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CHAPTER 1


Jack Spencer sat alone in a busy pub contemplating the foam floating on the remaining beer in his pint glass. Money was short and he knew he shouldn’t have bought the pint, but some kind of perversity grips a man when he’s down and out. It is as though he is trying to convince himself that he is not really broke.


The lack of money was not his true problem anyway. He had a small pension from the army and his social security and although he had spent it, he knew that in a few days there would be more. His real predicament was that he didn’t fit in with this civilian world. All around him were people who had jobs, friends and conversations that seemed to stimulate them. They were taking an active part in society and there was no way he could break into that society. He had tried but London pubs were not places to meet people.


Making friends would not have solved his depression. He had spent all his working life in the army. In a career spanning twenty five years, he had progressed from the bottom to company sergeant major and was proud of that achievement. He joined up because of an unhappy home life and the army offered education and opportunity, that was not open to him in civvie street. Now at forty two, the army had no further use for him and in the civilian world he felt like a creature from another planet. The service had given him companionship, a sense of importance and respect from everyone including senior officers. A certain colonel was the only exception who respected him but lied about giving an ill judged order and blamed him for a disastrous outcome. If the colonel had admitted his own blunder he would have been disciplined but it suited him better to blame Jack Spencer and have him kicked out.


Now he was nothing and had no direction. He had saved very little money, his prospects were poor and his days were long and empty. He had married at twenty two, but that didn’t last long and he didn’t try to repeat the mistake. There were relatives, but they were remote and may as well have been of a different nationality. He had visited the place in which he had grown up but it was full of strangers. He recognised one man but the man could not remember him. Twenty five years must be longer than he had thought


London seemed to be the obvious choice to settle, since it was the centre of everything and with an initial flood of optimism and enthusiasm, he took a furnished room in Notting Hill and set out to find work. Armed with career resumes and a number of glowing references, he knew there would be something just waiting for him. He circulated agencies and personnel recruitment companies and even had a few interviews but while encouraging noises were made over the C.V., his search ended in nothing. The months went by and he decided to lower his sights, but was rewarded by being told he was over qualified for the position. He searched the newspaper ads every day in the library, making a note of anything vaguely interesting and going to the pub to cheer himself up. He had to pace his drinking, in view of his modest income but the pubs were depressing too. The smarter ones were full of people, who were making too much money and wanted to flaunt it, while the down market ones were full of a rowdy undisciplined rabble, who had respect for neither people nor property.


Almost a flash point in his mental state came, when the man in the job centre suggested a commissionaire’s job at a large hotel, or a dishwasher at the same hotel. That he would get to wear a uniform as the doorman, was the limit of the man’s understanding of what it meant to be a senior N.C.O. in the British army. Spencer lost his cool, grabbed the man by the lapels and lifted him off the ground. Then realising he had gone over the edge, lowered the trembling man to the ground and apologised humbly and profusely.


The pub had to be his next port of call, where he bought a pint of bitter and sat near a window to calm down and think of his future, if any. He would have to forget the past and take a menial job, just to retain his sanity. After all he had heard stories of senior Polish officers working as commissionaires after the war. Of course at the time they would rather be in London than in Warsaw. He could think of better places to be than London at this moment, but it was now eight or nine months since he had left the army, and if he didn’t find a job soon, he would crack up.


Somebody had left a newspaper on the chair next to him and almost absent-mindedly, he picked it up and turned to the job section. There were vacancies by the hundred, but this was the Telegraph and they wanted directors, salesmen, engineers, accountants and so on. Not only did they want graduates, but they wanted ten years experience and an upper age limit of thirty five.


Once he had worked his way through the display adverts, he came to the line ads and was even more disgusted by the depths to which he was sinking. Only one stood out as a possibility and that was for a chauffeur. The only reason it attracted him, was that it specified ‘suit ex-serviceman’ however it also described the job as chauffeur-odd job man, which did not sound so good. Still it was probably worth a stamp and he had nothing to lose.


There was no address or location specified, only a box number given, and instinct told him that box numbers mean trouble, but he posted off his application and forgot about it. Two weeks later he received a reply asking him to attend an interview at the Atheneum Hotel on Piccadilly and the letter was signed by a Brigadier Ashford. Things were looking up.


Two days before the interview, Spencer pressed his only suit and polished his shoes like mirrors. The following day, he polished his shoes again and checked that his suit was spotless.


His interview was for eleven and at ten thirty he was standing in the foyer of the hotel, trying not to show his impatience. Why was he so keen for a job that at best was a glorified driver? At five minutes to eleven, he was asked by a receptionist to go to a room on the fifth floor and when he entered, the disappointment may have shown on his face, no matter how he tried to hide it. The room was a small sitting room, with usual comfortable furniture, excepting for a table at one end, with a chair at each side. On the opposite side, sat a man in his mid thirties. He was tall, slim, fair haired, fit-looking and confident to the level of arrogance. He looked up when Spencer entered. “Spencer isn’t it? Do take a seat Spencer and I’ll be with you in a moment.” He pointed to the seat opposite him and looked down at papers on the table in front of him. After five full minutes, he looked up again and said, “Good. I see most of your career was in the Royal Artillery excepting three years in the SAS and some service abroad training troops for foreign nations. What about languages?”


“I completed courses in French, Spanish and Hindi, and a little Afrikaans although I wouldn’t pretend to be fluent in any.”


“Don’t undersell yourself man. That’s good. Now I don’t follow the normal interview procedure of asking you to reiterate everything you’ve already written down. I’ll check that, but let me tell you about me.” Ashford had a huge ego and obviously enjoyed talking about himself. “No doubt you’re wondering how a man of thirty four made brigadier. You were expecting an old decayed fossil of a man, who wanted somebody to look after him in his declining years and do everything for him but wipe his arse. I am a businessman and I travel a great deal, but when I go by car, I work and don’t want to be bothered with driving. The strain affects my driving efficiency. In this country, you’d drive a Rolls and if we travel abroad, whatever we can hire. You’ve driven abroad? Of course you have. I take it a Rolls Royce wouldn’t be too daunting.” He didn’t appear to expect answers. “What do you know of weapons?”


Jack Spencer was a little surprised at the question but answered, “I’m up to speed on all modern weapons - modern artillery systems, ground to air missiles, ground to ground and even did courses on nuclear. I can’t talk about that since I signed the Official Secrets Act.”


“Mm. How about small arms?”


“Yes, I’m familiar with just about everything from side arms to heavy machine guns.”


“My background is Winchester and Sandhurst, but then I didn’t join your army. I took up an invitation to travel to Africa to work for a country best left unidentified. I was a brigadier by the time I was thirty and was running their whole damned army. Then political pressures suggested I should come back to England, so I set up in business.”


“May I ask what business that is sir? It might have little to do with the job description as such, but I feel it is important.”


“Of course. Buying and selling - anything that makes a profit, but mainly military ordnance. I am a licensed arms dealer and I follow standard business practice of buying as cheaply as possible and selling for as much as I can. I always stick within the law - sometimes on the edge, but never over.” As Ashford spoke, he watched Spencer’s eyes to detect any sensitivity to the arms trade, but he saw nothing. “Let me define the vacancy. A chauffeur to be at my beckon call at all times, which means sometimes a lot and sometimes very little. I have three cars, a Rolls, a Daimler-Jaguar and a BMW. Your job would be to drive them as required and to keep them clean, serviced and permanently filled with fuel.”


“What exactly are the odd jobs?”


“Ah I can see that might worry you. Let me put your mind at rest. No gardening or house repairs.” He laughed. “I may need a courier to carry something to another part of the country or to another country. You have a passport I take it, and you aren’t afraid of flying? It may seem a silly question but I must get these things clear. I don’t like inconvenient surprises.”


“Yes I have a current passport and I have completed twenty eight parachute jumps, which answers your question about fear of flying.”


Ashford raised his eyebrows at the sharp reply, realising Spencer was more than he appeared. “Good, well basically I would want you to carry out anything I want with no questions asked - and it might be carrying my bags. I have a house in Hertfordshire, with nice accommodation above the garage, where you would live. Now money? I will pay £200 per week, tax free, all meals included and there is a chauffeur’s uniform, which you’ll have to wear. I’ll get a new one made for you, if you join me. I intend to review your service after six months and increase the pay by fifty pounds if I‘m satisfied. If I’m not satisfied you would have to go. You’d have some time off, but only when I say so, because nothing must interfere with the business and of course you’d have the use of the BMW. Oh yes and annual holiday of a month, but you would have to be on call.” Ashford watched for his reaction and said, “How does it sound?”


“Yes it sounds interesting. I’m prepared to give it a crack. It’s a completely new field of activity for me but there are no problems from my point of view.”


“You aren’t married. What about your present quarters?”


“That’s just furnished accommodation and I can leave that with a week’s notice.”


“Very good Spencer. Well I’ve others to see but I like what I’ve seen of you and I understand what you’re going through after a career in the army. You’ll hear from me in two days one way or another. By the way, I must insist on a clean licence, you’ll need an international one, and there’s no smoking in the cars.”


“I don’t smoke sir.”


“Good.” Ashford looked surprised as though he expected all soldiers to smoke. “What about drinking?”


“Only in moderation.”


“Well I must insist, that my drivers are under the limit at all times. You may be called upon at the drop of a hat, at any time day or night and you must be ready to go.”


“No problem.”


Ashford signified the end of the interview, by standing up and extending his hand. His grip was firm and the pale blue eyes looked into and through Spencer. “I shall be in touch.” He was at six feet four a good three inches taller than Spencer and seemed to enjoy looking down on lesser mortals. Spencer had fair hair cut short but Ashford had blond hair and long for any army.


Jack Spencer walked out on to Piccadilly in a state of elation. It was well after mid-day and he walked to the nearest pub and ordered a pint of bitter. His order was with confidence - not the aggressive confidence borne of inferiority, but that of a man with a future and an identity. Why was he so pleased? He had the job, he knew that because of instinct, but was it a job worthy of him? Maybe he was to be Ashford’s dogsbody, a goafer, but it was better than standing outside a hotel waving down taxis and opening doors for people, who never said a word of thanks. The money wasn’t great, but he wouldn’t need to spend much. In fact, apart from clothes, he wouldn’t need to spend any - not even on booze.


Standing in the pub, he drank down half his pint in one swallow and looked around at the throng of people, milling about. They seemed different now. He could look at them with transformed vision. He felt superior to them in a strange way and perhaps it was the relief at the prospect of re-entering society. His second pint was ordered together with a cottage pie and by the time he had consumed both, he felt at considerable peace with the world. This was a Friday and the usual noisy crowd persisted till two thirty, by which time he had had enough. He made his way back to his bed-sit, which was still the same dismal, dreary place but his eyes no longer saw it.


The weekend went slowly. He walked to regain his fitness and wandered around the shops. On Saturday and on Sunday morning he watched the changing of the guard at the palace, with new eyes. In the afternoon, he watched and listened to the speeches in Hyde Park and by Monday morning, he was tense with anticipation. He knew there wouldn’t be a letter, but still looked for one. The second post was also barren, but on Tuesday morning, a thin white envelope arrived.


He had expected a thick envelope, with a contract to be signed, but this was thin - too thin. He delayed opening it and poured himself a mug of tea, sat down and drank it. Then it had to be done and he tore it open. It was typed on plain unheaded paper as follows.





The Old Deanery,


Potters Bar.


Dear Sir,


If you accept the terms we discussed, telephone 0675 248321 and say so to the answerphone. Then you must visit the tailor Goldstern on Praed Street, where you will be given a uniform and a lounge suit. I wish to see you here on Wednesday morning and suggest you catch the train to Potters Bar and from there, take a taxi.





It was signed R.H.A.





Jack Spencer thought it was a strange letter. It did not say he had been given the job, nor did it say who had offered it. He could only deduce from the content and the initials that it concerned his interview the previous Friday. When hungry people are offered bread, they take it without asking questions and he made the phone call as requested. He was standing in the tailor’s shop, before he really believed it was all happening. It was a pokey, cluttered place, with finished suits hanging from two rails and half made suits hanging from every conceivable hook.


“Jack Spencer,” he said, half expecting the man to ask who that was.


“Certainly sir, I was expecting you. I shall be with you in a moment,” and he disappeared through a door at the rear. When he returned, he was carrying two suits and said, “If you’d like to try these on for size sir. The changing room is over there.”


Ten minutes later, Jack returned wearing a grey uniform and complained, “A bit tight on the waist.” Mentally he thought ‘Too much beer!’


“No problem sir,” and the tailor looked him with a critical eye and walked around him, making chalk marks. “Try the other suit now would you sir.”


The other one was a dark blue lounge suit, with a fine, barely discernable pin stripe, and received the same treatment.


“I really need these first thing in the morning,” said Spencer.


“They’ll be ready for you, if you come along at five this evening.”


“I’m very impressed. That’s what I call service.”


The following morning, a taxi brought him to the wooden gates of the Old Deanery, situated in the woods north west of Potters Bar. The gates were set in a wall more than eight feet high and obscured everything behind it except for the odd tree. Jack got out of the car and pressed a bell push on the right hand pillar. A remote controlled security camera had followed his approach and focused as he got closer. “A metallic voice said, “Mr. Spencer, discharge your driver and please enter.”


“Gawd love us, sir, is this Fort Knox?” asked the driver.


Spencer smiled and paid the man and as he drove off, the gates opened, just sufficiently for his access and closed behind him. He carried his one suitcase along a short driveway to the front door of a pleasant house that had been rebuilt in the thirties. The Deanery had long fallen down and been entirely replaced with the exception of one wisteria covered eighteenth century wall at the front. Jack noticed the security camera above the front door, which scrutinised him and he could see other cameras placed at strategic locations. The house stood in the centre of about three acres of pleasant ground, laid mostly to lawn and bordered by bedding plants. There were some trees but many had been cut down, and the shrubbery was all of a dwarf variety and in isolated positions. The perimeter wall was surmounted by several wires.


A buzz and a click signalled the door was opening and as he entered, he was met by Ashford.


“Good morning Spencer. I’m glad you could come.”


“Good morning sir. Where do I leave my stuff? And I need to change into my uniform.”


“Later, later. You have a nice room above the garage and it should be all prepared for you. Bedroom, sitting room and bathroom and you’ll take your meals with the cook in the kitchen. She’s my housekeeper as well, so she’ll keep your place clean, change the linen, do your washing and so on. I’ll show you around later but first I want to tell you what I want you to do. Come into my study.”


The house was large and indeed elegant by modern standards but it lacked a homely atmosphere. Spencer put it down to the owner being unmarried, and being an old soldier was not used to the delicacies of a home. In the hall, behind the front door was a TV screen showing the driveway and the gate.


“You believe in security, sir.”


“Yes and I can get an image from every camera on that screen.” Ashford seemed proud of the installation. “It’s necessary in my business. I deal with all nations, emerging nations and on rare occasions terrorists.” He watched Spencer’s reactions. “You’re surprised, but today’s terrorist is tomorrow’s freedom fighter and next week’s prime minister or president. As long as I get a government licence I don’t care. Sometimes I’m aware of the morality, but I can’t allow my personal feelings to interfere. The trouble is, I go through life making friends and enemies, who alternate with great frequency and I have to watch both very carefully. But it’s a hazard of the job.”


“Do you really need the security - I mean the cameras and the wire?”


“Not for me personally, but on occasions I have arms and explosives stored here and there are many people who would like to take it. There is only one gate, the one you came through and although it’s wooden, it’s steel backed. The wire along the wall is low voltage alarm, unless there is an alarm and it triggers off a switch that gives the intruder a big jolt. Birds aren’t harmed but nobody gets into the place unless invited by me - not even you. You will have free access to the kitchen, whenever you like and Mrs. Bristow, who lives off the kitchen, will keep you well fed. Now I want you to study these street maps of London and road maps of Britain so that you can take me anywhere I need to go, with the utmost efficiency. Pay particular attention to the West End and all the airports and Channel seaports. Spend the rest of the week getting to know the cars and the local roads. You must keep them tanked up above three quarters and serviced when I’m away – I’ll give you the name of the company - preferably when I’m out of the country. If I drive myself, it’s usually the Daimler and occasionally the BMW but mostly you would drive me in the Rolls. It’s a fairly new Silver Spur, with a partition and equipped with a phone front and back, and a fax. I expect you’re wondering how all those years in the army qualified you for a menial job like a chauffeur.”


“Well I’m sure you have your reasons, sir.” Jack did not say he was very glad of the job.


“I do. It will all evolve and make sense later. Meanwhile settle in and check over the cars.”


“How about keys?”


“Here are the keys of your flat and garage, but you don’t need any others. The car keys are always left in the cars and I have a security guard who will let you in and out of the gate when required. He is next to the kitchen and works a twelve hour shift, alternating with two others giving round the clock coverage.”


“The security does seem a bit excessive sir, if you don’t mind me saying so.”


“If it will help you understand, there are a thousand self loading rifles in the gun room and at say only five hundred each, that’s half a million. They’d be worth a thousand each to certain people. It’s a lot of money, but apart from that, if they were stolen, I’d lose my licence. The overheads are high, so my selling price has to be carefully fixed. I should tell you I work hard and expect you to work hard too. Now why not take a look at your quarters and I’ll see you later in the week.”


Jack liked his rooms. They were well furnished, with a TV and radio and a good bathroom with a high pressure shower. He unpacked and went to explore the garage. The BMW was a red three series about two years old, with just over ten thousand miles on the clock. The Daimler-Jag was dark blue, only a year old and also with ten thousand miles on the clock. The Rolls was a black Silver Spur, less than a year old and had done twelve thousand miles. All were immaculate, clean, highly polished and without a scratch. He was going to have his work cut out to keep up the standard, but he was determined to do so. He wondered about the legality of Ashford’s business and therefore his own exposure but a government licence would surely satisfy any doubts.


The garage was well equipped, with an inspection pit and a workbench, vice and an assortment of power tools. It was impressive. It was clean, painted and would impress any army inspection.


Jack did not see his boss again till the following Friday. He studied the maps and memorised the airports access and London’s West End. He drove around in the BMW to check all the local roads, motorways and congested places. The Rolls was big but easy to drive, as was the Daimler. Both had automatic transmission and very responsive in steering, braking and especially acceleration. There was no opportunity to check the top speed, but he was sure it was adequate.


On Friday, he drove Ashford to Manchester. They left at six in the morning and he waited for three hours in a hotel car park until his boss arrived and told him to drive back home. He was hungry, but he didn’t complain. Ashford hardly spoke. He wrote notes in a small book, dictated into a pocket tape recorder and made several telephone calls - all very brief.


Every few days, there was a trip of similar pattern. Birmingham, Manchester, Southampton, Cardiff and a trip to Glasgow. The latter was a flight from Heathrow. Jack drove to the airport and arranged to meet a certain plane on Ashford’s return.


Months passed and Jack did his job to the best of his ability. At no time was he told that his work was not satisfactory, but he knew he couldn’t do any better. The relationship remained fairly impersonal until an incident in a smart residential street in Knightsbridge. He was waiting for Ashford, while the man was visiting someone. He didn’t know whether it was business or pleasure, male or female and didn’t care. As Ashford came out of the door and down the three or four steps, a scruffy man, who had been sitting on the pavement, jumped up and pushed him against the railings.


“Piss off,” said Ashford, pushing the man away. But the man suddenly had a knife and the point was an inch from his throat.


The scruffy man was not stupid. He made his living out of stealing from rich men who had been to visit highclass prostitutes. “Money, quick.”


“Alright, alright. Here’s a fiver,” said Ashford not wanting a physical confrontation.


“A fiver,” said the man with contempt. “I need all of your money now. Hurry up or I’ll slit your throat and help myself.”


Ashford gingerly produced a wallet and was busy removing the wad of notes, when it was snatched out of his hands.


“I’ll take the cards as well mate.”


The man didn’t say any more. He was stuffing the wallet in his pocket, with his eyes fixed on Ashford and holding the knife outstretched towards the long lean throat, when he let out a cry of pain and then a moan.


Spencer had been sitting in the Rolls waiting, and was bored out of his mind. He was used to action and patience was not one of his virtues. He had positioned the car so that he would see Ashford reappear and jump out to open the car door for him. This was not out of subservience, but by putting everything into the job, he felt he would gain some job satisfaction. When he saw what was happening he left the Rolls, walking as softly as a cat on a carpet, and when he was behind the mugger, he clapped his hands on the man’s ears. This was followed by a double rabbit punch on the back of the man’s neck. The man sank to the ground, first in great pain, then in unconscious silence. Spencer grabbed the wallet and said, “Come on, in case there are more of them.” They jumped into the car and sped off.


Ashford opened the partition and said, “Bloody well done Spencer. Bloody well done.” He sighed and blew out his cheeks. “I was carrying two and a half thousand in cash and a bundle of credit cards. Thanks to you he got neither. They would have kept him in drugs for weeks.”


Spencer smiled and said, “It was nothing sir.” But it was something and he knew it. That was the first buzz of adrenalin he’d had for two years and it was hardly a large dose. It was quite clear to him now that his body craved danger and he did not feel fully alive unless he was faced with it. The smile took a long time to die and even after it did, he felt an inner happiness. But he had to accept that the life of a chauffeur was not likely to give him that very often.


At the end of the week, his pay went up fifty pounds and he continued to work at his job with even more enthusiasm. He cleaned and polished the cars, vacuuming the interior and working on every nook and cranny with an old toothbrush.


When Ashford went off abroad for a week, Spencer put on some overalls and gave the garage a thorough clean. It took him a full day and nobody would see it but himself, since nobody else came into the place. But he looked around with satisfaction at his work. The following day, to his great delight he found some white paint, and began to paint shelves and parts of the concrete floor, such as around the inspection pit and anything else. He sang to himself and smiled at the old army adage, “If it moves, salute it and if it don’t move, paint it.” He also began to understand the bored gunnery crews he had known, in a remote and lonely spot, who were truly excited, when they found some khaki paint peeling off pieces of chain, to expose brass. He could hear them now, shouting to each other for the Brasso.


There was no brass to polish, but the garage gave him much pleasure, as it sparkled in recognition of his work. As soon as he was sure he could do no more, he went to his rooms and took a shower. Then he made himself a mug of instant coffee and sat doing his sums.


He had now worked for Ashford for nine months and had spent nothing, apart for toiletries. He needed to buy shoes socks and shirts, but even so, by the end of his first year, he should have saved ten thousand pounds. The job may not be the greatest, but he was saving money at a faster rate than he had ever done. He missed drinking with the boys, but that had ended, when he had left the service. Now his drinking was minimal. Apart from when he went to the bank in Potters Bar, to deposit his pay and had a swift half pint, his alcohol intake was nil.


Mrs. Bristow fed him well and washed and ironed his clothes, and his only problem was filling in his spare time. When Ashford was around, there was not much of that.


When Ashford returned, he phoned from somewhere to be collected at Heathrow at a specific time and terminal. The Rolls commanded a certain amount of authority outside the terminal, for a few minutes wait and when they arrived back at the Old Deanery, Ashford said, “Jack I want you to put on some working clothes and look at something for me.”


It was the first time he had used his first name and Spencer felt he was building a thread of a bond between them. He put away the Rolls, removed his uniform and dressed in old trousers and overalls. He returned to the house and once inside, Ashford led the way to a door under the staircase, which once opened, revealed a staircase down into the cellars. At the bottom was a solid steel door and a panel of nine buttons, arranged in calculator format. Ashford stood so that Spencer could not see his actions and pressed the nine buttons. All Spencer could hear were nine monotone bleeps - the order of which could be any one of billions - and the electronic lock clicked. Ashford turned the handle and entered, switching on the lights as he did so.


The cellars covered the whole area of the house, plus a former coal cellar that extended beyond. The hatch that had facilitated the dumping of coal had been altered and an electric hoist put in its place.


Hundreds of wooden crates filled an area that had been used for storing wine and furniture. The old coal fired boiler had been removed and replaced by a modern compact gas one.


“Now you see why I need security,” said Ashford. “Sometimes I have enough weapons to equip a small army. I keep explosives, ammo and the like in the old coal cellar over there. It’s all been converted into a secure blockhouse with steel doors and refrigeration to keep it cool. Now Jack, your job is to pick out six boxes at random and one gun from each and check them out. Over on the other side, you’ll find a twenty five metre range, which I don’t suppose is enough to test accuracy, but I just want to know if they work properly.


Ashford went off towards the coal cellar and returned five minutes later with six boxes of 7.62 m.m. cartridges. In the five minutes he’d been gone, Jack had opened one of the boxes and was holding an automatic rifle.


“What do you think?” asked Ashford.


“Well obviously AK-47, made in China and thick with grease. They look new but I think they’ve overdone the grease a bit. These could be lost at sea for a year and still be O.K.”


“Use that table, Jack, and I’ll get you some patches and cleaning things.”


In seconds, Spencer had the weapon stripped and the pieces neatly laid out on the table. He worked expertly and quickly, but it took him twenty minutes before he was satisfied. “If you leave any grease at all, they’ll jam.” He loaded a magazine and said, “Right sir, if you’ll show me the range.”


Ashford supplied ear defenders and they both stood at the mouth of a tunnel, that had been excavated for the purpose. There was a target in position at the far end and Spencer quickly fired a burst into the paper soldier. Then he fired six single shots and turned to Ashford, “Would you like to try, sir?” The man declined and Spencer emptied the magazine on auto. He wound back the target to examine his shooting and there was little left of the concentric circles on the soldier’s chest.


“What’s your verdict, Jack?”


“It’s old, but in mint condition. I’d say it’s never been used and works perfectly. Factory fresh as they say.”


“Good. Check another five from different crates and come up and see me in my study. Switch off the lights and the door will lock automatically, when you leave.”


Jack worked at the weapons for two hours, when the impatient Ashford returned. “Are you having problems, Jack,” he asked a little tetchily.


“Yes, two jammed, but it was my fault. I had left a little grease in the mechanism. I’m sorry, but the light in here isn’t too good. But if they’re thoroughly cleaned, I’d say they are in perfect condition. I’ve cleaned and oiled them again, and repacked them. Just knocking in the last nails now.”


“Come on upstairs then and have a chat.”


The study was equipped more like an office, but was comfortably furnished. Jack removed his overalls and sat down holding them rolled up on his knee, as Ashford poured two cups of coffee from a filter jug. He handed one to him.


“Thanks. I can’t vouch for the accuracy. The sights probably need the attention of an armourer, which I am not, but I would think that’s the buyer’s problem and quite normal.”


“Caveat emptor. No I don’t give guarantees, but I do have a buyer and he may want a demo. I may want you to go and show what they can do. It’s a bloody nuisance, but it can’t be helped.”


“Where is this likely to be?”


“Trinidad. I have a man out there now, but he’s a salesman and I have no faith in his ability to demonstrate weapons. Your job would be to fly out, meet Pearce, that’s my man, go with him to a range somewhere, do the business and come home. Don’t get involved with money or prices - nothing financial. Let Pearce handle that.”


“When would you like me to go?”


“There’s a flight around eight in the morning. I’ll book a seat on it now. Here’s a credit card and charge all of your expenses to that. You’d better have some cash too.”


“It’s O.K. I have some and I’ll claim it back later.”


“Good. I’m going to increase your pay anyway. From now on, I’m paying you three hundred a week, and if this deal works out, there’ll be a bonus for you.”


“Thanks very much.”


“You’re worth it, the way you handle weapons.”


“When will the rifles arrive in Trinidad?”


“Today. They are going air cargo and should be there by midnight local time. Pearce will see them through customs and store them in a warehouse somewhere. You should arrive tomorrow evening, in time to have dinner with Pearce and he’ll brief you.“


“That’s great. It’s a long time since I was out of the country. It’s also a long time since I stripped an assault rifle, but I’m glad I haven’t forgotten.”


“Some things you don’t forget, like riding a bicycle. I’m very impressed with you Jack, but tell me, you could have made Captain or Major. Why not?”


“Just the fact that in my world, I was top of the heap. I had respect from everybody including the C.O. and as an officer I’d lose all of that initially. Now, looking back, it was probably a mistake.”


“There are other things coming up - mainly small arms. How are you on World War 2 stuff?”


“O.K. I expect some of it is still very good, if it has been stored properly, and looked after.”


“How about ammo, explosives and the like?”


“Yes, fine. By the way, those rounds I used just now are very dirty, but apart from that, they are alright. They work.”


“Yes, I know. I’ve had Russian stuff and that is just the same. Still, we don’t want to use it, just sell it. In the morning, take the BMW and leave it in the long-term car park at Heathrow. You shouldn’t be gone more than three days, but you never can tell. I’ll book you into the Victoria Hotel and arrange for Pearce to meet you at the airport.”





……





Spencer was a happy man, as he sat on the plane, enjoying the airline food, and even treating himself to the occasional beer. One of his worries had been that Brigadier Ashford had been involved in drugs, and he would be dragged in. Buying and selling weapons was a legitimate business, carried out by many reputable companies. As long as it was licensed, it was the same as buying and selling bananas and oranges. He reflected that his fortunes had changed to such a great extent. A year ago, he was so despondent, he felt like topping himself, but now he had money in his pocket and a future. It wasn’t exactly a career he’d have chosen. After all, he was only a driver, but with a few extra activities thrown in. It did occur to him that in ten years it would be the end of the century and Ashford might decide to retire, because he must be making a fortune. But he would cross that bridge later.


It was raining, when the plane landed on a runway glistening with reflected lights. This was not what he expected to find in Trinidad, however the rain was warm, unlike the British variety.


He walked straight through customs and at immigration control amongst a sea of black faces, there stood a tall, gangly, blond American, standing beside the officer. He was wearing a lightweight suit of California origin and a wide grin showing off years of careful dental care. Jack knew he was American before he spoke, but the voice established it beyond doubt. “Jack Spencer,” he said. It was a statement more than a question. “Chuck Pearce.” He then mumbled something to the immigration officer and Spencer’s passport vanished, to be returned minutes later. Soon, they were sitting in Pearce’s Toyota Estate, heading for the hotel.


“How did you recognise me?”


“Ashford sent me a fax of your passport photo and you were the only man who looked like a soldier. It wasn’t difficult Jack. Years in the army gives you a look.”


Spencer smiled. “That’s very astute of you Chuck.”


“Can I suggest we have dinner now, then an early night. You’re sure to be tired after such a long day and you need to be up at five. You’ll have to have breakfast in your room, since the dining room doesn’t open until seven. I’ll collect you at six and we will meet the buyers at seven.”


“Where are the rifles stored?”


“In an old warehouse, about half an hour’s drive. There’s nothing else in it, but everything is safe. I’ve employed a security firm to guard the place and the guys are armed.”


“Where will we demonstrate the weapons?”


“Ten minutes from the warehouse is a disused quarry. It belongs to the refinery but they only use it when there’s some big construction going on, and there’s nothing at the moment.”


“Fine. Can you get me some cleaning things?”


“What for?”


“The buyers will want to choose which rifles to be tested and they all need cleaning. I’ll need some light oil and plenty of rags, and a hammer and a lever to open the crates. What about ammo?”


“There’s a crate of it in the warehouse. About five thousand rounds.”


“We’ll need to set up targets of some sort. Anything really, but not too small. Those guns need sighting in and I haven’t time for that. Empty oil barrels would do, but careful they don’t still have petrol vapour in them or they might explode.”


“Wow, what a sales gimmick that would be!”


“Well maybe so, but they might explode violently and if they did, somebody might get hurt. So please make sure they are empty and clean. And can you be certain there won’t be any nosey people around?”


“Oh sure. There’s nobody for miles. Just leave it to me old buddy.”


Certainly Pearce seemed to know his way around and was a ball of fire in many ways. “Tell me Chuck, what was all that business at immigration?”


“Just oiling the wheels. A few dollars works wonders. Your passport now entitles you to come and go any time you choose and those guys will treat you like a V.I.P.”


Chuck ordered dinner for both of them, suggesting the crawfish and some Californian chardonnay, and Jack began to feel very relaxed. Like most salesmen, Chuck was an entertaining companion. He was bright, intelligent, told many jokes and seemed to be on first name terms with everyone. Frequently he jumped up and dashed over to say hello to someone on the other side of the room. He was brash and rude without realising it, yet no one seemed to take offence. He also had a strange attitude towards women. Every pretty girl who passed was described as a “nice piece of ass,” and he often interrupted a conversation to say, “Wow look at the melons on that,” referring to a busty girl with a revealing neckline.


Jack would have taken a liking to the man, if it hadn’t been for these traits. He was in his late thirties, but acted at times like a teenager, who had just discovered sex. Yet at other times, he was mature and an extremely proficient fixer. Tiredness was beginning to take over and Jack decided he needed to get some sleep and excused himself.


The following morning, they left as the sun was rising and Jack was pleased to see the American wearing some more suitable clothes. He himself wore a khaki shirt, with K.D. trousers and his old army sweater. He didn’t really need the sweater because already he could feel the warmth of the sun lighting the profusion of flowers in the hotel garden.


When they reached the warehouse, there was a group of four men waiting beside an American Ford car and a security guard in uniform. The four were olive skinned and of some indeterminate South or Central American race. Two of them wore dark suits, which seemed out of place in the Caribbean, especially at that time of day. The other two wore flowered shirts and light cotton trousers. Chuck shouted, “Hi!” cheerily, but did not make any introductions. He merely walked to the main door of the warehouse and unlocked the pedestrian access and waved for everyone to follow him inside. Light came through the roof lights to illuminate the neatly stacked crates.


“O.K. gentlemen, I suggest you pick out any crate, take out an assault rifle and we’ll test it for you. We can’t possibly test them all, but I can assure you they are all the same.”


One of the South Americans spoke in rapid Spanish to the others, then said, “Pull out that one,” pointing to a crate at the bottom of the stack. Chuck and Jack obliged and retrieved it and Jack levered open the top. The South American pointed to one of the rifles and Jack removed it and began cleaning it. He dismantled it, placing the parts on the other crates and removed the thick grease, using the oil and rags from Chuck’s car. When he had reassembled the rifle, the South American said, “One more,” and pointed to a different crate. Jack repeated the action with another rifle, while Chuck found the crate of ammunition and carried several boxes to his car.


“Follow us, gentlemen,” he shouted to the buyers.”


“Not yet,” said one. “First we must count.”


“I think it would be better, if we check the weapons first, while it’s quiet. We don’t want any nosey cops around - not that that’s likely, he added quickly. You can count later when the money changes hands.”


They agreed and followed Pearce and Spencer to the quarry in the Northern Range. When they arrived, the place was deserted, but Jack was quick to see five black barrels dotted around the quarry face.


“How did you manage to arrange the barrels between last night and now?” he asked.


“I paid a guy to do it at the crack of dawn this morning. A dollar in this country gets you anything.”


Jack Spencer quickly loaded a magazine with thirty of the 7.62m.m. rounds and slammed it into one of the assault rifles. He looked around to see where everyone was standing, then set the gun on single shot, cocked it and began firing at the central of the five barrels. His first shot was well over the target, kicking up a small spray of stones. The rifle had been set for five hundred yards and his target was only two hundred. It was remiss of him not to check, but he made a sight adjustment and tried again getting much closer. The final adjustment resulted in a direct hit, giving off a hollow metallic sound. Then he set it on automatic and fired off ten rounds with a dramatic result. The barrel rocked from side to side, then rolled over and down the rock face to the bottom.


“Who would like to try it out?” he asked towards the four buyers.


“All of us,” said the leader grinning and he came forwards and took the rifle from Spencer. It was easy to see, that he was well used to weapons and he emptied the magazine into the next barrel, with similar effects as the first. He nodded his approval and handed the weapon back to Jack, who had loaded the other one ready for use. He placed the first rifle in the car and carried out the same adjustments to the second. By the time the magazine had been emptied in two fifteen second spurts, Jack had reloaded the first rifle again and handed it to one of the men wearing a flowery shirt. This man fired at the third barrel and as bullets sent showers of stones in the air, he gradually found the target, like a fireman with a hosepipe. He kept his finger on the trigger constantly and, when the bullets did strike the target, it exploded and turned into a fireball. The red flames mixed with black smoke were almost the size of a house and produced a mushroom black cloud.


Spencer turned to Pearce and said, “You crazy bastard. You had a lot of petrol in there didn’t you? What are you trying to do, get us all killed?”


“Just selling, old buddy, just selling. Now look at their faces.”


The buyers were convulsed with laughter and had toothy grins for several minutes. They used up the rest of the ammunition, hoping no doubt for a repeat explosion, but it was enough. They all returned to the warehouse, where a large van was standing, waiting to be loaded.


“Yes, it is very good, Mr. Pearce,” said the leader. “Only one point. Five thousand bullets is not much. We need many more.”


“That was your order, sir. If you want to increase your order, Mr. Pinero, I’ll tell my superior, that you wish to buy more.”


“Very well. Now we must count.”


“Can I suggest, sir, that I count the money, while you count the guns. And this is the paper work,” and he handed over a large brown envelope.


Pearce opened up the Warehouse again and Pinero handed him a canvas bag. Pearce returned to his car and sat counting the money.


Jack wandered around for a while, then he watched the men opening crates and counting rifles. The two men in flowered shirts did all of the manual work, while the two in suits merely watched. Pinero began to look at the paperwork and then held it out to his colleague to read. He translated aloud, “Piezas de repuesto?” and frowned a little, then said, “Agricultura?” They both looked at each other with blank faces, then laughed loudly.


Jack’s Spanish was not good enough to follow their rapid conversation but the one word he did understand was “agricultura.” Was this some sort of joke, or were the guns designated as agricultural machinery of some sort?”


The gun counting took a long time, but eventually, it was finished and it was time for the handshaking. The van was loaded and the party dispersed.


“I’ll take you to your hotel, then I must pay the dough into the bank,” said Pearce, holding the steering wheel with one hand and flicking a cigarette lighter to light a long cigar.


“Why not use the car cigar lighter?”


“The goddamned thing’s broke. Say, now the business is over, why don’t we celebrate tonight and go out on the town, such as it is?”


“Well I should really get back to England.”


“You won’t get a flight now till tomorrow afternoon.”


“O.K., suits me.”


“I’ll bring along my girl friend, Serena. You’ll like her, she’s very beautiful.”


“Great. What time?”


“I’ll pick you up about eight and decide where to go from there. There are some great eating places down by the harbour.”


“That sounds good. It’s a pity to come all this way to Trinidad and not really see the place.”


“O.K. I’ll see you at eight. Don’t wear a suit now. Just shirt and trousers.”


Jack was beginning to realise the limitations of his wardrobe. There was plenty of time, so he took a walk from his hotel to the nearest shops, where he bought himself a pair of beige slacks and a Caribbean style shirt. They would be souvenirs if nothing else. Then he thought about shoes. His only footwear were black shoes to accompany his dark suit, and the army boots he wore to go into the quarry. He bought a pair of white, lightweight shoes, that he wouldn’t be seen dead in in Europe, and socks to match.


When he had showered and dressed that evening, he caught a glimpse of himself in a full length mirror and mumbled to himself, “What do you look like? Not a soldier, that’s for sure.” But when he arrived on the ground floor, he soon realised that he fitted in with the other guests and if he had worn his suit, he would have stood out like the gringo he was.


Pearce arrived dressed similarly and when Jack reached the car, he realised there were two girls, not one.


“Jack meet Serena and her sister Emeline.”


Both girls were dark skinned and very beautiful. They were not Trinidadians but were of mixed blood - Afro/Spanish with a dash of something obscure.


Pearce said they would go dancing later and Serena said she would have to change her shoes. Both Serena and Emeline went up to her apartment, leaving the two men in the car. Chuck Pearce was not a happy man and swore non-stop for several minutes. He could contain himself no longer and went into the apartment building to “dish out some hurry up pills.” Jack was left alone on the peaceful street and eventually got out of the car, to stretch his legs. Above the main entrance of the building, its name ‘Bougainvilleas’ was cut in a white stone lintel and his eye was immediately drawn to a vertical panel of similar white stone at one side of the doorway. It contained two vertical rows of buttons against which were printed plates with names. The most significant thing was that they were all female and in an expensive building like this, the ladies must be at the top of their profession. Somehow Jack knew what that profession was. On the third floor was a Serena Lopez and she was the only Serena in the building so he pressed the button. The buzz was answered by a man’s voice.


“Is that Chuck?” asked Jack.


“Yeah. Who the hell is that?” he demanded rudely.


“It’s Jack. I’m dying of hunger down here. Are you going to be long?”


“No, keep your shirt on. We are on our way.”


When they arrived, they all seemed in good humour - laughing and joking, contrary to Chuck’s mood of mere minutes earlier.


Jack enjoyed the evening. They ate shrimp and lobster and drank a great deal of rum. His alcohol threshold was not what it had been in the army. The year of greatly restricted intake, meant he was almost out for the count, before the meal was over.


They all went off to another place, that had two bands and a floor show and the events that followed, incredibly removed Jack’s alcoholic grogginess. He discovered that Emeline was a superb dancer and also that he had to pay for her company, whether or not they went to bed together. She was liberal with her kisses and she had the ability to make him feel good and evaporate his inhibitions.


Her effervescent high spirits did not diminish and when they reached her small apartment near the harbour, the love-making happened naturally. Jack knew her enjoyment had to be false but she didn’t show it. He gave her money willingly and when he left, he was pleased to discover that she hadn’t stolen from him. It was an unwritten and unspoken contract. She gave him herself for a night and he gave her an agreed sum of money. If only all business was conducted in the same honourable manner.


When he reached his hotel room in the early hours, he felt tired but more of a human being than he had done for a long time. Of course, this sort of thing would be a drain on his earnings. He had spent a week’s pay last night alone, but maybe there was more money to be had. He mustn’t get greedy but that wasn’t in his nature anyway.


The next day, he flew back to London and only one thing bothered him. Had he heard Pinero and his friends correctly, when they talked about agricultural machinery? Maybe it was a joke, since the weapons were Chinese and China was mainly an agricultural country. Eventually, he put the whole thing at the back of his mind and went to sleep. He slept deeply in the half empty plane and woke up as they landed at Heathrow. It was a cold, wet, grey day and was such a contrast after the vivid, sunny colours of the Caribbean.




CHAPTER 2


Jack sat facing Ashford, who was in a good mood. They were in his study and the young brigadier was at his desk, a large thing, made of African stinkwood and carrying carvings to denote its origin.


“You did bloody well Jack,” he beamed. “I got a fax from Pearce and they want a hundred thousand rounds of the 7.62m.m. They are good customers - cash every time.”


“Where does the money come from?”


“Who knows or cares?”


“Well as long as it isn’t drug money. You know the reputation of some of these South American countries.”


“Let me tell you something. I don’t deal in drugs and I think it’s a despicable business but a man who does, can quite legitimately buy his groceries, without tainting the grocer. When I left Sandhurst, I felt on top of the world and I went to my bank to get some cash for a small holiday. The manager made a big fuss of me, because of my success and my family background. Suddenly, he broke off the conversation in mid sentence, to rush across and grab the hand of a scruffy looking chap, who had just walked in. Background and social position were suddenly meaningless, because as I discovered later, the man he was so pleased to see was the owner of a number of strip clubs, gambling joints, brothels and God knows what. The difference was that he had half a million in cash in that little bank and I had a few hundred. We can’t afford to sort out the morally good buyers from the immoral ones and even if we tried, we would make mistakes. Does that clarify things?”


“Yes sir. I’m just beginning to adjust to a new world.”


“Right, as long as you do adjust.” He opened a desk drawer and took out an envelope, which he handed to Jack. “There’s a thousand in there. That’s a bonus for a job well done and if you write out your expenses, I’ll repay you what you have spent. Make sure you include your entertainment,” he paused and smiled. “I know how money flows like water on these trips and if you spend any time with Pearce, he doesn’t know the value of it.”


“I did, actually and got through quite a bit,” said Jack, thinking of Emeline and the night out.


“No problem. Now I want you to sell me these.” He reached in the drawer and pulled out three hand guns and carefully placed them on his desk, near Jack. “Look at them and tell me what you know about them.”


Jack picked up the first. “This is a Browning F.N. 9m.m. semi-automatic or self loading if you prefer. It is NATO issue and a well proven side arm, used by many of the armies of the world including the Wehrmacht during World War 2. It is robust and you could fire a thousand rounds and it would still perform well. Some guns fall to pieces with half that amount of use. It is the last of Browning’s designs, holds thirteen rounds in the magazine and is a very good military weapon.” He picked up the next gun and smiled. “I haven’t seen one of these for a long time. This is Russian, a Tula-Tokareva. It is really a copy of the Browning that preceded the F.N. The original Browning 1900 is the one that started World War 1. Gavrilo Princip used it to shoot Archduke Franz Ferdinand of Austria and his wife the Duchess of Hohenberg in Sarajevo. At the time, some of the newspapers described it as a revolver, but the average man doesn’t know the difference between a revolver and a self loading pistol. The Russians took it, made some modifications to it and manufactured thousands. It carries eight 9m.m rounds, has a higher muzzle velocity than either that Browning or the one it copied. The only thing I don’t like is there is no safety and you have to keep it half cocked, if you have a round in the chamber.”


“You’re doing well but why point out the lack of a safety catch as a drawback. Make it an advantage, say for speed of operation. Keep going.”


Jack picked up the third weapon and shook his head. “I haven’t seen one of these for a good many years. A 7.62m.m seven shot revolver, of Belgian design but adopted by and manufactured by the Russians, as the Nagant. It is tough and will put up with any kind of abuse. They made them single action and like this one double action. If you can get the ammo., it’s still a useful weapon and the unique round is an advantage, because your enemies can’t use them. The revolving chamber moves forwards, during the action, to make a gas seal. This one is a bit stiff, but it just needs a little work.”


“I can still get the ammo. from Belgium. Which would you prefer for your own army?”


“I would have to go for the Browning F.N. The whole of NATO can’t be wrong.”


“But supposing money was limited and the Russian weapons were very much cheaper.”


“Then I’d buy Russian. They are well proven combat weapons.”


“Even though one holds only eight rounds and the other seven against the Browning’s thirteen.”


“If money is limited, you don’t want your men blasting off too much anyway. They must be taught to make every shot count.”


“Excellent Jack. I’m going to make a salesman out of you.”


“I thought you had one - Chuck Pearce.”


“Yes and he’ll do for the moment but later, I don’t know. I have five hundred Tula-Tokareva pistols and a thousand Nagant revolvers with leather holsters in the cellar. In a couple of weeks, I’ll want you to go back to Trinidad, just as soon as I can set up a meeting with Pinero and do a demo.”


“I should check them out here first.”


“Yes. You can start now if you like. In fact all of the guns must be checked. I bought a job lot and while the T.T.33s are in mint condition and probably weren’t used, the revolvers are decidedly second hand.”


“Fifteen hundred is going to take me some time sir.”


“Yes, I know. You won’t have time to fire them all, but if you examine them to make sure they are in working condition, that should suffice. Perhaps you could fire a few of the revolvers, then clean them up, oil them and pack them.”


“I’d better get started right away.”





……





The T.T.33s were all thickly coated in grease and were still in their boxes, with instructions in Russian. Jack cleaned up one, loaded it and emptied the magazine at the range. It worked perfectly, so he merely gave the others a visual check. He then set to on the major job of the one thousand revolvers. They were all in leather holsters and were clean, but half of them needed lubricating and some of them had a light film of rust on the working parts. Used as they were, some sort of disaster may have taken place and somebody would have been hurt. He worked hard but it took him two hours to prepare the first gun. This was no good. At this rate, he would clean five a day, taking two hundred days. His next step was to lay out a hundred on the floor and spray them all with penetrating oil. Next he laid out another hundred and did the same. When he had a thousand on the floor, the internal phone buzzed. It was Ashford telling him to pack it in for the day, because he wanted to lock the place up.


For the next eight days, Jack worked furiously to put the revolvers in good order. They would never be up to his high standard but by the ninth day, he had all but five in what he considered an acceptable condition. He tested a few on the range and was satisfied. Then he called Ashford on the internal phone and asked him to come into the basement.


“The T.T.s look fine and I’ve only tested a few but this is the best I can do with the Nagant Revolvers. They are O.K. with the exception of these five.”


“What’s wrong with them?”


“Even with all the oiling, the chambers are still stiff. I wouldn’t like to fire them myself.”


“Well, Jack, I must stick to my promise of delivering one thousand. You have another week to sort it out. Strip them down and keep oiling them, then pack them up. I want you in Trinidad a week today.”


“O.K. You’re the boss.”


While he was getting on well with Ashford, there was still a nagging question in Spencer’s mind about the man’s honesty. Colonel Gregory had let him down badly and it still hurt badly. There was considerable doubt about where the money was coming from but could he afford to be critical?





……





Spencer’s next trip was much the same as his first. Pearce met him again and took him to his hotel. The next morning, they went out to the warehouse to meet Pinero, then on to the quarry, where Jack showed his expertise as a marksman, by consistently hitting targets over twenty five metres. He had made it clear to Chuck Pearce, that over that distance, he didn’t want any surprise explosions.


Pinero was delighted with the demonstration and said so many times. The rest of the shipment was ammunition and no further testing was required. The usual bag of money was handed over to Pearce and he furtively counted it in his car, while Pinero and his team counted the handguns. One of his team, referred to as Pancho, enjoyed handling the oily weapons so much, he got oily hand marks all over his flowery shirt. The revolvers were a big success and he kept twirling one on the forefinger of each hand and making the shooting noise young boys make when playing cowboys. The leather holsters were an added plus.


Chuck completed his counting and called everyone’s attention, “Gentlemen, to seal the contract, I’d like to invite you all to my house tonight for a party. There’ll be music and a barbecue - asado if you prefer - and some female company, unless you want to bring a friend.” He grinned and watched their expressions. Pinero remained expressionless but the others looked happy enough.


They split up and Chuck drove back to Port of Spain. On the way he stopped the car near the Citibank and parked as near as he could. He ran into the bank carrying the bag of money. After ten minutes, he returned to the car and got back into the driving seat.


“Jack you may have to pay the money in sometime. The routine is simple - you must see the manager and hand it over to be paid into Ashford Holdings Ltd. He’ll ask you to sign a pay in slip, but the routine is, they do the counting. It’s usually a lot of dough in small bills, so it takes time but they have a machine and don’t make mistakes and it’s a routine I’ve done many times.” Chuck started up the car and moved off in the direction of Jack’s hotel.


“Where does the money go from here?”


“That’s pretty shrewd of you to assume, that the money is going out of Trinidad.”


“I don’t think so. Ashford is British and his business is in Britain, so some of the money must go back, even if the profit goes into a tax haven.”


“Well I guess that’s true but I don’t get involved. I understand it is paid into the company’s bank account in the Caymans and I’m sure it is moved around from there. Don’t even think about it. If I ask you to pay the money in here, just give it to the manager, sign the bit of paper and leave. Ashford is a little paranoid where money is concerned and the less you know about it, the better.”


“O.K. That suits me. I’m not interested in the business side of it anyway. I’m not a business man, just an ordinary soldier.”


“But you are a very good one. Pinero thinks you are the best discovery, since the Americas.”


“He’s coming to your party tonight?”


“He sure is and he’ll grab your attention all night if you’re not careful. The guy has a one track mind and it isn’t dames or booze or drugs - it’s armaments.”


“He must be planning a revolution somewhere.”


“Oh, South Americans are always planning revolutions and that’s what we are in business for. Supplying a demand.”


“It doesn’t bother you?”


“Hell no! I could be selling baseball bats and some guy beats his wife’s brains in with one of the bats - it’s not my fault. It’s nothing to do with me. If he hadn’t bought it from me, he’d have bought it from somebody else, or used an axe. I feel no responsibility at all. I once sold cars for a living and look at the number of deaths on the roads. Here’s your hotel Jack.”


“I suppose you’re right. It’s a strange business though. Where do you live Chuck?”


“Oh you haven’t been to my place yet, have you? It’s just a few miles along the coast from here and the house is called the Bananas. Not a very original name, but it’s what the place has always been called and at least it’s easy to find. The taxi driver will know where it is.”
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