNaturally.ò 

ñAnd what did he say?ò 

Nicholas shook his head and smiled. ñYou know Peter. He reckoned I should slip the 

money under the table and be done with it.ò 

ñWell, I guess we wonôt starve. Thereôll be other contracts.ò 

ñI guess.ò Nicholas grimaced. ñThen I got a call a few minutes ago ï from Willow ï just as 

I was wrapping up.ò 

The silence settled like frost over their conversation. ñAnd what did he want?ò she finally 

replied. 

ñI have to meet with him right away. He says he has information I might be interested in.ò 

ñYouôre going to meet him now?ò 

Here it comes. Nicholas held his breath and tightened his grip on the telephone. Her sudden 

rise in pitch and sharp tones spoke of a coming lecture. Try to keep it short. ñIôm afraid so. I 

thought Iôd better call and let you know Iôll be home late.ò 

ñI donôt like him, Nicholas. Heôs mixed up in something and itôs dangerous.ò 

ñThis could save the Pentagon deal. I canôt pass it up. I wonôt be long, I promise.ò 

She sighed. ñOkay. Iôll wait up.ò  
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Her tone was sulky, but the lecture was over. Nicholas smiled. ñHowôs Jared?ò 

ñHeôs fine. The phone woke him. He's jumping up and down, to speak to you.ò 

Nicholas chuckled. ñLet me talk to him.ò 

A rustle. ñHello?ò 

ñHey, big guy. How're you doing?ò 

ñFine.ò 

Nicholas smiled. The telephone was a new toy for Jared. It made conversation painfully 

reserved. ñAnd what did you do at nursery school today?ò 

ñI drew a picture.ò 

ñA picture! Of what?ò 

Suddenly Jared became animated. ñI drew a picture of our jet at the airport. And you and 

me and mommy were there. And Hughes, the pilot. And it was flying to Disney World!ò 

ñDisney World! Is that where you want to go?ò 

 ñMommy hung it on the fridge.ò 

ñThat's great. When can I see it?ò 

ñDaddy? When you coming home?ò 

ñSoon, big guy. And then I'll look at your jet, okay? Will you call Mommy again for me?ò 

Another rustle, then Jessica came back on the line. ñCome home soon. He's been on at me 

all evening.ò 

ñJust as soon as I'm done with Willow. I promise.ò 

ñUm ï Nicholas. I hate to spoil your day further, but I got a call from Father McCainôs 

office today. They said it was urgent.ò 

Nicholas winced. ñWhat is it this time? An orphanage ï an old age home?ò 

ñThatôs not fair, Nicholas.ò 

He sighed, accepting the light rebuke. The priest seldom asked for money and when he did, 

it was always for a good cause. The incessant calls that came in waves two to three times a 

year were for something far more excruciating than financial assistance. 

ñHe invited us to a service again, didnôt he?ò 

ñThey didnôt say. It was a new guy that called. He just asked if you could phone back.ò 

ñTheyôve been calling all week, leaving messages. I guess Iôll have to get back to him some 

time.ò 

ñWouldnôt it be easier to just give in and go?ò 

ñIt wouldnôt help. A visit would only encourage him.ò 

She chuckled. ñWell, Iôve done my duty. Youôve got the message, so I can sleep with a 

clear conscience.ò 

Nicholas laughed too. ñLet me get this meeting over with and come home. Iôll see you in an 

hour ï two at the most.ò 

ñTill then. Love you.ò 

ñKiss Jared for me.ò Nicholas replaced the telephone on the receiver and quickly shut down 

his computer. He made his way to the elevator, passing several offices en route. Only one 

was still occupied. Nicholas stuck his head through the open door. 

ñCheers, Peter. Iôm off. Donôt stay here all night.ò 

Peter Solzsenheim raised his hand in a half-hearted wave, but didnôt look up from his 

monitor. Nicholas nodded. The man was clearly still upset about the luncheon fiasco. One 

hundred thousand lousy dollars. It was chicken feed. All heôd needed to do was slip the 

leather brief case under the table and the contract would have been theirs. But heôd baulked. 

Peter would never understand. Nicholas wasnôt sure he understood it himself. Lawrence 

would have approved. That was the only consolation. He owed it to his friend ï or to his 

memory, at least. 
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Leaving Peter to stew, he headed for the elevator and down to the basement. It was 

practically deserted at this hour of the night. His footsteps echoed off the whitewashed walls. 

Nicholas shivered. He couldnôt help the furtive glance over his shoulder as, once again, his 

thoughts turned to his conversation with Willow. Theyôre probably watching you as we 

speak. Who were they? In two years, Willow had never revealed that secret.  

The silver Maserati GranTurismo gleamed under the basement's harsh fluorescent lights. It 

was parked a good thirty metres away. Nicholas glanced over his shoulder a second time and 

cursed the fact that he hadnôt found a parking bay closer to the elevator. 

Just relax. Nobody could get past security without a valid card. But this knowledge failed to 

slow his heart rate or stop the thin film of perspiration that formed on his forehead. Why did 

he tolerate Willowôs nonsense? Like Jessica said, the man was obviously involved with 

dangerous people. On the other hand, his information was always accurate and, in the world 

of international finance and technology deals, information was everything. 

He reached the vehicle and sighed as the engine roared to life. Two levels up, he waved at 

the security guard. The man saluted and lifted the boom. Nicholas glanced at his rear-view 

mirror as he sped away. There was only one other vehicle in the street. A dark sedan with 

square headlights ï that was all he could make out. 

Make sure nobody follows you. He kept an eye on it until he reached the on-ramp. Was he 

being followed? Absurd. Any vehicle leaving Computer Park at this hour would be headed 

for the freeway. It was the quickest route home, no matter where you were going. Nicholas 

tried to keep his eye on the vehicle, but lost track of it in the traffic behind him. 

Probably nothing. He turned north, heading for Rivonia. The ten-minute drive gave him a 

chance to clear his mind. He took the off-ramp and headed into the heart of Rivoniaôs 

nightlife district. Even in the middle of a Highveld thunderstorm, the pavements danced with 

chic clubs and trendy sidewalk cafés. Nicholas slowed down, giving way to a group of people 

crossing the street. Women in their early twenties. They wore a variety of fashionable denims 

and short tops that revealed sculpted waistlines. Still not a patch on Jessica. 

Finally, the giant structure with a pink neon sign bearing the name Tuxedoes came into 

view. An air of seedy elegance oozed from the building.  

The high-priced, luxury vehicles lining the parking lot should have looked out of place 

against the garish neon backdrop above the door. Instead, they only served to complete the 

picture. He grimaced and hunted for an empty space. Willow was usually more selective 

when choosing a rendezvous. 

A scruffy-looking parking attendant rushed to point out one of the few spaces remaining. 

Nicholas swerved to avoid running over the man. Parking attendant ï a flattering title for 

what amounted to a beggar. It had become almost impossible to go anywhere in 

Johannesburg without being accosted by someone expecting a buck to ókeep an eye on your 

carô. 

The man beamed and pointed first at his own eye and then at Nicholasô vehicle. Nicholas 

gave the traditional thumbs up sign to the eager ruffian and headed for the main entrance. 

The interior was garish and artificial, with midnight blue carpeting and mini spotlights 

lining the walls and ceilings. That, coupled with the disco lights on the stage, gave it the 

appearance of a casino. 

Nicholas groaned inwardly as his eyes acclimatised to the dim light. The reception roomôs 

south wall was a series of mirrored panels that reflected the glitzy lighting of the main hall. 

As he entered, one of the panels swung open. A tall man emerged from the room beyond. He 

was dressed in a well-tailored navy suit and had a neatly trimmed moustache and haircut to 

match. Expensive jewellery gleamed in the artificial light and his polished Caterpillars shone 

like ebony. 
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 ñMr Gallagher! Itôs an honour to have you in our club.ò The man spoke with only the 

slightest trace of an Afrikaans accent and acted as if Nicholas was a regular customer. He 

held Nicholasô gaze just a little longer than necessary as he shook hands. 

Nicholas shuffled in discomfort. This was the price of being a member of South Africaôs 

social elite. With his face constantly in the newspapers and on television, it was difficult to go 

anywhere without being recognised. ñGood evening, ah ïò 

ñDanille.ò The manager reached out, taking Nicholas by the arm. ñHave you booked a 

private lounge, or are you meeting a party?ò 

ñMeeting someone. He would probably have booked in the name of Willow.ò 

The man winced. ñSorry to tell you weôve had no calls from Mr Willow this week. Are you 

sure he booked?ò 

Nicholas shrugged. ñPerhaps he didnôt. It was a last minute sort of arrangement. I can wait 

at the bar.ò 

ñMr Gallagher, I wouldnôt hear of it!ò the man exclaimed with a wave. ñIf youôre not going 

to be very long, I can squeeze you in near the stage. Itôs a private lounge ï booked by a 

partner in one of Johannesburgôs eminent legal firms, and he never arrives on time.ò 

Without a momentôs hesitation, the man led Nicholas into the main hall. The room was 

littered with high steel tables. Groups of rotund men in creased, collared shirts milled about. 

Most of the patrons had removed their jackets and some had already lost their ties. 

Several bars, lined with an army of waiters, flanked the gigantic hall. Nicholas watched in 

mild amusement as the waiters bustled between the bars and tables carrying a flamboyant 

array of cocktails and shooters.  

ñHere we are.ò The manager ushered him into a small lounge near the edge of the stage. 

ñThe seatingôs more comfortable, although your angle to the stage isnôt great.ò 

ñDonôt worry about it.ò Nicholas dismissed the manôs concerns with a wave. Like I care. 

The performances were supposed to be extremely artistic and, according to the countryôs 

most respected critics, made all sorts of deep political and social statements, but when you 

got right down to it they were little more than an upmarket strip tease. 

It was an ideal meeting place for Willow as the hall was dark and the blaring music that 

accompanied the incessant parade of performers would drown out all conversation from 

unwanted eavesdroppers. 

The manager seated Nicholas in one of the comfortable armchairs, fussing over him like a 

concerned grandmother. ñIôll send a waitress and have the reception staff look out for Mr 

Willow.ò 

The waitress arrived in less than sixty seconds. She was pert, with shoulder length, blonde 

hair. ñAnything to drink, sir?ò 

ñNothing yet, thank you. Iôll wait until my appointment arrives.ò 

It was another ten minutes before Willow appeared. Nicholas caught sight of him long 

before he reached the lounge. The manôs gait seemed rigid and he fixed Nicholas with a 

granite stare. Heôd wrapped a giant trench coat tightly around his body. 

Nicholas frowned. It struck him as odd that Willow would dress so warmly in the stuffy 

atmosphere of Tuxedoes.  

Willow stepped into the lounge and slumped down in the armchair opposite Nicholas. He 

nodded in greeting, but said nothing. Instead, he slid a piece of paper across the table between 

them. 

ñWhatôs this?ò Nicholas asked, reaching for the crumpled sheet. He frowned as he read the 

note. It contained a name ï Bancroft & Mellencamp ï and a clearance code of some sort. He 

recognised the name. It belonged to a well-known attorneysô firm. In fact, they did a lot of 

work for one of his companyôs subsidiaries. 
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And the code ï a file reference, maybe? He frowned. At the bottom of the sheet were the 

words Clifton ï Partner. The large, shaky letters looked like theyôd been written by a child. 

Willow leaned back in his chair, gasping for breath. His face was drenched in sweat and his 

movements seemed feeble as he struggled to loosen the buttons on his coat. 

ñAre you alright?ò As he asked the question, Nicholas noticed a dark stain on the white shirt 

beneath the trench coat. It was the colour of a mature red wine. His breath choked in his 

throat and he stared in horror at the crimson tide spreading across the manôs shirt. 

Before he could say anything, the waitress returned. ñWould you like me to take your order 

now, sir?ò She addressed Nicholas first. Then her eyes wandered towards Willow. 

Nicholas panicked. ñJohnny Walker on the rocks,ò he cut in quickly, ña double. And my 

friend will have a Castle Light.ò He reached into his jacket pocket and whipped out his 

wallet, offering the woman a large denomination note. He was desperate to draw her attention 

away from Willowôs injuries. 

ñRight away, sir,ò the waitress smiled. 

Relief. ñQuickly please. I have another appointment in half an hour. The change is yours.ò 

The woman practically rocketed from the room, clutching the note in her right hand. 

Nicholas held his breath. As soon as sheôd left the lounge, he rounded on Willow. 

ñWhatôs going on?ò he demanded. ñYou should be in hospital.ò 

ñNo time,ò Willow croaked. ñItôs too late for that now, anyway.ò 

ñWho did this to you?ò 

ñIôm sorry, Nicholas. I couldnôt tell you before.ò The man paused. Even those few words 

had worn him out. His breath came in short, painful gasps. 

ñLook, Willow. I ðò 

ñMy nameôs not Willow. Itôs Manantau Scofield.ò 

Scofield? ñAre you involved in something illegal?ò 

Willow grimaced in what sounded like a chuckle, but could have been a cough. ñThereôs no 

time. Everything you need to know is in that document.ò 

ñThis document?ò Nicholas waved the small piece of paper in confusion. 

Willowôs breath rasped in Nicholasô ears. He made a mammoth effort to speak. ñGo to the 

attorneys. Theyôll give you what youôre looking for.ò 

Nicholas rose from his seat and stepped towards the door. ñLook. I donôt know what youôre 

involved in, but weôre through. Understand? Donôt ever try to contact me again.ò 

Willow leaned forward, grasping Nicholas by the arm. Nicholas tried to shake him off, but 

even in his weakened state, the manôs strength was astounding. Willowôs grip felt like a vice. 

ñSit down,ò he hissed. ñIôm with Interpol. The people weôre after ï theyôre powerful men. 

And theyôve marked you. Donôt ask me why. My unit was taken out earlier this evening. Go 

to the lawyers. Get the information. Itôs the only thing that will save you now.ò 

ñWhy me? Why not give it to someone else?ò 

ñHavenôt you been listening? Thereôs no one else left.ò The manôs gaze bordered on lunacy. 

He released Nicholasô arm and slumped back into the armchair. 

ñWhat am I supposed to do with this? Iôm not an investigator. I donôt even know who you 

are!ò 

Willow panted for breath. ñContacts ï for Cape Town ï London. All in the documents. 

Reach the other cells. Theyôll help you.ò 

Before Nicholas could reply, the waitress returned with the drinks. Nicholas shot from his 

seat and stepped between her and Willow. ñThank you.ò He forced a smile as she placed the 

glasses on the table. He waited until the woman had left, then turned to Willow again. 

ñWho are these people? Who are you investigating?ò  

Willow made no reply. He wore an expression of slight amusement, but the vacant stare 

was unmistakable. 
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Nicholas felt like heôd just been punched in the solar plexus. Should he call for help? 

Useless. Willow was beyond helping. It suddenly dawned on him that he might even be 

implicated in this manôs death. Willow ï Scofield ï was an unknown entity.  

He stared at Willowôs corpse. It all felt so unreal. He needed to call the police ï and he 

needed his lawyer. Exhaustion suddenly overwhelmed him. What a day. All he wanted was to 

go home. The rest could be sorted out in the morning. Call the police. Give them your details 

and tell them to call you tomorrow. 

He decided to head for reception. As he turned, he spotted the fallen note. Picking it up, he 

noticed the words scrawled in large pencil letters on the back. AVOID POLICE! 

Nicholas shook his head. Ridiculous. He felt like heôd been dragged down some twisted 

rabbit hole into a macabre fantasy world. Who lives like this! He needed to get outside where 

the air was clear.  

No! Nicholas sank back into his chair. He took a deep breath to calm his nerves and collect 

his thoughts. A man is dead. First notify management. They would call the police. But what 

about the note? Nicholas chewed his lip, considering the problem. Irrelevant. Regardless of 

Willowôs paranoia, the police had to be notified. Theyôd sort it all out. 

He glanced across at the waitress. It took a few moments before she made eye contact. The 

moment she did, he raised his hand to get her attention. 

The woman was there in a flash. ñCan I help you, sir?ò 

Nicholas sighed. ñIôm afraid thereôs a bit of a situation here. Can you call the manager for 

me, please?ò 

The woman shuffled from one foot to the other. Her concern was obvious. ñIs there 

something I can do for you? If thereôs a problem, Iôd be happy to sort it out.ò 

Nicholas waved a hand. ñItôs nothing youôve done. I just need to talk to Danille. Call him 

for me, please. Itôs rather urgent.ò 

The woman hesitated for a moment, then nodded. Danille arrived within minutes. 

He beamed at Nicholas as he entered the booth. ñIs there a problem, Mr Gallagher?ò 

Nicholas swallowed. His throat felt parched. ñI didnôt want to upset your waitress.ò He 

pointed at Willow as he spoke. 

ñWha ð!ò The managerôs face went pale.  

Nicholas shrugged and shook his head. ñHe didnôt look well when he arrived, but it was 

only when he unbuttoned his jacket that I saw what had happened.ò 

Danille stared at Willowôs corpse in bewilderment, but said nothing. Nicholas stepped 

forward and took the man by the arm. ñWe need to call the police. Can you do that for me? 

Iôll wait until they get here.ò 

The man nodded dumbly. He stared at Willow for a moment longer before coming to his 

senses. ñEr ï Iôll call them immediately.ò 

The man quickly headed for his office. Nicholas reached for his drink. His hand shook 

slightly as he lifted it to his lips. He took a large gulp of the whiskey and sank back into his 

seat. All he could do now was wait for the police to arrive. Theyôd sort it all out when they 

got there. 

 

**********  

 

ñMr Gallagher?ò Nicholas looked up. Two men stood at the entrance to the booth. 

ñYes?ò He eyed the men. 

The one on the left smiled. ñIôm Detective Kleynhans and this is Detective Henderson. You 

reported a murder?ò 

Nicholas glanced at his watch. He was stunned. Barely two minutes had passed since heôd 

alerted Danille. ñYou guys didnôt waste any time.ò 
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The man nodded. It was as if heôd anticipated the question. ñActually, we were right 

outside. The truth is, weôve been following this man for some time.ò 

Nicholas nodded. It made sense. Scofield had to have been involved in something shady 

with the type of information he had access to. 

The second detective stepped forward. ñLook, thereôs no need to keep you here any longer 

than necessary. Iôm sure youôd feel a lot better talking to us at home than here. Our officers 

will take care of this.ò He waved his hand toward the corpse. ñWhy donôt you come with us? 

Weôve just got a few questions. Weôll give you a lift home and prepare your statement in the 

car. The rest, we can sort out in the morning.ò 

Nicholas nodded. He was desperate to get away from this place. ñThanks. Itôs been a lousy 

day.ò 

Outside, the men led him to a dark sedan. Nicholas glanced about. There didnôt seem to be 

any other police cars in the parking area. 

ñWhere are your officers?ò 

ñOn their way. As I said, we were right outside. Theyôll be here shortly.ò Detective 

Kleynhans opened the back door for him while the other man hopped in behind the wheel. As 

soon as Kleynhans was in the passenger seat, they headed back towards the freeway. 

ñWhere do you live, Mr Gallagher?ò 

ñRuimsig. The quickest way is if you take the Fourteenth Avenue off-ramp.ò 

Kleynhans nodded and his colleague gunned the motor. As they pulled out of the parking 

lot, Nicholas saw the first blue-lights arrive. Henderson raised his hand and waved at the 

officers pulling in. The men were obviously preoccupied. They didnôt return the greeting. 

Within minutes they were on the freeway, speeding towards Nicholasô home. 

The detective reached into his pocket for a notepad. ñWhat was the nature of your meeting 

with Mr. Scofield?ò Kleynhans asked. 

Nicholas shrugged. ñI used him from time to time as a private investigator. His information 

was invaluable to me in my business dealings.ò 

The man nodded. ñAnd your meeting tonight?ò 

Nicholas shook his head. ñA business deal went sour this afternoon. I refused to pay a bribe, 

and lost a massive contract. Willow contacted me ðò 

The man looked up sharply. ñWillow?ò 

ñThatôs what he called himself. Iôd never heard of Scofield until tonight.ò 

The man jotted down a note in his book and nodded. ñGo on.ò 

ñHe said he had information about the deal. I donôt know where he got it, but I thought it 

might be useful, so I agreed to meet with him.ò 

ñDid he give you the information?ò 

ñNo.ò Nicholas shook his head. ñHe simply gave me a piece of paper with a code of some 

sort. I have no idea what it meant.ò 

ñHave you got the paper with you?ò 

Nicholas reached into his jacket pocket. Heôd forgotten all about the note until now. He 

pulled it out and handed it to the detective. The man glanced at it and frowned.  

ñYouôd better get into the left-hand lane. The off-ramp is coming up.ò Nicholas pointed at 

the overhead sign. 

The driver made no move. 

ñDid you hear me?ò 

The man glanced in his rear-view mirror and made eye contact. 

ñI said youôll need to ðò The car shot by the off-ramp at 120 km/h. Nicholas sighed in 

exasperation. ñIf you take the next off-ramp, you can cut back through Beacon Road. Iôll 

direct you to my house from there.ò 
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Kleynhans nodded at Nicholas. His eyes gleamed like those of a predator. ñDo you have 

any idea what this note means?ò 

Nicholas felt his heart-rate increase. The nerves on the back of his neck prickled in warning. 

ñIf you donôt get into the left-hand lane, youôll miss this turnoff too. Can we discuss this 

again in the morning?ò 

The driver said nothing. His eyes remained riveted on the road ahead. Nicholas watched 

helplessly as they passed the second off-ramp. He swallowed. ñLook, Iôve co-operated with 

you guys as best I can, and Iôll continue to assist you. But right now, Iôd just like to go home, 

okay?ò 

Kleynhans turned back to him again. ñMr Gallagher, this is extremely important. Do you 

know what this note is about?ò 

A chill ran through Nicholasô bones and he felt a thin film of sweat break out on his 

forehead. ñNo, I donôt. Can I see your identification?ò Idiot! Why hadnôt he asked to see it 

back at the club? 

ñThereôs no need to be difficult, Mr Gallagher.ò 

Nicholas clenched his teeth. ñItôs a very simple request, detective. And, one I have every 

right to make. Your ID, please.ò 

The man sighed. ñI have no interest in playing cat and mouse with you, Mr Gallagher. 

Youôll answer our questions one way or another.ò 

The glare was chilling. Nicholas stared into the eyes of a cobra and realised that those eyes 

would be the last he ever saw. ñYouôre going to kill me, arenôt you?ò His voice quivered 

slightly as he spoke. 

The manôs lips curled. ñThe only question is how long Iôll take. Thatôs up to you.ò 

They passed two more off-ramps before the driver slowed his vehicle and moved left. 

Nicholas gazed ahead at the approaching off-ramp. Theyôd reached an unsavoury part of 

town. One rife with crime. Large open fields flanked the highway ï fields where a gunshot 

would go unnoticed and where screams for help would not be investigated. 

Nicholas glanced at the road ahead in terror. Then he glanced at his kidnappers in the front 

of the car. His thoughts turned to the dark sedan heôd seen earlier that night. How could he 

have been so obtuse? 

He considered his options and his pulse quickened all the more. To stay with these men 

meant death. That left only one course of action. Adrenaline surged through his body at the 

thought of what he had to do. I canôt! You must. 

Kleynhans turned back to him. ñMr Gallagher ðò 

The car slowed a little, heading for the freeway off-ramp. Is it slow enough? No time! 

Nicholas lurched to his left and ripped up the door-lock. He slammed his shoulder against the 

door and leaped from the speeding vehicle. 

Roll! Nicholas made no effort to break his fall. Air exploded from his lungs under the force 

of the impact. The rough surface shredded his clothes and seared his skin.  
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Chapter 2 

 

Nicholas rolled to a halt some fifty metres behind the vehicle. Ahead of him, tyres 

screeched. He jumped up and raced for the verge. His limbs still worked, thank goodness. 

He tumbled over the side and slid down a muddy embankment. At the bottom, he turned 

and ran away from the vehicle. Unseen branches slashed at his face. Nicholas held up his 

arms to shield his eyes. 

He heard shouts behind him ï and a gunshot. He didnôt even glance back. He had to find a 

place to hide, but where? Suddenly, the ground fell away beneath him and he tumbled 

headlong into an abyss. Water splashed around him and his cheek smashed against a rock. He 

felt his head snap back and his spine arched under the jolt. No time! He pulled himself to his 

feet and scrambled up the bank on the other side. 

On an impulse, he turned left, following the river back towards the highway. A moment 

later, he saw what heôd hoped to find. Two giant openings loomed out of the darkness ï 

tunnels to carry water under the motorway. Nicholas ripped off his shoes to mask his sound 

and proceeded barefoot into the tunnels. 

He slowed his pace. His only chance now lay in silence. Besides, if the starless night had 

seemed dark, the tunnels were blinding. Nicholas felt his way for what seemed like an 

eternity. He kept his hand against the rough concrete wall and moved one step at a time into 

the hovel. Many minutes later, he felt, more than saw, a gleam of light ahead of him. Slowly, 

inch by inch, the light took form and he saw the exit. He slipped his shoes back on and 

stepped out of the tunnel, hoping fervently that his kidnappers werenôt waiting for him on the 

other side. 

He glanced about nervously, but the area seemed deserted. As quietly as he could, he moved 

up the slope, out of the river that had been his salvation, and headed back towards the road. 

Once he had it in sight, he turned and headed back towards the off-ramp. 

Nicholas found a secure spot with lots of shrubs and trees behind which he could hide. He 

glanced across the highway and saw his kidnappersô vehicle, still parked on the verge. He 

shuddered. To his right, he saw lights. A gas station with a twenty-four hour shop. On the 

roof was an ancient Cessna military propeller aircraft, painted in gaudy colours.  

An easy landmark. Nicholas reached for his phone. Inside his pocket, he felt the shattered 

remains of the instrument. His heart fell. He stared again at the lights of the gas station across 

the street. There were pay phones there, but he dared not risk making a call while his 

kidnappers were still in the area. 

Nicholas tossed the broken pieces of his mobile phone aside and waited. Nearly twenty 

minutes passed before anyone returned to the vehicle. He couldnôt make out who it was, but 

he saw only one shadow. The man took the wheel and started the engine. He took the off-

ramp, crossed the bridge and got back on the highway, heading in the opposite direction. 

Nicholas breathed a sigh of relief. He rose to head for the gas station, then stopped. One 

man. Where was the other? He crouched back down in his hiding place and waited. Nearly 

half an hour passed, and nothing happened. He saw no sign of his second kidnapper. 

He was on the verge of rising from his hiding place when the dark sedan reappeared. It took 

the off-ramp as before, and headed for the gas station. The driver emerged and lit a cigarette. 

In the light, Nicholas saw it was the one called Henderson. 

He waited for nearly two minutes. A second figure emerged from the shadows at the edge 

of the building. Kleynhans had been waiting for him. Henderson said something to his 

companion, but the man shook his head. They glanced about, then hopped into the vehicle 

and drove off. 
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Nicholas sighed and massaged his temples. His hand shook violently. He felt too terrified to 

move. His breathing came in short, shaky gasps and his legs felt like jelly. He was unable to 

rise from his hiding place. 

An hour passed, then a second. 

Finally, Nicholas felt strong enough to make the journey across the street and find a phone. 

Other than some attendants huddled in the cubicle, the gas station seemed deserted, thank 

goodness. He snatched the nearest phone and punched in the numbers for his companyôs 

twenty-four hour support line. He was rewarded with a soft ringing on the other end of the 

line. One, twoé He counted the rings, desperate for someone to pick up. 

ñInfotec International, how may I help you?ò 

ñThis is Nicholas Gallagher.ò He battled to control the shake in his voice. 

The voice suddenly became crisp and business-like. ñWhat can I do for you, sir?ò  

ñI need you to transfer me to Peter Solzsenheimôs office.ò  

ñAre you sure heôs there, Mr Gallagher? Itôs just gone 3 am.ò 

ñI know what time it is! Just put me through to his office. Heôll be there.ò 

ñRight away, sir. Sorry.ò 

Three more rings. Four ï five. Maybe Peter had left after all. 

Suddenly, the ringing stopped. ñHello?ò 

ñPeter! Am I glad youôre there.ò 

 ñNicholas?ò Peter sounded alarmed. 

Nicholas forced himself to calm down. He realised that his voice bordered on hysteria. ñI 

need your help.ò  

ñWhatôs the matter?ò 

ñCan you pick me up at the gas station on the Golden Highway off-ramp?ò 

ñIn Joôburg South?ò 

ñThe same! How quickly can you get here?ò 

The man hesitated. ñGive me half an hour.ò 

ñGood. Iôll see you then.ò Nicholas checked his watch. He could only hope that his 

kidnappers didnôt return before Peter got there. 

Nicholas skulked in the back of the twenty-four hour convenience store until the classic 

Porsche 911 Carrera pulled up. It was the indigo blue of an African night sky. He shot from 

the shop. Peterôs lopsided grin turned to shock when he saw Nicholasô dishevelled 

appearance. He pulled past him and into one of the parking bays near the shop. 

Before Nicholas reached him, he'd climbed from the car and was limping towards him. 

Peter Solzsenheim was a scrawny man with wiry, blond hair that no amount of gel would 

ever keep flat. The creased shirt and dark chinos draped from his frail frame like a 

scarecrowôs rags. The limp was the result of a slight deformity. His left leg was nearly an 

inch shorter than his right. 

ñWhat happened to you?ò Peter spoke without making eye contact. He still gazed in horror 

at Nicholasô tattered suit. 

ñLong story.ò Nicholas sighed. ñYouôll probably read about it in the papers tomorrow.ò 

Peter frowned, then nodded. He was many things, but curious was not one of them. He 

wouldnôt pry. Nor would he buy a paper in the morning. 

 ñLetôs get you home.ò 

Nicholas tensed and shook his head. ñNot home, Peter. If I go back there é it would only 

put my family in danger.ò 

Peter raised his eyebrows but said nothing.  

Nicholas clenched his jaw. My family! ñCan I borrow your phone for a moment?ò  

Peter nodded and tossed his mobile phone across to him. Nicholas dialled his home number.  

ñJess!ò He exploded with relief at the sound of her voice. 
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ñNicholas? Whatôs the matter? You sound distraught.ò 

He shook his head. ñIôm fine. A bit of trouble at my meeting tonight.ò 

ñWhat sort of trouble?ò she asked. Her tone was wary. 

ñI donôt want to get in to it now. Listen. I wonôt make it home tonight, okay? 

ñNicholas, whatôs going on?ò Her voice trembled in trepidation. 

ñNothing I canôt take care of. Will you listen to me?ò He paused. When she didnôt answer, 

he continued. ñGet some extra security at home tonight. Will you do that?ò 

ñWhere are you, Nicholas?ò 

ñWill you arrange for the security?ò 

ñYes! Now will you tell me whatôs going on?ò 

Nicholas sighed and massaged his temples. ñI wish I knew, Jess. Donôt worry, Iôm safe. Iôm 

with Peter now. Weôll talk again in the morning, okay?ò Nothing. ñDid you hear me?ò 

ñYes.ò She hesitated. Then her tone softened. ñStay safe ï promise?ò  

Nicholas grinned. ñI promise. Love you.ò He hung up the phone and turned to Peter. 

ñWould you mind if I borrowed your car for the night? Iôll drop you at your house first, of 

course.ò 

The man didnôt even pause to think. He merely shrugged and tossed Nicholas the keys. 

Then he turned back to his car, heading for the passenger side. ñYou drive. I was sick of work 

anyway.ò 

ñThanks.ò Nicholas was grateful for his friendôs lack of curiosity. He was in no mood to 

talk at the moment. 

They drove to Peterôs home in silence. The man lived in an upmarket condominium 

apartment in Sandton, a plush suburb north of Johannesburg. Nicholas headed inside and 

cleaned himself up as best he could. He borrowed a pair of shorts, a T-shirt and Hang Tens. 

The sandals were a loose fit, but they would have to do. 

ñThanks, Peter,ò Nicholas sighed. 

ñNo problem.ò The man stared out of the window for a moment. ñYouôre definitely not 

going home, then?ò 

Nicholas shook his head. ñI canôt ï not until Iôve sorted this out.ò 

The man nodded. ñIôll call Jessica and tell her youôre okay - and that youôre not out having 

a torrid affair or anything.ò 

Nicholas grinned. ñI donôt care what they say about you. Youôre a champion in my book.ò 

Peter smiled and opened the door to let Nicholas out. ñI wonôt ask you whatôs going on, 

buté look after yourself, okay?ò 

ñWill do.ò Nicholas shook his friendôs hand and headed for the car. 

He found a hotel no more than ten blocks from Peterôs home. It was an exclusive 

establishment right in the hub of Sandtonôs business district.  

ñA suite, please.ò He addressed the concierge behind the counter.  

ñCertainly, sir. How will you be paying?ò 

ñCash,ò Nicholas replied. Credit cards could be traced and he didnôt want any unexpected 

visitors during the night.  

Once in his room, Nicholas flopped down on the bed and contemplated his options. As far 

as the law was concerned, heôd just fled from a crime scene. Heôd have to answer for that. 

However, Willowôs note had said to avoid the police. 

Heôd ignored that warning once and it had nearly cost him his life. He was not about to run 

that risk again. The answers lay in the documents at Bancroft & Mellencamp. Nicholas 

scribbled the code down on a piece of the hotelôs writing paper. Heôd never truly appreciated 

his mental ability to retain numbers. It was just something heôd always been able to do. He 

was grateful for that ability now. Below the reference number, he wrote down the words 

Clifton ï Partner, just as theyôd appeared in Willowôs note. 
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He thought again about the police. Heôd have to approach them eventually. But heôd do it 

on his terms. With his lawyer present ï and with Willowôs documents safely in his 

possession. Nicholas rose and put a Do Not Disturb sign outside his door. Heôd need his rest. 

He had an appointment in the morning. 

 

**********  

 

Bancroft & Mellencamp, Attorneys was situated in a large chocolate-coloured building just 

south of the Sandton Mall. Nicholas was far more cautious than he had been twelve hours 

earlier. 

After buying a new suit and shoes in the mall, along with some personal items, heôd headed 

back to the hotel. A quick shave and a shower had done the rest. He still sported a few grazes 

from his eveningôs escapade, but he looked respectable enough to meet with the attorneys. 

He passed the entrance several times from different directions. Each time, he carefully 

scanned the street for any sign of people watching the building. Every stationary vehicle with 

passengers caused his heart to pound and forced him to circle the block once more. After 

about fifteen minutes of circling, he found his way to a parking garage around the corner and 

walked two blocks to the attorneyôs firm. 

He took the newly purchased mobile phone from his jacket and glanced at it once more. 

Why on earth hadnôt Jason called yet! Where was he? Nicholas checked his watch. Ten past 

nine. Heôd left two messages the previous evening and called his mobile phone twice before 

seven that morning. When the attorneyôs offices had opened at eight thirty, the receptionist 

had explained that Jason Kreely was hunting on his game farm in Mpumalanga and out of 

cell phone range. 

That explained why the man hadnôt called back the previous evening, but theyôd said they 

expected him back that morning. Surely, he would have received the messages by now. 

Nicholas stopped and glanced up at the building. There was nothing else for it. Heôd fled a 

murder scene the previous evening and desperately needed to explain himself. Heôd go and 

make his statement to the police, but not before heôd seen Willowôs documents. 

The lobby had a strong security presence with a front desk where everyone was forced to 

sign in and out. Nicholas signed in under a false name and headed up the elevator to the fifth 

floor. 

The attorneyôs reception was a spacious room with leather furniture and a coffee table 

stacked with current copies of Financial Mail, Time and Getaway magazines. The reception 

desk was a wide mahogany affair with room for four staff members. Only one person was 

currently behind it. 

ñCan I help you?ò The smile was professional, as was the dress. Behind the woman, through 

a large glass window which bore the firmôs logo in engraved letters, was an impressive 

library stacked with leather-bound journals. 

ñMr. Clifton, please.ò Nicholas smiled with a confidence he didnôt feel. For all he knew the 

man didnôt even exist. 

The lady reached for the phone. ñWho shall I say is here?ò 

ñNicholas Gallagher.ò There seemed to be little point in lying about that. The security guard 

downstairs might not recognise him, but there was no way he would fool a partner of the law 

firm. 

As he turned to take a seat, he noticed a small closed circuit television set. The camera was 

obviously trained on the lobby ï Nicholas recognised the security guard and the desk where 

heôd signed in. 
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A handy trick, he thought. It meant that the firm could never be caught unawares if well-

known clients arrived unexpectedly. It gave them at least five to eight minutes to alert 

personnel and make arrangements for the clientôs arrival. 

The receptionist called the office and, before long, ushered Nicholas through to a 

boardroom, or War Room as she referred to it. The man that arrived was far younger than 

Nicholas had expected. 

ñMr Clifton?ò he asked, raising his eyebrows. 

ñNo, sir,ò the young man grinned. ñIôm an associate in his department. Mr Clifton is in a 

meeting. He asked me to convey his apologies and set up an appointment.ò 

There was something about the manôs inflection on the last word that struck a chord of 

annoyance in Nicholas. 

ñIf I had the time to arrange an appointment, donôt you think I would have done so? This is 

an emergency and it shouldnôt take more than a few minutes of his time. Fetch your boss 

from his meeting and tell him there is something I need to discuss with him.ò 

Once again, that condescending smile. ñIôm afraid thatôs not possible, sir. Is there perhaps 

something I can help you with?ò 

ñIs your surname Clifton?ò 

The man turned slightly pink around the ears, but gave no response. 

ñThen no.ò 

Nicholas turned to stone. This was a negotiation and silence was a weapon. Years of 

experience had taught him that whoever spoke first would lose. 

Silence made the discomfort unbearable, and the young associate was hopelessly 

outclassed. 

ñI think perhaps ðò 

ñI think perhaps you should call your boss,ò Nicholas interrupted him. 

The man fixed Nicholas with a cold glare. ñI was going to suggest security.ò 

ñNot if youôre hoping for any future with this firm.ò The threat was vague, but strong 

enough to intensify the associateôs insecurity. The man had no idea who Nicholas was, or 

what power he might hold over the firm. 

The silence hovered like a loaded gun. Nicholas could almost see the conflicting thoughts 

running through the young manôs head. 

Finally, the associate capitulated. ñIôll just see if heôs available.ò 

He returned a few minutes later with the partner in tow. Clifton was in his late thirties, with 

thinning hair and crowôs feet around his eyes that made him look more like a forty-year old. 

The million-dollar smile was probably what had earned him his place in the firm, but the eyes 

revealed a razor-sharp mind, well able to deliver that smileôs promises. 

ñMr Gallagher.ò The man had a firm grip. ñSorry to keep you waiting. How can I be of 

assistance?ò 

Nicholas withdrew the slip of paper with his scribbled notes and handed it to the man. 

Clifton gazed down at it. His smile vanished and he stared at it with a furrowed brow for a 

few seconds. Finally, he turned to the associate who had returned with him. 

ñPlease go and tell Mr Joseph that Iôll be a few minutes. Then go down to archives and 

request the Willow file.ò 

The attorney didnôt speak again until his associate had left. ñHow is Mr Willow?ò 

ñHeôs no longer with us, Iôm afraid.ò 

Clifton nodded. It was as if this eventuality was not completely unexpected. 

Nicholas continued. ñAre you aware of the fileôs contents?ò 

There was a momentôs hesitation. ñSorry. I never saw the information in that file. It was 

entrusted to me as a sealed document. Every few months, someone would arrive and add to it, 
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but it was always resealed. Only people who present the code are allowed access. Thatôs all I 

know.ò 

Nicholas nodded. It was a few moments before the man spoke again. ñIôm sure the 

documents will tell you what you need to know.ò 

ñCan I take them with me?ò 

The man shrugged. ñAs long as you know the code, theyôre yours to do with as you please.ò 

Nicholas glanced at his watch. ñHow long will this take?ò 

ñA while. The documents are in a strong room and can only be retrieved by certain 

personnel. They will only hand it over to you in my presence and you need to sign a 

document to the effect that they were sealed when you received them. Can I order you some 

coffee or tea while you wait?ò 

ñThank you.ò Nicholas took a seat at the far end of the table where he could keep an eye on 

the door. 

It was nearly ten minutes before the associate returned, this time with a middle-aged woman 

in a grey suit. After heôd signed for the documents, the woman handed Nicholas a thick 

envelope, sealed with silver wax and a strange indentation that looked like some ornate coat 

of arms. 

ñWeôll leave you alone for a few minutes,ò Clifton said, rising to leave. 

ñNever mind,ò Nicholas replied. ñIôll read them later.ò 

He was anxious to leave as soon as possible. Their reaction surprised him. Clifton seemed 

curious, but it was the young associate that seemed most perturbed by the unexpected turn of 

events. 

ñAre you sure you wouldnôt prefer to read them here? This is, after all, a secure 

environment.ò 

ñThat wonôt be necessary.ò Nicholas rose to leave. The desperation in the young attorneyôs 

eyes worried him. What was the man up to? 

He ignored it, shook hands with Clifton, and headed for the lobby. The feeling of paranoia 

welled up in him once more. His eyes darted from corner to corner of each room he passed, 

wary of any potential danger. 

As he passed the reception desk, he glanced up at the television trained on the lobby and 

noticed several men in dark suits. Their hair had the short, spiky look of presidential guards 

in American movies. An uneasy feeling crept over Nicholas. One of them glanced across at 

the camera and Nicholas recognised the man called Henderson from the previous evening. 

Without hesitation, he turned around and headed back to the War Room. He felt his hand 

starting to shake again. Clifton had already left, but the young attorney and security woman 

were still there. 

ñWhereôs your boss?ò Nicholas asked gruffly. 

ñIn his office down the hall.ò 

Nicholas nodded in the direction that the associate had pointed. ñLetôs go.ò 

He headed out of the room immediately, forcing the attorney to follow. Nicholas found the 

partnerôs office near the end of the hall. The door was ajar and there were clients inside with 

him. Nicholas knocked on the door. The attorney looked up with an annoyed expression. 

He turned to his clients, quickly excused himself, and met Nicholas in the passage. ñI have 

other clients with me ðò 

ñThis wonôt take long. Iôm afraid these documents are rather sensitive. I do a lot of work for 

governments and military organisations around the world and I fear for their safety. Is there a 

back door you could let me out by?ò 

ñIôm afraid not.ò 

ñLet me put it this way. Every building has alternate entrances ï delivery areas, service 

elevators and the like. I want you to let me out through one of those exits.ò 
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ñIôm afraid thatôs impossible. Itôs simply not allowed for security reasons. If you would feel 

happier, I can have a security guard escort you to your car.ò 

ñIt wouldnôt do any good. Your security guards are not equipped to handle the type of 

people we might encounter. Youôd only be putting their lives in danger.ò 

The attorney remained obstinately silent. Nicholas could see that the man wasnôt going to 

budge. 

ñPerhaps you should call your senior partner. Tell him the owner of Infotec International is 

here and would like some special assistance.ò 

The attorney sighed. ñMr Gallagher, your request is, frankly, unreasonable and violates all 

sorts of security regulations. If I could help you I would, believe me, but it is simply not 

possible.ò 

ñFine. Do you mind if I use one of your phones?ò 

Clifton shrugged ñGo ahead.ò He turned to the associate. ñEscort this gentleman to the War 

Room, Vaughan, and show him where the phone is.ò 

In the War Room, Nicholas called his financial director. ñSheldon!ò he said. ñI have a small 

problem here. Bancroft & Mellencamp Attorneys ï do you know them? Good. Can you tell 

me how much we spent at that firm in the last year?ò 

A quick conversation ensued, in which Nicholas explained his problem. When he was done, 

he hung up with a satisfied nod. 

Vaughan, the associate was inquisitive. ñWhat would you like to do now?ò 

ñNow, we wait.ò 

Nicholas quickly calculated the estimated time. Two to three minutes for Sheldon to make a 

call to Bancroft & Mellencampôs senior partner. Then another two to three for the partner to 

call Clifton. He reckoned that it would be about eight minutes before the attorney entered the 

War Room. He was cutting it fine. The suits were already in the lobby. 

Clifton was there in five. His prior confidence seemed to have been shattered and any hint 

of an argument had vanished. Wealth certainly had its privileges, Nicholas thought, but he 

felt sickened at the thought of what he had just done. 

Heôd threatened to pull his business, which only amounted to a fraction of his legal costs 

from a relatively small, but successful, firm of attorneys. He had used his wealth and power 

to force a less fortunate person to agree to an unreasonable request, but he had been left with 

little choice. 

ñIôll have security escort you to the parking garage downstairs.ò Clifton seemed only too 

eager to please. 

ñThank you. Iôd also appreciate it if your associate could accompany us?ò 

Clifton seemed puzzled, but was in no position to argue. ñVery well.ò 

The associate protested. ñSorry, Mr Clifton. I have a rather urgent ðò 

ñIt can wait!ò Clifton was shaken and his temper frayed. It silenced the young man. 

That done, Nicholas and Vaughan followed a security guard down two flights of stairs and 

through a door, which led to a dusty concrete passage. The tiles on the floor were cheap and 

durable. Many had already been cracked or chipped by the constant traffic of heavy goods 

through the passage. A service elevator took them down to a basement level that visitors and 

staff would ordinarily never see. 

There was a fairly long hike up a wide, winding driveway that catered for small trucks and 

light delivery vehicles. At the top was a heavy, barred gate, manned by a guard who unlocked 

it for them. Nicholas thanked the security guard and headed out to the street beyond. 

He turned back when he saw Vaughan making a hurried escape. ñWhere do you think 

youôre going?ò 

ñTo my office.ò The young man was surprised. 

ñYouôre coming with me.ò 
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ñWhat!ò 

ñIôm not done with you yet. Come!ò 

The man hesitated. His expression was a picture of rage, but he had little choice. He 

followed Nicholas for the two blocks back to the parking garage where he had left Peterôs 

car. Nicholas was terrified that the young man might return and alert the thugs in the lobby 

that their prey had escaped.  

He left it until the last possible moment before allowing the man to leave. ñAlright. You can 

go now.ò 

ñJust like that?ò The man was stunned. 

Nicholas didnôt bother to respond. He hurried into the parking garage in search of Peterôs 

Porsche, anxious to get away from the scene as quickly as possible. The documents under his 

arm could wait. Once he found the vehicle, he jumped in and with screeching tyres that 

echoed through the dark concrete chambers, rushed into the street beyond. 

As he drove away, he glanced in his rear-view mirror. The young associate stood where 

Nicholas had left him. He held a mobile phone to his ear. 

Idiot! Nicholas berated himself. Now his enemies would have his carôs number plate. 

Nicholas shook his head and turned the corner. No matter. Even if the man had alerted 

Henderson and his friends down in the lobby, by the time they got to their vehicles, he would 

be long gone. But what if he wasnôt? The doubt gnawed at the pit of his stomach like a 

savage rodent. 
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Chapter 3 
 

Nicholas gunned the motor and ran the amber traffic light ahead of him, anxious to put as 

much distance between himself and his pursuers as possible. 

He travelled for another ten minutes before allowing himself to relax. Once convinced that 

nobody had followed him, he found his way to Brightwater Commons, a local shopping 

complex built around a small-town streetscape theme. The centre was relatively quiet as it 

comprised mainly restaurants and received most of its traffic after sundown. 

He wove his way past groups of tourists looking for trinkets and mementos to take back 

home as gifts for friends and family. He didnôt even bother to look at the name of the coffee 

shop he finally chose. It was practically empty and he took a table in the back corner, where 

he could read the documents in relative peace. 

ñCan I get you something to drink, sir?ò Nicholas jolted. He hadnôt heard the waiter 

approach and, in his current state, he was ill-prepared for surprises. 

In an effort to recover, he glanced at the menu. ñA cup of coffee and a croissant, please.ò  

ñWill that be all?ò the waiter smiled. 

Nicholas nodded, waiting for the man to leave him in peace. As soon as the waiter left, he 

ripped open the manila envelope. He quickly scanned the documents. The first few pages 

contained details about the cells Willow had mentioned. Cape Town, London, Paris, 

Amsterdam - even Rome and Zurich. The documents outlined contact procedures that read 

like a spy-novel. 

What on earth was Willow investigating? Nicholas flipped past the first few pages to a 

second sheaf that contained information about the people under investigation. The group was 

simply called Hypatiaôs Children. The name meant nothing to him, but the revelation caused 

him to shudder. Surely, it was not possible. No group of people could wield this much power. 

He studied the documents in growing disbelief, barely acknowledging the waiter when he 

returned with Nicholasô order. 

After reading only a quarter of the information, Nicholas made his decision. He was going 

to the police. He paid for his meal, leaving the croissant and cold cup of coffee untouched, 

and headed for the parking lot. It was on his way out of the mall, that he noticed the 

newspapers in local news agency window. His picture was splashed on the front page of 

every publication. He froze, reading the headline in disbelief. BILLIONAIRE WANTED 

FOR MURDER! 

 Beads of sweat broke out on his forehead and his hand started to shake again. He wanted to 

run. What were they saying about him? He glanced around to see if anyone had noticed him. 

It was impossible to tell. He had to leave. No. First he needed a copy of the newspaper. What 

if the cashier recognised him? Would she call the police? The police!  

 Nicholas struggled to gain control of his panic. He needed to think. First, however, he 

needed to get away. Newspapers could be obtained anywhere and such a public place was 

dangerous. He quickly headed for his car. 

Nobody followed him from the mall, but that didnôt stop Nicholas from glancing in his rear 

view mirror every few seconds. He meandered through the suburbs in search of a quiet shop 

that might sell newspapers. Eventually he found a café where he purchased a copy of The 

Star. He drove six blocks before parking in a quiet street where he read the article. 
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The story briefly outlined Nicholasô escapades of the previous evening. He was implicated 

in the murder of one Manantau Scofield. 

The story described Scofield as a local private investigator with strong ties to the cityôs 

underworld and crime syndicates. It was rumoured that the man was involved in drug 

trafficking and prostitution, as well as a variety of smuggling operations. 

As a PI, he was in a unique position to mix with both corrupt police officials and the leaders 

of various crime syndicates without raising suspicion, and had drifted naturally into a life of 

crime even as a river follows the path of least resistance on its journey to the ocean. 

The story concentrated on Scofieldôs suspected crime activities and mentioned that he had 

been involved in smuggling illegal computer hardware from the Far East. Where the products 

came from was vague, but the article seemed to imply that Nicholas might have been 

involved as a respectable front in getting Grey Products into the market. 

The journalist told the story of Nicholasô erratic behaviour the previous evening. The 

waitress and manager had both been interviewed and explained how Nicholas had arrived and 

the odd circumstances under which he had left. Nobody had seen him leave, and now 

Nicholas was the prime suspect in the murder and was wanted for questioning. 

Nicholas paused, taking a deep breath as he decided what to do next. He reached for his 

phone and called Jason Kreely again. The receptionist informed him that the man had still not 

returned from his hunting trip and might not be available until the following morning. 

ñI donôt care where he is!ò Nicholas shouted into the phone. ñGet a message to him and tell 

him itôs urgent.ò 

How could Jason not be available? It had been years since heôd needed a lawyer so urgently 

and this was the first time in his life that reception was unable to put him through 

immediately. 

He needed to talk to someone, but who? The police would be looking for him by now. He 

couldnôt go home or to his office. Even his friends would be watched. He needed someone 

who would sympathise ï who knew him ï but whom the police would never suspect him of 

approaching. 

He knew just the person. Nicholas quietly started the car and headed for Parktown. 

 

**********  

 

The old, stone church was deserted when Nicholas arrived. It stirred conflicting memories 

in him as he traipsed the grounds, hunting for Father McCain. He stopped to gaze at the giant 

jacaranda tree for a moment. It had been in bloom on the day of his wedding. He still had one 

of the pictures on his desk at work. Jessica had looked radiant against the backdrop of purple 

flowers that hung on the tree and littered the neatly trimmed lawn below like a royal carpet.  

It had been stark and bare when he had returned nine months later. The vibrant branches 

that had hung heavy with flowers in the spring had turned barren, having shed their flowers 

and leaves to expose the dull, brown bark beneath. The cloudless sky did little to alleviate the 

icy breeze that blew across tawny lawns and lifeless flower beds. There was little moisture in 

the air, as the city got its rain in summer. Not much survived through the bitterly cold 

Highveld winters. 

Although he had only set foot inside this church twice in his entire life, they had been the 

happiest, proudest and most excruciating days he could remember. Seeing the buildings and 

gardens filled him both with joy and an inconsolable sense of loss. 

He knocked on the door of the office, but there was no answer. After peering through 

several windows and calling, he decided to go around to the back and see if he could find 

anyone. Eventually, he found a gardener who directed him to the manse next door. 
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A rusty metal gate led to the adjacent home. Nicholas opened it and headed around to the 

front door. 

He had to knock several times. Someone was home, however, as he could hear the 

television blaring from the lounge. After his third attempt, the volume dropped and footsteps 

echoed in the hallway. 

The man who answered the door was tall, but stocky. His curly blond locks were neatly 

trimmed and he sported a goatee that had slight traces of grey. Nicholas guessed the manôs 

age to be early to mid-thirties. However, what struck him most were the penetrating grey eyes 

that seemed to search the depths of his soul. 

ñCan I help you?ò The man enquired. His speech had the slightest trace of an American 

accent and he wore a navy New York Yankees T-shirt. 

ñIôm looking for the minister. Is he in?ò 

ñI am the minister.ò 

Nicholas was slightly taken aback. ñNo, I meant ï my name is Nicholas Gallagher. I was 

looking for Father McCain?ò 

The manôs gaze suddenly betrayed a hint of hostility. ñFather McCain is not here. Can I 

help you with something?ò 

ñIôm afraid itôs personal and extremely urgent. I need to see him as soon as possible. Do 

you mind if I wait until he gets back?ò 

ñItôll be a long wait.ò The hostility was no longer veiled. It was plainly evident. 

ñCan you tell me where heôs gone?ò Nicholas was becoming annoyed at the manôs attitude. 

ñHe passed away several days ago. The funeral was held late yesterday afternoon.ò 

ñPassed away?ò Nicholas echoed the manôs words. ñThatôs impossible. His office called me 

only yesterday.ò 

ñAnd the day before that, as well as five times the previous day and three times the previous 

evening. That was me. Heôd been sick for some time and had asked me to contact you. It was 

his wish to see you once more before he died.ò 

Nicholas shuffled in discomfort. ñIôm a busy man and we were never particularly close. 

Heôs a minister; he performed the ceremony when my wife and I were married ðò Nicholas 

was defensive, but he hesitated and his voice softened before he finished the sentence, ñï and 

he buried my parents.ò  

The ministerôs face remained impassive. ñWell, I assume youôre not here to pay your last 

respects. What do you want today, Mr Gallagher?ò 

Nicholas boiled with fury. ñWhat makes you so certain Iôm here because I want 

something?ò 

The man chuckled. ñLetôs not kid each other. Youôre here because you need assistance. We 

both know it. So spit it out.ò 

ñTo you? Youôve got to be kidding. Father McCain was a minister. Iôm not about to spill 

my guts to some two-bit hack.ò Nicholas turned to leave 

The man grinned. It was as if the insult was completely lost on him. The hostility was gone, 

however, and the smile was genuine. 

ñNow thatôs what Iôm looking for. You never truly know a man until youôve seen him 

angry. How can I help?ò 

This only served to increase the feeling of guilt that the man had instilled in Nicholas. ñYou 

keep thinking I need something.ò 

The minister shrugged. ñEveryone who walks through the doors of a church does so 

because they have some sort of need. Besides, I read the morning paper.ò The charming grin 

that accompanied the words made it impossible to take offence. Nicholas relaxed for the first 

time and the minister extended his hand.  

ñIôm Decklin Kanabas, Father McCainôs replacement.ò 
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Nicholas tried to hide his smile, but the pained expression on the ministerôs face told him he 

had failed. 

The minister shrugged and smiled. ñYes. Itôs a problem Iôve had to live with my whole life, 

but especially since I became a minister. Father Dope, Rev Joint, the High Priest ï Iôve heard 

it all.ò 

Nicholas smiled at the ministerôs self-effacing humour. Kanabas ushered him into his home. 

The lounge had been decorated with a bachelorôs touch. The inexpensive furniture was 

arranged for functionality, rather than aesthetics. The parquet floor had a small rug which 

gave the room a touch of warmth, but that was where it ended. There were no plants and the 

only pictures on the wall comprised a surfer catching a wave and a mountain climber dwarfed 

by the size of the peak he was attempting to scale. Both had been cut out of magazine 

centrefolds. 

The offending television was a large flat-screen affair and, although the sound had been 

turned down, the final scenes of Die Hard were still playing out as they entered. The minister 

flopped down in a chair, picking up the remote control to stop the video as he did so. 

ñPreparing for your Sunday message?ò Nicholas asked in mock innocence as he nodded 

toward the screen. 

ñItôs my day off,ò the minister replied by way of explanation. ñIôm quite a fan. Iôve watched 

that movie fifteen times.ò 

Nicholas frowned. ñWhatôs the point if you already know how it ends?ò 

Unperturbed, Kanabas waved his hand, ñOh, please. All movies are predictable. If youôre 

honest, you know exactly whatôs going to happen. Itôs the journey thatôs exciting. Like when 

the lift doors open and the bad guys see the body of their comrade slumped on the floor, with 

a note pinned to him that says óNow I have a machine gunô! Those are the moments we live 

for in cinema.ò 

Nicholas raised his eyebrows. The minister grinned and Nichols averted his eyes. It was as 

if the man had read his thoughts. If he had, he made no comment on it. 

ñCoffee?ò 

ñYes please.ò Nicholas waited while the man shot through to the kitchen to refill his own 

cup and get Nicholas something to drink. Everything Rev Kanabas did seemed to happen 

with gusto. When he returned, he was all business. 

ñNow, how can I help? What was it you came here for?ò 

Nicholas took a sip of his coffee. He frowned briefly. The beverage tasted like bile. He 

replaced the cup on the table and took a deep breath. ñI didnôt kill that man in the papers. We 

barely knew each other and I certainly had no idea that he was involved with any crime 

syndicates.ò 

The man nodded, but made no reply. 

Nicholas related the story of the documents he'd received that morning, but quickly saw that 

the minister didnôt believe a word he was saying. He reached for the envelope and tossed it 

across the coffee table for the man to take a look. 

The priest opened it and pulled out the wad of notes. He quickly scanned the documents, but 

it was apparent that he was as equally disbelieving of their content as he was of Nicholasô 

story. ñHypatiaôs Children. Is this some weird charity cum blue-chip conglomerate I don't 

know about?ò 

Nicholas offered a weary smile and shook his head. ñIôve never heard of them. Maybe itôs a 

smaller concern.ò 

Kanabas shook his head. ñI doubt that. With the kind of power these documents claim 

Hypatiaôs Children wields, they couldnôt be anything less than a blue-chip.  

ñFrankly, itôs not credible. A secret organisation playing God, perpetuating the Apartheid 

government in order to continue lining its own pockets with Africa's natural resources? 
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ñThen they orchestrate the demise of the Nationalist government and usher in the ANCôs 

march to power by mobilising their media empire to bring about the change? Itôs ridiculous. 

Where's the motive?ò 

ñOther than the perpetuation of their own wealth and power?ò Nicholas said. 

ñTrue, but to what end? They would have been wealthy enough to begin with, so why 

bother? Mr Gallagher, I canôt possibly see what this has to do with the events last night.ò 

Nicholas shrugged. ñPerhaps he suspected that I was involved with them somehow.ò 

It was Kanabasô turn to shrug. ñThe way I see it, this document is meaningless. It has 

nothing to do with the newspaper article, or what happened to you last night. If youôre 

innocent ðò 

ñI am innocent,ò Nicholas said firmly. 

The priest shrugged and nodded. ñAll the more reason to hand yourself over to the police. 

There is nothing to be gained by running from them. You said this guy was wounded when he 

arrived, right?ò 

Nicholas nodded. 

ñSo, any coroner worth his salt will be able to tell the police that this man was shot hours 

before he entered the premises of that club in Rivonia. Itôs simple. Youôre in the clear and 

you can go back to work by the beginning of next week.ò 

ñItôs not that simple. I ran.ò 

ñI thought you said you were kidnapped?ò 

ñThe police donôt know that. As far as theyôre concerned, I fled the crime scene.ò 

ñYou have an explanation for that. Youôre covered in cuts and bruises and your friend 

picked you up forty miles away without your car. The injuries confirm what your kidnappers 

put you through. Iôm sure the manager and waitress will testify that you didnôt have those 

marks on you when they last saw you ï after youôd alerted them to the fact that this man was 

dead. Reasonable doubt.ò 

Nicholas knew the minister was right, but fear from the past twelve hours of tension still 

gripped him. ñWell, what about those accusations in the paper? They make me look like a 

criminal.ò 

ñThatôs just speculation on their part; not evidence. If I were you, Iôd sue them for the shirt 

off their backs. Iôm sure your lawyers will have a field day with them after what theyôve 

printed.ò 

Nicholas was beginning to feel a little stupid. He realised that fear had clouded his judgment 

and that most of his fears were unfounded. He shifted uncomfortably in his seat. 

Again, it was as if the minister could read his mind. ñThereôs no need to feel bad about this. 

The events last night would probably unnerve the best of us and make us act irrationally.ò 

Kanabas was right. There was nothing to be gained by running. Besides, Nicholas knew he 

would be caught eventually. Fear had prevented him from facing reality, however. Decklin 

Kanabas was a ready ear and more than willing to indulge Nicholas, but he was adamant. The 

only safe path lay in going to the police. 

Finally, Nicholas realised he couldnôt put it off any longer. He rose from his seat. ñThank 

you for your time, Reverend. Youôve been a great help.ò 

 ñThereôs a police station not far from here. Would you like me to go with you?ò 

Nicholas shook his head. ñNo thanks. I can do this. I donôt need you to hold my hand.ò 

The man shrugged. ñAs you like. If you need anything, give me a call.ò 

Nicholas shook hands and headed for his car. In the absence of a mobile phone, he 

rummaged through Peterôs glove compartment and found an old map book. The police station 

was only eight blocks away. Nicholas revved the engine and headed for the station. 
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He was three blocks away when he passed the stationary police vehicle. He shot a nervous 

glance at the car and noticed the flashing lights switch on. His gut wrenched, but he kept 

driving. Maybe itôs nothing. 

He kept his eyes on the rear-view mirror, however. The vehicle pulled out and followed 

him. The siren blared but only for an instant. A voice called through the bullhorn on the 

vehicleôs roof. The words were impossible to make out through the distortion, but the 

instruction was obvious. 

An image of the legal associate back at Bancroft & Mellencamp flashed through Nicholasô 

mind. Heôd been so convinced the man was calling his hunters in the lobby, it had never 

occurred to him that they might pass his vehicleôs description and licence number on to the 

police. He shook his head in despair. Handing himself over voluntarily would have looked 

better when he stood in front of a judge but now that was a pipe-dream. How would he fight 

these people? Heôd never felt so out of his depth. 

Nicholas thumped the wheel in frustration and pulled over. Two officers leaped from the 

police vehicle, brandishing their handguns. ñGet out of the vehicle! And keep your hands 

where I can see them,ò the one on the left shouted.  

Nicholas opened his door and exited slowly. He kept his hands held high so as not to alarm 

the officers in any way. 

ñNicholas Gallagher.ò The manôs tone dripped with menace. ñYouôre under arrest for the 

murder of Manantau Scofield.ò He spun Nicholas roughly against his car and jerked his 

hands behind his back. The cuffs clicked into place and the officers shoved him in the back 

seat of their vehicle. 

 

**********  

 

The police station was clean, but austere and filled with a variety of people. Some were 

merely getting forms stamped, while others were laying more serious charges. 

ñThis way.ò The arresting officer guided Nicholas through a side door. In the next room, the 

man opened another door leading through behind the desk. He then took Nicholas down a 

series of passages until they reached the cells. He locked Nicholas in a cell along with several 

drunks, sleeping off their previous nightôs debauchery. Raucous snores and the unmistakable 

scent of stale alcohol clogged the air. 

Iôm in a prison cell. The thought terrified him, but he didnôt have long to think about it. 

Two uniformed men arrived within minutes. The older of the two was blond with a 

moustache that made him look about thirty, though Nicholas guessed he was more likely to 

be about twenty-five. He carried the dossier that Nicholas had given to the desk sergeant. 

ñGood morning, Mr Gallagher.ò The policeman sounded pleasant, almost friendly. ñIôm 

Inspector Van Heerden and this is Inspector September.ò 

Nicholas looked at the second man. He was of dark complexion, about five foot with tightly 

curled hair. 

ñMorning,ò the man nodded politely. He had the distinct accent of the Cape Flats. 

The first inspector spoke again. ñWeôll just quickly take your statement and then make 

arrangements for your lawyer to get you out of here. You have no history of criminal activity 

and Iôm sure thereôs no reason to keep you here unnecessarily until a court date is set.ò 

The man was far too sugary for Nicholasô liking. ñIôd prefer to have my lawyer present 

when I make my statement, if thatôs alright.ò 

He could see the disappointment on the inspectorôs face. ñVery well. If youôll just come 

with me, Iôll arrange for you to make a call.ò 
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Ten minutes later, Nicholas was impatiently tapping a scarred wooden desk filled with 

mountains of paper, a computer and an ancient telephone. The implement still worked with a 

dial, something Nicholas hadnôt seen since he was about eight years old. 

He was calm, but firm with the receptionist. ñThis is Nicholas Gallagher again. I want to 

talk to Jason Kreely, and I want to do so now. I know heôs been away, but he must be back in 

cell phone range by now. So get him on the line.ò 

ñHeôs just arrived back, Mr Gallagher.ò The woman sounded as relieved as he felt. ñIôll put 

you through right away.ò 

Nicholas thumped the desk with his forefinger while he waited for his lawyer to pick up. 

ñKreely here.ò 

Nicholasô relief was explosive. ñJason! Where have you been! Iôve called every number in 

the book trying to get hold of you.ò 

ñNicholas? What happened last night? I only got your messages when I landed at Joôburg 

International half an hour ago. Then I saw the headlines in the papers. I tried to call back, but 

your cell phone was on voice mail so I came straight to the office from the airport.ò 

ñIôm in trouble. Can you come to the Parktown police station?ò 

There was a momentôs hesitation. ñDid you hand yourself in?ò 

Nicholas swallowed and shook his head. ñThey found me before I could. Iôve been arrested 

for murder.ò 

Another moment. ñWhat have you told them?ò 

ñIôm not stupid, Jason. When can you get here?ò 

ñGood. Iôm on my way. Iôll be there in twenty minutes.ò 

 

**********  

 

Morning traffic stretched twenty minutes to forty. Nicholas waited in the cell that smelt like 

an abandoned brewery. Finally, the inspectors returned. They were rather less friendly than 

they had been the first time. 

ñYour lawyerôs here. Come with us please.ò 

They led Nicholas to a bare room, empty apart from an ancient desk and a pair of wooden 

chairs. Jason Kreely looked sombre, but fairly relaxed. He could afford to be, Nicholas 

thought. He wasnôt the one sitting in prison. 

Kreely waited, staring the policemen down until they left the room. ñRight, Nicholas,ò he 

said, ñwhat happened last night?ò 

ñI didnôt do it. Heôd already been shot when he arrived.ò 

The attorney opened his brief case. Nicholas noticed several different newspapers, all 

undoubtedly with his face on the front pages. He knew Jason Kreely. The man would have 

already read all of them before he walked into the police station. 

ñWhat on earth were you doing with this guy in the first place? Heôs a known smuggler 

with contacts in the Far East. Computer hardware, software piracy, drugs ï this doesnôt look 

good, Nicholas.ò 

ñI didnôt know anything about that! He gave me sensitive information on a few occasions.ò 

ñIndustrial espionage?ò 

Nicholas frowned and shook his head. ñNothing like that. You know how it is in big 

business deals. Bribes and blackmail are part of the deal. If my competitors didnôt play fair, I 

found out about it and exposed them. This guy helped me do that.ò 

ñDo you have any proof of this?ò 

ñOf course I havenôt. Do you think Scofield got his information via the Yellow Pages? He 

didnôt explain his methods and I didnôt ask. I paid in cash and that was the end of it. I didnôt 

even know his real name until last night.ò 
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Jason sighed and massaged his temples. ñOkay, letôs go through what happened last night. 

Then we can bring in the inspectors and you can make your statement. They wonôt even start 

with bail proceedings until they have that.ò 

Nicholas related everything to his attorney, starting with the phone call he had received and 

ending with his trip to the police station. The only thing he left out was his trip to the parish 

in Parktown. He didnôt want to insult Jason by pointing out that heôd sought legal advice 

from a minister. Their relationship transcended business. Over the years, they had become 

firm friends. 

Jason Kreely shook his head. ñI wish Iôd been there for you last night, Nicholas. Iôm sorry.ò 

Nicholas shrugged. ñItôs not like you could have predicted this. Now, how do we go about 

getting me out of here?ò 

Jason shuffled his papers and shook his head absent-mindedly. ñItôs a fairly straightforward 

procedure. You give the police your statement, we go to court. Weôll ask for bail, the 

prosecutor will oppose it. Weôll haggle a little and the magistrate should set bail at a couple 

of million.ò 

ñItôs that simple?ò 

ñMore or less. Youôre well known and hardly a flight risk. The bail will be high because of 

your financial situation, but the rest is just a formality. Iôll have you home in time for dinner. 

Anything else youôd like me to do for you?ò 

Nicholas nodded. ñCan you call Jessica for me? Sheôs probably sick with worry. The police 

were difficult about letting me use the phone. I think I used up all my Brownie points in 

getting that call through to you.ò 

 

**********  

 

It was much later that afternoon that Nicholas received the call from his attorney. A short, 

stocky prison guard with a lisp called him from his cell and told him he had a phone call. 

ñJason?ò 

ñNicholas.ò The attorneyôs voice was tense. 

ñWhatôs the matter?ò 

The man sighed, as if searching for the right words. ñNicholas, whatôs going on? I can help 

you, but I need you to be honest with me. Thereôs nothing I can do if I donôt know the truth ï 

and by that I mean all of it.ò 

ñWhat are you talking about?ò Nicholas was becoming annoyed. 

ñI called the police station and asked them for a copy of the folder you gave them. Theyôve 

never heard of it. It doesnôt exist.ò 

It was as if he had been stabbed in his stomach. When he spoke, the words sounded like the 

dull monotone of a talking doll. ñThatôs ridiculous. I gave it to them. Someone must have it. 

Did you ask the inspectors I gave the folder to?ò 

The man hesitated. ñThat avenue wonôt help us, Nicholas.ò 

ñOf course itôll help us!ò Nicholas exploded. ñI gave them the documents. They must be 

somewhere.ò 

Kreelyôs voice remained calm. ñIt wonôt help us because I canôt talk to them. They were 

called out to investigate some break-in late this morning.ò He paused for a moment. 

ñNicholas, Iôm afraid theyôve been killed.ò 

Killed! This wasnôt happening. His throat was suddenly dry. ñHow?ò 

ñThe details are sketchy. I had an acquaintance make some enquiries at the local station. It 

looks like an organised crime syndicate. They arrived on a routine call, but it turned out the 

place was littered with Mandrax tablets. There was a shootout, and both the inspectors died at 

the scene.ò 
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Nicholas stared out of the window. He couldnôt believe this was happening. ñCheck their 

offices. Filing cabinets. The documents must be somewhere.ò 

ñIôve had the police station scoured from top to bottom, Nicholas. The documents aren't 

there.ò 

Nicholasô forehead broke out in the thin film of sweat. Was it possible his enemies were 

that powerful? Who was this unseen foe who could arrange the deaths of two officers and 

remove a document from police premises at a moment's notice? 

ñDid you hear what I said?ò 

Nicholas realised heôd not listened to a word his attorney was saying. ñSorry, what?ò 

ñI asked if anybody else knows about the document.ò 

ñOf course ï the partner at Bancroft & Mellencamp. Heôll confirm it.ò 

ñIôve already spoken to them. Clifton suffered a massive coronary at lunch today. Heôs at 

Olivedale Clinic. Obviously, heôs in no condition to talk right now. Word is he may not pull 

through.ò 

Nicholas shook his head. ñThey did it. Someone doesnôt want him to talk, Jason.ò 

Jason Kreely sighed. ñNicholas, this is crazy talk. Cliftonôs had heart problems for years. 

His secretary confirmed that. Youôre making this sound like a conspiracy.ò 

ñSound like! What else could it be? Everyone whoôs had anything to do with that document 

since breakfast has ended up dead, or nearly.ò 

ñExcept you.ò 

The anger burned like fire in his gut. ñAre you suggesting I killed these people?ò 

ñIôm not suggesting anything.ò There was a hint of annoyance in his attorney's voice. 

ñNicholas, Iôm here to help. But I need to know the whole truth from you. If youôre holding 

anything back ðò 

ñIôm not holding back, Jason. Someoneôs trying to set me up. And if you canôt get that 

through your thick skull, youôre no good to me. Now you be honest. Should I be looking for 

another attorney?ò 

That patient sigh again. ñThereôs no need for that, Nicholas. How long have we been 

friends?ò 

ñI donôt need a friend right now, Jason. I need an attorney. And if you canôt do the job, Iôll 

find someone who can.ò 

ñI can do the job. Did you meet with Vaughan Knight this morning?ò 

Nicholas thought about it for a moment, but the name meant nothing. ñWhoôs he?ò 

ñOne of Cliftonôs associates.ò 

ñFreckled jackass, with red hair and a grey suit?ò 

ñI donôt know what he looks like, but I read his statement to the police. He claims he dealt 

with you this morning.ò 

ñThatôll be him. He brought the documents out, but I think heôs in cahoots with them. Donôt 

trust him.ò 

ñHe claims thereôs no such document. Says you came in there ranting on about some secret 

file and shoved a meaningless code under his nose. Then he says you insisted on seeing 

Clifton and finally forced him to escort you out the back way. Is that true?ò 

Nicholas slumped forward and massaged his temples. ñThere were suspicious-looking 

characters down in the lobby. I didnôt want to risk losing the documents.ò 

The other end of the line remained silent for a long time. When Jason Kreely spoke, his 

voice was gentle, as if trying to pacify a child. ñI called and asked Vaughan about the 

documents. He told me heôd never seen them.ò The line went quiet for a moment, as if Jason 

was searching for the right words. ñNicholas, I have to ask this and I need you to be 

completely honest with me.ò 

ñFire away.ò 
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ñAre you taking drugs at all?ò 

ñWhat!ò 

ñNicholas, this is not an accusation. Itôs just that this type of paranoia is a typical symptom. 

People start using these things and the next moment theyôre convinced that theyôre being 

followed and ðò 

ñJason, Iôm not doing drugs, alright! And this is not something Iôm making up. There was a 

real dead body in that club last night ï not something from my imagination. He was 

murdered, Jason. And the same people that killed him are after me. Are we clear?ò 

Jasonôs voice carried an edge of frustration. ñAlright, I believe you. I had to ask.ò 

Nicholas didnôt reply. 

ñNicholas? Are you there?ò 

He sighed. ñIôm here.ò 

 ñDo you want to see a doctor ï a psychologist or something?ò 

ñI donôt need to see a stinking psychologist! I know what I saw.ò He clenched his teeth. 

Perhaps he should tell him. No. His enemies might be listening in on the conversation. 

ñJason, tell me thereôs a way out of this.ò 

The man sighed. ñI wonôt lie to you, Nicholas. It doesnôt look good. The police report says 

this guy, Scofield, was shot inside the club. The waitress says it looked like you two were 

having an argument. You were the last person seen with him before he died and you bolted 

from the club.ò 

ñI didn't bolt. Two officers escorted me ðò 

ñOfficers that the police have no record of. Nobody saw you leave with them, Nicholas. As 

far as the police are concerned, you ran. Understand that. I've got to present this argument in 

court, and all I have so far is your word. That's not going to fly with the judge, Nicholas. I'm 

going to need more.ò 

Nicholas bit his lip. No. He'd only reveal the minister when the time was right ï not before. 

ñWe'll chat later. In the meantime, do your job and get me out of here.ò 

He slammed the phone down and called for the guard. 
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Chapter 4 
 

The courtroom swarmed with press by the time Nicholasô guards ushered him through the 

door the following morning. He glanced at the front row and spotted Jessica behind Jason 

Kreely. She forced a smile and Nicholas nodded in greeting. He locked his gaze with hers and 

mouthed the words. Love you. 

She choked with emotion and sniffed through blurred eyes. 

ñThis way, Mr Gallagher,ò the guard on Nicholasô right took his arm and ushered him to his 

seat next to Jason. 

Nicholas ignored Jason and turned to embrace his wife. Theyôd had no contact since his 

arrest. Jason cleared his throat and Nicholas turned. 

ñAm I ready?ò 

Jason smiled and nodded. ñOpen and shut. Like I told you, this is a formality. Nothing 

more. The state will oppose bail ï you know. Basically haggle for the cameras back there.ò 

He jerked his thumb towards the reporters that crammed the courtroom. 

ñItôs that easy?ò 

Kreely smiled again. ñDonôt worry. Iôve done this a thousand times.ò 

Everyone rose when the magistrate entered. Nicholas examined him. He was of medium 

height and slightly plump. His temples were laced with grey but his moustache was snowy-

white. He took a seat and everyone else in the courtroom followed suit. 

He glanced about the courtroom with a bored expression and allowed his gaze to rest on the 

state prosecutor. ñWhat have you got for me, counsel?ò 

The prosecutor rose. He was surprisingly young. Nicholas leaned across and whispered to 

Jason, ñI thought theyôd get someone more senior for such a high-profile case.ò 

Jason shook his head. ñI told you. This is a formality ï and they know theyôre going to lose. 

Better to humiliate a junior in front of all this press. Theyôll bring the big guns in later.ò 

ñState versus Gallagher, your Worship. Mr Nicholas Gallagher is charged with culpable 

homicide.ò 

The magistrate nodded and turned to Jason. ñI assume the defendant requests bail.ò 

Jason rose from his seat. ñIf it pleases the court, your Worship, we request that Mr 

Gallagher be granted bail immediately and be allowed to return to his family pending trial.ò 

The magistrate nodded and turned back to the prosecutor. ñAnd I assume the state opposes 

bail.ò 

The young prosecutor pushed out his chest. ñYour worship, Mr Gallagher is a serious flight 

risk. Heôs a man of means and if allowed to leave prison he could ðò 

ñThatôs ridiculous, your Worship. My client is hardly a flight risk. His family is here, his 

home is here, and his assets in South Africa run to billions of rands.ò 

ñThose billions only represent a fraction of his international fortune, your Worship,ò the 

prosecutor countered. ñYes, he might feel their loss but thatôs a small price for his freedom.ò 

Jason actually laughed. ñIf the State feels he might flee, the court is welcome to revoke his 

passport. I have it with me and will hand it over now if you like.ò 
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ñYour Worship, a man of Mr Gallagherôs means could find other ways out of the country.ò 

The whites of the prosecutorôs eyes flashed in terror. Nicholas glanced at Jasonôs quiet 

composure and smiled inwardly. The youngster was hopelessly outclassed. 

The magistrate waved his hand. ñI think Iôve heard all I need to. Itôs obvious whatôs going 

on here and Iôm in no mood to indulge attorneys while they strut for the press. Bail is denied 

and Mr Gallagher will remain in custody pending trial.ò 

Nicholas whipped round and gaped at his attorney. Jason was in shock. 

ñYour Worship, I ðò Jason stammered. 

ñI'm not interested in your arguments, counsel. Bail is denied and this court is adjourned.ò 

ñBut, your Worship ðò Jason Kreely tried to protest. 

The magistrate raised his hand. ñNot another word. The defendant will be sent to a suitable 

facility where he will await trial.ò 

Nicholas clenched his teeth in rage. He glanced across at his attorney. Jason shook his head 

and shrugged an apology. It was unthinkable. Nicholas couldn't leave his house without a 

flurry of press about him. It was ludicrous to insinuate that he was a flight risk. 

ñDon't worry. We'll fight this, Nicholas.ò  

Nicholas glanced over his shoulder. Jessica Gallagher glowered at Jason from her seat. Her 

eyes pierced his chest like needles. 

It was over in moments. The magistrate rose and left the court and press erupted in his 

wake. 

ñExcuse me, sir.ò A bailiff waved to get Jason's attention. ñI'm sorry. I've got to take Mr 

Gallagher back to his cell.ò 

Jason nodded with a blank stare. He packed his briefcase and followed Nicholas and the 

guards through the side door. Jessica Gallagher intercepted them. 

ñWhat happened in there, Jason?ò Her contempt was barely kept beneath the surface. 

ñI wish I knew. This has never happened to me before.ò 

She took a deep breath. Her knuckles turned white as she clenched her fist in an attempt to 

control her anger. ñAlright. Tell me how we fix this. I want my husband home with me 

tonight.ò 

Jason shook his head and glanced at Nicholas. ñThat's not going to happen, Jessica.ò 

ñDon't tell me that!ò Her pitch suddenly lifted two notches, and so did the volume. 

ñJessica, please try to understand.ò 

ñI won't try and I won't understand. We're not paying you to explain things to us. I want my 

husband to sleep in his own bed tonight. Not in some rat-infested cell.ò 

ñJessica, please. I feel bad enough as it is, but I can't undo what the magistrate has done. 

Tomorrow I'll lodge an appeal. I'm sure we can get this decision overturned, but it's going to 

take time. Shouting at me won't bring Nicholas home any sooner.ò 

She covered her mouth and stared at the floor. ñI can't believe this is happening, Nicholas. 

How, in the name of all thatôs holy, did you end up in jail?ò 

Jason put his hand on her shoulder. ñAs I explained to you over the phone, it doesn't look 

good. The witnesses, the reports ï they all say the same thing. The victim was killed inside 

the club, and Nicholas fled the crime scene.ò 

Jessica Gallagher took a deep breath. ñYou don't believe him, do you?ò 

ñIt doesn't matter what I ðò 

ñNo, Jason, it does matter. You have to convince a judge ðò 

ñA magistrate.ò 

ñDon't interrupt me! I don't need a legal thesaurus. I need a lawyer who will convince your 

magistrate that my husband is innocent. Do you understand that?ò 

Jason closed his eyes and sighed. ñYes, I understand. And yes, I'll get him out of there. Are 

we done?ò 
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She sniffed. Nicholas noticed for the first time that her eyes brimmed with tears. In an 

instant, all Jasonôs animosity melted. ñDon't worry, Jessica. We'll get him out.ò He turned to 

Nicholas and nodded. ñWeôll get you out.ò 

She swallowed and nodded. Then she took a shaky breath, ñI need to go with him, Jason.ò 

Jason Kreely shook his head. ñJessica. We've been over this already. You won't be doing 

him any good.ò 

ñI need to be with him.ò Her eyes pleaded like a child. 

Nicholas gazed at his lawyer. He felt the same way. Jason tried to be as gentle as he could. 

ñLook. I've explained this to both of you. If you walk in thereðò he hesitated and shook his 

head. ñIt's a different world inside a prison. The inmates operate on animal instinct. That's 

why they're there. They see a woman like you, there's no telling what they'll do to Nicholas.ò 

ñBut if I justðò 

ñNo, Jessica. You have to do what's best for Nicholas. Can you do that for him?ò 

She hesitated, then nodded. ñIt's just so hard.ò Her voice was little more than a squeak. The 

anguish gnawed at the pit of Nicholasô stomach. Jason forced a smile and glanced at him. 

ñYou'll see each other. Soon.ò 

The guards pulled Nicholas towards the door. Jessica clasped his hand in parting. Then she 

glanced at Jason. ñCall me as soon as you hear anything.ò 

Jason forced a smile. ñWill do.ò 

She remained rooted in her spot, holding his gaze as the bailiffs ushered him out of the court 

room. Nicholas swallowed. The evidence against him was overwhelming. Heôd seen what his 

foes were capable of and he shuddered at the thought of their power. How was he going to 

tell Jessica that he might not be home for many years to come? If ever. 

 

**********  

 

Decklin Kanabas sipped a cup of black coffee and pored over the morning paper. In the 

background, the blaring television broadcast the opening scene of The Last Boy Scout. For the 

moment he wasnôt interested in the movie; this was the nineteenth time he'd watched it and 

he could quote most of the quips and one-liners by heart. 

What interested him was the most recent article concerning Nicholas Gallagher. 

GALLAGHER BAIL APPEAL DENIED. Decklin stared at the headline. His concern for the 

man increased with each passing day. 

He glanced at the pile of newspapers on the floor. Every one carried the story. The Sun had 

even begun to hint at the idea of a conspiracy. According to their article, someone had 

murdered Nicholas Gallagher's arresting officers the same day they had taken him into 

custody. The article openly suggested, by way of a quote, that someone didnôt want the world 

to know what those men had learnt. 

Decklin shook his head. The Sun always hinted at conspiracies. Yet he couldnôt help 

wondering why the two people who had spoken directly to Nicholas at his arrest had been 

silenced. The second issue was even more puzzling. It wasn't what the newspapers said, but 

what they didn't say. 

Not a single reporter had mentioned Nicholas' documents during the entire saga. Could it be 

those documents that had brought about the policemen's deaths? If so, why hadnôt Nicholas 

called him? Heôd seen the documents and could corroborate the story. Decklin couldnôt put 

his finger on it exactly, but he felt uneasy about the trial. It was a feeling he couldnôt shake. 

He decided to do something about it. 

He turned down the sound on the television and reached for his phone. It was early, but his 

secretary would already be in. She answered after only three rings. 

ñRosy?ò 
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ñYes, Father Kanabas?ò 

ñI've ï ah ï decided to go to the conference today.ò 

She hesitated for a moment. ñOh!ò 

Decklin smiled. ñDon't sound so surprised. These things can happen, you know.ò 

ñSorry. I just ðò 

ñThought I'd sooner gargle wasps?ò Silence. ñSomething's come up. I need to talk to a 

colleague and he's bound to be there.ò 

ñWell, Bishop Seath will be pleased to see you there.ò 

Decklin winced. ñIf I'm lucky, he won't know about it.ò Fat chance. Bishop Seath was the 

embodiment of God's all-seeing eye. 

 

**********  

 

Decklin arrived at the World Trade Centre in his battered Toyota Corolla. The dents and 

rusty patches testified to its age. He found an open bay near the rear of the parking lot and 

headed for the main building. He glanced at his watch. Late. 

Fortunately, the doors were still open. After scrounging a program from one of the 

hostesses, he made his way into the auditorium itself. The room was massive - able to seat 

over five thousand delegates. He found a spare seat and nodded at the white-haired minister 

who graciously moved up one space to make room for the latecomer. 

The speaker droned on for over an hour. Decklin constantly scanned the crowd, hunting for 

Reginald Carcer. He needed answers and Reggie would be able to furnish him with the 

information he wanted. 

He spotted the man mere minutes before the speaker closed. Reggie was seated way over on 

the other side of the auditorium, dressed in a navy blue suit. He had one of those nondescript 

faces that seemed to melt in a crowd. 

Decklin endured the rest of the speech until the group finally broke for tea. He was forced to 

move so that other ministers could get out of the aisle and ended up pressing himself against 

the wall. He tried to manoeuvre across to the next section and intercept Reggie, but found 

himself fighting the tide. 

Eventually he left by the nearest door and skulked in a corner outside. He craned his neck to 

locate his colleague. At one point, he spotted the man but Reggie quickly disappeared in the 

crowd once more. 

Decklin never saw him again during the break and decided to head back into the hall early 

in the hopes of catching the man en route back to his seat. Reggie appeared just before the 

second session began. When he saw Decklin, his face cracked into a broad grin and he 

headed over. ñDecklin, howôs it going?ò 

ñWell thanks, Reggie. Yourself?ò 

The man shrugged. ñSame old same old. What brings you to the conference? Run out of 

excuses?ò 

Decklin grinned. His loathing for these events was well known among his colleagues and he 

was regularly called through to the Bishopôs office and reprimanded for non-attendance. 

ñSomething like that. Actually, I needed to talk to you. Otherwise I probably wouldnôt have 

come.ò 

Reggie raised his eyebrows. ñSounds serious. You want to hook up at lunch time?ò 

ñIôd rather talk sooner than later. Can we skip off the next session and head for the Steers 

across the street? Burgers are on me.ò 

The man hesitated, but Decklin could see heôd won. Reggie nodded. ñLet me just get my 

things.ò 
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Twenty minutes later the two men sat in the Steers diner, each with a large cola in front of 

them while they waited for their food to arrive. 

ñItôs about a congregation member. Heôs in Benoni prison.ò 

Reggie nodded. He was one of the few ministers outside who was allowed into the prison, 

having obtained a prison pass many years ago and established a ministry to the inmates. 

ñWhatôs his name?ò 

ñGallagher.ò 

Reggie glanced up sharply. ñThe computer billionaire?ò  

Decklin nodded. 

ñI didnôt know he was a member of your congregation.ò 

Decklin winced and shrugged. ñHeôs not really. He was married in the church and his 

parents were buried there, but that was while Father McCain was still alive.ò 

ñSo how did you come to know him?ò 

ñHe was in need of some counselling, as you can imagine. I was the one that suggested he 

hand himself over to the police.ò 

Reggie suddenly looked very serious. ñIt was the right thing to do. I would have done the 

same.ò 

Decklin was suddenly alarmed. ñThen why are your eyes telling me I did the wrong thing, 

Reggie?ò 

The man hesitated. ñYou didnôt do the wrong thing. Prisonôs a funny place. Nobody knows 

why some things go the way they do.ò 

Decklin opened his mouth, but shut it quickly as the food arrived. Time slowed to a trickle 

while the waiter fussed over their cutlery and produced an assortment of condiments. Finally, 

the man left them alone and Decklin picked up the conversation again. 

ñStop beating about the bush, Reg. Whatôs happened?ò 

ñNothingôs happened ï yet.ò The man frowned and stared into his drink, deep in thought. 

ñThe word already out among the prisoners is your friend is never going to see the end of his 

trial. Somebody there has it in for him. Itôs just a matter of time.ò 

Decklin leaned forward and slapped the table. ñTheyôre going to kill him! Who?ò 

ñNobody tells, Decklin. Thatôs the rule in prison. They allude to the goings on and leave it 

to you to read between the lines. My guess is the Twenty-eights have been paid to take him 

out.ò 

ñThe Twenty-eights?ò 

ñTheyôre a prison gang ï like the Mafia on the inside. Their reach extends to every prison in 

the country. Once theyôve got it in for someone, no prison is safe.ò 

ñWho told you this was going to happen?ò 

Reggie leaned back in his chair and took a deep breath. ñPeople in prison are nameless. It 

wouldnôt help if I gave you a name. Heôd just deny it if ever confronted.ò 

ñBut surely you could report it to a warden or something. If you know a man is about to be 

killed, itôs your duty ðò 

 ñI donôt know anything, Decklin!ò Reggie interrupted him and this time his voice was 

sharp. ñAnd donôt tell me how to minister to prisoners. Iôve been doing this for twenty years 

and I know which battles can be won and which ones canôt.ò 

ñHave you even spoken to him?ò 

ñOf course I have. You donôt hang a dying man out to dry. You save his soul ï snatch him 

from the fire, so to speak.ò 

Decklin snorted. ñHeôs not some cancer-ridden patient lying on his death bed, Reg. You 

donôt just pray for his soul and hand him over to the Lord. A crime is about to be committed.ò 

ñAnd what do you suggest we do?ò 

ñYou tell the warden ï move the prisoner. Something.ò 
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Reggie shook his head. ñIf that would help, Iôd have done it long ago. Trust me. The warden 

already knows. Heôs as powerless to stop this as I am.ò 

ñHow can you possibly know that?ò 

ñLike I said, Iôve been doing this for twenty years. You think I havenôt learnt how things 

work in there?ò 

ñYou could at least warn him.ò 

Again, Reggie shook his head. ñThink about it Decklin. All you'd end up doing is making 

his last days intolerable. What youôre suggesting is nothing short of cruel. He canôt stop the 

tide any more than the warden or you and I can. Why make his time any more miserable than 

it already is?ò 

Decklin shook his head. ñIf you wonôt do anything, yourself, will you at least get me in 

there?ò 

ñAnd break the trust of men I have been working with for anywhere between five and ten 

years? Forget it.ò 

ñSo you wonôt help me?ò 

ñIf I could I would. You have to understand, the men who told me this stand to lose their 

own lives if it comes out that theyôve blabbed. Besides, if I bring you in there, theyôll simply 

turn to stone. Youôll get nothing out of them. Itôs best to leave things as they are.ò 

 

**********  

 

Nicholas awoke at the distant sound of a clanging door. He opened his eyes, but it made 

little difference. He could barely see the edge of his bed in the shadowy cell. The slits 

between the bars on his door were little more than slightly lighter shades of black. There may 

have been a moon outside, but the prison's interior was like a dank cellar with the door 

fastened shut. He could hear, however. Things moved in the night and he'd learnt to sleep 

lightly. Even now, he could hear the scuttling of tiny feet as some sort of unidentifiable 

vermin moved about the floor. 

He shivered slightly and pulled the sack-like prison blanket to his shoulders. It smelled like 

dirty socks and provided all the comfort of sandpaper. Prison was certainly the great 

equaliser, he reflected bitterly. All his money and power outside were worthless to him in 

here. 

Nicholas had heard about the corruption inside prisons, but so far had experienced none. 

The guards had refused to treat him any differently from the rest of the prisoners and had 

become openly hostile at even the hint of a bribe. He hadnôt been allowed so much as a 

telephone call outside his legal rights. 

If anything, they seemed more ruthless with him than most of the other criminals in the 

establishment and had taken pleasure in taunting him with the threat of bringing some of the 

more hardened criminals to visit his cell in the night. 

Nicholas understood all too well, what such a visit might mean. The thought terrified him, 

but so far, their threats had been empty. On two occasions, the night staff had woken him in 

the small hours by jiggling keys in the lock. They had rattled the door to his cell, but it had 

been nothing more than their sick idea of a joke. 

He refused to give them the satisfaction of showing his fear, but he'd cowered under his 

blanket, waiting for the moment to pass. The worst part of prison was how powerless it made 

him feel. 

He'd discussed the incidents with his lawyer, but the man had told him to keep quiet about 

it. A complaint laid with the warden would achieve little, as Nicholas had no proof. It would 

merely be his word against that of the guards. In fact, such a complaint might even annoy 

them enough to want to teach him a lesson and invite more serious aggression. 
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ñThe best thing you can do is keep quiet and show no fear.ò Those had been Jason Kreelyôs 

words. 

But youôre not the one stuck in a cell while potential rapists rattle the keys outside your 

door. 

He longed for Jessica. Not a minute went by that he didnôt think of her. Jason had advised 

against bringing her to the prison, even in visiting hours. The mere sight of her would cause 

enough jealousy among the guards and other inmates to make Nicholas a target. The price of 

marrying a supermodel. 

Nicholas had been incredulous at the outlandish statement, but Jason Kreely had been firm. 

ñForget everything you understand about human nature, Nicholas. These people have no 

moral compass; thatôs why theyôre here. And remember, the guards are not much better than 

the inmates. There is very little difference between the two. Donôt give them a reason to bully 

you. If you do, they will torment you until you break under the strain and then silence you 

before you have a chance to speak.ò 

ñWhy canôt you get me out of here?ò Nicholas had been on the verge of tears. It was unlike 

him, but weeks of stress and constant threats on his body and very life were beginning to take 

their toll. Not to mention the fact that he stood to spend the best years of his life in prison. 

Nicholas had to constantly remind himself that not everyone was his enemy. He'd actually 

fired Jason at one point and accused him of conspiring with the courts against their case, 

before coming to his senses and apologising. Jason had been gracious and never mentioned 

the incident. 

The idea of a conspiracy still hovered over Nicholas like an oppressive tyrant. He was 

unable to shake the idea that other prisoners were watching his every move, as if waiting to 

strike the moment a chance presented itself. He tried to convince himself that they were 

merely curious of the newcomer, but it was impossible. 

He felt like one fighting the tide. Willow's documents had vanished and so had his 

witnesses, the policemen he'd given the documents to. He had considered mentioning the 

Anglican minister to Jason, but was afraid that Kanabas might meet the same end as the 

policemen. Decklin Kanabas was his only hope and Nicholas refused to risk giving him up to 

the people who had put him in prison and sealed his fate. 

One thing prison had taught him was to trust nobody. He wouldnôt even risk a phone call, as 

his movements and conversations could be monitored far too easily inside the prison walls. 

When the time came, he would contact Kanabas, but not before. 

Nicholas knew enough about the law to know that he needed to be proved guilty beyond 

reasonable doubt. It was a long shot, but if a priest could testify and be convincing enough to 

a judge ï even one who was perhaps less than impartial ï he still had a chance. 

Footsteps interrupted his thoughts. Three or four sets. He held his breath as they approached 

his cell. They stopped outside and once again, he heard the keys jingling, searching for the 

lock. 

He had played out the scenario every night since the first incident and knew what he needed 

to do. With quivering hands, he reached for the loose slat carefully positioned near the top of 

his bed within easy reach. All the while, he wished fervently that this was just another sick 

prank on the part of the guards. 

The slat had been easily concealed. It had, in fact, been a handle from a broken broom. 

Nicholas had been told to get rid of the item and had quietly slipped the handle down his 

collar and the upper part of his right leg. One became inventive in prison. It had taken several 

nights of scraping, but he had managed to sharpen the broken end to a point and kept it 

hidden under his mattress. 
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ñKom ryk seun, come rich boy. Itôs time to work for your money.ò Constable van Rensburg. 

Nicholas recognised the guardôs voice. The man had tormented him from the moment heôd 

arrived. 

Several chuckles echoed in the darkness. Some were the voices of guards, but others were 

of a more sinister timbre that bore the mark of prison inmates.  

The keys rattled in the lock once more. Nicholas closed his eyes tightly. Then he heard the 

click. This was no joke, he realised. This time he faced the real thing. 

 

**********  

 

Instead of returning to the conference, Decklin Kanabas headed for the Johannesburg 

municipality. A quick trip to the Town Planners office told him all he needed to know. After 

that, he returned to the parish where he received a long list of messages from Rosy. 

ñOne of the messages was from the Bishop,ò she said. ñHe said it was urgent and that you 

were to contact him immediately when you came in.ò 

Decklin nodded. Reggie had moved quickly. He thanked Rosy and went through to his 

office where he reached for the phone. 

ñBishop Seathôs office.ò Decklin winced. The prim voice of the manôs secretary always 

grated on his ears. 

ñHi, Paula. Decklin Kanabas here. I understand the Bishop was looking for me?ò 

ñAh, Father Kanabas. What have you been up to this time? He didnôt seem at all happy 

when he returned from the conference.ò 

ñYou know me, Paula. Canôt stay out of trouble for more than ten minutes.ò Decklin tried to 

be friendly, but he really wasnôt in the mood. 

ñIôll put you through.ò 

It was several minutes before the Bishop picked up the phone.  

ñSeath here.ò His voice had a permanent croak, probably the result of years spent behind 

pulpits with inferior microphones. It was also subdued. Bishop Seath never raised his voice. 

His displeasure was always conveyed through underlings, like Paula. It was a trait that tended 

to annoy Decklin, who preferred direct confrontation. 

ñIt's Decklin Kanabas. You wanted to speak to me?ò 

ñKanabas? I understand you were speaking to Father Carcer during the lunch break today.ò 

The man also never referred to anyone by their first name. 

Decklin rolled his eyes. Reggie would have given a one hundred percent accurate account 

of the events, that was certain. 

ñWe were having lunch at the time, yes.ò Decklin made his point. Both men knew it had not 

been during the official luncheon and he was in no mood to play cat and mouse games with 

his superior. 

ñQuite. Nice of you to join us this morning.ò That was his roundabout way of admonishing 

a subordinate for not staying for the full conference. 

Decklin steeled himself for another session with Paula. She would convey the Bishopôs 

displeasure once the conversation was over. 

 Decklin wondered briefly what devious means his boss would use to ensure that he was 

transferred back to the secretary before hanging up. 

Seath continued. ñHe also tells me that you have concerns regarding one of his charges in 

the Benoni prison.ô 

ñI enquired about Nicholas Gallagher. Reggie told me that there is a contract of sorts out on 

the man. Apparently, some inmates have it in their heads to see he never leaves the prison 

walls alive. I was wondering what the churchôs stance on the matter would be.ò 

ñFather Carcer has assured me that heôs doing all he can.ò 
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ñWell, Father Carcer is not doing enough. It seems to me that a nice eulogy and a quick 

prayer to send the man on his way are more the work of the Pharisee than of the Good 

Samaritan.ò 

The silence on the other end of the line told him that he could expect another call from 

Paula in the morning. When the man finally spoke, it was in measured tones. Even Bishop 

Seath was battling to maintain his cool exterior in the face of Decklin's outburst. 

ñI think it would be best if you didnôt get involved in the matter, especially in the light of 

your, ah, history. Father Carcer is more than qualified and I feel the church should leave it in 

his hands.ò 

ñI didnôt realise that he had become an undertaker.ò 

ñKanabas, give me your word that you will stay out of this Gallagher matter. I donôt want 

you involved.ò 

Decklin sighed. ñI already asked him if he would get me inside, but he refused.ò 

ñI know. Your word, Kanabas.ò 

Again, he sighed. ñOkay. I wonôt ask him again. I wonôt even mention the subject to him.ò 

ñGood. Now, I feel we should arrange an appointment. Sometime tomorrow, perhaps. 

Could you make it at around ten?ò 

ñIôll be there.ò 

ñFine. Iôll put you back to Paula so that she can put it in my diary. See you tomorrow.ò 

Bishop Seath transferred the call back to his secretary. Decklin shook his head. So thatôs 

how he managed it. Now it was time for the real grilling. Paula would follow the Bishopôs 

instructions to the letter. Not one detail would be left out. He could also expect a lecture on 

his lack of respect when he arrived at the Bishopôs office the following day. 

On the other hand, heôd made no promises regarding Nicholas Gallagher. The only 

concession he had made was that he wouldnôt bother Reginald Carcer with the matter again ï 

something heôd never intended to do anyway. The Bishop was satisfied and yet, Decklin 

hadnôt really promised him a thing. 

 

****** ****  

 

The heavy, iron door swung open and there was the shuffle of feet as somebody entered the 

cell. Nicholas quietly pulled the broom handle from under his mattress and curled up in the 

corner to defend himself. 

It was laughable. What chance did he stand? He heard the body moving towards him in the 

darkness. Nicholas waited until the man came within range and swung the stick as hard as he 

could in an arc, aiming for the manôs head. 

He was lucky. There was a loud crack as the handle struck something solid. The man 

screamed and recoiled. 

ñWhatôs going on?ò In the commotion, one of the guards switched on a flashlight, shining it 

through the narrow bars of the cell. 

Now he could see the figure. He was a huge brute of a man and, although Nicholas could 

not see his face with the light shining from behind, he could sense the manôs rage. With an 

animal-like roar, the man lunged across the cell at Nicholas. 

Nicholas had reversed the stick, hoping to use it as a sword, but his terror caused near 

paralysis. He merely cringed, holding the stick in a defensive pose. Although the man could 

see him vaguely in the shadows, the total darkness, followed by the sudden light had affected 

the vision of both protagonists. Nicholas couldnôt move. He merely cowered in the corner. 

The man lunged at Nicholas and the broom handleôs point caught the prisoner in the solar 

plexus, just beneath the breastbone. That alone would never have been enough, but in 
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lunging, he forced the back of the stick into the corner, jamming it down against the top of 

the bed. 

With the stick now properly anchored and two hundred and fifty pounds bearing down on it, 

it suddenly became a dangerous weapon. There was an explosive gasp as the point penetrated 

the manôs torso. 

In the torchlight reflections, Nicholas could just make out the whites of the manôs eyes. 

There was no anger now. Only pain and fear. A moment later, there was an agonised groan 

and the man lurched back, pulling the barb from his flesh. 

There was a gush of dark fluid. The bloodied point had penetrated at least two inches. 

Nicholas stared in horror at the damage he had wrought. He heard keys jingle as guards 

fought to get inside to the injured man. 

When they did, they ripped Nicholas from his bed, pounding his head and torso. Nicholas 

curled into a foetal position, covering his head and face, enduring the blows. After a minute 

or so, the men stopped. They quickly retrieved the injured prisoner, making sure that they 

removed the crude weapon from Nicholasô cell, and dragged the attacker off to the infirmary. 

Nicholas raised himself into a sitting position. The floor was cold and wet where his own 

blood mingled with the inmateôs. His hands quivered from the overflow of adrenaline as he 

reached for the foul toilet bowl at the far end of his cell. Nicholas retched. Very little bile 

came up, but his stomach heaved all the same. 

When he was done, he moved across to the basin and rinsed his mouth with the trickle of 

tepid water that he was able to coax from the rusty tap. He cleaned himself up as best he 

could and returned to bed. Initially, his breath came in sobs as he battled to gain control of his 

breathing. It was nearly twenty minutes before he was able to breathe normally. He spent the 

rest of the night awake in his cell, wondering when, or if, they would return. 

One thing was sure. This night, he had made himself a mark. Until now, his enemies had 

been imaginary, but tonight they had become real. It was only a matter of time before they 

returned and, next time, he would not have a broom handle to defend himself with. He 

decided to call his lawyer in the morning. He didnôt care any longer. The man had to get him 

out, no matter what it took. 
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Chapter 5 
 

Nicholas was drenched in sweat as he heaved the hefty weight. Fifty kilograms on the bench 

press may not have been much for a serious body builder, but then Nicholas could hardly 

consider himself to be in that league. Gym was something he and his wife did in the privacy 

of their own home to maintain a certain level of fitness and health. 

ñYou can do it, Soutie,ò his companion urged him. 

The swarthy man above him was cut from an entirely different cloth. Under normal 

circumstances, Nicholas would never have even known the manôs name, but then these were 

not normal circumstances. 

Prison required friends and Nicholas had learnt this quickly. He was not in a prison 

designed for white-collar criminals. Being accused of murder, he had been sent to an 

appropriate facility. Those had been the magistrateôs words and Nicholasô hatred for the man 

had not diminished over time. 

An appropriate facility was one filled with the most violent types of criminal Nicholas had 

ever known. He had heard about such people in various news bulletins on both radio and 

television, but coming face to face with them had gripped his heart with terror. 

He had been careful not to show his fear, however. The inmates, like dogs, seemed to sense 

fear and this immediately drew aggression. He needed protection and quickly. This could not 

be sought from the guards; that had been the first lesson. They were not always around and 

couldnôt be relied upon to protect an individual. 

More frightening were those guards who were more than willing to turn a blind eye if a 

suitable agreement could be reached. Nicholas had found an ally in Bakkis. The name was a 

nickname, but everyone called him that and Nicholas had never learnt his real name. 

The man was about six foot four and weighed one hundred and forty kilograms. He had 

been a local farmer and was currently serving an effective five-year sentence for murdering 

one of his farm-workers. The details were sketchy as the man still proclaimed his innocence 

and was unwilling to discuss the case. 

He had taken a liking to Nicholas for some reason and dubbed him with the nickname 

Soutie. The name, an Afrikaans term for English speaking South Africans, was an 

affectionate one, despite its vulgar origins. 

It was fortuitous, perhaps that the man had sought Nicholasô friendship. Few of the other 

prisoners liked Bakkis, but they also feared him. Nicholas was interrupted by one of the 

guards. 

ñRyk seun! Rich boy!ò 

He carefully replaced the weight and sat up to look at the guard. It was Saturday and the 

warders generally left them alone on weekends. ñYes, sir?ò he said, standing up. It was with 

chagrin that he realised how much the past few weeks had changed him. Three months 

earlier, he would barely have acknowledged the man. 

ñYouôve got a visitor,ò the man jerked his head in the direction of the exit. 

Who could it be? Nicholas didnôt bother asking. It would have been impertinent. Surely not 

his attorney. Jason never worked on weekends. His wife? He doubted it. Nicholas was 
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immediately on his guard. He followed the man with trepidation, watching every corner for 

possible attack. They walked through the wide passages, but there were too many people. 

After being led through several locked gates, they finally arrived at the visitorsô section. It 

was outside the main building in a dusty courtyard with several cracked concrete tables 

surrounded by matching benches. 

He gazed around the courtyard, hunting for hidden foes, but none were to be found. Finally, 

his eyes fell on the stocky figure in the corner. The man smiled when Nicholas met his gaze. 

ñFather Kanabas!ò Nicholas loped over, taking the manôs outstretched hand. 

ñNicholas,ò the minister smiled. ñYou look a mess.ò 

Gallagher winced. Most of the injuries had healed, but the bruises remained. ñYou should 

see the other guyôs knuckles.ò  

The man produced two giant burgers and ice-cold colas. ñIôd have packed beer, but the 

wardens frown on it, Iôm told.ò 

ñSo would the church, I imagine.ò 

The minister grinned. ñYouôre thinking of Pentecostals.ò He handed Nicholas a burger. 

ñYou seemed surprised to see me.ò 

Nicholas bit into the delicious bun and wolfed down his first mouthful. ñI don't get many 

visitors in here.ò 

ñApart from family?ò 

Nicholas shook his head. ñNot even my wife. My lawyer managed to convince her that 

she'd be doing me more good than harm by staying away.ò 

Decklin grinned. ñThat couldn't have been easy.ò 

Nicholas chuckled grimly. ñJason said she nearly tore his right eye out of its socket the last 

time they discussed it.ò 

Nicholas allowed himself to relax, simply enjoying the meal. It was the first time in weeks 

that he'd been able to take his mind off his predicament and Decklin Kanabas seemed to 

sense that. 

Finally, Nicholas broached the subject. ñSo what brings you here? It certainly isnôt the 

breathtaking view.ò 

Decklin became serious. ñSomethingôs come to my attention. A colleague of mine told me 

your life is in danger.ò 

Nicholas contemplated the manôs words as he chewed on his last mouthful of fries. When 

he had finished, he tapped his bruised cheek. ñI donôt need a weatherman to tell me when itôs 

raining buckets. Youôve got to watch yourself every day in this place. People get killed for 

standing on someoneôs toes.ò 

ñThis seemed more sinister than that ï as if someone had a contract on you, or something.ò 

ñWhy would somebody do that?ò 

Kanabas shrugged. ñI donôt know, Nicholas. But this guy knows things. Heôs been running 

weekly meetings in Block A for the past twenty years. Somethingôs going on in here and 

youôve become a target.ò 

ñThatôs ridiculous. He couldnôt possibly know something like that.ò 

ñReally? I see youôve spent a lot of time convincing yourself.ò 

ñAnd by that you mean ðò 

ñWhy havenôt you called me?ò 

Nicholas was taken aback by the sudden change in direction. ñIôm sorry?ò 

ñI read the papers, remember. Not a word has been mentioned about the document you 

showed me. I assume you gave it to the policemen who took your statement when you were 

arrested.ò 

ñYes, so?ò 
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ñSo, the only two people who have officially seen it are dead. Doesnôt that strike you as 

odd?ò 

Nicholas remained silent. Somehow, to hear his own thoughts spoken aloud by another 

made the idea even more terrifying. Until now, nobody had believed him. It was a strange 

sensation to realise that it was even more frightening that someone did. 

Kanabas continued. ñIôm the only other person who has seen the documents; your only 

remaining witness. Why hasnôt your attorney contacted me?ò 

ñHe will in good time. When Iôm ready.ò 

ñExactly. Youôre afraid the conspiracy is true. Thatôs why you had to protect my identity 

and the fact that I know about the document. The Lord knows I had my doubts, but now I 

have to admit it. And you know itôs true. If you wait for your trial, win or lose, thereôs no way 

youôre leaving these prison walls alive.ò 

Nicholas shook his head in frustration. ñBelieve me, weôve tried everything. Thereôs no way 

Iôm getting out of here before my trial. Iôve hired the best legal team in the country. They 

couldnôt believe it when bail was denied. Since then, theyôve written to everyone except 

Santa Claus begging for my release, but no luck. There are no more avenues to pursue.ò 

The minister thought about it for a moment. ñThe justice system isnôt going to come 

through for you. Theyôve proved that. Now if it were me, Iôd head to a church meeting 

tomorrow morning. The guards donôt pay too much attention on Sundays and many of these 

meetings are held in laundry rooms, or halls with open air courtyards, much like this one.ò 

He gazed up at the low gutters surrounding the visitorsô courtyard. ñI imagine a man could 

shimmy up one of those gutter pipes without too much trouble and the guards wouldnôt even 

notice. You could probably make it all the way across the roof without even being spotted. 

Then, if you were careful, you might be able to get to one of the visitorsô cars and hide in it. I 

reckon it would be at least two hours before the guards raised the alarm. A man could get a 

long way in that time.ò 

Nicholas was stunned. ñDo you realise what youôre suggesting?ò 

Decklin Kanabas shrugged. ñIôm just saying, if it were me ðò 

Nicholas stared at the man in shock. ñWhat kind of priest are you?ò  

The manôs gaze was steady. ñOne with a keen sense of self-preservation ï and one who 

cares when an innocent manôs life is threatened.ò 

Nicholas shook his head. ñThereôs no way. Itôs impossible.ò 

ñHas prison already affected you so badly that you canôt take a simple risk? I thought 

business was about making risky decisions every day.ò 

ñAnd you think this is the same thing?ò 

ñItôs an option.ò Kanabas held his gaze. 

ñOne that leaves me without a life. Iôll be on the run, with nothing to go back to.ò 

The manôs expression softened, ñYou donôt have a life now. I donôt know when this thingôs 

going to happen, but rest assured, itôs on the agenda. Theyôll probably try a few forays first, 

you know, create a few enemies on the inside. That way, when it happens, nobody will be 

blamed. You gave some prisoners a reason to take you out; no questions need to be asked.ò 

Nicholas stared hard at the table, allowing the idea to sink in. Create enemies first. It was 

already happening. The agenda had already been set in motion. How much time did he have 

left? 

 

**********  

 

The trailing vehicle appeared just as Decklin Kanabas left the prison. He couldnôt be sure at 

first, as the road was long with very few turnoffs. The beige sedan made the same turn as 

him, but it was on to the freeway after all. Almost everyone would use the freeway. 
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He drove at a steady pace, just under the speed limit. There was no need to alert the 

followers ï if that was indeed what they were ï to the fact that he knew they were there. He 

headed towards the airport. At the Linksfield off-ramp he slowed down, taking the slipway. 

The car followed. 

It was as if they didnôt even care whether he spotted them or not. At the top, he kept looking 

left and right, even back over his shoulder, although not directly at his pursuers. He was just a 

man unsure of his bearings. The light finally turned green. He waited before turning left. 

After a few metres, he pulled to a stop. Several vehicles passed by, including the beige sedan. 

As soon as the road was clear, he quickly did a U-turn and bolted back towards the on-ramp. 

Glancing in the rear view mirror as he made the turn, he noticed the sedan making a sharp 

turn about 100m down the road ahead of him. He gunned the motor in an effort to get well 

ahead of the other vehicle. The engine screamed in protest and the speedometer jiggled just 

below 180km per hour mark. 

He kept a sharp eye on the rear-view mirror, but had already rounded the bend before the 

sedan came into view. He remained tense, with his foot jammed against the floorboards of his 

vehicle. Twice, the pursuing vehicle came into view and, each time, Decklin could see that, 

despite his frantic speed, they were quickly closing the gap. 

He hit the next off-ramp with the speed of a streaking bullet, slowing for the turn but 

ignoring the red traffic light that blocked his passage. He now found himself in unfamiliar 

territory, flying blind. He took the first street to his right, then raced through two more traffic 

lights before turning left again. A couple more turns found him in the middle of the suburbs, 

surrounded by rambling homes with large gardens and high walls around the perimeter. 

He took a more direct path now that he had shaken off his pursuers, heading away from the 

freeway behind him. The car was a target; he needed to get rid of it but he didnôt want to find 

himself stranded on the street either. As a pedestrian, he would also be noticed and, if spotted, 

he would be unable to run from a driven vehicle. 

Finally, he spotted a shopping centre. It was small as malls went, but certainly large enough 

to get lost in. After parking the vehicle, he headed into the mall where he grabbed an ice cold 

cola and a small packet of groceries before heading for the parking lot on the far side of the 

building. Now he blended with the local environment. A man in a shopping mall with a 

packet of groceries was as inconspicuous as a camouflaged soldier in the bush. Getting home 

would not be difficult. 

 

**********  

 

ñYes?ò The grey haired butler who answered the phone didnôt bother with etiquette. He 

listened briefly. ñWhere did you find it?ò There was another pause. ñI understand. Yes, Iôll 

tell him, but he wonôt be happy.ò 

After hanging up, he turned to Luther, seated behind the mahogany desk. Luther raised his 

eyebrows. ñAnd?ò 

The grey-haired manôs expression was dour. ñThey lost him near the airport. The car turned 

up at a local shopping mall, but the driver never returned for it.ò 

Luther glared at the man through narrowed eyes. ñI assume they traced the vehicleôs plates.ò 

Lutherôs voice was soft, like the low peal of distant thunder. 

The grey haired man broke eye-contact and gazed out of the window. ñThe car was rented, 

of course, under a false name ï the same name that was entered on the register at the prison 

incidentally.ò 

Luther followed the butlerôs gaze and spotted two guard-dogs patrolling the expansive lawn 

outside. They were giant Boerboels, South African Mastiffs, dark tan with bull-like heads. He 
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felt a kindred spirit with the beasts. They never barked but he could tell from the simple way 

they held his gaze that they were deadly. 

He turned his thoughts back to Gallagher and his mysterious visitor. ñAnd the fingerprints?ò 

The organisation had suspected from the very beginning that Nicholas Gallagher would have 

visitors they might want to know about and arrangements had been made with the prison 

wardens. It was standard practice on visiting days to take prints of all visitors who entered the 

prison grounds and copies had been easy to come by. 

The butler grimaced and shook his head. ñHeôs a professional ï way too good for simple 

minded prison wardens. All the prints were smudged in such a way as to be worthless to a 

trained eye. The bumbling fool who took them probably didnôt even notice anything was 

amiss.ò 

Luther glowered at the prison-guardôs incompetence. ñHe must have left some trace, 

surely.ò 

ñThere was a report about a stolen car at the shopping centre where he disappeared. It 

happened about the time he was there.ò 

Luther rose from his seat and faced the man with a thin smile. ñLet me guess. The vehicle 

disappeared without a trace.ò 

ñActually, it was found at Johannesburg International Airport ï abandoned.ò 

This time Lutherôs smile conceded grudging respect. ñHe might as well have waved a wand 

and disappeared before their very eyes. He could be anywhere by now.ò 

The butler shrugged. ñHeôll turn up again. People like him always do.ò 

Lutherôs lips curled in a sinister smile and sat down again. ñMaybe this one will make a 

worthy adversary for once.ò 

The butler shook his head. ñIôm afraid it will be someone else. I received orders from 

London earlier this afternoon. Youôre wanted back in Europe immediately.ò 

Luther felt a flash of irritation. ñGallagherôs not been terminated yet. And this new ally is 

another complication ðò 

The butler shook his head. ñThey donôt care. Gallagher is safely ensconced in prison. 

Nobody will believe his story now. The council feels your talents will be wasted on this case. 

Youôre headed back to London tonight.ò 

Luther rose from his seat, bristling at the manôs insolent tone. ñI donôt take orders from you, 

old man. And if you think ðò 

The man swallowed and shrank back. However, he held Lutherôs gaze with frightened 

determination. ñThe orders are not mine. They come directly from the priest.ò 

Luther clenched his teeth. He so badly wanted this kill. But the priest would not be argued 

with. He inclined his head and then gazed out of the window once more. ñPour notre mere.ò 

 

**********  

 

Nicholas finally reached the front of the food queue and offered his bowl for the waiting 

food. He had learnt on the first day not to use a plate. The first man dipped his serving spoon 

into the silver tub and shook a giant dollop of stiff, sticky maize porridge into the bowl. The 

glutinous white blob steamed slightly. It smelled of nothing and yet it was slightly 

unpleasant. 

Undercooked. Like the rest of the prisoners, Nicholas had quickly learnt that prison food 

was cooked badly in a myriad of different ways. Sometimes the pap, porridge, was dry and 

crumbled in the fingers. On such days, each lumpy mouthful had to be forced down with 

large quantities of liquid. Even the tasteless, watery sauce that was dished under the name of 

meat was generally not enough to prevent a prisoner from choking on his food. 
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Other times, the unsavoury gifts came with a dark crust of burnt flakes that even the most 

daring failed to get down, but the worst pap of all was the grainy mixture of undercooked 

flour with the texture of glue that stuck to the roof of oneôs mouth and made its slow passage 

down the throat like molten lava, each mouthful being forced down with repeated swallows. 

Nicholas moved on to the meat dish. This was a chocolate brown mixture of unidentifiable 

lumps floating in large quantities of liquid. A thick layer of oil coated the surface of the dish. 

A large ladle full of the bubbling mixture was sullenly thrown over the pap by a prison chef 

with thick sweaty arms and stubby fingers. 

Chef was not a term employed by the prisoners when referring to the staff that worked in 

the kitchens. They were generally referred to as fitters and turners, the joke among the 

prisoners being that chefs generally took good food, fitted it into a pot and turned it into 

unpalatable slop. 

Prison was far less formal than he had imagined it would be and the official mess hall was 

nowhere near large enough to accommodate all the inmates. Generally, prisoners found a 

sunny spot, if the weather was good, and ate in small groups, seated on the ground, on steps 

or leaning against a wall. When the weather was bad, they crowded into the mess hall and 

surrounding passages or returned to their cells and ate there. 

Nicholas took a few mouthfuls. He ate with a spoon, but this was a luxury that many 

prisoners could not afford. His cutlery and crockery had been brought in for him from outside 

the prison by his attorney, but many of the prisoners ate from plastic tubs, using their fingers 

to mop up the hideous oily gravy with large chunks of the disgusting pap. 

He soon gave up on the food; his heart just wasnôt in it. It was Saturday and nearly a week 

had passed since his visit from the Anglican minister. It had been a week of terror, haunted 

by imagined enemies lurking at every corner. When awake, he had spent every minute 

glancing over his shoulder, waiting, anticipating the ever-imminent attack. His nights had 

been sleepless and fraught with nightmares in which he dreamed of jingling keys and dark 

shadows carrying all manner of hideous weapons. Every time he awoke in an icy sweat, 

having been roused in the nick of time before imminent death. What would happen when he 

didnôt wake up in time, he wondered? 

He spent his days working out in the gym, playing soccer with fellow prisoners on the dusty 

quad or immersing himself in his work, sweeping out the kitchens and passages to take his 

mind off the danger he was in, but he realised he was slowly losing his grip on sanity. 

A guardôs voice roused him from his reverie. ñKom, julle. Dominee is hier. Come, you lot. 

The ministerôs arrived!ò 

Anyone who came to prison and preached the gospel was called a Dominee, but the man 

was actually no more than a lay preacher, a volunteer from one of the local churches who had 

rite of passage to preach in the prison. He had spoken to Nicholas on one or two occasions, 

when Nicholas had joined the party on a Saturday more out of boredom than anything else. 

The man was, in fact, a mortgage broker, but on Saturdays he was a Dominee and was 

accorded respect by the prisoners and wardens alike. 

Nicholas quickly threw his food into a trash can and joined the party being led through to 

another cell block. This was one time when rules were relaxed slightly and prisoners were 

allowed to move between cell blocks without any written permission or bureaucratic control. 

There were not many of them ï they totalled about fourteen in all ï but to handle the 

paperwork for fourteen prisoners to transfer them from one block to another simply so that 

they could attend a church service for an hour was more trouble than it was worth to a 

warden, and paperwork was generally ignored. 

The guard arrived at the gate, which was unlocked by a second warden who checked them 

over, counting them roughly and then moved them on to the service in the next block. They 

passed a quad where the inevitable Saturday football match was being played, and then 
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moved on towards a tuck shop where more wardens gazed with disinterest at a small queue of 

prisoners lined up to buy crisps and soft drinks in an effort to rid themselves of the aftertaste 

of their lunch. 

They had reached a quiet part of the prison, and were ushered into a small open quad. 

Several other prisoners were waiting anxiously for the Dominee to arrive. He appeared in due 

course, dressed in an expensive suit. His shoes sparkled in the sun and made Nicholas glance 

down at his own. They had certainly cost more than the Domineeôs entire outfit, but they 

looked cheap and scuffed next to the manôs pristine appearance. 

Under his arm the man carried a giant leather bound Bible, stuffed with copious notes that 

Nicholas suspected had been frantically scribbled down during the previous Sunday sermon 

when the man had sat in church and ñborrowedò the message from a true minister of the 

gospel. 

He came with a small entourage; two fellow volunteers, who would be at hand to pray for 

the sinnersô salvation at the end of the service, and a scruffy looking individual with long hair 

and a large guitar case in his left hand. The entourage all wore tight denim trousers and t-

shirts. The casual clothing was a stark contrast to the preacherôs formal attire. All their 

pockets were flat, Nicholas noted, indicating that wallets and other valuables had been left in 

the car outside or ï more likely ï at home. 

The service began with a lengthy prayer, after which the ruffian with long hair extracted his 

badly tuned instrument and led the group through half an hour of chorus songs. The prisoners 

clapped and danced, joining in with gusto when they were able to remember the words to the 

choruses. 

Nicholas slipped from the room and stood quietly in the quad outside. Nobody noticed, as 

the minister and volunteers were too lost in worship and none of his fellow prisoners cared. 

The guards had thankfully retreated from the din of the guitar and raucous voices and were 

now inside the building, leaving the small quad deserted. Every now and then, they peered 

through the door as they walked past but, for the most part, they paid little attention. 

Everything was just as Decklin Kanabas had predicted. How had the man known? Nicholas 

allowed his eyes to wander to the roof that surrounded the courtyard. Low, he noted. Kanabas 

was right. How easy it would be to scale one of those drain pipes and pull himself onto the 

top. The roof was flat which meant that, once he was up there, nobody would be able to see 

him from the courtyard below. 

Easy! Why, then, was he so terrified of making the attempt? Conflicting thoughts battled 

with one another as he gazed longingly at the low drain pipes that surrounded the quad. If it 

was so easy, why had nobody attempted it yet? On the other hand, prisoners escaped every 

week. He read about it in the newspapers all the time, so maybe it was that easy after all. 

The music in the background faded and the insurance salesman began his sermon. It was 

well rehearsed, Nicholas noted, and the man was doing all he could to captivate his audience 

with profound words and theologies that would change their lives forever. It was a futile 

effort, however. With the entertainment over, many of the prisoners lost interest and one or 

two quickly joined him outside, reaching for cigarettes or simply chatting quietly amongst 

themselves. 

His window of opportunity had closed and Nicholas resigned himself to another week of 

prison life. Now that the music had stopped, the guards reappeared, venturing into the 

courtyard where they could feel the sun on their faces. They left the prisoners alone, keeping 

to themselves as they chatted and smoked cigarettes. 

Eventually, the service ended. The volunteers sprang into action, praying with prisoners, 

each of whom brought his own tale of woe. The conversations generally followed the same 

theme. The prisoners had been wrongfully convicted and begged the volunteer to put in a 

word with the prison authorities to arrange for an early release. The volunteers in turn 
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listened with empathy, prayed with sincerity that Godôs will be done in the situation, and 

made empty promises that they would mention it to the Dominee who was the only one with 

any real influence among their number. He would know who to talk to. 

Finally a guard returned to take them back to their own cell block. It was not the same guard 

who had brought them to the service, Nicholas noted. These small details were all important. 

His trip had not been wasted. All he needed to do was survive another seven days. There 

would be another service the following week. 

 

**********  

 

The following week passed with interminable slowness. Each day brought with it new 

depths of terror and despair. A second attack occurred on the Tuesday. The prisoner that had 

attacked Nicholas in his cell several weeks earlier returned from the infirmary. For a few 

days, he had remained aloof, but Nicholas had seen the man watching him. It was as if he 

never took his eyes off Nicholas, waiting for his opportunity. 

His chance came one afternoon, while Nicholas was mopping the kitchen after lunch. The 

fitters and turners had made themselves some food ï not the slop they prepared for the rest of 

the prisoners, but large steaks and deep fried chips ï and left Nicholas and two others to clean 

up the kitchen. 

As soon as they had a chance, the other two men skived off to smoke a cigarette, leaving 

Nicholas alone in the kitchen. He hadnôt bothered to look up when he heard the footsteps as 

he simply assumed it was his fellow cleaners returning to mop the floor. By the time he 

spotted them, it was too late to flee, or even to call out. 

The giant who had entered his cell in the small hours was there, but this time he appeared 

with two friends. ñYou know why weôre here, ryk seun.ò There was no finesse and no attempt 

at humour. The man simply glared at him with undisguised hatred. Nicholas immediately 

backed away, brandishing the mop as a weapon. ñYou know what happened last time,ò he 

warned the man, but it was a pathetic attempt to instil fear in them. The three men advanced 

on him and he knew he didnôt stand a chance. Any one of them could have disarmed and 

subdued him and they all knew it. 

He thrust the mop at the first prisoner who came at him, catching the man in the face and 

drenching him in soap and dirty water. With a curse, the man ripped the feeble weapon from 

Nicholasô hands and cast it aside. Then the men were upon him like a pack of rabid dogs. 

Nicholas struggled, wrenching in their grasp. He fought like a tiger, but was quickly borne to 

the ground. 

He felt his shirt rip, followed by the rending of his trousers as the men turned him around 

and slammed him face down on the steel table. In desperation, he lashed back with his foot at 

the man behind, but barely grazed the convictôs shins. 

The man cursed and cuffed him on the ear for his trouble. Nicholas was frantic, but 

defenceless in the power of the two men that pinned his arms. As he felt the weight of the 

brute pressing up against his exposed buttocks, he turned with savage fury on the man who 

held his right arm. Using the only weapon left to him, he sunk his teeth into the convictôs 

wrist. There was a shriek of pain and the man suddenly released his grip. 

Everything happened in a blur. Nicholas reached for the cage-like grid in the deep fryer 

with his freed hand. There was a sizzle as he pressed the scorching instrument into the face of 

his second attacker, branding the manôs cheek with a criss-cross of burns that immediately 

blistered. 

Thus freed, he turned to face his one remaining attacker. In his panic, he had dropped the 

heated grid. As he swung around, the deep fryer loomed in front of his eyes. He snatched it 

and heaved the contents at his foe. 
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The appliance jerked in his hands as the power cable brought it up short. This was followed 

by deep, searing pain as the sweltering liquid splashed over his hands. It was his antagonist, 

however, who caught the full force of the oil directly in his face and chest. There was a 

hissing sound and he seemed to turn monstrous as giant blisters suddenly formed on his 

cheeks and lips. In an instant, his hair seemed to recede as it sizzled and shrivelled in the face 

of the intense heat. 

The manôs confidence dissolved as the oil soaked through to his scalp, cooking the flesh on 

his skull. Nicholas slipped, falling to the floor and again felt the intense pain as the oil burned 

his own legs and hands. In agony, he rolled to escape from the searing liquid. Then he 

watched in horror as his attacker sank to his knees. Losing consciousness, he plunged into the 

pool of oil that covered the floor beneath him, jerking involuntarily as scorching puddle 

reached up through his clothing and onto the tender flesh beyond. 

Nicholas awoke in the infirmary with bandages on his hands and legs where the oil had 

seared his flesh. The first person he saw was a male nurse. 

ñWelcome back.ò The man wore a kindly expression. ñYou were out for a long time.ò 

ñWhat happened?ò Nicholas croaked, trying to examine his wounds. 

ñI wouldnôt worry about those wounds,ò the man assured him. ñTheyôll heal in a couple of 

weeks. That oil saved you from a fate worse than death.ò The man smiled at his own feeble 

attempt at humour. 

Nicholas smiled too, in relief, and then glanced fearfully around the ward. ñWhat happened 

to the others?ò 

ñTwo of them will be okay. The one you bit was released twenty minutes ago and the other 

will be out by tomorrow. Heôs bandaged up now, but the burns will heal as quickly as yours. 

The scars you gave him wonôt, though. Heôll probably spend the rest of his life looking like 

he slept on a tennis racquet.ò 

ñAnd the last?ò Nicholas had to know. 

The man hesitated. ñHeôs been taken to a state hospital. We donôt have the facilities.ò 

ñYouôve treated me, havenôt you?ò 

ñYes,ò the man nodded. ñBut his case is different. He caught the full force of that oil in the 

face and chest and it was well over two hundred degrees. Nearly twenty percent of his skin 

surface has been affected. I hope youôve got a good lawyer.ò 

ñYou think Iôll need one for this?ò 

ñManslaughter is a serious offence.ò 

Nicholas swallowed. He was relieved that the man no longer posed a threat, yet the thought 

of having killed someone with his own hands was repugnant. ñHeôll be alright. The hospitals 

have good facilities.ò 

The words were spoken with little conviction. State hospitals had a reputation for hideous 

facilities and inept staff that stole the blankets off patientsô beds if given the chance. He 

would never willingly entrust his own health to such an institution. 

The nurse was little help. ñI doubt that. I suggest you get ready for another long, drawn-out 

court case. He wonôt survive three days.ò 

ñBut thereôs a chance, right?ò Nicholas asked anxiously. 

The man smiled, seeing the pleading in his patientôs eyes. ñThereôs always a chance,ò he 

nodded grudgingly. But Nicholas could see the lie in the manôs eyes. As far as the nurse was 

concerned, the offender was as good as dead. 

He was released from the infirmary the following day and returned to the laundry the next 

Saturday. This time, he gazed longingly at the drain pipes and the roof, but no matter how 

low they looked, he didnôt feel physically up to attempting an escape. 

The following week was one filled with inquiries as well as statements and countless trips 

to the chief wardenôs office. His attorney was present at all the meetings, but the inevitable 
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court date was set. The prisonerôs life still hung in the balance and the state prosecutor wasnôt 

sure whether he would lay charges of manslaughter or assault against Nicholas. 

How had it come to this? Nicholas wondered at the fact that several weeks earlier he had 

been a well-respected businessman and an upstanding member of the community. Now his 

life had spiralled out of all control. He was drowning under a torrent of criminal charges with 

murderous convicts on his left and right, eating food that wasnôt fit for dogs, defunct and 

powerless. 

The following week, he felt better and knew what had to be done. He had resolved the issue 

in his mind and was ready to take the necessary risk. As usual, he accompanied the handful of 

prisoners to the laundry room in Block C. The Dominee and his entourage arrived like 

clockwork, but this week was different. The scruffy guitarist with the long hair was not 

present and the weekly worship was a dismal affair, led by the Dominee himself in faltering 

notes with the inevitable Bible clamped firmly under his arm. 

With no music, none of the prisoners really felt able to enter into the spirit of worship, 

which meant that the guards were able to venture into the courtyard and enjoy the sunshine 

instead of having to skulk inside where they could make themselves heard above the usual 

din. 

With his avenue of escape cut off, Nicholas was forced to return to his cell after the service. 

It was when he arrived back in his cell that he found the note under his pillow. It was short 

and to the point. Watch your back and say your prayers. You wonôt see another Sunday. 

 

**********  

 

The following Saturday, Nicholas joined the band of men who religiously attended the 

weekly service. It was with relief that he saw the guitarist arrive among the band of ministers. 

The group trooped in to the laundry and took their seats as usual. As soon as the music began, 

Nicholas slipped out of the room and into the courtyard. By now he knew the routine well. 

He had only a few minutes to make good his escape. 

Luck was not going his way, however, as he noticed a guard had left the building and was 

taking a cigarette in the courtyard. This was unusual, but Nicholas pretended to disregard the 

man. He stood quietly by the door, listening to the music while trying not to glance in the 

guardôs direction. The man drew on his cigarette a while longer and finally disappeared 

inside. 

The music had slowed, however, which indicated that the worship was coming to an end. It 

was always the same. Some fast songs, followed by three slow ones and then the message, at 

which point the courtyard would be filled with prisoners and guards. 

How many slow songs had they played? Nicholas couldnôt be sure, as he had been 

constantly distracted by the guard in the courtyard. What if the guards were watching and saw 

him? All would be lost if he was captured in an attempted escape. There was no time to think 

and he acted on an impulse. 

Even as he reached for the drain pipe, he heard the music come to a halt. Nicholas 

clambered frantically up the drain pipe, using the rivets in the walls as foot holds. Finally, he 

managed to get a grip on the gutters at the top. They had been burned hot by the sun and 

scalded his hands, which were still tender from the burns several weeks earlier. He was 

desperate, however. This was his last hope of escape. He disregarded the pain and pulled his 

body over the edge of the roof.  

It was only once he was on top of the roof that he realised the full power of the heat. He had 

pressed his body flat against the corrugated iron plates that were riveted to the roof and felt 

the pain searing through his clothes and burning his gut. 
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Quickly, he slithered away from the edge, making sure he was well beyond the edge before 

he dared to stand. His pulse raced at the audacity of what he had just done, but he forced 

himself to keep moving. A quick glance around revealed that nobody could see him where he 

now stood and he rose into a crouching run, heading for the northern side of the building 

complex. 

Nicholas felt nauseated with fear as he approached the edge of the building, but neednôt 

have worried. Ironically, all the security measures were deeper in the building and he now 

found himself over the office section where the wardens and visitors gathered before heading 

into the prison proper. He would still need to cross the perimeter fence which was electrified 

and topped with deadly razor wire. It was also patrolled by guards, but that was hundreds of 

metres away and, for the time being, he was able to move unchecked. 

Nicholas spied the ground from the roofôs edge. In the parking lot, he would easily pass for 

a visitor, dressed in casual denims and a dark T-shirt. The only danger of being spotted was 

while he dropped from the roof, so he did this quickly. 

Once on the ground, he immediately headed for the car park. There were several vehicles 

but, true to form, they were all locked. Finally, he spied a bakkie, an open-backed, light 

delivery vehicle with a tarpaulin over the back. He passed two guards en route to the vehicle 

and was forced to check the desire to run and hide. They glanced casually in his direction but 

left him alone, assuming he was a visitor. 

How much time did he have before his escape was discovered? Once that happened, the 

guards would cease to be casual and would begin searching in earnest. Solitary figures 

wandering around the grounds outside the prison might quickly be remembered and an all-out 

man-hunt would begin to bring back the escaped convict. 

When he reached the vehicle, he quickly undid the straps that held the tarpaulin in place. He 

was relieved to find that the back had room and slipped under the cover, refastening what 

straps he could. It was impossible to refasten all of them from underneath, however and he 

was forced to leave the rest to fate. The loose straps might be discovered ï or they might not 

ï when the owner returned. 

It was an hour and a half before he heard the owners returning to their vehicle. They chatted 

in Afrikaans and it was evident from their conversation that they had spent the morning with 

their son who was clearly an inmate. 

Nicholas held his breath as they opened the doors and entered the vehicle. He had covered 

himself with sacks and tools as best he could, but he knew that even a cursory search of the 

vehicle would reveal his presence. If the guards so much as lifted one corner of the tarpaulin, 

he would probably be discovered. 

The vehicle finally started and he felt it move under him as the driver reversed out of the 

parking bay. It followed a circuitous route back to the main gate. Nicholas swallowed in an 

attempt to still his pounding heart. He had staked his future and possibly his very life on the 

laziness of the gate guards. 
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Chapter 6 
 

His luck held. It was, after all a Saturday, when families came and went. The prison bosses 

were enjoying their weekend and the guards were resentful of the fact that they had to stand 

duty while their superiors got to spend time with their families and friends. Why should they 

bother to search every vehicle? 

It was only once the bakkie accelerated and Nicholas realised that they were on the open 

road beyond the prison walls, that he began to breathe properly again. He risked a peek from 

under the tarpaulin, trying to get his bearings and see which direction they were headed in. 

He discovered that the couple had turned west, skirting the city along the southern bypass. 

The vehicle travelled for twenty five minutes before it came to a halt. Nicholas waited 

quietly as the man and his wife emerged from the vehicle. He heard the doors slam shut and 

waited several minutes for the noise of their conversation to recede before peeping from 

beneath the tarpaulin. 

He found that they had stopped at a small shopping mall. As surreptitiously as was possible, 

he extricated himself from the vehicle, relieved that nobody seemed to notice him. Once sure 

that he had not been seen, he turned and headed for the gas station across the road. 

His clothes had become caked with filth from the back of the pickup truck. He knew that, 

right now, he was at his most vulnerable. Any moment, his escape would be discovered and 

broadcast on every radio station in the country. If somebody recognised him, the police 

would be notified and it would all be over. 

He needed help and could think of only one person that would not turn him over to the 

authorities. 

There were pay phones near the gas station that flanked the shopping centre. He had no 

money, but that was where he headed. He found one of the attendants and explained his 

predicament. He was stranded and needed some money to make a call. His friend would 

bring money and pay the man back if he could loan him a couple of rand to make a phone 

call. 

The man was dubious, but finally relented and gave Nicholas a few coins. He quickly found 

a phone book and located the number of the local Parktown parish. The number for the manse 

was included and Nicholas placed the call. 

ñHello?ò Decklin Kanabas answered the phone after several rings. 

ñReverend, itôs me. I need your help.ò Nicholasô voice was frantic. 

The man hesitated before answering. ñWhere are you?ò 

ñIôm out, but Iôve got no transport and no idea where to go.ò 

ñWhere exactly?ò 

ñHow should I know?ò Nicholas was suddenly annoyed. ñIôve been stuck under a tarpaulin 

for the past half an hour.ò 

ñOkay, calm down. Are you near the freeway?ò 

Nicholas glanced over his shoulder at the concrete road behind him. ñYes.ò 

ñGood. Can you ask someone what the name of two streets are near there?ò 

ñHold on.ò He summoned the attendant who had lent him the money for the call. After a 

brief conversation with the man, he came back on the line. ñSnake Street and ðò 
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ñThatôs fine, I know the off-ramp. Itôs easy enough to find. Head out there in about twenty-

five minutes and pretend to hitch-hike east. Back towards the prison.ò 

ñYou want me to hitch-hike back towards the prison.ò Nicholas spoke the words in a 

monotone. Had the minister lost his mind? 

 ñIf they discover youôve escaped, they are going to head out from the prison with a fleet of 

police cars in every direction. Theyôre going to be looking for someone headed away from 

the prison, which means theyôll drive right by you. Is that what you want?ò 

Nicholas suddenly understood the ministerôs reasoning, but the thought of exposing his 

presence on the freeway like that was abhorrent. ñCanôt you just pick me up here?ò 

ñThe attendants have already seen you and will recognise you in the morning papers 

tomorrow. My car is old, battered and bright yellow. Do you think that fact will be forgotten 

when they make their statements to the police?ò 

ñWhat about the freeway? Hundreds of cars will pass us along the way.ò 

The minister was unconcerned. ñDrivers seldom pay attention to their surroundings and 

hitch-hikers are hardly cause for alarm. Trust me. Theyôll barely notice your existence. Just 

stick out your thumb and theyôll drive right by. Thereôs no way theyôll associate a forgotten 

hitch-hiker travelling east towards the prison with the escaped convict they see in the papers 

tomorrow. Iôll see you in twenty-five minutes.ò 

With that Kanabas hung up the phone, giving Nicholas no time to argue. He stared 

incomprehensibly at the phone for a moment before the attendant brought him back to reality. 

ñIs he coming, your friend?ò the man asked and Nicholas realised that he had some 

explaining to do. 

 

**********  

 

Twenty minutes later, he reached the freeway. Turning east, he headed back toward the 

prison he had just escaped from. His negotiations with the pump attendant had become heated 

when Nicholas tried to explain that he would pay the money back later. He had finally been 

forced to part with his shoes before the man had been mollified. In a gesture of goodwill, the 

attendant had found an ancient pair of grease-covered sandals in the back which he offered to 

Nicholas in exchange. 

The shoes were uncomfortable, but it was better than walking barefoot on the sun-baked 

tarmac that would have reduced his feet to cinders within minutes. He dutifully followed 

instructions, sticking out his thumb every time a car passed. None stopped and he didnôt 

expect them to. Johannesburgôs roads were violent and fraught with crime. It would be a 

stupid driver indeed who stopped to pick up a lone hitchhiker on the cityôs freeways. 

Within five minutes, he saw the battered yellow Toyota Corolla pull to a halt ahead of him 

and he raced to jump into the vehicle. Kanabas winked and nodded in greeting, but wasted no 

time pulling away and merging with the racing traffic. They had almost arrived back in 

Parktown before the first news bulletin announcing Nicholasô daring escape was reported on 

the radio. 

Instead of heading for the manse, the minister stopped at a nearby house in the upmarket 

suburb. He used a remote control to open the gate and entered the large property which was 

surrounded by high walls. Once the gate closed behind them, they were private from the 

street and Nicholas could emerge from the vehicle unseen. Decklin ushered him into the 

expensive home which was neatly furnished, with modern, leather furniture in the living 

room and wide comfortable beds. 

ñAll yours for the next four weeks,ò Decklin waved his arm expansively around the room. 

ñWhose house is this?ò Nicholas asked. 
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ñA congregation member. They asked me to look after it while they went overseas. They 

wonôt be back until after New Year. Youôll be safe here until then.ò 

The minister suddenly changed tack. ñYou must be starving. Iôll go get us some food. Donôt 

pick up a phone or stick your head out of a window until I get back.ò 

Nicholas followed instructions, and took a quick shower while the minister was out getting 

lunch. He then took a tour of the house. It had five bedrooms, a private gym and a Jacuzzi, 

but the room that captivated his attention was the study. It was small, with a single desk and a 

book rack against the wall. However, the item that held all his interest was the desktop 

computer. 

It had been months since he had laid eyes on one, let alone been allowed access to it. This 

was more than just a useful tool. It was an extension of his very soul. Ten minutes ago, he 

had been on the run and penniless, but a simple computer and a telephone line suddenly put 

unlimited resources at his disposal. It would empower him and put him in touch with the 

world outside. It could even be used as a weapon. He was still gazing lovingly at the machine 

when Decklin Kanabas returned. 

ñGiant cheeseburgers and fries with Coke,ò he boomed as he entered the house. 

Immediately, the computer was forgotten. Nicholas realised that he was starving and dashed 

downstairs to join the priest in the lounge. Once ensconced in a reclining leather chair, 

relishing junk food, with the television on in the background, Nicholas allowed himself to 

relax. 

It wasn't long before Decklin reminded him of his predicament, however. ñHave you 

thought about what youôll do next?ò the minister enquired. 

Nicholas shrugged. ñI canôt go home. I thought of heading for Cape Town. The document 

mentioned another investigative cell there, with protocols for making contact. If I can reach 

them Iôll hopefully have the witnesses I need to clear my name.ò 

ñYouôll need money.ò 

Nicholas shook his head. ñThat wonôt be a problem. They have a computer upstairs. Iôll 

start tomorrow with the arrangements. By Monday morning Iôll have more money than I 

know what to do with.ò 

The minister looked uncomfortable for a moment. ñTheyôve frozen your accounts, do you 

know that?ò 

Nicholas grinned. ñSouth Africa doesnôt have jurisdiction in Switzerland, the USA or Japan. 

Those accounts will be open. Trust me, by Monday morning, money wonôt be a problem.ò 

The minister was not convinced. ñNicholas, be careful. These people have long arms. If 

they can reach you in prison ðò 

Nicholas laughed. His old confidence was beginning to return and it felt wonderful. ñDo 

you know how I made my money, Reverend?ò 

The minister shrugged and shook his head. 

ñDigital communications security. I developed a communications technology that is both 

impenetrable and untraceable with existing technologies. It has an encryption system so 

powerful that it would take the fastest computers in the world hundreds of years to crack, if 

they could keep track of its whereabouts. Did you know the Internet used to be a US military 

application before it was made public?ò 

ñIôd heard, but I thought it was just a rumour.ò 

ñItôs a fact. ARPANET was the original. It was funded by the Advanced Research Projects 

Agency, an arm of the US Department of Defense. Ever wonder what the US military use 

now?ò 

ñYouôre kidding, right?ò 

Nicholas grinned. ñTrust me. When I start transferring money, nobody will be able to trace 

the transactions.ò 
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ñThey can still trace the cash when itôs transferred,ò Kanabas countered. 

Nicholas shook his head. ñYou donôt amass an international fortune that runs to nine zeroes 

without learning how to hide a few pennies here and there. Itôll take some work, but believe 

me, by the time Iôm finished, there is no way theyôll be able to trace the money.ò 

ñAnd when it arrives?ò 

ñIôll just walk into the bank and collect it. Risky, I know, but itôs a chance I have to take.ò 

The minister shook his head. ñListen to me, Nick.ò Nicholas winced. He hated being called 

that. ñIf you show your face in public right now, itôll be the last time. Is there any way I can 

fetch it for you?ò 

Nicholas stared at the minister for a long time, before answering. ñYouôd be breaking the 

law.ò 

ñAnd?ò the minister shrugged. 

ñDoesnôt that bother you? Youôre a minister, for crying out loud!ò 

Decklin Kanabas sat forward in his chair. He was aggressive and Nicholas realised heôd 

touched some deep nerve. ñListen. The money youôre transferring belongs to you, right? 

Weôre not stealing it from anyone?ò 

Nicholas shook his head and the minister continued. ñLet me tell you, these laws that have 

been passed concerning you are for the benefit of some unscrupulous elite who are abusing 

their power. What weôre doing is illegal only because they say it is. Weôre not doing anything 

immoral. What theyôre doing is immoral. And I will not answer to their immoral abuse of the 

law. I answer to a higher, moral law, so my conscience is clear. Now tell me where I need to 

pick up the money.ò 

Nicholas stared at the preacher. Itôs nice to finally get to know you, Reverend Kanabas. 

ñWhy are you helping me like this?ò 

Kanabas threw his arms up. ñLook, if you donôt want my help ðò 

ñItôs a fair question,ò Nicholas shot back. ñYouôve stuck your neck out for me far more than 

was required of you. Iôm just asking. Why?ò 

The minister shrugged. ñWhy did the Samaritan help the dying man who had been robbed 

on the road to Jericho?ò 

Nicholas smiled. ñAre you my Good Samaritan, Reverend Kanabas?ò 

Decklin shrugged. ñI was there.ò 

ñYouôre a good man, Decklin.ò 

ñYou can call me Father Kanabas.ò 

ñOnly if you promise not to call me Nick.ò 

ñFine. I promise not to call you Nick unless Iôm deliberately trying to annoy you ï and you 

can call me Decklin.ò 

They had bonded and both men felt uncomfortable. Nicholas decided to ease the tension by 

changing the subject. 

ñYou know, Iôm starving. They donôt feed you in prison. I wish youôd bought a second 

burger.ò 

ñAsk and ye shall receive!ò Decklin exclaimed and reached into the packet beside his chair. 

He slid a second giant polystyrene box across the coffee table to Nicholas. 

 

**********  

 

Russ Lambert slowed his vehicle and turned right, coming to a stop at the prisonôs main 

gates. His vehicle proudly displayed the flashing blue light, proclaiming its official status and 

the prison guards scurried to open the gates. 
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He waved at the guards as he entered, shaking his head at the incompetence. They could at 

least have checked the boot, he thought to himself as he entered the facility. He found a 

parking space near the admin block and then headed for the main entrance on foot. 

At least that guard bothered to ask for identification, he noted. Detective Lambert reached 

into his jacket pocket and produced his badge. ñIôm here to see the Chief Warden.ò 

ñIn connection with?ò 

ñYour latest escaped convict. The twentieth this year, I believe.ò 

The guardôs expression was hostile, but he didnôt say anything. At least you know how to 

read. Russ Lambert noted that the jailer had noticed that his visitor outranked him. Even 

though they were from different departments ï and there was a lot of friction between 

departments ï the man at least showed him the courtesy befitting his station. 

A second warden ushered him through to the main reception. There, he was left in the care 

of a uniformed woman who appeared to be more interested in the book she was reading than 

the phone on her desk. 

When she finally reached for the phone, her conversation was short. ñDetective Lambert 

here to see you, wardené Yes, sir. Yes, Iôll tell him.ò 

When she hung up, she turned to Lambert. ñThe warden will be with you shortly. Would 

you like to take a seat?ò She waved vaguely at the sparse furniture against the wall. 

ñIôm fine, thanks,ò Lambert shook his head. 

The receptionist made him wait fifteen minutes before the warden was prepared to see him. 

Eventually the buzzer rang. The receptionist answered the call and turned to Lambert. ñThe 

warden will see you now.ò 

ñThank you,ò Lambert answered with gratitude he hardly felt. 

He rapped on the door and opened it immediately. ñWarden Boatman,ò he greeted the man 

seated behind the officeôs solitary desk. 

The man rose and extended his hand. The smile was canned. ñPleased to meet you, 

detective ð?ò 

ñLambert; the same name your secretary gave you when she put the call through outside.ò 

The smile vanished. Russ Lambert now found himself outranked, but then he had never 

been given to observing etiquette unless it worked in his favour. 

The prison warden released his grip and retreated behind his desk. ñWhat can I do for you 

detective?ò 

Russ Lambert took a seat without bothering to wait for an invitation. He leaned back, 

extending his legs and clasped his hand behind his head. ñYou can start by telling me how 

Nicholas Gallagher managed to get past five locked gates, some forty armed wardens who are 

paid to check identity and search everyone passing through their stations, by the way, and 

slipped over a ten foot high barbed wire fence with electric wiring that is patrolled by men 

with guns and dogs.ò 

The warden frowned. ñWeôre not exactly sure how he escaped.ò 

ñAnd what about the nineteen before him. Do you know how they escaped?ò 

ñMany of those have been caught and returned to prison.ò 

ñOf course they were; itôs my job to catch them. Your job is to see that I only have to do my 

job once. But youôre not doing your job, so I have to waste my time chasing after criminals 

who ought to be safely locked away.ò 

ñMy staff is very competent and this prison is extremely well run.ò The wardenôs voice was 

slowly rising. 

Lambert guffawed. ñI doubt that. Twenty escapes in a single year is less than exemplary ï 

unless weôve begun building our prisons with revolving doors.ò 

ñTell me, detective. Are you here to investigate me and my staff?ò 
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Lambert smiled and shook his head. ñMy superiors will do that. Part of their investigation 

will rely on my report, however.ò 

ñWell, Iôd hate to keep your superiors waiting.ò The wardenôs tone was icy. ñWhat do you 

want from me?ò 

Lambert sighed. ñFor starters, I want a list of every guard on duty the day before yesterday. 

I also want to know who visited prisoners the day Gallagher escaped. More to the point, I 

want a list of every vehicle that came and left through those gates. Then I want to interview 

any prisoner who was close to him.ò 

ñWouldnôt you like to examine the scene of the crime?ò 

Lambert grinned. ñAnd where would that be, exactly?ò 

ñCell Block B is where he was housed. Iôm sure youôll find it is locked down tightly and 

impossible to escape from.ò 

ñIôm sure it is now. Unfortunately you trying to save your career is not going to assist me in 

my investigation. While youôre offering me the guided tour and telling me how difficult it is 

to escape from here, the fact remains that Nicholas Gallagher has vanished. I dare say that if 

your guards had been as alert on Saturday as Iôm sure they are right now, this would not have 

happened.ò 

Boatman grimaced, but he maintained his calm. ñSo where would you like to start?ò 

ñGet me one of the wardens who works that block regularly. I want to know the name of 

every prisoner that was on friendly terms with Gallagher. Then I want to interview them.ò 

They worked from the wardenôs office and several hours passed before Lambert had the 

names of all the prisoners who knew Nicholas Gallagher. There were very few. It seemed he 

had kept to himself for the most part. 

The third interview was with a prisoner who called himself Kleinboy. Kleinboy brought a 

new revelation. Nicholas had become a churchgoer in recent weeks. It seemed that he had 

begun to attend weekly meetings that were hosted by a Pentecostal group in cell Block C. A 

few quick calls got them the number of Harry Sterios, the mortgage broker who hosted the 

meetings each week. Over the phone, the man informed him that Nicholas had, indeed, 

attended over the past several weeks and had, in fact, missed only one service while in the 

infirmary. 

More guards were called in and more questions asked, before the people responsible for 

transferring prisoners between the cell blocks the previous Saturday were located. As often 

happened, there had been a shift change a little after lunch and different guards had been 

responsible for getting the prisoners to and from the church service. 

One of them was currently on duty and they called him in. 

 ñConstable, I understand you took the prisoners from Block B across to Block C for the 

church service on Saturday?ò 

The man hesitated and Russ Lambert tried to put him at his ease. ñDonôt worry, constable. 

We know all about it, including the fact that no records were logged of the prisonersô transfer. 

I understand that paperwork is a bind, especially when itôs only for an hour or two. Iôm only 

interested in whether or not Nicholas Gallagher was one of the prisoners transferred. Weôre 

trying to work out where he escaped from.ò 

He decided not to advertise the fact that there would be another investigation and that this 

constableôs dereliction of duty might very well land him in an inquiry. 

The man seemed to relax. ñYes. He was among the prisoners that went across.ò 

ñYouôre sure?ò 

The man nodded and Lambert continued. ñOut of interest, how can you be sure he was 

there? It was a couple of days ago and there were surely several prisoners among the group.ò 
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ñHe was definitely there.ò The man was emphatic. ñAll of us know Nicholas Gallagher. He 

sticks out from the group with his fancy clothes and so on. He really looks out of place in 

prison. You notice him when heôs in a room.ò 

ñGood. Excuse me one moment.ò 

Lambert turned and picked up the telephone. He dialled a number. 

ñConstable Arliss please.ò Lambert waited while the man was called to the phone. When the 

man picked up he continued. ñConstable Arliss? Sorry to bother you like this on your day off. 

This is Detective Lambert calling from Benoni prison. Iôm calling in connection with the 

escape of Nicholas Gallagher on Saturday afternoon. Simple question. I understand you were 

responsible for getting the prisoners back from the church service in Block C that afternoon?ò 

He paused as the man confirmed this, then continued. ñWas Nicholas Gallagher among the 

prisoners you transferred back to Block B? He wasnôt! Are you sure?ò 

Another momentôs hesitation. ñYou didnôt see him hanging around the area at all? Alright, 

thank you, constable. Youôve been a great help.ò 

Russ Lambert put down the phone and turned back to the constable in the room. ñCan you 

describe the room where the church service is held?ò 

ñItôs in the laundry. Not very big. The room has only one entrance, which opens up into a 

courtyard. The only entrance to the courtyard is through a door on the opposite end. Itôs 

convenient, as we only need to guard the door. We can see every prisoner going in or out, so 

itôs easier to keep track of large numbers.ò 

Lambert thought about this for a moment. ñIs there a guard stationed in the courtyard 

itself?ò 

ñSometimes, but not always. If itôs raining, or too hot, we generally sit inside and just watch 

the door.ò 

ñGood. Thank you constable. You can go. Iôll call you again if I need you.ò 

The man left and Lambert turned to the chief warden. ñCompetent staff, I see. Extremely 

well run.ò 

The man shifted uncomfortably in his seat, but made no reply. 

Lambert continued. ñHow are we coming on that list of vehicles on the premises on 

Saturday?ò 

The man reached for his phone and barked at his secretary. ñWhereôs that list of cars I asked 

for? Well tell them to hurry up. I asked for it half an hour ago already!ò 

Coffee was brought in while the men waited another twenty minutes for the vehicles list to 

arrive. When it did, Lambert gave the list a cursory glance. There was a large assortment of 

vehicles, but the one that stood out was a Bantam pickup truck. It was the only one that had 

come through the gates before Gallagherôs disappearance and left after he had escaped during 

the church service. 

ñNow what does that tell you, Mr Boatman?ò 

The prison warden shrugged. ñWhy donôt you tell me? You seem to know everything.ò 

ñEverything? Not yet. But I will soon enough. Why donôt you call the guard who was on 

duty at the gate at ðò he looked at the sheet of paper, ñ2:35pm?ò 

More calls were made and another round of coffee was brought in before there was a knock 

on the door and Constable van Rensburg entered. 

ñConstable van Rensburg,ò Lambert greeted the man without bothering to rise. ñI 

understand you were on gate duty between 13h00 and 16h00 hours on Saturday?ò 

ñThat is correct, sir.ò The man was subdued. 

ñDid you search every vehicle that entered and left the premises on your shift?ò 

ñThatôs the regulation, sir.ò 

ñI know what the regulation is, constable. My question is did you do it?ò 

ñYes, I did.ò 
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ñMore to the point, there was a Bantam bakkie on the premises that left at 14h35. Did you 

search that vehicle?ò 

The man shrugged. ñI donôt remember the car, sir. Lots of vehicles come and go on a 

Saturday.ò 

ñLet me put it another way, constable. The vehicleôs owners are required to write down 

their identity numbers, registration numbers and phone numbers.ò He waved the sheet at the 

man. ñI have all those details on this piece of paper. In the next ten minutes Iôm going to call 

and ask them to corroborate your story. Iôm sure theyôll remember very clearly whether their 

car was searched or not, so I suggest you tell me the truth.ò 

The man hesitated again. ñItôs possible the car wasnôt searched.ò 

ñSo you didnôt search all the vehicles then?ò 

The man glanced at the chief warden, who seethed in his chair. ñNot all of them. 

Sometimes, if thereôs a queue, you have to make a judgment call.ò 

ñIôm sure you do.ò He dismissed the man with a wave of his hand and reached for the 

phone. 

The detective quickly dialled the number on the sheet, fervently hoping the person had 

written down the correct number. 

ñCargillôs residence.ò The phone was answered by a woman with a crisp voice. 

ñGood morning, Mrs Cargill. This is Detective Lambert, calling from Benoni Prison. Weôre 

searching for an escaped convict and I was hoping you would be able to answer some 

questions. It could help us with our investigation.ò 

During their quick conversation, Lambert learnt that the vehicle had definitely not been 

searched and that it didnôt have a canopy, but a tarpaulin, which could easily be lifted. They 

hadnôt gone directly home, but had stopped at a local shopping centre near their home to buy 

groceries. After getting the name and address of the centre, he thanked her and hung up. 

ñAnd now?ò the warden asked carefully. 

Detective Lambert rose and extended his hand. ñIôm done. I suspect he scaled the wall and 

escaped across the roof. Then he probably hid in the back of that vehicle.ò 

ñWhat makes you so sure of that?ò 

ñSeveral reasons, actually. Gallagher is not a career criminal. I doubt he knows how to scale 

barbed wire fences, or disable electric ones. Itôs also unlikely that he knows how to break into 

a vehicle, so he would have chosen the easiest possible escape route. Two months here would 

certainly have convinced him that the guardsô complacency and incompetence was worth 

risking his freedom against. After all, if caught, he had nothing to lose. A few extra months 

on his sentence wouldnôt affect him one way or the other, and he could always try again.ò 

ñDo you think you can catch him?ò 

ñIt shouldnôt be difficult. Heôs desperate and an inexperienced criminal. Heôll leave tracks 

that even you could follow ï maybe.ò 

 

**********  

 

Lambert followed the womanôs directions and ended up at the local Spar convenience store, 

just off the highway. He found a parking bay, exited the vehicle and examined the 

surroundings. There was a gas station near the far end of the parking lot and Lambert noticed 

that it had several pay phones around the side. 

He took a quick trip over to the gas station, where he flashed his badge and asked who had 

been on duty the previous Saturday. As it turned out, it was the same shift that was on that 

day. Some pointed questions revealed that a strange man had, indeed, appeared from the 

shopping centre. He seemed wealthy, by the look of his clothes, although they were quite 

dirty, but he didnôt have any money on him.  
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He had ended up trading his shoes and belt for a couple of rand to make a phone call. After 

that, he had headed in the direction of the highway. 

Detective Lambert immediately headed back to the office. From there, he placed a call to 

another department. 

ñJack!ò he exclaimed when the man picked up the phone. ñRuss Lambert here.ò 

ñRuss! Howôs it going, you old dog. Havenôt heard from you for a while.ò 

ñI know. Iôve been busy up North, tracking a serial killer for the past six months. Now, 

suddenly they pull me off that case to come and find some poncey rich kid that managed to 

slip out of Benoni Prison under the guardsô noses.ò 

The man chuckled. ñSo what can I do for you?ò 

ñYou know the people over at Telkom better than I do. I need to trace a call that was made 

some time between 14h35 and 15h30 on Saturday at a particular call box. Itôs situated at a gas 

station near a shopping centre out Alberton way.ò 

The man took a breath. ñThereôs a lot of call boxes out that way, Russ. Can you be more 

specific?ò 

ñ555-1045. Specific enough?ò 

The man chuckled. ñSorry. Thatôll do nicely. Itôll take me a couple of days. Everything 

happens slowly at the phone company.ò 

ñTry to light a fire under them. This guyôs not particularly experienced, but heôs got money. 

If he thinks quick enough, he could probably buy himself a passport and a ticket out of the 

country in seventy two hours.ò 

ñIôll see what I can do,ò Jack promised. 

Despite his promise, it was still five days before he called back with a list of numbers. 

 

**********  

 

Pierre Duboise stared quietly at the bank of computer monitors against the wall of his office 

at Interpolôs headquarters in Lyon. He tried to ignore the anxious faces seated around the 

coffee table at the far end of the room. 

ñAny luck yet?ò the man from London asked. 

Pierre frowned and shook his head without taking his eyes off the screens. The manôs 

continuous interruptions were beginning to annoy him. Five times in the last hour! Thatôs 

once every twelve minutes. One more interruption and, superior or not, Pierre would have him 

forcibly removed. 

This office was his private kingdom and he didnôt enjoy having his space invaded at the best 

of times. But when his visitors had the audacity to question him while he was trying to work! 

His temper was frayed. Heôd been on alert for the past twelve hours. Ever since the news of 

Nicholas Gallagherôs escape from the prison in South Africa. The suits from London never 

said what the man had done wrong. Simply that he was wealthy and a computer whiz, as they 

put it. 

Since his personal accounts had been frozen, the South African authorities suspected he 

might try to access accounts illegally beyond his own borders and that made it Interpolôs 

business. Since then, every machine at Pierreôs disposal had been monitoring banks all over 

the world. 

Initially, he had accessed the South African bank where Gallagher had his account. From 

there, heôd launched a modified web crawler to hunt through every account that had ever had 

dealings with Nicholas Gallagher. Within a few hours, the crawler had begun to return results 

and, within eight hours, Pierre felt confident that he had found every bank account owned by 

Gallagher and his subsidiary companies. 
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Then came the second wave; finely-tuned spyware applications that would quietly monitor 

activity on the accounts and immediately send alerts back the moment any activity was 

discovered. These applications ran as hidden files on the computer systems they had been 

installed on. The users and security programs would remain oblivious of their presence as 

they quietly took control of their host machines. 

Within ten hours of Gallagherôs escape, Pierre had full control of his accounts throughout 

the world. If the man made so much as a balance enquiry, Interpol would know where and 

when it took place within thirty seconds of the transaction. Pierre fed this information into a 

powerful processor purchased from the FBI. The software was designed to track and project a 

personôs movements based on their profile and credit card transactions. 

Pierreôs attack was two-fold. First, he would monitor Gallagherôs activity on the accounts 

and feed the processor the information in an attempt to pin-point his current location and 

project where he might head next. Second, he would trace the funds as they moved and watch 

every leg of their journey. If he could keep track of the funds, Interpol would know where 

Nicholas Gallagher intended to collect the money and they could intercept him at the 

collection point. 

ñAny luck?ò 

Pierre bristled. ñMonsieur, I might have more luck without constant interruption. Perhaps 

youôd rather wait in the cafeteria downstairs? I can call you if I spot anything.ò 

ñWatch yourself, Duboise!ò His superiorôs tone was sharp. 

Pierre ignored him. The reprimand was for the benefit of the London suits ï not because his 

boss truly had any strong feelings about Pierreôs insubordination. The men from London had 

arrived unannounced and their orders had stretched far beyond the bounds of international 

law and Interpol policy. Hacking into banks and placing spyware on their systems! But the 

orders had come from on high and Pierre wasnôt in any position to argue. Besides, it wasnôt 

every day he got the chance to hack into some of the worldôs most secure systems. He 

relished the opportunity. 

His eyes flicked across the bank of screens once more. The applications monitored patterns, 

searching for anything unusual. If they discovered an out of the ordinary pattern, they would 

immediately analyse and interpret it. For the past two hours, heôd found reasonable 

explanations for every transaction. Nicholas Gallagher was not online yet. 

Itôs only a matter of time, my friend. Then you and I will do battle. The computer alerted 

him to a new pattern. The sum was for $510.59. The hardware hummed slightly, tracing the 

transaction. A quick analysis showed that the transfer was legitimate. A simple hardware 

purchase between two companies. 

Pierre froze, and narrowed his eyes. Heôd noticed something the computer had not. Quickly, 

he typed a request for information into the system. The results came back almost 

instantaneously. Two payments had gone to the same company within a matter of minutes, 

but they had been processed at different banks. 

Reason told him that all cheques would be processed through a single accounts department 

and that the department would send a single driver to deposit all the cheques at once. One 

bank ï not two! Something was amiss. 

He quickly entered more information into his processor. The results came back within 

minutes. Hundreds of similar discrepancies appeared on his screen. And they had begun to 

occur no more than forty five minutes earlier. 

Pierre cursed and dived forward in his seat. While heôd been carefully scouring the 

accounts, his prey had already whittled away over six hundred and fifty thousand US dollars 

from under his very nose. He immediately began tracing the transactions. This was not easy 

as the money had already travelled through over twenty different accounts. 
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He took a risk and switched all his processing power to handle information on only those 

twenty accounts. There would be others, he was sure, but he was equally convinced that all 

the processing power in the world would not locate those transactions. Pierre stared at the 

screen with a thin smile. He had waited his whole life for an opportunity like this. Now he 

had found it. Heôd finally met a worthy opponent. 

He spent the next twenty-five minutes examining every transaction, searching for the tiniest 

flaw, but none was apparent. He was able to track many transactions coming in to the 

accounts, but none went out. 

ñWhere have you put the money, Monsieur Gallagher?ò He spoke gently to the bank of 

monitors as he hunted for a likely transaction. 

Pierre was becoming tense. He realised that the money would not remain in the accounts for 

long. It was on the move and he was unable to trace it. He found it inconceivable that the 

transactions could be so hard to track while they were obviously happening in front of his 

very eyes. 

It was another twenty minutes before he noticed a new pattern. Two of the accounts began 

to slow down. Fewer transactions were being processed through them and this reflected in the 

statistics. Within another five minutes, three more of the accounts had slowed. 

Pierre typed frantically, entering information into the processor. Another two accounts 

began to slow down in their number of transactions. It was almost imperceptible. In fact, no 

accountant would have noticed it if examining the bank accounts. It took a machine 

programmed to look for the tiniest flaws to find such a pattern. 

He had tried everything, but he was losing this battle. By now, the trickle of money had 

come to a halt through no less than eighteen of the twenty accounts. If he didnôt find out 

where it was going, the trail would soon run dry. 

Finally, some results popped up on one of his monitors. Pierre breathed in relief. He had 

found a likely account. He traced it to a bank in the Cayman Islands. Their security systems 

were state of the art, but they posed little problem for him. Within ten minutes, heôd gained 

full control of their system. His fingers blazed across the keyboard. 

ñAny luck?ò 

ñGet out!ò Pierre screamed. He kept his gaze riveted on the screen. 

 The hour-glass mouse pointer taunted him for the best part of thirty seconds. At last, the 

number flashed up on the monitor. Pierre's fingers danced across the keyboard in an effort to 

access the account. And suddenly, the connection broke. 

He cursed under his breath and tried to reconnect. Connection Failed. Perhaps the machine 

had been restarted. He waited thirty seconds and tried again. Connected. Pierreôs heart 

leaped. He was back online. As quickly as he could, he entered the number for the account. 

Pierreôs shoulders slumped and he released a slow, exasperated sigh. The account no longer 

existed. 

He turned back to his two remaining accounts. They were still processing transactions. It 

was impossible. The money appeared to be untraceable. He considered following a single 

transaction, but realised the futility of such thinking. He had a less than one percent chance of 

selecting one initiated by Gallagher. 

He checked all the accounts that money was being sent to, but none seemed likely. There 

were hundreds and to track each of those companiesô accounts would lead to tens of 

thousands. Nicholas Gallagher might send the money through five accounts before 

transferring it to a single account: each level increased the number of accounts he needed to 

keep an eye on exponentially to the point that even his equipment could not track it. 

It was while he was watching the last few coins trickle from the very last account that he 

realised what was happening. 
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ñClever, Monsieur,ò he whispered. A large amount had gone to a furniture company that 

didnôt belong to Nicholas at all.  

Pierre leaned back and clasped his hands behind his head. With a satisfied sigh, he spun his 

chair around to face his boss who stood sentry at the door. 

ñDid you do it?ò the man enquired. 

Duboise nodded. ñWe have him. Heôs converting the money into physical assets.ò 

A quick call set the wheels in motion. 
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Chapter 7 
 

Nicholas sat back and stared at his computer screen. He had a couple of hours to rest now, 

before any more work was required. The items had been purchased and the addresses of the 

various auctioneers given for delivery. By the time the accounting departments realised that 

they had bought items that had never arrived, the auctions would long since have ended and 

the money would be transferred into new accounts that could not be traced to him; they had 

only been opened a few hours ago and would be closed before the sun set. Their sole purpose 

was to receive a single cheque from the auction, wire that money to an account in the 

Cayman Islands and then close themselves. 

The virus-like applications he had created and slipped into the banksô various systems 

would perform the transactions, close the accounts and then destroy themselves. This would 

cause the system to hang, or generate an error of some sort, but that would be solved with a 

simple restart of the machine. Of course, in doing so, the user would wipe any trace left 

behind in the system, thereby covering Nicholasô tracks. He decided to take a break and have 

a cup of coffee. 

 

**********  

 

The following morning, Nicholas was roused by the sound of a door opening downstairs. 

Normally, he would have been awake far earlier, but he had not slept well in prison and had 

spent most of his weekend transferring money all over the globe. Once the task was 

completed, he had allowed himself to relax for the first time and had fallen into a deep sleep.  

He gazed groggy-eyed at the alarm clock next to his bed. It was already nine oô clock. 

Nicholas shot from the bed and splashed some water on his face and hair. The icy water 

drove the fatigue from his body and he headed downstairs. 

ñDid everything work okay?ò He was too anxious to greet the man who grinned at his spiky 

morning hair. 

ñEight hundred and thirty thousand US dollars is a lot of money. And when you convert to 

South African Rands ðò He tossed two briefcases at Nicholas. ñYouôd need to do two more 

trips to the bank to collect the balance and I wouldnôt recommend that.ò 

 Nicholas frowned. ñEven if they traced the money to the auctioneers, thereôs no way they 

would have been able to wade through the paperwork fast enough to trace it back to us.ò 

Decklin pursed his lips. ñToo risky. A cash withdrawal of that size will have raised flags 

with the authorities. Theyôll be watching the account now.ò He waved vaguely at the two 

briefcases. ñThereôs 4.8 million rand in there. Something tells me youôll get by.ò 

 Nicholas shrugged and glanced at the giant bundle of bags under the priestôs other arm. 

ñWhatôs that? You look like Santa Claus.ò 

Decklin smiled. ñSome clothes and stage props. I thought youôd need them, since you only 

have three weeks to get out of this place. That leaves us twenty-one days to make you 

disappear.ò 

Nicholas fell upon the bag, delighted to see the new clothes that Decklin had bought for 

him. They were a far cry from the style that he would have chosen for himself, but he was 
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grateful nonetheless. He grinned and nodded at the minister when he saw the new pair of 

shoes. 

ñHow did you know my size?ò 

ñLucky guess,ò the minister shrugged. 

Nicholas suddenly frowned as he pulled a box of dark brown hair dye from the bag. ñAnd 

this?ò 

Decklin Kanabas was ready for the question. ñListen, Nicholas. You canôt hide here forever. 

And when you walk out of that door you canôt afford to look anything like you do right now. 

I canôt go with you, so you have to be prepared. Thereôs more.ò 

Nicholas dipped his hand into the bag again. He was astounded at the items the minister had 

bought for him. ñCreatine!ò 

ñBest on the market. And donôt forget the Whey protein powder in the bag next to it. Three 

weeks of that stuff along with heavy weights and a strict, high protein diet, that demands six 

meals each day and your own family wonôt recognise you. From now on, youôll be spending 

two hours every afternoon in that gym upstairs. And no nancying about with light weights 

either. I want maximum weight and low repetitions.ò 

Nicholas began to understand Decklinôs odd taste in clothing. It wasnôt that the minister had 

bought unthinkingly. In fact, quite the opposite. Decklin Kanabas had been thinking all too 

clearly when he had chosen the outfit. Suddenly, Nicholas could see himself with a newer, 

firmer body in the clothes that the minister had chosen. They would fit the new image quite 

nicely and he would be transformed. He dived back into the bag with gusto and pulled out a 

bottle of Instant Tan. 

Decklin explained. ñWe donôt have time to get you a real one. Thisôll work in the short 

term.ò 

ñI donôt see a razor here.ò Nicholas grinned. 

ñI thought a beard would look quite fetching. Itôll also add a few years.ò 

Among Nicholasô new acquisitions were several pairs of sunglasses, all of different shades 

and styles, contact lenses that had nothing to do with improving oneôs eyesight but that would 

instantly change his eye colour to any one of several hues, and assorted theatre props that 

included stick-on scars and fake tattoos. 

Decklin explained. ñThose wonôt bear up under scrutiny, but they should fool the average 

person passing you in the street and thatôs what matters.ò 

Several weeks passed like a whirlwind. Nicholas saw his new friend every day. The man 

made sure that Nicholas worked out until his muscles burned like an incinerator, pushing him 

to extremes that he had not previously believed possible. The harsh daily regimen coupled 

with large quantities of muscle builder and a strict diet transformed Nicholasô body before his 

very eyes. 

He didnôt expand and become a muscle-bound giant, but gained one or two kilograms of 

pure muscle and the muscles that were there swelled and firmed into sculptured cuts that 

none of his friends or family would ever associate with him. 

Once the Instant Tan was added, he looked like a new man. The hard bristles quickly grew 

out, forming a full soft beard that transformed his appearance. After several lessons from the 

minister in the application of hair dye to his head and beard, Nicholas barely recognised 

himself in the mirror. 

His evenings were spent writing down everything he could remember from the documents 

that had been stolen. They had included contact points and codes as well as protocols for 

making contact. Many of the cities had been international, which made no sense, but the 

nearest contact point was in Cape Town. Nicholas knew that was where he would head as 

soon as he was ready. 
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On the third morning, Decklin Kanabas made a substantial withdrawal from the cash in 

Nicholasô brief case. Nicholas was getting used to the idea that Decklin did not fit his 

stereotyped idea of what a minister should be, but the man proved that he could still shock 

Nicholas when he reappeared with a fake driverôs license. He pried it apart like an expert and, 

after a couple of snapshots with a digital camera and some doctoring of the photo on the 

computer, a suitable replica of Nicholasô new persona was placed in the document and re-

laminated to look like new. 

ñWhere did you learn to do all this?ò Nicholas asked. 

ñTime for your daily workout.ò The minister evaded the question. 

Nicholas decided not to press the point. The man obviously did not want to talk about his 

past, but Nicholas couldnôt help wondering what kind of past would give a man the skills that 

Decklin had displayed so far. 

 

**********  

 

Russ Lambert eagerly snatched the paper and ripped it from the fax machine. It contained a 

detailed list of telephone numbers and addresses that had been called from the gas stationôs 

pay-phone. He put the mobile numbers to one side and concentrated on the rest. Some were 

long distance or placed to local poorer township communities, which he figured he could 

disregard. Gallagher would have called a peer; someone who could offer him assistance, 

probably transport. 

If he was clever, it would be someone with whom he only had vague contact, that the police 

wouldnôt immediately suspect and keep under surveillance. It certainly wouldnôt be family, or 

his attorney. 

One call stood out, made to a number in Parktown. It belonged to a local church and was 

listed in the phone book as the number for the manse. Lambert circled the address in red ink 

and reached for a map book. 

He arrived at the church at roughly three oôclock that afternoon. The secretary was polite 

and ushered him through to the ministerôs office immediately.  

ñGood afternoon, detective.ò The minister came around his desk and shook Lambertôs hand. 

ñCan I offer you some coffee?ò 

Lambert shook his head. ñIôm fine, thanks.ò 

ñWell, what can I do for you?ò The man waved him towards a chair. 

ñIôm tracking an escaped convict, Father, and I hoped you could assist me with my 

investigation.ò 

The man seemed puzzled. ñYou think I can assist you with your investigation?ò 

ñI believe he may have contacted your residence on Saturday afternoon, just after his 

escape.ò 

ñWhatôs his name?ò 

ñNicholas Gallagher.ò 

ñThe computer billionaire!ò The minister leaned forward in his chair. 

Lambert nodded. ñDid he call you on Saturday afternoon?ò 

Kanabas thought about it for a moment. ñSomeone called here. I donôt know if it was him. 

He didnôt give his name, but he was looking for Father McCain.ò 

ñFather McCain?ò 

ñMy predecessor. He passed away several weeks ago.ò 

ñAnd this caller asked for him?ò 

The minister nodded. 

Lambert jotted a note in his pocket-book, ñDo you have any idea why Nicholas Gallagher 

might have wanted to speak to Father McCain?ò 
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The man shrugged. ñThey knew each other, that I know. Father McCain was bedridden for 

several months before he passed away and I visited him regularly. He definitely had a soft 

spot for the man. I remember, he asked me several times to make an effort with Gallagher. He 

believed that the man just needed the right prompting to come into the fold.ò 

Lambert jotted a note on his pad. ñDid you ever speak to the man?ò 

The priestôs smile was cynical. ñI tried to contact him a few times, on Father McCainôs 

behalf, but he never bothered to return the calls. In truth, I didnôt try as hard as I might have. 

Iôve always felt that seekers need to make their own decision without any prodding from 

people like me. Father McCain was more of an idealist.ò 

ñDo you know how they knew each other?ò 

ñI donôt think they knew one another very well. Mr. Gallagher got married in this church 

and paid for its refurbishment. I think his parents were buried here too, but other than those 

two occasions, I donôt think he ever attended a service.ò 

ñWhat did you tell your caller when he asked for Father McCain?ò 

ñI told him the man had passed away and asked if I could help in some way.ò 

ñAnd his response?ò 

ñHe seemed rather taken aback. Surprised. First he wanted to know who I was and when I 

had taken over as minister of the church. Then he said it was alright and that the call was 

personal. After that he hung up.ò 

ñHow long was the call, roughly.ò 

The minister shrugged and blew through pursed lips, calculating the duration of the call. 

ñNo more than a couple of minutes.ò 

ñYou didnôt think it was odd, the fact that he stayed on the line so long after youôd told him 

the man he wanted wasnôt available?ò 

ñI thought it was odd that he was looking for Father McCain to begin with. I took over 

before Father McCain passed away and nobodyôs asked for him for several months now. 

Other than that, I didnôt give it much thought at all.ò 

Lambert nodded. ñWell, thank you for your time, Father. If I have any more questions, Iôll 

call you.ò 

ñFeel free.ò The minister rose to shake his hand. 

Russ Lambert left the church, thinking about their conversation. The ministerôs story 

seemed quite plausible and could easily be verified by speaking to members of Nicholasô 

family, as well as his friends. That was the route he would take, he decided. 
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Chapter 8 
 

Finally, the three weeks were up and it was time for Nicholas to leave his temporary haven. 

This time he was armed, however. He had a briefcase full of cash, a laptop computer that 

allowed him to stay in touch with the world at large while keeping him mobile and a new 

appearance that no policeman in the country would associate with the face emblazoned on the 

front page of every newspaper. He also carried a mobile phone with a start-up kit SIM card 

that Decklin had purchased from a street-side vendor ï untraceable. 

They spent the final day eradicating every trace of Nicholasô presence from the home. 

While Decklin concentrated on the living area downstairs, Nicholas went through the 

bedroom, study and bathroom. Once he had removed the last vestige of evidence, Nicholas 

hoisted the trash-bag over his shoulder and headed for the kitchen. 

ñIôll take that,ò Decklin reached for the bulging refuse bag. 

ñNot to worry,ò Nicholas grinned. ñI think I can manage.ò 

ñItôs not your ability that concerns me,ò Decklin gripped the bag more firmly. ñNobody is 

supposed to be in this house so why would there be trash outside it in the morning? 

Tomorrow is garbage removal day and this will look less conspicuous in the neighbourôs 

bin.ò 

Nicholas sighed in understanding. ñAnd you donôt want to risk anyone spotting me outside 

the house.ò He silently berated himself for his own stupidity. 

Decklin grinned. ñNow you get the picture.ò He hefted the bag over his shoulder and 

stepped outside. 

The following morning, Decklin arrived well before sunrise to drive Nicholas to the airport. 

The silence in the car was uncomfortable. Nicholas was too nervous to engage in much 

conversation and Decklin appeared awkward at their parting. 

ñI only wish I could go with you, but itôs impossible.ò 

ñYouôve already involved yourself far more than was expected,ò Nicholas assured him.  

ñThereôs still so much that could go wrong!ò 

Nicholas smiled. ñIôm ready, thanks to you. I can cope from here, so donôt worry.ò 

ñIf you need anything ðò 

ñIôll call!ò Nicholas interrupted.  

The minister nodded. ñJust be sure to dial my new mobile number. I donôt want any more 

calls from Detective Lambert.ò 

ñIôll be careful. I had a good teacher.ò Nicholas forced a smile. ñAlthough Iôm sure you 

didnôt learn that stuff at a theological college.ò 

The minister smiled, but made no reply. It was still not something he was prepared to talk 

about. They continued in silence to the airport. As they approached, Decklin finally broke the 

stillness. 

ñRight, this is it. From here, youôre on your own. Now remember what I told you.ò 

ñI remember. I wonôt take a plane. Arrival and departure times are too predictable and easy 

to monitor.ò 

ñGood. And stay out of elevators. Theyôre traps.ò 
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Nicholas nodded, adopting the tone of a child reciting instructions given by his mother 

before going on a trip. ñAnd Iôll always sit with my back against a wall, where I have a clear 

view of my surroundings and nobody can sneak up on me.ò 

ñRemember to stay alert. A good view of the surroundings is worthless if you donôt pay 

attention to whatôs going on. And lastly?ò 

ñIf I suspect thereôs danger, Iôll run. I can never be too paranoid.ò 

ñDonôt you forget that, Nicholas. Paranoia is your ultimate survival compass. Itôll save your 

life every time. If you suspect youôre being followed, you probably are. If it feels like 

someoneôs watching you, stake your life on the fact that itôs so and bolt.ò 

ñI know, I know, Iôve heard this a thousand times over the last three weeks,ò Nicholas 

protested. 

ñWell hear it again. If your alarm bells start ringing, get away and do it fast. Donôt go back 

for anything ï computers, phones, money can all be replaced. Your life is the only thing that 

matters.ò 

ñDecklin, let it go. Iôve got it, okay?ò This time Nicholas raised his voice. 

Suddenly the minister was angry. ñI wonôt let it go, Nick. The advantage is all theirs, donôt 

ever forget it. They can fail time and time again, and itôll cost them nothing but frustration. 

The first time you fail, youôre dead. Get that!ò 

The ministerôs words were harsh. Nicholas felt as if heôd been slapped. He realised that the 

repetition of the lessons had dulled his senses. The minister was ensuring that he be brought 

back to the reality of his situation. All their role playing over the past weeks had been a game. 

Now he was about to enter a real world, with real bullets. Suddenly the thought terrified him. 

It was as if Decklin could sense his fear. His voice softened slightly as he spoke. ñYouôre 

scared. Good. Now youôre ready.ò 

With those words, he pulled the car into the drop-off zone and reached over, offering a 

farewell handshake. Nicholas clasped his hand in a firm grip. His voice trembled as he spoke. 

ñThanks for everything, Decklin. I canôt ever repay you for what youôve done for me.ò 

The man nodded. His expression was gruff, but his voice was soft when he spoke. ñGood 

luck.ò 

After hiring a vehicle at the airport, Nicholas made the journey to Cape Town over two 

days, stopping overnight. He didnôt want to arrive in the city after dark and be forced to hunt 

for an hotel in unfamiliar surroundings. 

It was lunchtime when he arrived and he quickly found a mall where he bought a map of the 

city along with a booklet that listed local Bed & Breakfast establishments and hotels. B&Bs 

were better as they were far less formal and difficult to track residents to. 

The house, called Tranquillity, lay nestled in the lush forests of Hout Bay, one of Cape 

Townôs affluent suburbs. Once settled into his room, he quickly went through the contact 

procedures as heôd remembered them. He felt a little nervous, but fairly confident that he 

could recall the instructions. Since early childhood, Nicholas had found that he only needed 

to read something once in order to recall the finest details of the document. He could still 

remember many of his childhood stories word for word and was able to recite pages from 

books he hadnôt read in years. 

He had been stunned by the revelation of the documents in that file and knew he would 

never forget the words they contained. It was with a little trepidation, however, that he picked 

up his mobile phone. He followed Decklinôs instructions not to use a land line that could be 

traced, and made the call. 

There was an answering machine, which was what he expected. The instruction was simple, 

asking for a number, with the promise to call back. Nicholas first recited a code and then left 

the number for his mobile phone. After that he left the house and walked down to the beach 

where he found a restaurant and ordered lunch. 
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It was after ten oôclock that evening before the call was returned. The caller was brief and to 

the point. A code was given. It was the one Nicholas expected. He responded with a code of 

his own. There was a momentôs hesitation, and Nicholas held his breath. 

 Finally, the stranger spoke. ñCome to the jetty at Simonôs Town at 8 a.m. tomorrow. 

Thereôs a curio shop at the top, near the pier. Purchase a red scarf from there and drape it 

over your shoulders. Then go to the end of the pier and wait.ò 

The man hung up before he could reply. Nicholas flooded with relief. He had made contact! 

In a world of foes, he had found an ally who could prove his innocence and help him get his 

life back. In the morning, he would learn who his enemies were and why they had singled 

him out. He slept soundly that night. 

 

**********  

 

Nicholas awoke early the following morning and headed for the rendezvous, making sure he 

arrived in plenty of time. He did not want to risk being late. He parked his rented vehicle 

several blocks away and walked to the harbour. It was 07h30 when he arrived at the jetty. 

The shop did not open for another half an hour and Nicholas was the first client through the 

doors. He quickly purchased an appropriate scarf, draped it over his shoulders as per his 

instructions and headed out to the end of the pier. 

It was early and a crisp offshore wind blew against his face as he marched down the pier. 

Tranquil swells lapped against the giant breakwaters of the tiny harbour that was littered with 

both military and recreational craft. Simonôs Town was a Naval town, with a training base for 

new recruits and a rich naval history. It was also an extremely expensive suburb of Cape 

Town and many of the residents kept their private yachts and pleasure-craft moored in the 

local harbour. 

Apart from seagulls that hovered quietly overhead or squabbled with one another over 

scraps of food left by the myriad of tourists that frequented the area, the area was quite 

deserted. The end of the pier opened into a large square platform with a wooden bench and a 

huge, chest-high block of concrete that was about eight feet long and five wide. 

He discovered that the pier wasnôt quite deserted. There was a lonely fisherman huddled 

behind the giant concrete block. The man was thin, grizzled, about sixty-five, and wore drab 

but warm clothes that indicated he had been there most of the night. It had been at least four 

days since he had last shaved and his face was covered with salty bristles. The man shuffled 

slightly and glanced at Nicholas briefly before staring back at his unmoving line. 

Nicholas returned to the other side of the block and took a seat on the wooden bench. The 

slats were bleached by the sun and several were broken or missing. It made for an 

uncomfortable seat. Nearly half an hour passed before he saw any movement on the pier. 

Two men approached and Nicholas watched as they moved down the jetty. They stopped 

about halfway down, however, and opened a locked gate that led to some steps, which in turn 

led to a paddleboat against the pierôs edge. 

His eyes followed the two men as they paddled out into the harbour, heading for one of the 

sail boats moored there. The boat was called Evita and was one of the vessels closest to the 

pier. When they reached it, the owner boarded while the other man headed back. Nicholas 

passed the time by watching the owner prepare for his voyage. The man stowed several items 

below while bringing other items out on deck. He was already beginning to cast off when 

Nicholas noticed a lone figure approaching from the shop above. 

The man looked out of place. He was dressed in an expensive suit and wore shoes that, even 

from this distance, glittered in the sun. He moved with purpose and Nicholas could see that, 

though he dressed like a businessman, there was a hardness in the eyes that would not be seen 
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in any boardroom. He moved with catlike alacrity. As he approached, he seemed to observe 

Nicholas with detached interest. 

Nicholas rose as the man approached. It was only when the man was a few feet away that 

Nicholas noticed a flash of recognition in the manôs eyes. It was gone in an instant, and 

Nicholas begun to wonder if he was imagining it, when he saw the gun appear. 

There was no time to think. He dived across the few feet that separated them, catching the 

manôs gun hand and throwing him off balance. All the work Decklin Kanabas had put 

Nicholas through over the past few weeks was truly paying off. Not only did he display 

immense power, but the heavy weight training had, in fact, increased his speed and reflexes. 

The killer was taken by surprise, but only for a moment. An instant later, he twisted free 

from Nicholasô grip, but not before the weapon clattered to the concrete. A swift upper cut 

jarred Nicholas as the manôs fist connected with his chin. He tumbled back on his haunches 

and rolled to his feet as the man calmly reached to pick up his gun. 

There was no panic and no hurry. The man even paused to straighten his suit where 

Nicholas had creased the collar. It was clear Nicholas was dealing with a professional and no 

amount of weight training would ever protect him from this man. 

In panic, he dived around the large concrete slab. The singing bullet rung in his ears as it 

ricocheted off the slab just behind his head. There had been no sound of gunshot, Nicholas 

realised. The weapon had to have a silencer. 

He needed a diversion, something to distract the man for an instant. The fisherman was 

there and Nicholas decided to bundle the old man into the water. If the killer believed he had 

dived into the water, he might gain the precious seconds needed to push the man over as well. 

Without another thought, Nicholas lunged at the fisherman. It was that lunge that saved 

him. Nicholas had already flung himself at the fisherman when the man pulled a pistol from 

under his blanket. Nicholas snatched at the weapon, twisting it back on its owner. In the 

struggle, a shot rang out. The fishermanôs eyes went wide with shock and he toppled into the 

water.  

Nicholas didnôt bother to look over the edge. He snatched at the manôs giant fishing knife 

and quietly pressed himself against the concrete slab. The killer on the other side came 

around slowly, but he was not alert. He had placed too much faith in his companion and 

underestimated his opponent. 

That gave Nicholas just enough time to lunge. The killer reacted faster than Nicholas 

anticipated, grabbing Nicholasô left hand as he reached for the gun. He twisted the limb 

painfully as he brought up his knee, slamming it into Nicholasô stomach. 

The knife was unexpected, however, and Nicholas managed to slam it into the manôs torso, 

feeling the hilt thud against flesh. He immediately ripped the weapon from his hunterôs body 

and stabbed again. There was a cry of agony and Nicholas thankfully heard the gun clatter to 

the pier. 

He plunged the weapon again and again, until all movement ceased. Finally, he stopped. A 

wave of terror suddenly engulfed him as he looked at the man he had just killed. In horror, he 

flung the knife into the water. As he did so, his hands began to shake, but his mind forced 

him on. Move. There is no time for shock. 

Nicholas turned to run, but adrenaline had heightened his senses. As he rounded the block, 

he heard the ricochet of the bullet on the slab near his shoulder. He dived like a meerkat 

ducking for cover. 

Once again, there had been no sound of a shot. The sniper was using a silencer and could 

probably take pot shots at Nicholas all day. It was suddenly apparent how stupid he had been. 

The pier was a perfect trap. Even though he had managed to overcome the first two killers, 

his stalkers could hold him there indefinitely while they sent more assassins to deal with him. 

Those who came next would not be as careless as the first two. They now knew their prey 
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was dangerous and would proceed with caution. Luck had played a huge role so far. Nicholas 

had caught his would-be killers unawares, but his advantage would not continue for long. 

Suddenly, he saw his redemption. There was a commotion on the yacht, Evita, and shouts of 

alarm erupted from the dinghy. Nicholas saw the small paddle craft coming about as the 

boatman headed for the body fallen in the water. 

He quickly came to a decision. Snatching the fallen gun, he slipped it into his belt. Then he 

began to hail the oarsman, urging him to get there quickly. Once he could see that the man 

was heading for the floating body, he quickly dived into the water, heading for the corpse 

himself. Nicholas swam as deeply as he could, using the water above him as a shield. He 

knew that it would be unlikely that the gunmen could see him from their position because of 

the sunôs reflection off the water. 

His surroundings darkened slightly and Nicholas glanced up. The body floated above and to 

his left. The boat had just reached it and had passed above him. Nicholas swam up, being sure 

to keep the boat between him and the shoreline. As he surfaced, he pulled the gun from his 

belt and thrust it into the oarsmanôs face. 

ñLeave him,ò he snarled. 

The man jumped back in shock, instinctively putting his hands in the air. Nicholas glanced 

over at the yacht. He saw that the vessel was almost underway. 

ñHead back to that yacht over there, and donôt try anything foolish.ò 

The oarsman didnôt argue. He simply snatched his oars and rowed as quickly as he could, 

heading for the yacht he had just returned from. Nicholas didnôt bother trying to board the 

dinghy as that would have made him a target again. Instead, he clung to the side using the 

wooden structure for cover while waving the gun menacingly at the occupant. 

By the time they reached the yacht it had already cast off and was coming about, heading 

for the open water. As the vessels passed one another, Nicholas thrust the gun back into his 

belt and quickly swam for the departing yacht. He managed to clutch the ladder at stern and 

felt his speed increase as the vessel tugged him through the water.  

He clambered aboard and pointed the gun at the surprised yachtsman. ñKeep moving,ò he 

growled, forcing the man to turn back to his task of leaving the harbour. 

ñTake it easy.ò The man was surprisingly calm. ñIôll do whatever you want.ò 

Nicholas found that he was gasping for breath. ñJust get out of the harbour.ò 

ñWeôll need to hoist the sail.ò 

ñForget the sail!ò he growled. ñKeep the motor running and get me out of here.ò 

The man did as he was instructed. Nicholas glanced over his shoulder. The dinghyôs 

oarsman was rowing frantically, headed back for the pier. That left mere minutes before he 

alerted the authorities or, worse, the assassinsô accomplices. The yacht would not remain a 

safe haven for long. Nicholas quickly found the shipôs radio and ripped it from its mounting, 

heaving it overboard. ñWhereôs the spare?ò 

ñItôs down below. Not easy to find.ò 

Nicholas moved over to the hatch. It was held in place by a clip with a lever to open it. ñGot 

a hammer?ò 

The man nodded and pointed at a storage compartment. His movements were slow and 

deliberate. The man was obviously making sure that he didnôt excite Nicholas in any way. 

Nicholas relaxed and moved to the compartment. A moment later, he had the hammer. A few 

blows disabled the latch so badly that it would take half an hour at least to get it open again. 

He quickly replaced the hammer and heaved the toolbox overboard. 

By now they had cleared the harbour. ñWhich way do you want me to go?ò the yachtsman 

asked quietly. 

ñThat way,ò Nicholas pointed to the port side.  
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The man obeyed without a word. As the harbour receded, Nicholas allowed himself to 

relax. They had travelled for several minutes before he spoke. ñIôm not going to hurt you. I 

just needed to get away from there. You were my only hope.ò 

ñI see.ò The sailor nodded, but never took his eyes off the water ahead of him. Although he 

was calm, Nicholas could see the slight quiver in the manôs lip when he spoke. 

They sailed on in silence for another three minutes. Nicholas kept a wary eye on the 

harbour. It was only a matter of time, he knew. A beach lay ahead of them. If only he could 

reach it in time. There were several surfers out in the water and a few people were already 

laying out towels and umbrellas on the golden sands flanked by banks of rock. 

He glanced back again and spotted the expected motorboat exiting the harbour. His limited 

sailing experience told him the vessel was fast. She would catch up with them in a matter of 

minutes. 

He glanced back at the beach ahead of them. It was slim but it was his only hope. He flexed 

his wrist, testing the weaponôs weight in his hand and approached the yachtsman. ñHow close 

can you get me to the shore over there?ò 

The man gulped. ñNot very. The bottom falls away slowly here.ò 

ñWell get me as close as you can.ò He glanced back anxiously at the approaching 

motorboat. It was gaining faster than he had hoped. 

Nicholas drove the fear from his mind and turned his attention to the beach ahead. The 

yachtsman steered his vessel in closer to the shore and they passed within twenty metres of 

the surfers out on the water.  

Nicholas glanced back again. The motorboat was gaining. As the yacht drew abreast of the 

surfers, He moved towards the bows, out of his pursuersô line of sight. Then he launched 

himself from the boat and struck out for the surfers. 

ñHelp!ò he called. It was a moment or two before the people heard him. 

Two of them quickly turned and paddled across to him. ñWhat happened, bro?ò the leading 

surfer called as he approached. 

ñHelp me!ò Nicholas yelled again, allowing himself to sink beneath the surface for a 

moment.  

The surfers wasted no more time with stupid questions. They had Nicholas on the shore 

within two minutes. Allowing the surfers to drag him from the water, he glanced back at the 

yacht he had just abandoned. The yachtsman had wasted no time coming about and the vessel 

was already headed back to the harbour. The chasing motorboat was now on a course to 

intercept and would reach the vessel in a minute or less. 

ñWhat happened?ò The surfer repeated his earlier question. Nicholas guessed the man was 

no more than seventeen. 

Nicholas pointed at the rocks over at the far end of the beach. ñWater washed me off the 

rocks. Iôm fine now. Thanks for your help.ò 

He quickly removed his shoes and socks, as well as his shirt. They would take a while to 

dry. Nicholas glanced back at the yacht. The motorboat had now reached it and two men 

clambered aboard. The yachtsman was waving his arms and pointing towards the beach. 

Nicholas allowed the small group of surfers to gather about him, forming a screen against 

prying eyes. From among the group, he watched the motorboat come around. It spun its nose 

shoreward and then lurched towards the beach. He gulped and quickly thanked the surfer 

again. Then he broke away from the group and headed for the steps that led to the road. He 

had made a spectacle of himself and people were staring. Realising this, Nicholas wanted to 

get away from there as quickly as possible. 

 

**********  
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As he walked, Nicholas thought about the morningôs events. The police would already be at 

the harbour and would soon learn from the yachtsman where their suspect had jumped 

overboard. A chill ran down his spine as it dawned on him that he had just become a killer. 

He was suddenly terrified at the thought of what he had done. Still more frightening was the 

realisation that he could do it again if the need arose. What had happened to him? Had the 

past few months changed him so much? 

The early morning sun was already hot and his thin shirt dried quickly. Within minutes, 

Nicholas was able to pull it on again. He felt the cool dampness against his skin. He also 

noticed the blood stains that proclaimed his guilt. It marked him, he knew. He would have to 

get rid of it. 

His trousers would take longer to dry as they were made of thick denim. Nicholas quickly 

headed to a local street market where he bought a pair of shorts to replace his sodden 

trousers. It was when he reached for his wallet that he realised he hadnôt thought of 

everything. The notes were sodden and even the wallet bore the mark of the salt water that 

had invaded every crevice. 

Soaking wet notes would be cause for comment and would draw attention to him. He 

quickly bought a new shirt as well, and pulled it on over his shoulders. Then he disappeared 

around a corner where he extracted the remaining notes from his wallet and held them in his 

hand, allowing them to dry in the sun and the light breeze. 

The money dried quickly and Nicholas soon found himself another shop. This time he 

looked slightly less suspicious as his shirt was unstained and the notes were drier. He bought 

a different shirt, a pair of shorts and some beach sandals. Discarding his shoes in a local alley, 

he donned the sandals instead, and headed for a local coffee shop. Ten minutes later he exited 

the bathroom, looking far more respectable. He had rinsed the salt water from his hair and his 

new clothes were dry. 

Nicholas had little appetite for food but knew he had to blend in. He ordered a cup of coffee 

and a toasted croissant with ham and cheese. While waiting for his meal, he allowed the 

remaining notes to dry properly in a sunny spot on the seat next to the window. Half an hour 

later, he emerged from the restaurant looking like the stereotypical tourist. His T-shirt 

displayed a beautiful outline and advertisement for Table Mountain, Cape Townôs biggest 

tourist attraction. He stopped off at another shop where he purchased a mini camera. A cap 

and a money bag completed the transformation.  

That done, Nicholas strolled back towards the beach where he might find transport out of 

the area. 

Getting a ride wasnôt difficult. After a quick negotiation with a pair of local fishermen it 

was arranged. The poorer communities were always far more willing to help and far less 

suspicious than their more affluent neighbours. 

He gave the men two hundred rand each and offered the driver his mini camera. The men 

wasted no time and led him directly to their rusty dented vehicle. They drove him to the city 

centre where it was easier to find a cab to take him back to Hout Bay. He had the cab driver 

drop him off at the main business centre among all the shops and restaurants near the beach 

and, thus certain that his tracks could not be traced, headed back to the B&B on foot. 

 

**********  

 

Russ Lambert put down the phone and glanced at the large brown envelope that had been 

placed on his desk. He reached for it and ripped open the seal. Inside, he found a large photo 

of a man he had never seen before, well-muscled, tanned, with dark brown hair and a full 

beard. 
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He raised his eyebrows and looked inside the envelope again. The information on the piece 

of paper galvanized him. He shot up from his desk and yelled across at one of his colleagues. 

ñKevin, Iôll be back shortly. Just got to make a quick trip down to the identikit lab.ò 

Kevin glanced up from his desk. ñWhatôs up?ò 

Lambert tossed the photograph onto his colleagueôs desk. ñSomeoneôs up to no good.ò 

ñWho is this?ò 

ñThe note claims itôs Gallagher. Iôll have the identikit people run Gallagherôs mug-shots and 

superimpose this hair and beard. See if we find a match.ò 

ñLooks like someoneôs keen to help you catch him.ò 

Lambert fixed his colleague with a grim look. ñBut why! Think about it. I was two steps 

behind the Polokwane Strangler last week, and they pulled me off him to go after some first-

time offender who is the criminal mindôs answer to Mickey Mouse. Now someone who 

knows Iôm on the case is sending me anonymous tips. That means they have contacts inside 

the police, not to mention some clout with the guys upstairs. Who wants this guy so badly? 

And why?ò 

Kevin shrugged. ñBeats me. Maybe itôs just a hoax.ò 

Lambert nodded. ñOne way to find out.ò 

A short while later he arrived back at his desk and slipped the photographs into his 

briefcase. 

Kevin raised his eyebrows. ñAnd?ò 

Lambert pursed his lips. ñNo hoax. Iôm off home. Got to pack for Cape Town. It looks like 

our Nicholas Gallagher has been a busy boy. Heôs left a trail of dead bodies on the Simonôs 

Town pier and hijacked a yacht to make his escape.ò 

 

**********  

 

On his arrival in Cape Town, Russ Lambert headed for the Simonôs Town police station to 

go over the files and read statements taken from witnesses. The evidence led him to Fish 

Hoek beach, where some questioning uncovered a group of surfers, one of whom had fished a 

man fitting Gallagherôs description out of the water the previous day. The surfer showed him 

which way his suspect had headed. In the town, the trail vanished. 

After thinking about it a while, he made another call to check with all the local cab 

companies and public transport systems. While he waited for them to come back with 

information, he considered his suspectôs options, putting himself in Gallagherôs shoes. 

Gallagher would probably not take public transport, as the police would be on the lookout 

and would monitor those avenues of escape. Public transport was also too infrequent and 

unreliable. The man would want to be gone as quickly as possible. 

Car theft was unlikely. Nicholas Gallagher was not a thief. He wouldnôt know how to steal a 

vehicle. He might have tried to hitch a ride, but that was also risky. The most likely option 

would be to prowl the beach-front or the harbours and try to get a ride there. 

Lambert decided to try the harbour first. Within minutes of arriving, he learnt that two of 

the local fishermen had given a stranger a ride into Cape Town the previous morning. They 

had been boasting about the money theyôd been paid and flashing about the mini camera the 

man had given them. 

He found the pair in a local harbour cafeteria. It was on the far end of the docks ï the 

working end where few tourists ever ventured. The two men were at a table with some 

friends and all of them were hunched over polystyrene trays filled with battered hake and 

freshly fried chips. 

They spotted Lambert the moment he entered and eyed him all the way across the restaurant 

floor. 
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ñGentlemen,ò Lambert flashed his badge. ñMind if I join you?ò 

The men shook their heads, but their eyes were untrusting. Lambert smiled, trying to put 

them at their ease. ñDonôt worry. Iôm not here to arrest anyone. Iôm just looking for someone 

and I understand you might be able to help me.ò 

He reached into his jacket and pulled a copy of the picture taken on the pier. ñIôm told you 

gave a stranger a lift into Cape Town a couple of days ago. Is this the man?ò 

The men gazed at the picture he slid across the table. Eventually, one looked up and 

nodded. ñJa, yes thatôs the man. Did he do something wrong?ò 

Suddenly the men were eager to learn more about the stranger. This added a new twist to 

the story that might keep them in the limelight a little longer among the local fishing 

population. 

Lambert decided to humour them. He still needed information and, without revealing any 

more than would appear in the afternoon paper anyway, might be able to get them to open up. 

ñLetôs just say heôs wanted for questioning. Thereôs a couple of dead bodies at the pier in 

Simonôs Town and we think he might have some information regarding the menôs deaths.ò 

By the time he had finished chatting to them, he knew that the men had dropped Nicholas 

Gallagher off near the station in town. This was a blow. There were many different types of 

transport congregated at that point. Gallagher might have taken a train, bus or taxi, or even 

hired a vehicle from there. 

Again, Lambert was forced to guess his suspectôs thoughts and movements, eliminating the 

unlikely and following the more probable avenues. He immediately ruled out trains as the 

security, even at the smaller stations, was relatively good and too easy for police to monitor. 

With only one or two exit points at any given station, police could easily monitor all the 

stations along a given line without too much manpower required. 

Buses might be better as they served most suburbs and would be able to drop a person 

within walking distance of their destination, but bus services were too unreliable and 

infrequent. Gallagher would have been terrified and would almost certainly have kept 

moving. It was highly unlikely that he would be prepared to wait up to thirty minutes for a 

bus. That left cab and car hire. Car hire would be easy to trace. He placed a quick call to the 

Simonôs Town station and asked them to follow up with all the local car hire companies at 

the station. 

While they took care of that, Lambert headed for the taxi rank outside. He was quickly able 

to locate a list of the local taxis that had been present on the day Gallagher had arrived. After 

flashing the picture about a few times, he located a cab driver who had given his suspect a 

ride. 

ñCan you give me a ride to the same spot you dropped him off at?ò Lambert asked the 

driver. 

The man regarded him with suspicion. ñYou going to pay for that ride?ò 

Lambert chuckled. ñAs long as you give me a receipt so I can claim it back from the tax-

payers.ò 

The man shrugged. ñOkay. Hop in.ò 

The ride took him over the mountain pass and into the suburb of Hout Bay. The driver 

finally dropped him off near the harbour. By now Lambertôs stomach was screaming its 

protest, so he headed for a local steak house to order lunch. As soon as he had taken his seat, 

he placed another call to the Simonôs Town station. 

ñRosita? Detective Lambert here again.ò 

ñHi, Detective.ò The woman was barely able to hide the affection in her voice. ñIôve got 

that list of car hire companies for you, but itôs not good news.ò 

ñDonôt worry about it. He took a cab through to Hout Bay.ò 

ñHout Bay! How do you know that already?ò 



78 

 

ñNot important. Iôm having lunch at the moment. If you can you get me a list of all the 

B&Bs in this area before Iôve had my dessert, I owe you dinner. We can go to the restaurant 

of your choice.ò 

ñNow, now, Detective. Donôt go making promises you canôt keep.ò 

ñIôm free tonight and I can keep it. I have an expense account and this is police business. 

Youôre wasting time, Rosita. My main course will be here any minute.ò 

ñGive me a few minutes.ò The woman didnôt bother to say goodbye before hanging up the 

phone. 

Lambert grinned and glanced up at the waiter who arrived with his drink. He was only half-

way through his main course when his mobile phone rang again. 

ñRosita! What have you got for me?ò 

ñGet a pen handy,ò the woman giggled. 

There were over twenty-five listed, but only three of them were within less than five 

minutesô walk of the area where the cab driver had dropped him. 

ñYouôre a wonder, Rosita.ò 

ñI know. You can pick me up at seven.ò 

ñDeal, but Iôll need an address.ò 

ñYouôre a detective. Iôm sure you can find it.ò 

Lambert chuckled. ñIt would be a gross misuse of police resources.ò 

After lunch, he struck out for the nearest B&B. That was a worthless exercise. He left with 

nothing. The second was equally fruitless. Nobody there recognised the man in the photo. 

At the third, he met an elderly lady who introduced herself as Mrs Guthrie. She welcomed 

him into her home and offered him a cup of coffee. When he slid the picture across, she 

immediately gasped in recognition. 

ñYes. Thatôs Mr Carlisle. Such a polite young man. I hope heôs not in any trouble.ò 

ñWell, weôd like to ask him some questions about some trouble down in Simonôs Town. Is 

he still here?ò 

ñIôm afraid not. He left a few days ago.ò 

ñDid someone fetch him, or did he leave on foot?ò 

ñOh, a taxi came for him. It was quite early in the morning.ò  

ñDid he use your phone, or did he have a mobile with him?ò 

The woman shook her head. ñI donôt think he used our phone. No, Iôm sure I would have 

remembered. He must have called from his room.ò 

ñAnd you donôt have telephones in the room?ò 

ñOh, good heavens, no. Itôs far too expensive. We have a pay phone in the communal 

lounge, but nobody ever uses it. Everyone seems to have cell phones these days. I donôt have 

one myself, but all the children seem to carry them in the shops.ò 

ñIôve noticed,ò Lambert grinned at the woman. ñTell me, do you have a phone book in the 

room?ò 

ñNo, but we put telephone lists on all the bedside tables. Itôs easier for our guests if they 

have a list of useful numbers all in one place.ò 

ñWould you mind if I had a look at the list?ò 

ñNo, no. Of course not.ò The woman immediately rose and bustled off to reception. She 

returned with a pamphlet. Lambert glanced over the document until he found a cab company. 

It was the only one listed. 

He reached for the phone and called. The number was in fact a mobile number. It turned out 

that the cab was owned by an owner-driver. The man remembered picking a passenger up 

from Tranquillity B&B. Mrs Guthrie treated Lambert to another cup of coffee while he 

waited for the driver to arrive. 

Late that afternoon, the cabbie dropped him off in Sea Point. 
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ñThis is the spot?ò Lambert asked the man. 

ñThe exact spot.ò The man nodded. 

Lambert shook his head. Sometimes, they just make it too easy. ñDid you see which 

direction he went?ò 

ñNo. He stood and waited for me to leave. Unusual.ò 

Russ Lambert was always amused at how unusual ordinary things appeared to be when he 

was interviewing eye witnesses. Whenever he appeared on a crime scene and began 

interviewing people, everyone was a sleuth. 

The cab driver left him and he gazed about the area. Sea Point was a bustling cesspool, 

where two walks of life collided, mingling to form a colourful street life. Most of the local 

homes were owned by wealthy, respectable business people. It also contained several 

upmarket holiday hotels where accommodation and anonymity could easily be found. On the 

other hand, prostitution and drugs had become booming industries, much to the consternation 

of the local home owners.  

Lambert glanced about, looking for a suitable hotel. He found one and went inside. The 

hotel was secure with armed guards and locked gates blocking the lobby. He flashed his 

badge at the woman behind reception. 

ñIôm hoping you can help me. Do you know if this man rented a room here for a couple of 

nights?ò He slid the picture of his suspect under the bars behind which the receptionist 

cowered. 

ñOur customers generally rent rooms by the hour.ò The woman didnôt smile or blush as she 

spoke. 

Russ Lambert felt the blood rushing to his face in a hot flush. ñOh, I see. Um. Well, thank 

you anyway.ò 

He beat a hasty retreat, smiling at his embarrassment as he returned to the street. It was only 

when he reached the pavement outside that he noticed the woman following him. She had 

dark brown hair and her face was covered with heavy, cheap makeup that made her look 

older than she really was. The short dress and the saucy jacket proudly proclaimed her 

profession to the world. 

ñCan I help you?ò Lambertôs voice was cool. 

ñI couldnôt help overhearing,ò the woman said. ñThe man youôre looking for. Is there a 

reward for him?ò 

ñThere might be.ò Lambert hadnôt decided yet whether or not to announce to the press that a 

reward would be offered. His commander gave him a lot of leeway where rewards were 

concerned. ñWhat can you tell me?ò 

ñHe picked me up on this very street. I can tell you which hotel I took him to, if youôre 

interested.ò 

Lambert grinned. ñIôd be very interested. Your name?ò 

The woman smiled back. ñSam.ò 

ñWell, Sam. Lead the way.ò 

ñYouôd be taking me off the job for about half an hour. My rate is five hundred an hour, 

minimum one hour.ò 

Lambert winced. ñYou bleed me dry, Sam.ò  

ñThen thereôs also the matter of the reward.ò 

ñAnd if there isnôt one?ò 

She shrugged and shook her head. ñI have so many customers. Eventually one hotel begins 

to look like another. My memory quickly becomes shaky.ò 

Lambert chuckled. ñTell you what. There is a reward. Iôm not sure how much, but it wonôt 

be less than five thousand ï if the information leads to this manôs capture. As for the five 

hundred, I could simply arrest you now for soliciting a police officer and take you down to 
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the station for questioning. We could hold you for up to twenty four hours. How much would 

that cost you in lost income?ò 

The woman hesitated, considering her options. Finally she sighed. ñI suppose I could waive 

the five hundred.ò 

ñGood girl. Now, where did you take him?ò 

The woman led him ten blocks west. Finally they arrived at a large run-down hotel. She 

gave him the names of the reception staff who had been on duty when she had booked the 

room, as well as the room number. 

ñWhat makes this client stick out in your memory so well, if I may ask?ò Lambert enquired 

of the woman. 

The woman frowned and shook her head. ñHe was an odd customer. The whole 

appointment was weird. You remember things like that.ò She didnôt elaborate and Lambert 

was afraid to ask. He could always make more enquiries later, after examining the room. 

Once heôd taken down the womanôs details, with the promise of following up should a 

reward be forthcoming, he entered the hotel. It was similar to the previous establishment with 

dark red carpets and high security doors. Security cameras videoed everyone entering and 

leaving the lobby. Those would come in useful. 

After flashing his badge, the staff became eager to help. A good relationship with the local 

constabulary was essential to their continued profitability. Their clients were not the type of 

people who appreciated constant raids and police harassment. If an officer was prepared to be 

discreet, they would do everything in their power to assist him with his investigation. In 

return, the police tended to leave them alone to get on with business. 

As expected, nobody had noticed the man enter or leave. This was because rooms were 

usually booked by the prostitutes. It was an easy way for clients to ensure anonymity. 

The booking records were quickly retrieved. They reflected that the room had only been 

occupied for an hour. The next booking had been exactly one hour later. The room had also 

been cleaned, which meant that the suspect had probably left within forty minutes or less. 

Lambert realised that his best bet was probably the closed-circuit television. 

It took a while to retrieve the tapes and Lambert spent the next hour watching the arrival 

and departure of customers through the lobby area. He recognised Gallagherôs new persona 

as he walked through the lobby entrance, following Sam as soon as she had made her 

booking. 

He grinned at his good fortune. Gallagher had gazed about, taking everything in. He had 

even stared directly into the video camera as he approached the security gate. Idiot! Lambert 

loved trailing amateurs; they made his job so easy. 

Twenty minutes later, he watched Sam exit the lobby. Sitting forward in his seat, he waited 

in anticipation for Gallagherôs departure. Which way would he turn in the street outside? The 

camera could tell him that much. After that, he would have to begin guessing again. The next 

forty minutes of watching proved fruitless. Gallagher never reappeared. 
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Chapter 9 
 

Nicholas exited the cab in Sea Point and waited for the driver to disappear before making a 

decision as to where he should head next. Once the cab was safely around the corner, he 

glanced about. He noticed the hotel a few metres away. It was a seedy-looking building and 

the cheap sign above the door indicated what type of establishment it was. 

That gave him an idea. He had most of what he needed in his bag already. He made a quick 

trip to a supermarket across the street and exited shortly with several new items that he would 

require. Then he headed for the hotel he had first noticed. After accosting the first available 

woman he could find, a price for her time was negotiated. 

The woman quickly turned towards the hotel, but Nicholas stopped her. ñNot here, Sam.ò 

ñWhy not?ò The prostitute was surprised. 

ñI have my reasons. There must be a similar hotel somewhere nearby.ò 

She nodded. ñThereôs one ten blocks from here, but itôs more expensive. Itôll cost you an 

extra hundred.ò 

ñThatôs not a problem.ò Nicholas dismissed her objection with a wave of his hand. 

ñWhatever.ò The woman shrugged and headed west. 

Nicholas followed her at a discreet distance and waited outside while the woman headed for 

reception and booked a room. He examined the lobby as best he could from outside while she 

made her booking. 

Once she turned, he entered the lobby. Walking slowly, he glanced about, taking in every 

detail. There was only one camera and Nicholas examined it minutely. The camera was 

stationary, he noted, and could easily be avoided on the way out. 

He followed the woman upstairs, checking constantly for cameras. He found two more, 

carefully noting their positions without bothering to hide his face or conceal himself in any 

way. Finally, he checked the room for any cameras. This was his field of expertise. Security 

was something he understood and deception was a skill he had learnt from his military 

clients. 

Once sure that there were no cameras in the room itself, he took his bag and headed for the 

bathroom. A short while later, after extracting what he needed, he emerged with his original 

bag and handed it to the woman. 

ñIn exactly thirty minutes, Iôm going to slip another two hundred rand under this door. Once 

youôve taken it, I want you to take this bag and leave immediately. If I see you when I walk 

out of the bathroom, the bedroom, or the hotel, Iôll take the money back. Understand?ò 

The woman seemed puzzled, but nodded. ñWhatôs in the bag?ò 

ñNothing that will get you arrested. Have a look if you like.ò 

She left nothing to chance and unzipped the bag, rifling through the clothes and personal 

items it contained. Just a normal travel bag. The woman shrugged and nodded. 

 Nicholas shut himself in the bathroom and immediately got to work. Extracting items he 

had bought at the store earlier, he cut his beard with scissors, and then shaved the remaining 

bristles. After cleaning the basin thoroughly, he pulled the natural red dye from the new carry 

bag and applied it. 
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He waited a few minutes, then checked the time. Thirty minutes exactly. He slipped the 

notes under the door and felt the tug as the woman eagerly grabbed them on the other side. 

Ear pressed to the crack, he listened carefully as she exited the room. 

As soon as the cycle was complete, he was able to rinse his hair and dry it with a towel. He 

had been sure to purchase a towel at the local supermarket as he did not want to leave any 

tell-tale signs on the hotel equipment. The effect was pleasing. He had gained ten years in the 

transformation. He spent a few minutes drying his hair with a mini hair dryer purchased for 

the job and then began to clean up. Nicholas had to ensure that no trace was left of the work 

he had done in the bathroom. 

Once convinced that nothing had been left that would alert the cleaning staff, he packed all 

his cleaning utilities into a new bag and made his way back to the bedroom. There, he 

changed into new clothes. He now wore a cheap suit with shiny leather shoes, the only items 

of clothing he had bothered to keep. He applied the new contact lenses and checked the 

mirror. His eyes were now a striking emerald colour. The last prop was a wide-brimmed hat. 

That would hide his new hair-colour from prying eyes. 

 He hunched his shoulders and affected a slight limp. Once satisfied that it would not alert 

the security guards, he was happy. He knew where the cameras were and would ensure that 

they only captured his image from behind. They would never see the flaming red hair and, if 

the films were examined later, he would look like a middle-aged or elderly gentlemen leaving 

the hotel. He crammed the items heôd bought into a large briefcase. 

Finally, he was ready. Nicholas picked up the brief case and exited the hotel. He limped 

down the passage at a sedate pace, never once glancing at the cameras. He headed for the 

lobby where a security guard opened the barred gate for him. The man eyed Nicholas with a 

disinterested gaze that showed zero recognition. In the dingy light, it was unlikely the man 

would recall a single detail of his face if ever questioned. 

Nicholas glanced across at reception as he passed the lobby camera. It was a casual 

movement that nobody would question, but one that effectively hid his face from the camera. 

Once out in the street, he headed for the beach. 

There, he found public toilets where he could complete his transformation in peace. He 

removed his cleaning utensils from the briefcase and stacked them behind the toilet in the 

cubicle. They would vanish within minutes. The first beggar or street urchin that entered the 

cubicle would make off with the bounty. 

He then removed his jacket and hat. He hung the clothing on the door as he exited. These, 

too, would disappear in minutes. By the time he left the public bathroom, he looked like a 

trendy young businessman, typical of the type found on the Atlantic Seaboard. Thus 

transformed, he headed for a more reputable hotel. 

 

** ********  

 

Nicholas called ahead and booked a suite in the name of one of his subsidiary companies. 

The firm was well known in Cape Town and no questions were asked. He stopped to have 

lunch at one of the many restaurants in the area and finally headed for the hotel late that 

afternoon. 

He explained that his luggage was being sent on and would arrive the following day. Then 

he headed upstairs for his suite. It was bliss to return to a lifestyle he knew. Nicholas first 

took a long shower and then flopped down on the bed and slept. It was late evening before he 

awoke. He ordered a toasted chicken and mayonnaise sandwich from room service and then 

did what heôd desperately wanted to do every waking moment since breaking out of prison 

several weeks earlier. 

He dialled the number into his mobile phone. It rang five times before it was answered. 
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ñGallagherôs residence.ò The voice on the other end of the line rang like angelsô voices in 

his ears. 

ñJessica.ò His voice choked with emotion. 

ñNicholas!ò His wife sobbed with relief. ñThank goodness youôre safe. Where are you?ò 

ñBest I donôt say. Your phones are probably bugged.ò 

ñNicholas, listen to me. The police have been here day and night. Everyoneôs looking for 

you. Iôve spoken to Jason. He says the best thing you can do is hand yourself over to the 

police. We can fix this.ò 

ñJessica, Iôve already handed myself over to the police and look where it got me. Do you 

know they were trying to kill me in prison?ò 

ñPlease, Nicholas. Running wonôt solve anything. We canôt live like this. You wonôt even 

be able to come home.ò 

ñHowôs Jared?ò Nicholas tried to change the subject. 

ñHeôs fine, but heôs also scared. He knows the police are looking for you, Nicholas. Last 

night he asked me if you were a robber. Please, canôt you end this?ò 

Nicholas sighed. ñThatôs what I intend to do, Jessica. Now donôt worry about me. Iôm fine.ò 

ñShould I call my father? Maybe he can exert some pressure.ò 

ñHeôs all the way over in England. Even he couldnôt put pressure on the South African 

judicial system. Besides, I think pressure has already been exerted by people far more 

powerful than your father.ò 

ñNicholas, youôre scaring me. Youôve never sounded so paranoid.ò 

ñJessica, you have to believe me.ò 

ñI wish I could, but itôs so outlandish.ò 

ñPeople are after me, Jessica. There is some powerful group of individuals that has it in for 

me ï I donôt know why. Theyôre manipulating the press, the police and even the judicial 

system to destroy me, and I intend to fight back.ò 

ñYou know, Nicholas, Iôve read drugs can do this to a person ðò 

ñIôm not on drugs!ò 

ñPlease listen to me, Nicholas. We can get you help. Maybe itôs just a chemical imbalance, 

or a tumour or something. Jason assures me that he can probably get you transferred to a 

medical facility.ò 

ñYou mean a mental institution?ò 

ñItôs not what you think, Nicholas.ò 

ñDo you know what theyôll do to me in there? Theyôve probably got doctors whoôll fry my 

brain with chemicals!ò 

ñNicholas, are you listening to yourself? This is crazy talk!ò 

He stopped as he tried to gain control of his breathing. It was chilling to realise that his wife 

was making sense. ñYouôre right. Iôm sorry. I never meant for any of this to happen. Jessica, 

Iôm going to fix this.ò 

ñJason said ðò 

ñForget what Jason said. He has no concept of whatôs going on here. Youôll see, Jessica. 

Iôm going to expose these people and get my life back.ò 

ñHow do you intend to do that, Nicholas?ò He could hear the trepidation in her voice. In all 

the years of their marriage, this was the first time she had sounded scared of what he might 

do. 

ñNever mind. I need you to do something for me, though.ò 

ñWhat?ò 

ñGet yourself and Jared out of the country. Go to your parents in England or something. Just 

stay out of harmôs way.ò 
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ñNicholas, weôll be fine. There are police monitoring the house around the clock ï looking 

for you, by the way. Nobody can hurt us. Itôs you Iôm worried about.ò 

ñJessica, have you listened to a word Iôve said? These people arenôt bound by the law. They 

can have those police removed with a phone call. I canôt do anything until I know that you 

and Jared are safe. Please listen to me.ò 

ñNo, Nicholas.ò She suddenly became forceful. ñI donôt know what youôre mixed up in, or 

whatôs going on in your head right now, but I am not leaving my home.ò 

ñJessica, please. Just for a few weeks.ò 

ñItôs not going to happen, so drop it.ò 

Nicholas recognised the tone in her voice. It was exasperating. She was a stubborn woman 

when she chose to be. Her independent nature was something he found attractive, but they 

had bumped heads like this over issues before. Right now, he was no more capable of 

convincing her to leave than she was of getting him to hand himself over to the police. 

He sighed and massaged his temples. ñAlright. Just promise me youôll look after yourself. 

Keep the doors locked and increase the security guards. And donôt let anyone in the house.ò 

Her voice softened. ñIôll do that. Now, will you listen to me for a moment?ò 

ñJessica, you know I love you more than life itself, but I canôt hand myself over to the 

police. Not right now.ò 

ñNicholas, you canôt stay on the run forever.ò 

ñI know. But I can sort this out. Iôll prove my innocence and then return home. Trust me.ò 

ñI do trust you, Nicholas. I donôt believe a word of what theyôre saying on the news. You 

couldnôt have done the things they said.ò 

ñWhat things?ò He was suddenly alarmed. 

ñYou havenôt seen the news?ò He could hear the relief in her voice. She hadnôt wanted to 

believe the news bulletin but, until she heard the shock in his own voice, he knew she hadnôt 

been sure. 

Was she that convinced heôd lost his mind? He realised that it wasnôt so far-fetched. Only a 

few months earlier, when heôd read the documents for the first time, it had sounded crazy. He 

remembered how only a few weeks ago, heôd thought Decklin Kanabas insane when heôd 

told him that his life was in danger. In fact, even the minister had considered the plot crazy 

until heôd seen how the pieces of the puzzle fitted together. 

Nicholas knew that, somehow, he had to convince Jessica and get her to leave the country 

with their son. The thought of their lives being in danger was terrifying. 

ñNo, I havenôt. What are they saying?ò 

ñThey said youôre in Cape Town and that youôre leaving a trail of bodies in your wake. 

They said you killed a fisherman and hijacked a yacht.ò 

ñDonôt believe a word, Jessica. Like I said, they can manipulate the press to suit their own 

interests. That fisherman was a trained assassin.ò 

ñYou were there!ò Her voice rose in panic and Nicholas feared she might become 

hysterical. ñOh, Nicholas.ò 

ñJessica, listen to me. I didnôt mean to hurt him. He pulled out a gun and I was forced to 

defend myself. Itôs the truth.ò 

ñNicholas, he was sixty-seven years old,ò she wailed. ñHeôs been a resident of Simonôs 

Town for forty years. They interviewed his granddaughter, for heavenôs sake! Come home. 

You need help.ò 

ñNo, Jessica. Theyôre lying. Trust me. Iôm going to prove them wrong.ò 

She calmed her voice, trying desperately to reason with him. ñNicholas, people are dying. 

Innocent people. Nobody can help you while you stay in hiding like this. Iôm afraid of what 

might happen to you. The police will find you, Nicholas, and in your state thereôs no telling 
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what you might do. Donôt give them an excuse to shoot you. Hand yourself over and letôs sort 

this out rationally.ò 

He didnôt reply. 

ñNicholas? Are you there? I can help you, if youôll only let me. Talk to me, Nicholas, 

please.ò 

It was a while before he spoke. ñI love you Jessica. Talk to you soon.ò 

Nicholas hung up the phone and stared at the television. The screen was blank. A thought 

occurred to him and he glanced at his watch. The late night news was due to start in a few 

minutes. Nicholas reached for the remote. 

The news began at ten and Nicholas Gallagher found himself the main subject of the 

headlines. The story was recapped, pretty much as he remembered it. The yachtsman was 

interviewed, as well as the fishermanôs family.  

It was his pictures that horrified him most of all, however. Two pictures were shown. The 

first was a picture of the real Nicholas Gallagher, but the second was a clear shot of him 

standing on the pier that morning. 

With fear that turned his bones to icicles, he realised how well prepared his invisible foes 

had been that morning. Not only did they have snipers and professional killers, but they had 

taken photographs of him and published them within a matter of hours. How far did their 

power reach? 

A knock on the door interrupted his thoughts. A waiter arrived with his sandwich. Nicholas 

quickly paid the man and then attacked the crispy brown slices with delicious creamy filling. 

The chicken was hickory-smoked, which gave the sandwiches an extra special tang. 

As he ate, he thought about what to do next. Cape Town had proved fruitless, but there were 

other points of contact. The document had mentioned several, including London, Paris and 

Amsterdam. There had been more, but those three were the ones he felt confident enough 

with when it came to the protocols for contact. 

It would be no use trying to contact his only allies with incorrect protocols, as they would 

simply disregard him, or worse, treat him as a threat. Nicholas could not afford to alienate the 

only people who could vindicate him. 

The trouble lay not in contacting them ï he knew he could do that ï but in getting to those 

countries. Although he had travelled all over Europe, he knew nothing about avoiding the 

law. Borders would have to be crossed. He would need accommodation and many of the 

hotels required proof of visas and registration of entry with local authorities before they 

would take a booking. 

Nicholas had already experienced a taste of the power his unseen enemies wielded and had 

no idea how far their tentacles reached in the countries he would need to travel through. He 

would have to avoid customs for a start and would need to know what to say if accosted by 

law enforcement officers. 

He needed someone who could find their way around, who knew where to go and what to 

do in such situations. Nicholas didnôt have to think for long. There was only one person who 

could assist him. 

Nicholasô ability to read individuals and choose the best candidate for any position was an 

essential talent for someone in his position as head of a multi-billion dollar company. Decklin 

Kanabas had proved his resourcefulness. 

Despite the manôs priestly appearance, there was more sinister side to the preacher than met 

the eye. Nicholas was in no doubt. Rev. Kanabas was the man he wanted.  

The irony was not lost on Nicholas. He was about to embark on a clandestine, highly illegal, 

course of action and the best person he could find to help him was a man of the cloth. He 

made his arrangements quickly. They started with a trip to a photo booth where he acquired 

some black and white pictures of his newest appearance. 
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**********  

 

The following morning, Nicholas made another call to his wife. The conversation was a 

subdued re-enactment of the previous dayôs chat and it left Nicholas frustrated. They did, 

however, reach a compromise. Nicholas agreed to consider handing himself over to the police 

if his wife would at least consider leaving for England. She said she would think about it and 

that they could chat again the following day. 

After that, he got busy with the dayôs tasks. Once he had altered his driverôs licence and 

added his new picture, Nicholas ordered a cab and checked out of the hotel. A short while 

later, he arrived at the station where he proceeded to the Avis counter. 

Nicholas kept a wary eye on the policemen that milled about the entrance to the car hire 

company. There were more than usual, he thought, but ignored this. He entered the reception 

area and headed for the first available assistant, a young woman with blonde hair and 

stunning blue eyes. Her smile would not have been out of place on the companyôs advertising 

billboards. She was everything that their advertising promised in terms of friendliness and 

efficiency. 

ñCould I see your driverôs licence please?ò She smiled, looking up from her typing as she 

entered information into the computer system. 

Nicholas slid his licence across the counter. The woman glanced at it and began typing 

furiously again. For a brief moment the smile faded and a shadow fell across her expression. 

Involuntarily, she glanced up at Nicholas as if searching his eyes for something.  

He blinked, having been caught unawares, but her smile suddenly reappeared. ñWhat price 

range were you looking for?ò the woman enquired. 

ñIôm not particularly fussy. Anything that will get me to Johannesburg, preferably with air-

con. You know how hot the Karoo can get.ò 

ñOf course.ò She smiled and went back to her typing. 

After a minute or so, she stopped. ñWould you excuse me for a moment?ò 

ñSure,ò Nicholas nodded. 

The woman turned and headed through the door to the managerôs office. For the first time, 

he began to feel uncomfortable. Heôd rented plenty of cars in his time and this was not 

usually how things worked. The woman was breaking an established routine and that made 

him nervous. He glanced over at the police, but they were chatting amongst themselves and 

paid no attention to him. 

The woman was back within a few minutes and began typing furiously once more, with the 

ever present smile. Presently she said, ñYour car will be ready in a few minutes, Mr Carlisle. 

If youôd like to take a seat?ò 

ñWhat car am I getting?ò 

The smile vanished. ñI beg your pardon?ò 

ñMy car. What type of vehicle is it?ò Nicholas smiled, but his eyes bored into her. 

ñUm.ò She swallowed. ñItôs a, umm, Honda ï Ballade. Silver Ballade.ò 

She had recovered, but not quickly enough. Nicholas panicked. There was no car and he had 

given her the best part of ten minutes to alert the authorities. He glanced over at the group of 

policemen. Even as he gazed across at them, he saw one holding a police radio to his ear. The 

man listened and then repeated something to his colleagues. All of them turned and gazed 

across that the car-rental agency. The facade was glass and there was no place to hide. 

Nicholas turned and bolted for the door. 

ñDonôt move!ò the leading officer called. The policemen werenôt running. Instead, they had 

their weapons levelled at him. 
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Nicholas didnôt stop to think. He swung back into the reception room, ducking as several 

shots were fired. Glass shattered about him as bullets smashed tiny holes in the signage. 

The shots ceased as Nicholas came between the police and the assistant. None of them 

would dare risk hurting a bystander. Sensing his momentary advantage, he launched himself 

over the counter. 

He wasted no time barging through to the managerôs office. In fact, the rear of the office 

was a short passageway with several doors. The one at the end led to a service corridor and 

Nicholas raced down the passage, passing a bathroom door. At the end, he came to a barred 

gate that led to a courtyard filled with trash cans. He slammed into it, but came to a sudden 

halt. The gate was locked. 

Nicholas turned and raced back, heading for the bathroom, desperate to find some way of 

escape. At least, the bathroom door was unlocked.  

Shouts echoed from the passage beyond. He stopped briefly, noticing a mop and bucket in 

the corner. As quickly as he could, he jammed the mop between the adjacent wall and under 

the door handle. He wasnôt a moment too soon. As he turned to look for an exit, he heard 

someone reach for the door handle. The mop held and the door refused to budge. Moments 

later, a body slammed against the door. 

The panel shuddered in its hinges and the mop creaked under the strain. It would never hold 

up to the onslaught. 

ñStand back. I have a gun,ò Nicholas yelled at the officers outside. He desperately wished 

that was true. 

There was a scuffling of feet as the officers moved away from the door. A moment later one 

of them called to him. 

ñGive yourself up, Mr. Gallagher. Thereôs no way out of there.ò 

Nicholas gazed about the room. A quick examination of the windows showed that they were 

also barred. There was, however, a loose board that allowed access to the ceiling. He climbed 

up on one of the toilets and, from there, was able to reach the thin dividers. Once on top of 

those, he was able to straddle them and reach the loose board. Pushing it aside, he grabbed 

the edge and swung himself into the ceiling. 

The board crashed to the floor but he ignored it, grasping for the roof trusses in order to pull 

himself up. Once inside, he leaned his head back out and yelled again. 

ñDonôt try to come in here. Iôll shoot!ò 

With that final warning, he began to slowly make his way across the ceiling, using the roof 

trusses to support his weight. The ceiling was hot and dusty, as well as cramped. He tried to 

move as quietly as possible, heading away from the police in the hopes that they would not 

hear him and divine his intentions. 

The glow grew dimmer the further he moved from the entrance, where he had opened the 

board. Even allowing his eyes to grow accustomed to the scant light helped little, as there was 

barely any illumination to work with at all. 

Nicholas crouched, moving from timber to timber, feeling his way across the expansive 

ceiling. A noise near the far end arrested his attention. It sounded like the low hum of an air 

conditioner. He felt sure that if he could reach it, there would be a similar entrance to the one 

heôd used. Maintenance would require easy access to the machine in case it broke. 

After what seemed like hours, he reached the machine. He felt his way around, hunting for a 

loose board that signified an exit point. Finally, he found it. Heaving a sigh of relief, he 

suppressed the urge to rip it back and breathe in the fresh air below. Instead, he moved it back 

slightly, forming a crack through which he could peer unobserved. The area below was 

another bathroom, but it seemed unoccupied. 
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He risked moving the board back further. Poking his head through the gap, he stared down 

into the tiny room. He could tell by the elaborate items that lined the basins and neatness of 

the room that this was a ladiesô bathroom. 

Once sure that the room was unoccupied, he let himself down through the exit and dropped 

to the floor. On landing, he froze, listening for any sign of his pursuers. After nearly a minute, 

he stole across to the door. Opening it a crack, he peered out into the passage beyond. It was 

dark and paved with rough concrete, similar to the one heôd left the police in on the other side 

of the building. 

The passage reeked of antiseptic. Nicholas entered it and made his way to the exit. This one 

wasnôt locked and he was able to exit into the courtyard outside. The yard was large and 

littered with trashcans and rubble. The walls were six-foot high and topped with tunnel-like 

razor wire. There was no way over the fence and the only gate was chained and locked. 

Nicholas decided that his best hope was to exit through the gate. He rummaged through the 

trashcans until he found a thin steel pipe. He then extracted half a brick from amongst the 

rubble and headed for the gate. All he needed was leverage. 

Sticking the pipe through the loop of the lock, he twisted it. Then, holding it fast on one 

end, he smacked it with the brick on the other. The combined weight of the brick and the 

leverage of the pipe snapped the lock with surprising ease. 

Nicholas was amazed that it had been so easy. He quickly unwrapped the chain from the 

gate and exited the yard. He was too afraid to risk returning to the station to get a cab. 

Instead, he walked, finding his way into the city centre as quickly as possible. 

There, he found a shopping centre where he took a table at one of the quieter restaurants. 

Only then did he reach for his phone.  

 

**********  

 

Decklin Kanabas was in his office, preparing his sermon for the following Sunday, when 

the phone rang. It was the old mobile phone in which he had installed a new SIM card from a 

Start-up kit purchased from a street vendor. 

Nicholas. He was the only person who had this number. Since the police had found their 

way to his church office in Parktown it stood to reason that Gallagherôs unknown enemies 

probably knew about him too. Kanabas would not have been surprised to find that his phones, 

both at the office and the manse, had been tapped. 

ñNick. Howôs it going?ò 

ñNot well, Decklin.ò 

ñTell me.ò 

ñThey found me. Iôve no idea how, but they were waiting for me at the Avis offices when I 

went to hire a car.ò 

Kanabas sighed. ñYouôre becoming predictable, Nicholas. I see they got a picture of you.ò 

ñThey were waiting for me when I tried to make contact with Willowôs lot here in Cape 

Town.ò 

ñThe police?ò 

ñDefinitely not the police. They had at least three professional assassins. Two on the pier 

and a sniper in one of the houses on the hill. They must have taken a picture and sent it to the 

police.ò 

ñThen it wouldnôt be difficult to track you. Police probably went and waved it around a few 

of the local car hire agencies. Once somebody recognised you, they would have pulled the 

name you were using from the computer and flagged it as wanted. Simple.ò 

ñWell, what am I supposed to do?ò 
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ñRemember, Nicholas, never do the same thing twice. Youôve hired a car once under that 

name. Donôt do it again. You need to think outside the box to stay ahead of these guys. I 

assume you havenôt used this phone to call anyone else?ò 

ñOf course I havenôt. I used a different phone to call Jessica the other night.ò 

ñYou called your home!ò the minister exclaimed in exasperation. 

ñDonôt worry. I used a burner phone like you taught me and got rid of it immediately.ò 

Decklin grunted. ñThatôs something, at least,ò he conceded. 

ñIôm running out of options, Decklin. I canôt use public transport, I canôt hire a vehicle. 

What am I supposed to do? I need to get back to Johannesburg and we need to talk.ò 

ñAbout what?ò Decklin suddenly felt alarmed. 

ñIôd rather see you face to face. Just tell me how I can get there.ò 

He sighed. ñOkay. This is what you need to do.ò 

Decklin ran over the instructions twice to make sure that Nicholas understood. 

ñThanks, Decklin. Iôll see you in a couple of days.ò 

 

****** ****  

 

Nicholas called around until he found a company that manufactured license plates. He made 

his way there and bought a pair with a fictitious number that he simply made up. He also 

bought himself some double-sided tape, a screwdriver and pliers. From there, he headed for 

the nearest beach, as per Decklinôs instructions. 

He quietly made his way along the shore until he spotted some surfers out on the water. 

Nicholas left the beach, heading for the nearest car-park. There, he began to search among the 

vehicles. He was beginning to despair when he noticed a rust-covered Ford Cortina. The car 

had a rack for boards and it wasnôt locked. 

Decklin had explained that surfers often took the chance of leaving keys in their vehicles 

rather than under a towel on the beach. They placed undue trust in the parking attendants who 

watched the vehicles in the hopes of receiving a donation. 

Nicholas strolled up to the vehicle and tried the door. It opened and he hopped in. Decklin 

had told him where to look. He dropped the sunshade slightly, but found no key. He quickly 

checked the passenger flap and found the key slipped in above it. 

Turning, he noticed the inevitable parking attendant approaching. Just act like you own the 

vehicle. Decklinôs words echoed in his head. Nicholas reached into his pocket and withdrew a 

small silver coin, offering it to the man as he approached. The parking lot attendant actually 

assisted Nicholas, directing him in an effort to prove his worth and helping him pull out of 

the parking bay. Nicholas offered a quick thumbs-up as he drove away. 

 

**********  

 

Cliff Sutherland ended the call on his mobile phone and glanced at his lieutenant. 

Kelvin Hughes narrowed his eyes. ñWhat was that all about? Sounded serious.ò 

Cliff shrugged. ñCould be something in it. On the other hand, it could just be some sickoôs 

idea of a joke.ò 

ñWhat is it?ò 

ñThat was head-office. They say someone called and warned them thereôd be an incident at 

the Gallagher residence tonight.ò 

Hughes shook his head. ñI had this during the World Parks Conference down in Durban a 

couple of years back. Joker said someone was going to blow up the hotel.ò 

ñWere they serious?ò 
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Hughes grimaced. ñNah! Just some prankster who didnôt get a pony when he was a kid. 

Probably thought it would be funny and that nobody would track him down.ò 

Cliff chuckled. ñWhat did they give him?ò 

ñSix months. Hope this jerk does the same.ò 

Cliff glared through the guard-house window, allowing his gaze to sweep across the breadth 

of the estate. He sighed and took a sip of his coffee. ñHeôll do worse if I find him before the 

police do. Still, better check all the posts and make sure everyoneôs extra-alert tonight.ò 

Hughes reached for his radio. ñWill do, skipper.ò 

Cliff rose and headed for the door. ñIôm going to do the rounds. Spot check the guards and 

see to it theyôre doing their jobs. Keep an eye on the perimeter cameras. If one of them so 

much as flickers, I want the dogs loose on it in ten seconds or less.ò 

Hughes laughed. ñAnd Iôll keep an eye out for any new ódelivery guysô.ò 

Cliff smiled. ñDonôt joke. Nine times out of ten, the oldest trick in the book is our undoing. 

In fact, as of this moment, no vehicle goes through that gate.ò 

Hughes nodded and turned to his control panel. ñLocking down as of now. Have fun telling 

the Ice-Queen sheôs just been made a prisoner in her own house.ò 

Cliff grimaced. It annoyed him when his staff poked fun at the clients. However, in Jessica 

Gallagherôs case, it was an apt title. Many clients became familiar, or even friendly, with 

their bodyguards. However, Jessica Gallagher seldom stooped to acknowledge the mere 

mortals assigned to her protection. ñIôll tell her weôve had a warning and are locking down. If 

anyone needs to speak to her, they can phone it in.ò 

Cliff left the guard-house, heading for the perimeter fence. He jogged across the fifteen acre 

garden and found his first team manning the perimeter fence in the south-east corner. ñDelta 

one nine.ò He murmured his code and the men lowered their weapons. 

ñHey, skipper. Whatôs up? Radio said weôre moving to high alert.ò 

Cliff nodded. ñPrank call. I want to move you back near the house just in case. Let them try 

to breach the perimeter fence. Theyôd still have to take out three cameras and get past a 

multitude of electronic security devices. Iôd prefer to concentrate our manpower as close to 

the family as possible.ò 

He waited while his men moved in towards the main home and then jogged across to the 

opposite end of the property. Within twenty minutes all his men had taken up new positions, 

without any radio contact. Cliff nodded. Anyone listening in would have no idea where his 

sentries were now placed. 

Satisfied with their positions, he headed back to the surveillance room. Three guards 

remained glued to their monitors while another three sat off to one side, playing a game of 

cards. 

ñAll okay here?ò he asked Hughes. 

His lieutenant nodded. ñEyes riveted to the screens and we change shifts every fifteen 

minutes so that nobodyôs concentration breaks.ò 

ñThe gate?ò 

ñShut down and covered with heavy artillery. Anyone tries to break that barrier tonight and 

Lenny will put them in orbit.ò 

Cliff nodded. ñWell stay awake. Weôve still got ten hours of this before our shift changes.ò 

ñAbout that ðò 

Cliff held up his hand. ñAll taken care of. Iôve already alerted head office that the first guard 

I donôt recognise in our relief team gets a slug between the eyes. Iôm not taking any chances.ò 

Hughes sighed through pursed lips. ñI guess that means none of us are going home in the 

morning.ò 

Cliff nodded. ñNo personnel changes until further notice.ò 
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He left the room again and went to check on the house. A quick perimeter check showed 

that all the entrances were properly secured and covered by his teams. Cliff extracted his 

mobile phone and called head-office back. ñHome secure and team is on high alert. All well 

at the residence.ò 

Cliff checked his watch. Eleven thirty-seven. An icy breeze wafted across the man-made 

lake that dominated the Gallaghersô landscaped gardens. He shrugged his jacket collar up 

around his ears to ward off the chill.  

His watch alarm beeped again at precisely two AM. Time to check in. He glanced at the 

cloudless sky. Only five hours left until the relief arrived. Then he gazed back at the home. 

All quiet. Cliff reached for his phone to check in with head-office. As he did so, the house 

erupted in an earth-shattering explosion. 

Cliff recoiled in shock. Blinding flames leaped from the downstairs windows. He raised his 

arm to shield his eyes from the blaze. The heat was palpable and shards of glass fell like rain 

on the lawn not ten feet from where he stood. 

Cliff gaped in horror at the flaming windows on the mansionôs ground floor. Then a second 

blast rocked the other end of the house. 

Impossible! Cliff rushed towards the home. He didnôt waste time pondering how the 

arsonist had breached his perimeter. Only one thought consumed his being. Get the family 

out. 

The house was already in chaos. Flames burst from almost every window on the ground 

floor. Half his men rushed to form a fire-line while the other half faced outwards, weapons at 

the ready, to thwart any would-be intruders. 

ñGet inside, for pityôs sake!ò Cliff yelled. ñThe wife and kid are in there.ò 

Two of his men had already begun throwing their weight against the front door. It didnôt 

budge but an alarm started blaring somewhere inside the house. Cliff shook his head at the 

irony. His own security measures were now working against him. The doors and windows 

were designed to withstand a serious assault but they had also turned the house into a trap. 

ñHelp!ò A distraught voice cut through the blaring alarm and roar of flames. Cliff looked 

up. Jessica Gallagher screamed from behind her barred bedroom window. 

There must be a way in! Cliff Sutherland examined barred windows on the ground floor. 

The entire living area had become an inferno. Then, with a jolt, he saw that the blast had 

knocked out the bars on one of the living-room windows. 

No time to think. He ripped off his coat and used it as a glove to grab hold of the broken 

bars. Even with his coatôs protection, the metal seared his palms. Cliff ignored the pain and 

bent them wide enough to get inside. Then he dived through the broken window. 

The room inside was clouded with dense black smoke and the heat blistered the skin on his 

cheeks and hands. He covered his face with his jacket and surged through the inferno. Flames 

licked at his torso, but he suppressed the pain. He staggered through the debris until he found 

the stairs. Flames licked the banister and smouldered on the landingôs carpet. Cliff was 

stunned at how quickly the fire had spread. It had already reached the second floor. 

He rushed up the stairs and veered left. At the end of the passage, he found the main 

bedroom. ñMrs Gallagher! Iôm right outside,ò he yelled. 

ñForget about me.ò She sounded frantic. ñTake my son!ò The woman bordered on hysteria. 

Cliff twisted the handle and heaved a shoulder against the door. Inside he found Jessica 

Gallagher crouched by the window, clutching her son in her arms. The boy wailed in terror 

while his mother held his face to the window so that he could breathe fresh air from outside. 

ñMrs Gallagher, thereôs no way out here. You have to come with me.ò 

ñTake my son!ò she gestured hysterically towards the window. 

ñItôs alright,ò he said, gently lifting the boy in his arms. 

ñThis way!ò she made a frantic heave against the bars outside the open window. 
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ñI can get you out, but you have to come with me.ò 

That seemed to galvanise her. She turned and stared at him. ñHere,ò he offered her his 

jacket. ñPut this over your face. Itôll keep out the smoke. She did as she was told and took his 

hand.  

He pulled her to her feet and pressed the whimpering childôs face into his shoulder to 

protect him from smoke inhalation. 

She didnôt say a word but held the jacket against her face and headed out to the passage. 

Cliff felt his chest wrench. In her negligée she looked impossibly beautiful. Get it together, 

man. Youôve got a job to do. ñCome on, son,ò he whispered, trying to calm the boy. 

ñMommy!ò the boy wailed, reaching for his mother. 

ñItôs alright!ò Cliff tried to comfort the child. ñIôm taking you and your mommy out. You 

have to be brave now. Okay?ò He draped a shirt over the boyôs head and turned to face the 

flames once more.  

With Jessica Gallagher in tow and her son in his arms, he rushed down the passage heading 

back to the stairs. At the landing, he halted, aghast. A wall of flame blocked their path and a 

giant crack ran across the stairs about half-way down. Cliff hesitated, weighing up his 

chances. They might beat the flames, but if those stairs didnôt hold upé 

The landing appeared to groan and, a moment later, the stairs gave way. Panic overwhelmed 

Cliff as his escape route collapsed in an earth-shattering boom of smoke and rubble. 

Jessica Gallagher tugged at his arm, as if to head back to the room they had just left. 

Cliff shook his head and glanced about while he gained control of his emotion. ñThis way!ò 

He turned and headed for the other end of the house. He led them through the homeôs private 

gym where the flames hadnôt reached yet. 

The gym featured a banister that overlooked the giant indoor swimming pool below. ñThis 

the deep end?ò he asked Jessica. She glanced at the water below and then nodded in 

understanding. 

ñGood. Weôll have to jump. From there, we can make our way back to the living room. The 

bars were blown out there. Itôs the only way out.ò He gazed over the banister. ñThink you can 

do this?ò 

Jessica Gallagher made no reply. She simply clambered over the banister.  

Once on the other side she reached back for her son. ñHere. Iôll take him.ò  

Cliff handed the boy back to his mother. 

She took the child in her arms. ñHold your breath, sweetie, and block your nose like this,ò 

she whispered. 

 Brave lady. Cliff hopped over the banister himself. Before he was over, the woman had 

already plunged into the swimming pool below. 

Cliff hit the water a moment later. It was deep, thank goodness. The pool felt abnormally 

warm, already heated by the blaze. His feet touched bottom and he pushed up. Jessica 

Gallagher had already reached the edge. She was out of the water before him but came to a 

halt when she saw the flaming living area. 

ñWhatôs the matter?ò Cliff halted behind her. 

She glanced at him, eyes wide with fear. ñI canôt cross that. I donôt have any shoes.ò 

He glanced down at her bare feet. ñGive Jared to me.ò 

He took her son in his right arm. Then he hoisted her over his shoulder, fireman-style, and 

raced through the gauntlet of flames to the broken window. The opening was little more than 

a distant haze, obscured by billows of smoke. His men were there with ready arms waiting to 

assist. Cliff passed the boy through first, then Jessica.  

The smoke enveloped him and he staggered back, choking on the acrid fumes. He spun 

around, losing all sense of direction. In his stupor, he bumped a wall. Behind him he heard 
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another crash. More falling rubble as the mammoth home collapsed under the force of the 

blaze.  

Cliff fell to the floor gasping for breath that wouldnôt come. The fumes choked him as 

surely as a garrotte around his throat. Time lost its meaning. He had no idea how long he lay 

there. Then he felt hands lift him. They carried him a few paces and stopped. More hands 

reached for him. A scrape. A bump. Fresh air! Cliff gulped in the sweet breath of life. He felt 

the grass and dew on his face and hands. Another breath ï and then he retched. 

ñYouôre okay, skipper.ò Kelvinôs voice sounded like a distant echo in his head. His head! 

Cliffôs temples pounded like cracked pistons. He rolled onto his back and stared into his 

lieutenantôs face. The man leaned over him with a concerned grin. 

Cliff forced a weak smile and tried to sit up. ñAre they okay?ò he croaked. 

Kelvin nodded and helped him to his feet. ñTheyôre both fine.ò  

Jessica Gallagher held her son close to her chest and stared at Cliff in concern. The flimsy 

négligée still clung to her body from the water.  

She stepped toward Cliff and smiled. ñThank you, Mr. Sutherland,ò she whispered. Then 

she leaned over and put one arm around his neck and kissed his cheek.  

And then the moment passed. Jessica stepped back and became the formal mistress he had 

always known. ñWould you please arrange for a car? Iôd like to get my son to a hospital and 

see that heôs okay.ò 

Cliff nodded. ñRight away, maôam.ò 

He turned to Kelvin and held his hand out. Kelvin said nothing. He merely handed Cliff a 

new mobile phone. Some of his men led Jessica away and Cliff gazed after her. Hughesô 

smirk caught his eye.  

Cliff scowled. ñWhat are you grinning at?ò 

His lieutenant shrugged. ñI have to know. Whatôs it like to be kissed by a supermodel?ò 

Cliff grinned for a moment then shook his head. ñFetch one of the cars. Weôd better get 

them to hospital and have them seen to. In fact, get two extra vehicles. I want some men to 

accompany us and make sure no accidents happen en route to the hospital.ò 

ñWhat about you? That fire didnôt make you any sexier.ò 

Cliff shrugged. ñAll in a dayôs work. Iôll be fine once the blisters heal.ò 
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Chapter 10 
 

Nicholas was exhausted when he reached the rectory in Parktown. After ditching the car at a 

shopping mall, heôd walked an hour and a half across town to Decklinôs home.  

Decklin was obviously expecting him. He was at the door in seconds. He raised his eyes at 

Nicholasô dishevelled appearance. ñYou donôt travel very well, do you? Or has first-class just 

gone way downhill?ò 

Nicholas managed a weak smile. ñIôm more used to private jets. These economy-class 

walking shoes just arenôt the same.ò 

The minister led him through to the living-room. ñCold pizza is all Iôve got. Hawaiian or 

pepperoni. Take your pick.ò 

The offer of food rang like angelsô voices in Nicholasô ears. ñBoth sound great,ò he sighed 

and flopped onto the sofa. 

ñBoth it is!ò Decklin yelled down the passage, already on his way to the kitchen. 

After wolfing down the pizza and a cup of Decklinôs dreadful coffee, Nicholas headed for 

the guest bedroom and was asleep within minutes. 

He was an early riser, but found Decklin at the dining-room table eating breakfast when he 

awoke the following morning. The minister was poring over the morning paper. He was in a 

sombre mood. 

ñWhatôs the matter?ò Nicholas asked, noting the ministerôs concern. 

ñItôs your wife.ò Kanabas slid the newspaper across the table. 

Nicholas stared in horror at the picture that dominated the front page. It was an aerial shot 

of his home, but the structure was nothing more than a smouldering ruin. 

ñAre they alright?ò He snatched at the paper. 

ñTheyôre okay. Apparently your security guards managed to get them out of the house. 

They were taken to hospital and treated for smoke inhalation, but theyôre fine.ò 

ñI have to call them.ò Nicholas rushed through to the bedroom where he found his phone. 

He fumbled briefly, dialling the number for his wifeôs mobile. She picked up almost 

instantly. 

ñJessica!ò 

ñNicholas.ò His wifeôs voice flooded with relief. 

ñAre you okay?ò 

ñIôm fine.ò 

ñAnd Jared?ò 

ñWeôre both fine. We took up smoking for a few minutes last night, but it didnôt work out. 

Weôve decided to quit. The doctors agree it was a bad idea.ò 

Nicholas smiled at her weak attempt at humour. ñThank goodness youôre safe. What 

happened last night?ò 

ñI donôt know, Nicholas. The police say it was arson. They suspect the perpetrator used 

napalm or something like that.ò 

Nicholas bristled at the news. ñI thought security were monitoring the house!ò 

ñThey reckon it was an inside job. Whoever it was knew the security system inside and out, 

and there was no forced entry. Probably one of the staff.ò 
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ñAny idea who?ò 

ñThe only staff member unaccounted for is OôToole, the groundsman. Heôs missing.ò 

ñImpossible! Heôs worked for me for years. He was at Infotec International before I even 

met you.ò 

ñThe police are convinced it was an insider and heôs the only one they havenôt spoken to 

yet.ò 

Nicholas shook his head. ñI told you, someoneôs out to destroy me. Do you believe me 

now?ò 

ñIôm sorry I doubted you, Nicholas.ò She hesitated for a moment, then whispered, ñWhat 

are we going to do?ò 

Nicholas swallowed. ñWill you take Jared and join your parents in England? I canôt sort 

things out here unless I know youôre safe.ò 

She hesitated, but only for a moment. ñIôll go. We can have the jet ready by this afternoon.ò 

ñGood. Iôll call you later, once youôve arrived.ò 

He hung up and saw that Decklin Kanabas had followed him through to the bedroom. 

ñHow are they?ò Decklin enquired. 

ñFine. Theyôre not hurt, at least. Sheôs taking our son to her parents in England.ò 

Decklin nodded. ñGood. Now switch off that phone.ò 

Nicholas frowned in confusion. ñWhat?ò 

ñYou can be sure theyôre monitoring her phone. They can track you now.ò 

ñThey canôt track me. This is a burner phone. The number is untraceable.ò 

Decklin switched to his patient voice. ñYou called her on her own phone, so they know 

what number you used. It wonôt be a difficult leap for them to guess who called. Mobile 

phones work like radios. As long as theyôre on, they broadcast a signal to the nearest tower in 

the network. How do you think the network finds the right phone when someone calls the 

number?ò 

Nicholas gasped. ñThey know which tower Iôm closest to.ò 

ñExactly. And they can probably triangulate and place you to within two city blocks. As 

long as that phone is on, they have a tracking system which they can follow.ò 

Nicholas switched the phone off immediately. The priest continued. ñNow, what was it you 

wanted to talk about?ò 

Nicholas re-told Decklin everything that had happened in Cape Town. 

ñSounds like your friends got there first.ò 

ñIt would seem so,ò Nicholas agreed. ñThere are other contact points, though, but Iôll need 

your help.ò 

Decklin glowered but held his gaze. ñWhat can I do that you canôt?ò 

ñI need to get out of the country. To Europe. I have no idea how to slip through customs, 

cross borders, or anything like that. I need someone who can find their way around.ò 

Decklin clenched his jaw. ñAnd what makes you think I can help you?ò 

ñI know you can, Decklin. Iôve watched how you operate. Please. I need your skills.ò 

The minister averted his gaze. ñWhat skills would those be?ò 

ñLetôs not play games, Decklin. You donôt want to talk about your past, fine. But I need 

your help. There are three points of contact that I can remember from the document I showed 

you. London, Paris and Amsterdam. I donôt know how to reach those cities without using a 

standard airline. Iôm moving in circles Iôve never moved in before. You know those circles. 

You know your way around.ò 

The minister thought about it for a moment. Finally, he shook his head. ñI canôt believe 

youôre asking me to do this. I could get five years just for helping you, do you know that?ò 

ñYouôve already helped me. This is just ðò 

ñThat was different.ò 
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ñHow!ò 

ñYour life was in immediate danger. Someone had to help. The police certainly werenôt 

doing anything.ò 

Nicholas held the ministerôs gaze. ñMy lifeôs still in danger.ò 

Decklin scowled and shook his head. ñItôs different now. Youôre free, and youôre mobile. 

You could run now and theyôd never find you.ò 

Nicholas snorted. ñOh, please! How long do you think Iôd last out there? Itôs only a matter 

of time before the police catch up with me. Then Iôll be right back in prison, where I started. 

My life expectancy right now is three weeks at best.ò 

Decklin Kanabas stared at the kitchen table. It was several seconds before he spoke. ñOkay. 

Iôll help you. But only to get out of the country. Iôll hold your hand as far as the airport, or 

whatever transport we can find. Once you cross the border, youôre on your own. 

Understand?ò 

Nicholas heaved a silent sigh of relief. ñThanks, Decklin. Youôre a life saver.ò 

Decklin shook his head. He was still angry. ñIôm a minister, do you realise that? My 

colleagues get called into the mission field to help starving children in Africa. And what do I 

get? I get to help a wanted felon across international borders in his attempt to flee the law. 

What kind of calling is that?ò 

Nicholas grinned. ñThe Lord works in mysterious ways, my friend.ò 

Kanabas was not amused. ñIôm not convinced this is the Lord. Thatôs what scares me.ò 

ñDecklin, you know Iôm innocent. Thatôs a good enough start, isnôt it?ò 

ñYou donôt even believe in God, do you?ò 

Nicholas shook his head. ñLetôs not go there, Reverend.ò 

Decklin threw up his hands in despair. ñAn atheist! Why on earth would God call me to 

help an atheist evade the law?ò 

ñYou offered your assistance before I ever asked, remember that. And youôre the only 

person who can help me now. Donôt leave me stranded, Decklin. I need you on my side.ò 

The minister shook his head. Then he waved his hands in surrender and rose from the table. 

ñYou want some coffee?ò 

ñWhat, so you can at least prove to the police that you tried to poison me before you helped 

me escape?ò 

Decklin chuckled. ñSomething like that.ò 

Nicholas shrugged. ñAnything to help you with your alibi.ò 

 

**********  

 

Russ Lambert disembarked from the plane and headed for the arrivals terminal. He didn't 

bother with luggage as he had everything he needed in his carry-on. Kevin was waiting for 

him at domestic arrivals. 

ñThat was a quick trip,ò the man grinned. 

Lambert rubbed his fatigued eyes. ñLooks like Gallagher was too fast for me. And he's a 

quick study too. Now he's apparently learnt to steal vehicles.ò 

Kevin raised his eyebrows. ñYou think he's hired a professional?ò 

Lambert shrugged. ñIt's the only explanation. He didn't learn these skills surfing the 

Internet.ò 

ñSo how did you trace him back here?ò 

Lambert frowned, and shook his head. ñAnother tip-off. Anonymous caller said they'd seen 

a man fitting his description in Rosebank.ò 

They reached the vehicle and Kevin hopped into the driver's seat. ñBut you don't believe 

them.ò 
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Lambert shook his head again. ñFor one thing, I know he changed his appearance in Cape 

Town. So the photograph on the news was already obsolete. For another, I know his family 

was attacked last night. As soon as I heard about it, I made a call and requested all records of 

any calls made to his wife's mobile phone in the last twelve hours. A call came in this 

morning ï unknown number, sold across the counter on a Pay-as-you-go some time after he 

escaped from prison. Screams burner phone.ò 

 ñGallagher?ò 

Lambert lifted his eyebrows in acknowledgement. ñAnd the call was placed from 

somewhere near the Rosebank tower.ò 

Kevin nodded in understanding. ñSo you think your anonymous tip came from someone 

with access to those records.ò 

Lambert grimaced and nodded. ñI do. Nicholas Gallagher is fighting with some big players 

ï and I'm beginning to wonder if he's as guilty as we've been led to believe.ò 

Kevin glanced at him in astonishment. ñYou think he's innocent!ò 

Lambert shrugged. ñI don't have any proof yet. It's a hunch.ò He stared out of the window 

for several seconds before he continued. ñThen again, my hunches usually pay off.ò 

Kevin appeared uneasy. ñSo I'm guessing you're not headed home for some rest.ò 

Lambert shook his head. ñOlivedale Clinic. That's where his wife and son are recovering.ò 

Kevin nodded. ñOlivedale it is.ò He turned left, heading for the highway. 

Half an hour later they pulled into the car-park of the private medical clinic. Kevin glanced 

at his watch. ñI'll wait here. Probably better if you go in alone. Less intimidating.ò 

Russ grinned. ñYou always were a lazy wretch.ò 

He left his colleague in the car and headed inside. At the reception desk he flashed his 

badge. 

ñMrs Gallagher, please.ò 

The agitated nurse frowned and grumbled at length about patient privacy but allowed him 

into Jessica Gallagher's private ward. Lambert had seen photographs of her in magazines and 

on billboards, but those pictures paled in comparison to the real thing. 

ñInspector.ò Her smile was radiant and his breath caught in his throat. 

She appeared not to have noticed. ñIs this about my husband, or about what happened to me 

last night?ò 

ñEr ï your husband.ò Lambert finally found his voice. 

She nodded. ñThen I think you'd do better to speak to our lawyer.ò The words were polite, 

but firm. 

Lambert hesitated. ñMa'am, I think the attack on your home last night may have had 

something to do with your husband.ò 

Her demeanour suddenly turned hostile. ñIf you're suggesting that my husband had anything 

to do with the attack on our home ðò 

ñNo, no, no, not at all.ò What are you doing! He berated himself for acting like a schoolboy. 

He couldn't help himself. He felt some unfathomable desire to please her. ñI don't believe he 

had anything to do with it.ò He hesitated again. ñI'll come clean. I'm the detective that's been 

assigned to bring him back in. However, my investigations have led me to believe that your 

husband may have been framed.ò 

Hope flared in her eyes. ñYou think so?ò 

He nodded. ñI can't tell you why I believe this, but the evidence I've uncovered all seems to 

point to it.ò 

Her lips twitched in a hopeful smile. ñYou can prove Nicholas is innocent?ò 

Lambert smiled, ñMaybe. As soon as I'm back at the station, I'll write my report and begin 

investigating in a new direction. Now I know what to look for, I think I'll find the culprits in 

due course.ò 
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She shook her head and her eyes glistened. ñInspector, I don't know how to thank you.ò 

ñMrs Gallagher, I need your help. Can you think of anyone who might bear a grudge against 

your husband? Someone powerful ï well connected in government and business?ò 

She blinked, and shrugged. ñThere could be literally hundreds of people who fit that 

description. You don't build a company that size from nothing without making a few enemies 

on the way up.ò 

Lambert nodded. ñI'll need a list of names. Anything will help.ò 

ñOf course. I'll have his secretary put something together and get it couriered through to 

your offices later today.ò She seemed positively buoyant. 

Lambert realised that he was probably the first ray of hope she'd seen since her husband's 

arrest. It felt good to know that he was the source of her happiness. ñHere's my card. If you 

think of anything, call me ï day or night. I'm going to the station now. I'll keep you posted 

with developments.ò 

She beamed at him. ñThank you, inspector. I can't tell you what this means to our family.ò  

Lambert left the ward and headed for his car. He waved at Kevin, still behind the wheel, but 

the man was looking the other way. It struck Lambert as odd that his colleague would not 

keep an eye on the hospital's entrance. A glint to Russ Lambert's right caught his attention ï 

sunlight reflecting off a mirror ï or a lens. A moment later, a puff of smoke rose above the 

glint and a flaming shard ripped through his chest. 

Lambert lurched back, gasping in agony. Two more slugs tore into his torso. He tried to 

shout for help, but no words came. He staggered left, and fell to the ground. He gazed at 

Kevin, still seated behind the driver's seat. The man stared resolutely in the opposite 

direction. 

Behind him, shouts erupted, and then running feet. Already, his vision was beginning to 

fade. So cold! He'd never believed he could feel so cold. He felt his breath coming in short, 

sharp gasps. And then his breathing stopped and his world was shrouded in blackness. 

His final thought was of Jessica Gallagher. The thought of failing her hurt more than the 

slugs in his chest ï more than deathôs bony fingers that entwined his soul. 

 

**********  

 

ñCome on. Weôve got work to do.ò Decklin motioned to Nicholas as soon as theyôd finished 

breakfast. He headed for his car outside. 

Nicholas hopped in the passenger seat. Decklin glanced across from the driverôs seat. ñHow 

much money do you have on you?ò 

ñA few thousand, why?ò 

ñThat should be enough.ò He drove a few blocks until he found a group of men milling on 

the side of the road. They were there every day and could be found in most of the cityôs 

suburbs; migrant workers, unemployed and looking to earn a dayôs wage. Generally, they 

found work as gardeners or helping people move furniture. 

The men rushed towards their vehicle, beaming in the hope of being chosen. Decklin 

glanced over them and selected one who was of a darker complexion than the rest. It 

indicated that he might be an illegal immigrant from a country further north. 

The man jumped in and Decklin left the rest behind them on the street, waiting for the next 

job prospect to come along. 

ñWhatôs your name?ò Decklin greeted the man. 

ñJames,ò the man replied. 

ñWhere are you from, James?ò 

ñZimbabwe.ò 

ñNo work there?ò 
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ñEish!ò The man used a typical African expression. Loosely translated, it meant óoh, boyô. 

ñThere is no work in Zimbabwe. No food. My family is struggling.ò 

ñHow much do you charge for a dayôs work?ò 

The man shrugged. ñItôs not for me to say. You must say.ò This was the African way. South 

Africaôs laws concerning minimum wage meant very little to people in his position. He was 

probably in the country illegally and his family back home were starving. He would take 

whatever was offered. 

ñHow would you like to earn five hundred rand?ò 

ñHau! Five hundred.ò 

Decklin nodded. ñI need a gun, James.ò 

The excitement on the manôs face turned grim. Decklin was asking far more than the man 

ought to give. On the other hand, five hundred was a sum beyond a migrant workerôs wildest 

dreams. 

Decklin let the man consider his options, while he stared out of the window. Finally, the 

man spoke. ñYou know the taxi rank?ò 

The minister nodded. He knew the informal conglomeration of mini bus taxis that served as 

the main mode of transportation for South Africaôs poorer classes. ñShow me.ò 

He followed the manôs instructions. He parked several blocks away and told James he 

would meet him back at that point. After the man had left, he turned to Nicholas. 

ñDrive around the block and wait out of sight. Turn your phone on and wait for my call. If 

you donôt hear from me, go back to the manse. Iôll meet you there. Iôll only make the 

purchase if I feel comfortable that our James hasnôt called the police.ò 

ñAnd if he has?ò 

ñIôm sure he misunderstood me. Iôm a minister. I would never try to buy something like 

that, not even legally.ò 

Decklin waited until Nicholas turned the corner and the vehicle was out of sight. After a 

quick glance about, he hid the money under a bush a few feet away, weighing it down with 

soil so that it wouldnôt blow away. He didnôt want to be found with five hundred in hard cash 

if James returned with the police. 

The man arrived with a companion about fifteen minutes later. The second man was shorter 

and more smartly dressed. James nodded at Decklin, but didnôt bother to introduce the two. In 

such transactions, names were generally not required and all three understood this. 

ñYou have something for me?ò Decklin enquired carefully. 

The second man was wary and glanced about, looking for any watchful eyes that might 

indicate that this was a trap. ñHow much do you have?ò 

ñHow much do you charge?ò 

ñTwo hundred for a hand gun. More for automatics, but theyôll take more time.ò 

ñYou can give me a hand gun now?ò 

In reply, the man pulled back his jacket to reveal a small Glock 29 10mm auto pistol. 

ñDo you mind?ò Decklin held out his hand. 

The man whipped out the weapon and, after checking that it was empty, offered it to 

Decklin. The minister examined it thoroughly. The gun seemed to be in good working order. 

He handed it back. 

ñJust a moment.ò By now Decklin was convinced that the man was a genuine dealer. He 

bent down and reached under the bush slowly, so as not to alarm the man. 

The gun-dealer stood by nervously with a hand on his belt as Decklin emerged with the 

money. He relaxed when he saw the cash. 

Decklin offered him the two hundred, after dusting it off. The man nodded and gave him the 

gun without another word, and left. As soon as he was out of sight, Decklin paid James his 

five hundred and told him he could leave. Then he called Nicholas. 
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ñOkay, come and fetch me. Quick as you can.ò 

Nicholas arrived in under thirty seconds. ñDid you get it?ò he asked as Decklin hopped into 

the passenger seat. 

Decklin lifted his coat and showed Nicholas the weapon. Nicholas nodded. There had never 

been any doubt in his mind. Decklin was the man he needed. 

ñHead for the city centre,ò Decklin said. ñThereôs still lots to be done.ò 

Nicholas followed Decklinôs instructions, heading for Hillbrow. They found a parking bay 

near the main square. The area was a melting pot of people and cultures. Filthy beggars in 

rags and drug addicts mingled with more affluent business people who worked nearby and 

were headed for the local bakery to buy their lunch. 

The pavements were clogged with street hawkers selling everything from fresh fruit and 

African crafts to mobile phone start-up kits and jewellery. A man approached Nicholas and 

offered him a watch. The name proclaimed it as a Rolex, but Nicholas knew better. He shook 

his head and broke eye contact, leaving the man to find another dupe. They headed 

purposefully through the square, ignoring the vendors eager to barter their fake or stolen 

jewellery and sunglasses, and up some stairs at the opposite end of the square. A beggar 

slumped at the top with his hand outstretched, a travesty of a gatekeeper.  

The manôs eyes were glazed as he stared at the two men. ñHave you got twenny cents?ò 

Nicholas shrugged and walked past. The man never moved from his spot, simply stared at 

his next mark, repeating the words mechanically as another pedestrian entered his world. 

Nicholas found himself in a new world. It was a surreal place that he would never have 

believed existed a mere thirty kilometres from his home. It was as if the top of the stairs, 

where the gatekeeper stood at his post, was an invisible doorway to a universe that operated 

on different rules. 

ñDown the rabbit hole,ò Nicholas murmured. 

A group of boys loitered near the entrance to an alley. They were passing around a small 

tube of glue and taking turns to inhale the fumes. One of the boys wore a girlôs dress and had 

plastered his face with heavy makeup, making it plain to any observer how he earned his 

money. Not one of the boys was more than twelve years old. 

ñDonôt those children have any place else to go?ò Nicholas was incredulous. 

ñTheyôre street children,ò Decklin replied. ñThat alley is probably their home. If they have 

parents, you donôt want to meet them. Abuse and drugs are rife in homes here.ò 

Another man leaned against the building, not far from the children. His face was etched 

with deep wrinkles and scars ï lines created by the harsh conditions of the world in which he 

lived. A small blanket covered his legs. The filth it was coated in made it impossible for 

Nicholas to guess what the clothôs original colour had been. A bony knee showed through 

one of many holes in the material. The knee was the same colour as the blanket. The man 

clutched a brown paper bag in one hand and half a loaf of white bread in the other. 

ñIs that what I think it is?ò Nicholas murmured. 

ñIf youôre thinking methylated spirits filtered through a half-loaf then, yes, itôs exactly what 

you think. Itôs the cheapest form of alcohol and probably the only type he can afford.ò 

Nicholas shook his head in wonder. Heôd heard the stories, and even read about the place, 

but this was the first time he had come face to face with the reality of life in Hillbrow. ñHow 

did you learn about this area?ò 

Decklin smiled. ñOur church runs a soup kitchen not far from here. We meet every Friday 

and give soup and bread to anyone who wants it.ò 

ñDecklin, I think we should leave here.ò Nicholas was becoming nervous. Some of the 

people in the area, like the wino and the children, looked harmless, but there were others who 

appeared more dangerous. 
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Nicholas noticed that, apart from the ever-present prostitutes, there were also young men. 

These were better dressed, but their eyes spoke volumes about a lifetime of violence that had 

led them to this world. 

Decklin seemed not to hear and kept walking. They hadnôt gone many blocks before 

Nicholas spotted a group of five youths approaching. They all wore similar looking caps and 

were dressed like American rap artists. He guessed their ages ranged between fifteen and 

eighteen. 

ñDecklin, I really think we should leave.ò 

This time the minister replied. ñJust stay behind me and keep out of the way.ò He kept 

walking. 

The gangsters didnôt bother to disguise their intent. They approached Decklin who was in 

front. Within a moment, the group had surrounded them and knives appeared from beneath 

their clothing. 
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Chapter 11 
 

ñJust relax,ò said the oldest mugger. He held a flick-knife to Decklin Kanabasô throat and 

was obviously the gangôs leader. 

In a flash, the minister reached up with his right hand. The youth had no time to react and 

the knife clattered to the floor. Decklin twisted the gangsterôs wrist violently, causing such 

pain that his knees buckled. At the same time, he produced the gun from under his jacket and 

slammed it into the boyôs throat, just under his chin. 

This display of aggression was all the prompting the rest needed and the gang vanished in 

an instant, scooting up an alley as they raced away, leaving their leader to the mercy of his 

assailant. 

Decklin watched them flee, then he addressed the boy. He spoke in measured tones, 

deliberately trying to calm him down. 

ñI donôt want to hurt you either. Understand?ò 

The youth nodded. His eyes stared fearfully into Decklinôs, never breaking his gaze. 

The minister continued. ñGood. Actually, I need your help. If youôre prepared to stick 

around, I can pay you well. How would you like to earn five hundred for half an hourôs 

work?ò 

The boy regarded him with suspicion. ñWhat kind of work?ò 

ñI need to find someone.ò Decklin pulled the boy to his feet and released him. Now that the 

youth was talking, he reasoned that he would be less likely to run. 

ñHave you got the money on you?ò 

ñNo, I donôt have the money on me, do you think Iôm stupid? Who walks around here with 

five hundred in cash?ò 

After thinking about it for a moment, the youth nodded. ñWhere do you want to go?ò 

ñI need passports, preferably international. About four or five should do it.ò 

The boy laughed. ñWhere do you think youôre going to get four or five international 

passports?ò 

Decklin shrugged and turned to go. ñThen I guess weôve come to the wrong place.ò 

ñWait.ò Decklin turned back and the boy continued. ñMaybe I can help you. What if I get 

you one or two British passports and the rest South African?ò 

ñItôs a start,ò Decklin replied, then motioned to the boy. ñLead the way.ò 

With the local gangster as their escort, the streets suddenly became safe for the two men. 

They followed him for several blocks. Finally, he stopped outside a scruffy-looking building. 

The broken sign above the door had once been a neon light. Now, it was only possible to see 

the letters during the day. They advertised to local residents that this was a bar called JTôs. 

The bar was practically empty when they entered, but it still smelled of stale smoke, sweat 

and beer from the night before. 

ñWait here,ò the youth instructed them, indicating a wooden table with hard slat benches. 

The two men slid into their seats and waited while the boy headed for the bar. After a brief 

conversation with the barman, the boy returned, joining them at the table. ñI called the owner. 

Heôs on his way down.ò 
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Some fifteen minutes later, a rotund man with dark greasy hair joined them at the table. He 

looked as if his origins had been a mixture of African and Portuguese. Probably from 

Mozambique, Nicholas guessed. 

ñYou look for passports,ò the man growled. Nicholas was unable to place the accent. The 

stubble on his chin indicated that he hadnôt shaved for three days, or bathed, for that matter. 

Even the cigarette stub that dangled from the corner of his mouth failed to disguise the odour 

that emanated from the sweat-stained shirt clinging to the manôs back and biceps. 

Decklin nodded. ñWhat have you got?ò 

ñI got South African ID, South African Passport, driverôs licence ðò 

ñWeôre looking for international passports. British, USA, Australian.ò 

The man sighed, rubbing his chin. ñI got British ï two, but is expensive.ò 

ñHow much?ò 

ñFive hundredò 

ñFor both?ò 

ñEach.ò 

Decklin considered this. ñIs that all you can offer us?ò 

He shrugged, ñI got South African.ò 

Decklin sighed and glanced at Nicholas. Then he turned back to the man. ñHow much for 

South African?ò 

ñOne hundred.ò 

Decklin grimaced. ñI guess thatôll have to do. Okay. Weôll take two South African and both 

the British passports. Iôll need a professional who can replace the photographs and change the 

names slightly. Can you help me with that?ò 

ñIôll give you a number. You got money?ò 

Decklin reached into his jacket and produced one thousand two hundred rand in new notes. 

The young gangsterôs avarice when he saw the notes was not lost on Decklin. He waited 

while the chubby proprietor disappeared, then glanced across at the boy. 

ñDonôt get any ideas, son. Youôre going to lead us all the way back to the square and my 

gun is going to be aimed at your spine the whole time. One wrong move and youôll never 

walk again. On the other hand, if you behave yourself, itôll be the easiest five hundred bucks 

you ever made.ò 

The man returned with the passports and a piece of paper with a phone number. Decklin 

carefully paged through each booklet, ensuring that they were genuine. Once satisfied, he 

handed the man the money and they left. 

ñNow remember what I said.ò Decklin shoved the boy ahead of him. 

They followed the young man back to the square, passing the gatekeeper en route. 

ñTwenny cents?ò whined the man, holding out his hand, fixing each of them with a blank 

stare as they passed by. 

When they were in the square itself, Decklin pulled a wad of fifties from his jacket pocket. 

He counted out ten and gave them to the gangster. They watched as the boy disappeared up 

the stairs. Then they headed for the car. 

Nicholas drove while Decklin made a call from his mobile phone. He switched on the 

Bluetooth feature so that Nicholas could hear the conversation through the radio speakers. A 

gruff voice answered the other end of the line. 

ñYes?ò 

Decklin took a deep breath. ñIôm told you do artwork for people.ò 

There was a momentôs hesitation. ñWhat sort of artwork do you need?ò 

ñJust some basic portraits. Think you could take a look?ò 

ñI think I could fit you in. How does twelve oôclock sound?ò 

ñSounds great. Where do you want to meet?ò 
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 ñDo you know where the university is?ò the man asked. 

ñIôll find it.ò 

ñGood. At the east end, thereôs a caf® opposite the campus, with some parking bays out 

front. Inside thereôs a cafeteria. Take a table for four. Order the Russian Sausage and chips, 

theyôre good. Iôll find you.ò 

Decklin and Nicholas did as theyôd been instructed. Within fifteen minutes the man arrived. 

He was dressed like a student and Nicholas doubted whether the man had seen his twenty-

first birthday. He had a soft bag slung over his shoulder. It was filled with textbooks. 

ñIs this what theyôre teaching at university now?ò Decklin grinned. 

The young man smirked. ñHey, a studentôs got to make a living somehow. Did you bring 

the, ah, artwork?ò 

ñRight here.ò Decklin slid an envelope across the table. It contained the passports and 

several photos of Nicholas with different hairstyles and colours. 

The student opened it and peered at the contents. ñThis shouldnôt take long. When do you 

want them by?ò 

ñHowôs tomorrow sound?ò 

He threw back his head and laughed as he slipped the envelope into his bag. ñIôm a genius, 

not a magician. Four documents will take me at least two days.ò 

ñTwo days to slap a couple of photos into the books and change some Pôs into Bôs?ò 

ñIôve got to study in between as well, you know. I do this in my spare time.ò 

ñRight, give them back,ò Decklin shrugged. 

ñExcuse me?ò 

ñI asked for a professional, not some two-bit hack. Give them back.ò 

The man grinned. ñHow about tomorrow evening?ò 

ñYou can do them by then?ò 

ñIôll make a plan.ò 

ñWill this place be open?ò 

ñNo. Call me at five oôclock. Iôll tell you where to meet me.ò 

ñHow much will it cost us?ò 

ñFive thousand.ò 

ñWhat! Thatôs extortion.ò 

ñLook. This isnôt some two-minute job weôre talking about, okay? Have you seen the visas 

and stamps on these? On one of these passports, it indicates that you never left South Africa. 

Would you like to explain that to a customs official?ò 

Nicholas was impressed. The man had barely glanced at the documents. 

Decklin shrugged. ñOkay. Weôll talk again tomorrow, but it had better be good.ò 

ñIt will be. Call me at five.ò The man rose and left them to finish their lunch. 

As soon as he was gone, Nicholas glanced at Decklin. ñHow can you be sure he wonôt just 

take the books straight back to the people we bought them from?ò 

ñHe wonôt. Our five thousand is worth far more than the money theyôd pay him for the 

passports. Besides, I know who he is now.ò 

ñHowôd you manage that?ò 

Decklin produced a student card from his pocket. ñThis fell out of his bag.ò 

Nicholas raised his eyebrows. ñFancy that.ò 

Decklin grinned. ñHis nameôs not Jeff. Itôs Callum and if he doesnôt show tomorrow, Iôll tell 

him that. Plus Iôll quote his student number. Heôll get this back, along with the five thousand 

when he shows up with the passports tomorrow night, otherwise it goes with an anonymous 

letter to the police. Thatôs our insurance.ò 

Decklin rose from the table. ñLetôs go home.ò 
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**********  

 

Back at the house, Decklin Kanabas put on the inevitable Bruce Willis movie ï Hudson 

Hawk this time ï and flopped down in his Lazy-Boy armchair. Nicholas stayed for most of 

the movie before disappearing to bed. 

He was woken several hours later by the sound of stealthy footsteps in the hallway outside. 

Must be Decklin, he thought, as he heard the footsteps head up the passage towards the main 

bedroom. Suddenly, he jolted upright in his bed. The sound of muffled gunshots emanated 

from the main bedroom. 

Nicholas slid from his bed and moved across to the cupboard as quietly as possible. His 

stomach trembled and his breath came in shaky gasps as the adrenaline began to course 

through his veins once more. He was not a moment too soon. The door to his bedroom flew 

open and a gunman fired a volley of rounds into Nicholasô bed. 

The man was thrown off balance as he realised his mark was not there. Nicholas launched 

himself from the right, where he was screened by the cupboardôs bulk. He swept aside the 

gun and managed to throw the man off balance. 

His advantage was short-lived, however. The gunman recovered like a cat. He brought his 

knee up, slamming it like a pylon into Nicholasô solar plexus. All the fight vanished in an 

instant and Nicholas fell to the floor gasping for breath that refused to come. 

The man snatched up his weapon. Nicholas clawed at the assassinôs gun hand, but he was 

hopelessly outclassed. The man caught his hand and Nicholas felt the sharp pain as his wrist 

was twisted violently behind his back. A knee slammed into his right kidney with a force that 

caused Nicholas to go limp with pain. 

Nicholas groaned. The man twisted his left arm around behind his back. The killer now had 

both of his arms disabled in some sort of thumb lock behind him, rendering them useless. 

Then he felt the steel press against his skull. 

The expected shot never came. The man grunted and suddenly released Nicholas as he 

turned to face a new attacker. Nicholas rolled over and saw that Decklin had, somehow, 

miraculously survived the encounter with the other assassin and rushed down the passage to 

assist him. 

Decklin went straight for his opponentôs eyes. The man shrieked in pain and dropped his 

gun to protect the sensitive organs. Decklin gripped his ears with ferocious power while 

gouging his thumbs like corkscrews into the manôs sockets. He let go as the man brought his 

hands up to his eyes and silenced his screaming with a short, but powerful, knuckle thrust to 

the manôs windpipe. 

Nicholas kicked the gun away as the killer fell in a writhing heap. Decklin rose and put a 

finger to his lips. ñIf two were inside, they probably have more guarding the exits.ò 

ñWhat are we going to do?ò Nicholas rasped back in a hoarse whisper. 

Decklin ignored the question. Instead, he glanced at the assassin. ñIs he dead?ò 

Nicholas bent down and checked the man for a pulse. ñNo.ò 

ñGood.ò Decklin seemed relieved by this. 

He moved through the house quickly, avoiding large windows until he reached the 

telephone. He made a quick call to the Flying Squad, the countryôs immediate response unit 

of the police force, and reported the crime. 

ñAre you crazy!ò Nicholas whispered when he realised what the minister had done. ñTheyôll 

recognise me.ò 

ñDonôt worry. We wonôt be here when they arrive.ò 

The two men waited sixty seconds before they heard the sirens whining in the distance. The 

police were approaching. Decklin flung the back door open and dived through. He moved 

low and at an angle in case any gunmen still lurked out there. There was nobody, however. 
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The assassins had already fled. Nicholas followed and the two men jumped the back wall into 

the neighbouring yard. 

ñWait!ò Decklin put a restraining hand on Nicholasô arm as they landed. 

He had barely spoken when a streaking shadow emerged from a large kennel against the 

wall. The dog didnôt make a sound, which made it even more frightening. Decklin spoke 

quietly to the animal, affecting a playful tone and went down on one knee to greet it. The dog 

slowed down and trotted up to him, sniffing and wagging its tail. 

ñYou two know each other?ò Nicholas was relieved. 

ñIôm a friend of the family,ò Decklin replied. ñBut he doesnôt like strangers and heôs 

dangerous.ò 

The two men moved through the garden and scaled the wall at the far end where they 

reached the street at the other end of the block. 

ñThis way.ò Decklin bolted down several blocks until they came to a main street. It teemed 

with restaurants and people. At last, they were able to relax as they mingled with the late-

night traffic. Decklin stopped at a twenty-four hour pizzeria, where he ordered two large 

pepperoni pizzas and a couple of tall, ice-cold colas. 

ñHow can you be hungry at a time like this?ò 

ñWe need to blend, Nicholas. The area will be crawling with police, and possibly assassins, 

for the next hour. Theyôll be looking for people who are out of place, who donôt fit in. What 

they wonôt be looking for is a couple of guys enjoying a pizza. Weôre off the streets and we 

blend in now. Nobodyôll find us here. Weôll give it an hour or two, then find a hotel for the 

night.ò 

Nicholas nodded in acknowledgement. Once again, Decklin had proved that he was the 

guide Nicholas needed to lead him through this clandestine world in which he now found 

himself. 

The following morning, Nicholas awoke to the sound of conversation. He looked up and 

saw Decklin seated on the couch at the far end of their suite. He was on the telephone. 

ñHey, Jeff. How are you coming with those documents of ours?ò 

Decklin waited while listening to the manôs response. 

ñWe have a slight change of plan. Iôm going to need a different set of photographs on two 

of them.ò Another pause. ñNo, the first two are fine. Can you get here a little earlier? Yes, Iôll 

bring the photos. Okay, meet you at twelve.ò 

Decklin hung up and gazed across at Nicholas. 

Nicholas frowned. ñDonôt you ever sleep?ò 

Decklin had a haunted look about him. He disregarded the question. ñIt looks like youôll 

have me tagging along after all.ò 

ñMeaning?ò 

ñPolice I can deal with, but now your faceless friends have found my home. They know Iôm 

involved. Iôm no longer safe there. The only option is for me to come with you.ò 

Nicholas grinned. ñWhat brought this turn around?ò 

Decklin picked up a copy of the morning paper, rolled it and tossed it across the coffee 

table. Nicholas grabbed the paper and glanced at the headline. Once again, his face graced the 

front page. This time, however, the story centred around an attack on the Parktown Anglican 

church rectory. 

The article revealed that, when the police had arrived, the men who had tried to kill them 

the previous evening had posed as residents and claimed they had been attacked. An 

ambulance had rushed them to the Johannesburg General hospital where they had vanished 

after having their injuries attended to. 

In the meantime, the police had established that the person in residence was Rev Decklin 

Kanabas. No picture was available yet, the article asserted, but it mentioned that the minister 
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was wanted for questioning in connection with the search for Nicholas Gallagher. The 

journalist quoted a nameless source who stated that police suspected Rev Decklin Kanabas of 

harbouring a fugitive and that the minister was now a óperson of interestô. 

Nicholas looked up as he finished reading the article. ñAre you going to contact the police? 

Tell them your side of the story?ò 

Decklin shook his head. ñIôm not that stupid. The die is cast now. Thereôs no going back.ò 

Nicholas tossed the newspaper onto the coffee table but said nothing. Decklin Kanabas had 

become a part of the conflict, whether he liked it or not. There was nothing to say. 

The minister smiled and shook his head. ñI have no idea how Iôm going to explain this to 

Bishop Seath.ò 

At midday, they met the student and part-time counterfeiter at a local coffee shop in 

Rosebank. Decklin had borrowed some of Nicholasô wigs and false beards. After shaving, he 

had taken several pictures at a local photo booth and selected some of the best ones which he 

gave to the man. 

Callum glanced at the photographs and raised his eyebrows. ñThese are good. I can work 

with them.ò 

ñCan you still have these done by tonight?ò 

The student shook his head. ñNot a chance. Youôll have to wait until tomorrow.ò 

Decklin nodded. ñWeôll need something else from you, Callum.ò 

The man raised his eyebrows at the name. ñAnd that is?ò 

ñBritish pounds. As many as you can get us.ò 

The young man nodded. ñHold on a second.ò He excused himself as he extracted his mobile 

phone. They never heard his conversation, as he left the table. When he returned, he nodded. 

ñHow does three thousand pounds sound?ò 

Decklin chuckled. ñThat depends on how many Rands you want for them.ò 

Callum grinned. ñI wonôt lie to you. Youôd get a much better deal at a legitimate Bureau De 

Change, but my friends promise not to ask any awkward questions.ò 

Decklin shrugged. ñThen I guess we donôt have any choice.ò 

The young man nodded. ñIôll bring them tomorrow. Iôll need one hundred and eighty 

thousand rand.ò 

ñA hundred and eighty thousand!ò 

ñI told you. These notes donôt come cheap, but theyôre legitimate and they canôt be traced.ò 

Nicholas stopped Decklinôs next objection. ñDonôt worry about it. Weôll bring the money.ò 

After they left, Decklin rounded on him. ñDo you have any idea how much money youôve 

just wasted?ò 

ñForget it, Decklin. Once weôre in London, we can get some more. Unlimited resources, 

remember?ò 

ñYou wonôt have unlimited resources for long, the way youôre ðò 

ñDecklin.ò Nicholas held up his hand. ñLet me worry about the money, okay? You just 

concentrate on getting us out of the country.ò 

Decklin shook his head and heaved an exasperated sigh. ñExtortion. Thatôs what it was. I 

canôt believe you let him bully us like that.ò 

 

**********  

 

Cliff Sutherland opened the rear door of the limousine for Jessica Gallagher outside 

Olivedale Clinic. ñGlad to see you're feeling better, ma'am.ò 

ñThank you, Mr. Sutherland.ò She let her son climb in first, then entered behind him. Cliff 

glanced once more about the area and then hopped in himself. He was well aware of the fact 
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that a police officer had been killed outside the building the previous day and was taking no 

chances. 

ñI've done as you instructed,ò he said, once he'd settled into the back seat. ñYour plane will 

be ready at seven this evening. By tomorrow morning, you'll be safe on British soil.ò 

She nodded. ñThank you. I still can't believe that my home is demolished.ò 

Cliff took a deep breath. He felt awful. Her home had been all but destroyed, and on his 

watch. If she or her son had died, he would never have forgiven himself. ñI'm sorry, Mrs 

Gallagher. I've been in contact with the police, but there's still no word on the culprit.ò 

She sighed and stared out of the window. ñThey still suspect OôToole?ò 

Cliff shrugged. ñIt had to be someone with access. And, as heôs the only person they 

havenôt spoken to ðò 

Jessica shook her head. ñItôs not possible. OôToole has worked with Nicholas since before 

we were married. He loves Jared. He would never ðò her voice trailed off and she gazed out 

of the window again. 

Cliff pursed his lips. ñAll I know is what the police tell me.ò 

ñCan you take me back there?ò 

He was astonished. ñTo your house?ò  

She nodded. ñI'd like to see it once more before I leave.ò 

He shrugged. ñI guess. But I warn you ï it's not pretty.ò 

She nodded. ñI understand.ò 

They drove to the house in silence. Once there, she left her son in the limousine with the 

driver, and headed over to the ruins. Cliff followed several paces behind her. The house was a 

shell. The roof had caved in and the walls were little more than blackened rubble. Jessica's 

eyes roved the ruins. Most of the window bars remained intact where the walls hadn't 

collapsed. Only two windows gaped wide and unprotected. The lounge window, through 

which they had escaped the blaze, and the main bedroom window from which she and Jared 

had called for help. 

Jessica stared thoughtfully up at the open hole. Then she turned to Cliff. ñLooks like you 

risked your life for nothing, Mr Sutherland. We might have escaped through that window 

after all.ò 

He forced an awkward grin and glanced away. ñJust doing my job, ma'am.ò 

She nodded. ñThank you again. Our family can never repay you for what you've done. But 

if you ever need anything ðò 

He bowed his head. ñIt's been an honour to work for your family.ò 

She turned and headed through the garden, following a path that led along the lakeôs edge. 

A small island with a gazebo jutted out of the water, some twenty yards from the shore. The 

only way to reach it was with a small rowing-boat, moored by the jetty further along the 

bank. The path led through a mini-forest of fir trees that opened into a glade. Another large 

structure, built along Victorian lines, stood in the centre of the clearing. 

Several cats sunned themselves on the patio outside. ñMy babies,ò Jessica crooned and 

rushed for the closest feline ï a large tabby with a mangled ear. She knelt on the verandah 

and cuddled the animal. Several other cats approached, begging for her attention. 

She glanced up at Cliff. ñYou'll see that they're cared for while we're away?ò 

He nodded again. ñThe keeper will be here every day to make sure they're fed. I told the 

guards to accompany her for security reasons, but thereôs no reason to refuse her access.ò He 

frowned, hesitant to pry, but curiosity overcame caution. ñIf I may ask, why do you keep so 

many cats here?ò 

Jessica smiled, scratching a sleek Siamese under its chin. ñMy husband's allergic to them. 

When we were first married, I kept some in the house, but it was impossible. His eyes would 
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water and his throat would clog up so badly, he was barely able to breathe. So I built them 

this retreat.ò 

She played with the Siamese some more. ñOver the years their numbers have swelled. But I 

simply can't bear to part with any of them.ò She glanced up at Cliff. ñYou think I'm odd, don't 

you?ò 

Cliff shook his head. ñNot at all. My mother's a cat-lover too. Never could turn away a 

stray. I grew up in a house that never had less than seven cats running around at any one time. 

Sometimes as many as twelve.ò 

She pursed her lips before replying. ñThen you're one of the few who understand. Nicholas 

doesn't. But he's a great husband. Never begrudged me my love-affair with these animals. 

Even if he never understood, he's always been supportive. He struggled through his allergy in 

silence for the first few months of our marriage, until we built this for them.ò 

She glanced at her watch. ñWell, I'd better not stay here all day. We can head for the hangar. 

I'll wait in the executive lounge until we're ready to depart.ò 

Cliff escorted her back to the limousine and, from there, on to Lanseria, Johannesburgôs 

international airport for private air-traffic. After they'd parked the limousine in the 

Gallaghers' private hangar, he followed Jessica up to the executive lounge and took up his 

sentry-post at the door. 

It would be a few hours before the Lear was ready for its flight and he wanted to be sure 

that Jessica Gallagher and her son remained safe until they left South African soil. After that, 

they'd be someone else's responsibility. 

 

**********  

 

Callum was a true artist. After examining the minutest detail on each of the four passports, 

Decklin proclaimed them to be worth every penny. He even appeared to be a little mollified 

at the outlandish price they had to pay for their British Pounds. It took Decklin two days to 

make the necessary arrangements. 

When the two men entered Lanseria International, Johannesburgôs preferred airport for light 

aircraft and private jet charter. Nicholas was barely able to control his breathing.  

ñAre you sure about this Decklin?ò he whispered. ñWe stand out like a heliograph. 

Everyoneôs staring at us!ò 

ñThatôs the idea,ò Decklinôs reply was quiet and calm. ñJust keep your chin up and the cane 

out ahead of you. Feel your way forward, like we practised.ò 

Nicholas took a deep, quivering breath and swept the white cane ahead of him. He closed 

his eyes, hidden behind dark sunglasses, in an effort to make his performance more authentic, 

and allowed Decklin to guide him. Terrifying images flashed through his mind. He was a 

regular at Lanseria and, therefore, knew that the heavy police presence was well beyond 

normal. They were looking for him and Decklin. It was the only reasonable explanation. 

What if the disguise didnôt hold up? The more he considered it, the less confidence he had in 

the priestôs plan. 

ñExcuse me, officer.ò Decklinôs voice penetrated his dark thoughts. Nicholas opened his 

eyes for a moment and realised his worst fear. Far from avoiding the police, Decklin had led 

him right into the bear trap. Nicholas now found himself facing no less than five uniformed 

officials. 

ñYes, sir?ò one of the police officers stepped towards them. The man was young with short, 

sandy hair. 

ñCan you tell me where the departures lounge is ï and a check-in counter for that matter? 

My colleague and I have a flight booked to Botswana and Iôve never flown by private charter 

before.ò 




