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      Bodega Bay, 1951


      Sue Lee left for her company headquarters in Australia to meet with her partners at Walker Ono Shipping lines. A company started by her father, Jiro Ono and his brother Yoshi, along with their friend Bartholomew Walker. After the war, Sue Lee left her position as Major in Army Intelligence to take her deceased Uncle Yoshi’s place, securing shipping contracts from around the world. The most recent agreement was for transporting coffee from Brazil the largest coffee producer. It could require the building of another ship if so a vote was needed by all members of their corporation.


      Before leaving, she settled Alex, her lover, in her Bodega cottage by the sea in Northern California. However, when she left, he was not ready for the stairs due to an injury and was sleeping in the lower guest bedroom. His inabilities to climb the hills were another problem until Sue Lee’s friends Finn and Mary came to the rescue with a Cushman Eagle Motor Scooter Finn took in on trade for a boat repair. Mary was delighted, now handsome Alex could scoot down for dinner. She told everyone in Bodega what a gentleman he was so soft-spoken and respectful he even laughed at Finn’s corny jokes.


      The Finnegan’s escaped poverty and oppression from Ireland moving to America in 1920, with the help of Sue Lee’s Uncle Yoshi. They built Finn’s Marina on the East side of Bodega Bay, where they raised their son, Carl, who was now the owner of a winery in Napa Valley.


      What Mary and Finn didn’t know was that Alex had been shot following a Russian in Katmandu and declared dead. He went into hiding with the help of Sue Lee and Sir Jonathan a former MI6 director, together they were attempting to find the trader within the Central Intelligence Agency, responsible for Alex’s ambush. However, for now, the search was on hold until Alex was more ambulatory.


      After a regiment of exercises, he almost felt normal except for a twinge in his hip every now and then causing him to stumble somewhat. Doctor Danny Mc Gregor told him it would improve with time, but he would never be like he once was.


      Alex had trouble, adjusting his wounded side while sitting on the scooter; his left knee always seemed to be in the way of the shifting knob.


      He also decided to look for a cap in the house before he left that would stay on his head.


      Kane's cook, Jacob supplied him with a Giants baseball cap, but Alex was in fear of losing it since the Giants won the pennant, he was considering using one of Sue Lee’s scarfs to keep it on. Either that or drive slower, no, what fun is that.


      It was a perfect morning. Alex was loading the scooter outside the shed he used to mix his paints and prepare his canvas. It was Sue Lee’s temporary garage until she could get a proper one built.


      His attention was captured by a boat far out at sea. It had to be a large craft to see it so soon coming over the horizon. Alex was sure it wasn’t a fishing trawler, far too early for them to return. He shrugged, went about tacking his canvases. Today, Alex was hoping to set up on the end of the spit to paint the fishing boats returning. He had an area in mind where he could do the background scenery first long before they returned.


      Alex went into the kitchen by the back door to retrieve a sandwich to pack in his knapsack remembering to shut off the radio, Tony Bennett was singing, “Because of You,” one of his favorites. With a quick walk through the house checking to see if he forgot anything else he left using the front porch, looking again out to sea as he walked to the stairs.


      Wait a minute, the large boat was more visible. Alex quickly went back inside to retrieve the binoculars.


      I’ll be damned. The, La Vie. She was anchoring way offshore from the entrance. Probably too shallow, but what is she doing here? No radio communications were sent to Finn in the last few weeks since my arrival? Something's wrong if Sylvester is operating incognito. Sylvester was the owner of the La Vie a retired Jewel thief and a spy for MI6 during the war now in partnership with Sir Jonathan’s company, Island Art Inquiries.


      I had better go down to Finns Marina, wait. They have launched the tender, looks like Mario, Sylvester, but who is number three? It’s not Dr. Higgins.


      Alex went back into his bedroom and put on his shoulder holster before checking his Glock. He slipped into a light jacket. He did not want to alarm Mary, who for sure was watching the newcomers arrive.
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      “Tej, what’s up?”


      “Sylvester will take care of the Finns, let us walk up the hill, so we can talk old boy.”


      Tej was a retired operative for MI6 under Sir Jonathan’s leadership. They worked together in the past. Recently, Tej rescued Alex from a bad shooting in Katmandu.


      “Okay, far enough, what is with all the cloak-and-dagger routine?”


      “Sue Lee's been kidnapped!”
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      “Kidnapped, how, when, explain?”


      “Sue Lee was scheduled to see Jimmy Han, in Honolulu but didn’t show. He contacted her partner Bartholomew, who received word. She would be delayed due to weather. Communication throughout the Pacific was iffy for almost a week until the typhoon subsided.” Tej paused to let Alex absorb what he told him.


      “There must be more, to bring you here, my patience is running thin Tej, out with it.”


      “Easy Old Boy, don’t kill the messenger, Sir Jonathan received this,” handing Alex a copy of the gram sent to Sylvester.


      I have Sue Lee Ono instructions will follow.


      “There's more, we almost captured your sniper. He was traced to an abandoned house not far from where your ambush took place. Before we got to him, he had been shot, executed would be my best guess. I tried to get more information about his identity through headquarters—we were told by the Americans to drop the inquiry.”


      “Why would he still be around Katmandu?” Alex shifted his weight onto his right side, a move that did not go unnoticed by Tej.


      “We assumed he wasn’t hanging around for our dazzling summer. My best guess he was waiting for the payoff since he was shot shortly after the attempt on you. My cousin determined the time of death from the ashes in the fireplace. I won’t go into all that, it’s a native thing.”


      “Why would Sir Jonathan receive a ransom note and not Walker Ono Shipping for money? Sue Lee is a partner, very wealthy. Furthermore, how are the two incidents related?”


      “We are not sure if they are. You see. Jonathan received the ransom note after he asked me to snoop around. Even though we were working for different governments, we correlated on similar assignments.”


      “But you’re retired from MI6, how could you, wait. I see. British intelligence would not be officially involved. Neither would the Americans since I’m supposedly dead. If there is someone on the inside betraying either agency such as a Russian spy…. “Alex's voice trailed off as he watched Sylvester and Mario talking to Finn and Mary. “How much is Sylvester involved in this caper?”


      “He only knows of the Sue Lee kidnapping, and that I was sent by Sir Jonathan to help because you are somewhat disadvantaged old thing.”


      Alex shifted his weight again, standing on a hillside was not comfortable for him.


      “Obviously, you are both here due to a lead about Sue Lee’s disappearance.” Alex felt his stomach muscles tense as he fought back the fear he felt for her.


      “Yes,” Tej took a piece of paper from his shirt pocket.” A young neighbor saw a strange-looking Van pulling a trailer parked in the alley behind Sue Lees’s apartment. When it left, he followed on his bicycle until he got to the Golden Gate bridge. It was heading north the boy told this to a Mr. Kane a retired San Francisco policeman. Mr. Kane contacted his fishing buddy, who is a captain for the Northern California Highway Patrol.” Tej turned the note over to read the other side. “The van was reported by a station attended in Medford, Oregon pulling a strange-looking trailer. He told this to an Oregon patrolman in the coffee shop, now the Oregon patrol is looking for the van. I say you yanks have a wonderful system of volunteers.”


      “The boy is Tommy. I deputize him to keep an eye on Sue Lee. Kane is Sue Lee’s cousin, a retired homicide detective now the owner of a bar. He has connections on both sides of the fence. Nevertheless, how do you know Sue Lee is in the van?”


      “A piece of torn clothing was found by the boy in the alley. Another part of the same material was found by the attended in Oregon.”


      Tej turned watching Mario and Sylvester start up the hill, his jet-black hair reflecting in the morning sun Alex considered for a moment, finding Sue Lee on his own. However, under the circumstances due to his injuries, he needed someone physically capable.


      He had in the past admired Tej’s incredible strength. They were together on their first assignment in Amsterdam to help the underground disrupt the Germans. What could go wrong did? It was a disaster two other agents were killed. The only thing that got them out alive was their combined actions under fire. After that horrific experience, their friendship became a bond knowing they could trust each other.


      Perhaps, that too was why Sir Jonathan chose Tej. Jonathan had a natural skill when it came to making up teams. “I tried it alone. It didn’t work out he saved my life in Katmandu what more do I need?” That thought quickly made up his mind.


      “Oregon is our objective. I need to pack a few things we can take Sue Lee’s car.”


      “I heard the last part I will follow by sea. Mario is bringing a ship-to-shore radio. He will attach while you get ready,” Sylvester said, opening the door to Sue Lee’s car when there was a loud roar overhead, a plane shot passed above them banking towards Bodega Bay.


      Alex recognized it, saying, “It’s a PBY-5 Catalina.”


      “I say, did you call in the Coast Guard Sylvester,” Tej said as they watched it land in front of Finn’s Marina.
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      “My friend Jane sent me, Sir Jonathan said you boys need some help, Captain James Bowen, at your service. Alex, I see you are recovering if so let's go find your lady? Load your gear abroad, don’t worry about a car. I have friends in Oregon who are in the air and on the ground searching as we speak. If we need ground transport, they will provide it.”


      “They too were Flying Tigers,” Tej asked with admiration?


      “You know about us then?”


      “You are well-known in my part of the world. I’m from Katmandu. We met before when you evacuated Alex,” Tej held out his hand.


      “I’ll be damned, of course. It is hard to recognize you without all that fur on,” The captain said vigorously shaking Tej’s hand.


      Sylvester interrupted, “Sorry to break up this reunion, but Mario has finished loading the supplies aboard the plane for the two of you. He received the coordinates from your copilot Chin. We must get underway to keep up. We will have our radios aboard the La Vie to monitor your frequency, good-luck gentlemen.” Sylvester turned to Alex, “not to worry old son. We will find her.”
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      The movement of the trailer stopped. Sue Lee quietly got out of bed and crawled on her hand's and knees, running her hands across the floorboards to locate the crack she had found in the rear floorboard a few days ago.


      Sue Lee could smell gasoline, apparently, they stopped for fuel. She was about to start shouting when she heard a creaking sound of the trailer door opening.


      “Dammit, he must have a set of extra ears. He's going to use that blasted peek hole again.” She quickly tore a piece of her blouse shoving it down the hole watching it drop onto the pavement before rolling back into bed moaning to cover up her movements, hoping he would assume she was still in a drug-induced state. Sue Lee’s head was turned toward the wall but could see a small circle of light from the peek hole when he opened it. “Come in here you bastard, I will kill you.” The peek hole light went out. In a short time, they were moving again. They seem to be driving endlessly. “When did he sleep?”


      “Dammit, at this rate, I’ll run out of clothing.” She looked again where he must have torn her blouse carrying her into the trailer. Tearing it once more, she shoved another piece of clothing through the hole hoping to leave a trail. “Maybe I should leave something more provocative, but I need my bra to choke the bastard.”


      Sue Lee’s thoughts were clearer this morning, the drug he used on her was wearing off. She remembered more how he kidnapped her rushing out of her apartment, stopping to see what she thought was a cab waiting was a van with a trailer attached, then everything went black. The swelling in her head had gone down, but where he pushed in the needle hadn’t.


      Somehow, he was adding the drug to her food. She guessed he must be out of it or needed her sober, for some reason. “Perhaps, it was time to kill me, but it wasn’t going to be easy.”


      Road dust was coming into the small compartment from the break in the floorboards, however, she could see the light from the outdoors. It was more comforting than the dim light built into the overhead interior of the trailer. The front area consisted of storage. Sue Lee discovered that while peeking through the food tray slot when she knew he was out fixing something on the outside. “Apparently, he must have used this area for sleeping at one time along with the small bathroom, but where is he sleeping now, in the Van?”


      Even when they stopped, he was always repairing things. Sue Lee became more curious about the trailer itself. It didn’t have the look or smell of a hunting trailer. What she could see of the front room was trunks and boxes along with a saddle on the floor. The door was steel, and the lock she assumed was a padlock, impossible to pick from the inside. Her only hope for escape was the loose floorboards. She needed a jack or some kind of leverage to break or loosen the boards. The small room was bare with no furnishing, what could she use? In the bathroom was a toilet and sink basin with a single pipe most likely that drains to the outside. Sue Lee got off the bed, holding on to the bathroom doorway to keep from falling as the trailer swayed. She didn't want to turn on the light she assumed he had it weird to the van as a signal to let him know when she was awake.


      The light coming from the open crack in the floor made it possible to see a single pipe running from the sink. Sue Lee reached down and gave it a pull. It was loose, giving off a squeak, but not enough to be heard over the noise of the moving trailer.


      Sue Lee then pulled up on the steel basin, surprised how easy it bent upward at the same time the pipe came loose from the floor. With a few wiggles, it came free. “Hell of a bad plumbing job, now I have two holes in the floor, damn the dust is thick. This hole looks worn and moldy. Must be from the water leaking from this unsecured draining pipe. She spun it around in her hands, yes. I definitely can use this as a club.”


      Sue Lee jammed it into the drain hole on the floor—it almost went through to the pavement below. Her suspicions were right—this flooring around the sink was rotten from the mold. She pulled down on the pipe, and the floorboard came loose.


      Within minutes, she had a hole in the floor big enough to crawl through. She pulled the folding camp bed into the bathroom turning it over to cover the gap. “Now all I have to do was wait for the bastard to stop,” she coughed to clear her throat. “Unless I’m asphyxiated first.”
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      Copilot Chin signaled to Tej and Alex to put on headphones. Captain Bowen’s voice came on.


      “We just got word. One of my boys spotted a Van pulling a trailer driving north towards Oysterville Washington. Our ETA is 45 minutes. My spotter has to refuel, in Aberdeen. He will fly south after doing so. We will meet him coming from the North hopefully, catching the Van between us. I will be dropping out of this attitude to give us better viewing. Keep your eyes open he said the area has a number of timber roads.”


      Tej was looking at a map Mr. Chin handed him showing the circled area they were flying into. “Alex, look here, there’s only one way out unless you return the way you came.”


      The problem was they both understood the reasoning behind this remote forest. The driver was looking or knew of a place to kill his hostage if he hasn’t done so already and bury the body.


      “God, I wish we could go faster,” Alex said just as the sound of twin engines increased. Captains Bowen must have been thinking the same thoughts his voice came on the earphones.


      “Our ETA well is twenty minutes. We need to help that little lady, even if we have to walk home, hang on gentleman!”
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      “Boys, I have Johnny on the radio. You need to hear this. We will be there in ten minutes.” They heard a few clicks then Johnny’s excited voice,


      “I’m behind him—he turned onto a logging road going towards the ocean. I need to circle back. He's moving slowly those roads are built for log hauling, not recreational vehicles. Wait, something fell out of the back, looks like, holy shit a person just came out from under the trailer! Hey, it’s a girl, what the hell she is not running away. She's going after the trailer. Looks like she’s carrying a weapon of some kind. Wow, where the hell was she in 41 when we needed her? I can land on this main road, but not the logging road, over.”


      “Only, if you're armed old buddy, how far to the ocean, over?”


      “I reckon, less than a mile, over.”


      “Stay in the air until we see you, we will do a water landing if possible. Then come in from the road for a backup, over.”


      “I see the Highway patrol is coming from Aberdeen. I'm not armed—I’ll send them in as a backup. There is a small cove south of the logging road the seas should be smoother, over.”


      “Roger, I have you on visual we will come down in the cove.”


      Alex could see the van and trailer cresting at a hill as they were coming in for a landing. He was sure the driver spotted them, but from the air, he could see, there was no place to turn around until he reached the beach.


      “He could easily get stuck in the sand with that rig. We have him trapped.” Tej said while checking his Glock before returning it to his shoulder holster.


      Alex was sure they had enough firepower aboard to keep the perpetrator pinned down until the patrol arrives, but it was Sue Lee that worried him. What is she up to, revenge? If he harmed her, I will kill him myself!


      Their visual was blocked during landing water sprayed up as they bounced over the waves.


      Captain Bowen set the nose of the PBY on the beach. Copilot Chin jumped out to secure a line to a fallen tree. The captain followed, holding two rifles.


      “We best get under cover over by those fallen trees.” Bowen threw a rifle to Chin as they ran into the trees.


      It was slower for Alex. He circled to the right using the trees for cover. His objective was to get behind the trailer. He saw a road running parallel from the plane.


      Tej quickly caught up with him, “Hold on old son. We might need a wee more firepower.” He held up the rifle. “Now don’t go all stubborn on me trying to do this all alone. The Captain and his faithful sidekick, Chin will start the frontal assault while we flank him.”


      A high-power rifle broke the silence of the forest coming from the parked trailer they could see on the next rise. The shooter was behind a door on the other side of the van blocking any shot they would have. They needed to get closer.


      “Stop, look under the trailer, Sue Lee was crawling towards the front. Tej jumped to the branch above them hoisting himself up. Alex passed up the rifle.”


      Tej shouldered the rifle climbing fast. He paused to look at Sue Lee—she was now at the front of the trailer, waiting, for the moment, to come out. He could only see the head of the perpetrator. This was going to be messy. He un-shouldered the rifle laying it across a branch positioning himself for the shot.


      Tej leveled the rife about to squeeze the trigger when he heard shouting over by the trailer.


      “Police, drop your gun put your hands on your head!”


      The prep turned shooting but pitched backward from the bullets hitting him. It was over.


      Alex could see a policeman helping Sue Lee out from under the trailer. She turned her head and looked up. Sue Lee could see Tej in the tree when Alex stepped out from behind the tree to get her attention. She acknowledged their presence with a quick wave before following the unobservant policeman.


      Tej dropped from the tree saying, “Best we become inconspicuous letting the kind officers take all the credit, don’t you agree my friend?”


      “Yes, we can radio the La Vie to make arrangements to pick up Sue Lee. Do you really think you could have pulled that shot off at your age?" Alex said, smiling for the first time today as they walked back toward the plane.


      “My age, we are only a few months apart, but you’re right. I'm older, far more mature. You can always count on me for advice or guidance like you did during the war. Do you remember your caper in Ireland when you broke O'Brine's knee? We, came in shortly after to clean up the mess you left. Churchill personally resented the Irish neutrality. He needed proof that their leader Patty O’Donald violated the neutrality act. We did a more thorough investigation than you yanks, we found his IRA buddies were deeply involved with stealing art pieces to sell to Hitler’s gang for gold. O'Brine was carrying a pot of German gold when he drowned it went down with him. O’Donald skipped out of Ireland to avoid prosecution by the IRA—he also left with their treasures, including artifacts from my country.”


      “That’s the other reason for you being here Tej. You need my help because you are older and need someone younger to help recover your lost antiquities.”


      “Yes, mon amie, those pieces are of great value to our small country, and you are correct as always I need you to watch my back."


      “Thank you, but I owe you, Quid pro quo, so to speak, but you can count on me. Tell me more.”


      “They are rare idols normally placed in the monastery residing inside a copper stupa. Somehow they ended up in O’Donald’s slimy hands. He was the distribution officer for the IRA stolen artifacts that were sold or bartered for weapons during the war. Idols were big-ticket items. You see. Hitler had a thing about religions, especially anything he perceived as a mystic with superhuman controlling powers. He wanted to make sure no other power, but his Aryan race could rule the world. His objective, we believe, was to destroy faith by possessing the object showing his power was stronger.”


      “He played a childish game, who has the most toys in the sandbox wins.” Alex stopped to light a cigarette. “We best approach the PBY from this angle we won’t be seen from the hill, I’m not ready as of yet to let anyone know I’m alive. How did O’Donald survive an execution by the IRA?”


      “Bribery at first, then a deal that he would store the treasures to be sold as needed to continue funding the IRA.”


      “Living high off the hog in the lovely state of California on the spoils of war that he can dip into whenever he is short of a few bucks. Whoa, you are going to tell me my hit was planned by him and his IRA buddies?”


      “We are thinking in those terms my dear boy—they are using someone on the inside of your blameless CIA as an informer. You see; MI6 picked up unauthorized transmissions going in and out of Katmandu using your code name before and after your demise.”


      “ Obviously, if they knew my code name, they are involved in covert operations.”


      Tej, sat down on a large piece of driftwood in front of the plane to wait for the return of Captain Bowen and Chin.


      “When Sue Lee was kidnapped four days ago, Sir Jonathan received that note I showed you, after her capture. We assumed another note would arrive later demanding an exchange. It never happened.”


      “You have summarized those terms included a trade that would involve my life for hers, correct?”


      “Yes, something like that, but things become more complicated, we are assuming something changed the kidnapper's tactics. Perhaps, when we talk to Sue Lee, she may know something? I see our famous airman, and his sidekick, let’s discuss this in private aboard the La Vie.”
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      Sue Lee after a checkup by Dr. Higgins along with answering radio calls from Jane was pronounced well.


      Dr. Jane, however, prescribed tender love and care for a week. Especially if Alex was aboard. Jane was coming with Uncle Sir Jonathan to join them on the La Via in two days.


      After a scrumptious breakfast and a safe sleep wrapped in Alex’s arms, Sue Lee felt human again. However, walking to the lounge to meet Tej and Sylvester for coffee Sue Lee felt the stiffness in her joints. The doctor said that would take time along with the scratches from bailing out from underneath the moving trailer.


      Alex noticed her limping offering his arm for support. He marveled at her tenacious attitude, keeping a firm grip believing she could escape. Sue Lee related everything to him last night before she fell asleep captivity was dehumanizing, to say the least.


      “There you are dear, a specialty of Mario’s, coffee with a pick me up guaranteed to heal bruises. I’m so proud of you, I was told you chased that damnable trailer with the awful clown aboard. Sylvester passed the coffee to Sue Lee. That certainly was brave. What were your intentions, may I ask?”


      “I was going to kill the bastard!”


      “I say, I’m certainly glad you are on our side. As you know, we are currently on our way to Catalina Island to meet Sir Jonathan and lovely Dr. Jane. Jonathan thought it best to stay out of San Franciso for a while. I suggested Catalina Island as our rendezvous. It’s secluded and lovely this time of the year. All the attention will be spent looking for Hollywood celebrities. I say, wouldn’t it be fun meeting Elizabeth Taylor?”


      “You should take us all out to her new Film, A Place In The Sun, Yvette said holding out her arms to Sue Lee. I’m sorry I wasn’t aboard when you arrived last night. How are you doing ma petite amie?”


      Sue Lee paused, her feelings of despair started to surface when she first saw her friend Yvette entered the room. Sometimes it was easier to talk things out with another female war veteran, but that can wait. Her military training took over pushing her fears away accepting the hug from Yvette.


      Yvette; was a sommelier from Paris, during the war a spy for the Alliance, working under the direction of Sir Jonathan. She was known to have drowned a German commander in a Wine-vat, for spitting out the Merlot she suggested.


      “We will talk later, Yvette whispered understanding Sue Lee’s emotions. She turned to Alex. I was with the officer in charge, the kidnapper who was shot has no identification on him. The van was stolen from a delivery service several months back, I do have a list of items found in the trailer. She handed the papers to Sylvester. Please tell us about this foot size you encounter Sue Lee.”


      “I’m certain it was a man and a woman watching me, both dressed as Harlequins Clowns. The young man who was killed by the Highway patrol had large feet. The other person I also saw through a feeding slot had small feet. Furthermore, my impression was this person walked more like a woman.” Sue Lee paused to sip her coffee, almost coughed it tasted like Irish coffee, but stronger.


      “Why the costumes,” Tej, asked?


      “Unknown, however, the Highway Patrol officer told me they found theatrical supplies in one trunk and cowboy outfits on the floor of the trailer, including a dirty Harlequin outfit.”


      “Here is the list of what was in the trunks. Sylvester passed it across the coffee table to Alex. Please continue Sue Lee.”


      “My conclusion that they were going to kill me came after they stopped using drugs to keep me subdued along with the constant driving. Even my feeding time was less frequent—Then the night before my rescue I heard my death sentence.”


      “I say,” Sylvester, said looking at Sue Lee along with everyone else for an explanation.


      “We stopped briefly, I could hear footsteps through the hole I widen below the bathroom sink. I overheard a man’s voice speaking in French before being shushed as they walked away. His words were mon argent meaning my money! It was spoken loud like a demand. I’m also assuming the man was demanding money to kill me that night. As soon as we were moving again, I started widening the hole in the floor for a faster exit. I had to wait until we slowed or stopped before I could jump out because whoever was driving was speeding and more careless. They only time we slowed was on that bumpy log road—that’s when I dropped out with my pipe for a weapon. I ran to stay behind the trailer so as not to be seen by the driver.”


      “Your actions were understandable, killing him may sound foolish, but you were alone, running in the other direction could have gotten you shot.”


      “Thank you, Tej, but my reasoning was foolish until I spotted you climbing the tree. My intentions were then to bring him out into the open to give you a clear shot.”


      “Do you have any theory’s as to why the Harlequin outfits?” Alex asked while pouring a cup of normal coffee for Sue Lee.


      “Scare factor comes to mind. You're drugged then isolated in the dark from the norm—coming face to face with a mute painted clown is unsettling, to say the least. However, I’m sure there is more to it, perhaps it was contrived to point us in another direction?”


      “I too have been thinking in those terms. It's easy to be drawn in by the colorful costumes. You are frowning, what’s on your mind?” Alex nodded to Tej.


      “I just remembered a lecture from my Oxford days. The name Harlequin in the sixteenth century was the French leader of a legendary troop of demon horsemen, a mythical figure. Tej held up the list he had been studying that Alex passed to him. Also, on this list of theatrical items found in the trunk were posters from past circus flyers, from America and villages in Europe.”


      “I did see those posters at the police headquarters. They asked if they had any meaning to my kidnapping. One did attract my attention. It was a flyer for IRA Bronc riding event to be held at the Cow Palace in San Francisco next week.”


      “You said, IRA?” Sylvester said looking confused.


      “Yes, the International Rodeo Association, I noticed the boy's fingers on his right hand one night when he passed my food tray through the slot, they were swollen badly bruised.”


      “I don’t understand, wait, you’re saying the kid that was shot was a bronco rider?” Alex said, reaching for a tea cake Mario had unobtrusively added to the table.


      “I’m assuming so, you see a bronco rider has to keep one hand in the air while they try to stay on the horse for, eight-seconds. The free hand cannot touch the horse. The hand holding on could easily be damaged. I didn’t think of this, until now, but it makes sense. He also had a limp. Injury in that business is common.”


      “Since the Aberdeen police have no identification. Perhaps we could ask for your Cousin Kane’s help? It would be a radio call since we are bypassing San Franciso. He turned to Mario, who mentally noted he would carry out the request to contact Kane. One more thing Sue Lee, Sylvester held up a message from Sir Jonathan, have you ever seen this name or heard this verse before?”


      Sue Lee read the note out loud. “The fool dothed to think he is wise, but the wise man knows himself to be a fool. Yes, I have. It's from William Shakespeare’s play, As You Like It. The name Gay Viking mentioned below, I remembered a boat by that name a blockade runner during the war running supplies from Sweden to England, ball bearings, I believe.”


      “Our intelligence returned a double agent to Norway through the underground who was the captain of the Gay Viking. I was impressed by his bravery. Unusual name, Sørlie, Alex paused, but I never met him.”


      “Sørlie, in Norway, is about as common as Smith, Yvette said, we need more information, perhaps we should wait until Sir Jonathan arrives?”


      “Excellent suggestion, let us all enjoy the cruise through the beautiful Channel Islands of California, shall we?” Sylvester led the way to the upper observation deck.
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