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Chapter 1. 



	 


	Brazil. January 1999.


	After living amongst the Indios in the Brazilian jungle for the past twenty years, striving to protect them from civilisation, alcohol, drugs and kidnapping, and after revenging himself on the death of his native wife and two sons, resulting in pursuit from bounty hunters, with a price on his head, he decided to leave by the only way he knew, a place where he had spent most of his early life, the sea.


	He crossed the large denuded clearing and on reaching the far side he ceased his endless running and fitted an arrow to his Indios bow and moving into the shadows of the dense foliage, he waited; his body stained with green and brown stripes making him practically invisible.


	He had been on the run for over a week, living off the forest, not stopping to hunt for food as a fire would bring his pursuers directly to him. He smelled them before her heard them; he heard them before he saw them. The first, a half-caste Negro, carrying a Kalashnikov appeared on the edge of the clearing, a perfect place for an ambush, some thirty metres away. 


	He recognised his intended victim. He was one of a band who kidnapped young girls and forced them into slavery, submitting them to all forms of humiliation and things worse.


	The creature, for in his eyes he was not human but inhuman, lumbered into the clearing, perspiring and breathing harshly. 


	He stopped, turned and called out to his comrades.


	As he turned round searching for his quarry, he didn’t hear the arrow as it zipped across the clearing until it was too late, after which it embedded itself deep in his chest, piercing his heart. 


	He staggered backwards from the force and fell onto his buttocks, his fingers vainly tugging at the shaft as he died.


	


	His colleague, a Caucasian, in his haste tripped and stumbled over the dead man. He landed on all fours next to him, turned and rose to a kneeling position. He placed his hand on his shoulder as he saw the bloodstained shirt. He turned his head to the way he’d come, opened his mouth to speak, obviously to warn his comrades, but an arrow pierced the side of his neck, severing both carotid arteries, and his brain, due to the lack of blood, ceased to function and he fell slowly forward, half embracing the dead man.


	The following two pursuers, one male, on female entered the clearing a few metres to the side of the dead couple. 


	The woman sniggered as she saw the archer’s victims, not noticing the arrows, “Hey, love-birds, we’re here to work not to-“


	An arrow punctured her neck in the same manner as the second victim and after staggering a few steps to one side, because of the impact, she fell to her knees coughing for a few seconds until she fell forward onto her face.


	The fourth bounty hunter immediately cocked his machine pistol, raised it quickly to his chin, but before he could find a target and shoot, an arrow hit him in the belly, winding him, leaving him gasping for breath as he too fell to his knees, doubled over in pain. 


	After a number of seconds he managed to right himself and raise his weapon, resulting in a look of horror as two more arrows thudded into his chest and then one in his throat.


	The archer waited, listening to the slowly returning jungle sounds.


	Satisfied but cautious he left his hiding place, walking quickly around the edge of the clearing, retrieving his projectiles and relieving his victims of anything of value, after which he moved back through the foliage and continued on his way. 


	He arrived, eventually at a fishing village and after trading his ill-gotten gains, the four wristwatches and gold rings for a weeks supply of food and water and a small sailing boat that he saw was in good condition, he set off in pursuit of the setting sun.


	 


	 


	Arrival.


	Challenging the valleys and mountains of Poseidon’s domain, the tiny canvas-winged vessel soared on upwards, then surged on downwards, its master revelling at the confrontation. As though growing tired with his taunting ways, the sea-god relented, becalming his realm and the black shrouds parted and Sol’s rays warmed the air once more; then the warmth changed to a merciless heat as the wind faded.


	               Sean McKinney looked up at the burning sky and thanked his heritage; anybody else would have died or gone mad weeks ago. He did not regret the day he left the South American shores and he looked as always towards the horizon, to his destiny, and sighed as his vision failed him once more. 


	               Poseidon changed his mind as the weather often did, the man in his wooden shell looked up as the sail on his boat fluttered, once, then twice, then the breeze lifted the sail enabling the small craft to move forward into the approaching night. 


	               As dawn began the day, with his strength long-since ebbed away, he could only sit resting on the tiller, as his boat slowly approached land now visible on the horizon. 


	               The sound of surf and the boat’s keel grating on sand woke him. He heard a noise, a voice, something soft caressing his brow. A new scent touched his senses. He forced his eyes open; gazing at the image of his mortal benefactor, then darkness surrounded him.


	*


	He lay on a mattress of sweet-smelling dried grass. Cool hands smoothed his brow as he awoke. He looked up into the dark, oriental eyes of a woman in her mid-twenties. A boy-child of about three years stood by her side, staring at him in natural curiosity. The woman spoke in broken English, “You were in boat long time, where you come from?” 


	               He croaked a few syllables then gave up. 


	               She smoothed back his red hair from his ear. “You are not normal for Gaijin, you have strange ears, are you imp?” 


	               She picked up a bowl, placed it to his lips. He took a sip, swallowed eagerly. He took another one, he managed to squeak, “Yes, an imp, and you must be an angel, for all angels are born of beauty and have the power even to heal even an imp.”


	               She smiled, placed fingertips over his lips. “Do not speak more, you must now rest.” She bowed slightly then turned, leaving the room with the little boy. 


	*


	Several days later, he woke up in the half-light of evening at the sound of movement. He looked around the room, saw her approaching him. She was naked. Her small breasts quivered as she quickened her pace. She pulled back his bed covers, climbed in beside him. They embraced. “As you know my husband drowned in a storm, it is my time and I wish a companion for my son. So, shall we pillow?”


	He smoothed her hair from her face, kissed her lips. 


	“Mitsuki, my Asian rose, you have rescued me from the sea. You have fed me and cared for me these past three months. And now you wish to bear my child?”


	She looked at him for a short while then nodded. “Yes, for I know that one day you will leave, for how long I do not know,” then she leaned forward, kissed him on the mouth. He returned the kiss, caressed her and she called out as he pleasured her, their cries echoing into the night.


	*


	She stood on the shore, her hand caressing her swollen belly. With the other hand she waved to her husband as he set out to fish in his boat. 


	Mitsuki Koizumi looked down at her son Toshi wondering what her late husband would have said to her choice of companion, a foreigner, an Imp at that, one who could work magic when they made love.


	 


	Baltimore 2033.


	Senator Arthur Bernard Clarke and his second, British-born wife Linda arrived home at ten-thirty pm on a Friday night. They walked along the hallway of their miniature mansion in their evening clothes. Linda threw her mink stole onto an adjacent chair. “I’m going to have a shower, are you coming with me, Mr Vice President?” 


	               Clarke slipped out of his jacket. “You go on up and get yourself nice and ready for me, I have to watch the late news, it’s a big day for all of us tomorrow. Let’s make tonight a night to remember.” He watched as she walked to the stairway. He called out, “Where’s my insulin pen?” 


	               “It’s in the bathroom where you left it. You go and have your injection, I won’t be long.” 


	               He entered the downstairs bathroom, removed his shirt and dumped it in the laundry basket. He opened the medicine cabinet and took out his insulin injector-pen, an experimental re-chargeable device. After pulling up his T-shirt, he placed the tip of the pen against his stomach, pressed once and then placed the pen back inside the cabinet. He paused in the hallway, slipped off his shoes and walked into the study where he turned on the TV. He sat down and after a short while he felt dizzy and warm. The muscles of his jaw, neck, and head felt weak and relaxed. Then his arms and legs began to feel heavy and difficult to move. Breathing became harder and he lost of feeling in all of his limbs, and a look of concern creased his features as his vision swam.


	*


	Senator Clarke didn’t respond as his wife entered the room and stood before him displaying her naked body. Believing him to be asleep, she reached out to him, tilted his head back, and screamed as she stared into his lifeless eyes. 


	*


	Pricilla Clarke stood before her father’s coffin. A salvo of rifle fire shattered the silence, frightening the birds from the trees, sending them flying frantically through the cemetery grounds. She stood with her mother, her elder brother, and her younger sister. She watched as two soldiers folded the flag and handed it to her mother. Tears rolled down her cheeks and pearled on her black summer coat then ran down and seeped into the earth around her father’s grave.


	 


	Osaka.


	A compact ball of straw, no bigger than a softball, packed inside sacking and bound with string, swung at a height of one-and-half metres at the end of a long, dimly-lit room. Suspended on a thin cord, its movement carried it almost across the width of the room. Its return journey was interrupted by an arrow as it hit it dead centre, causing it to sway erratically back and forth. 


	Fourteen-year-old Marita Nakatogi emerged from the shadows and halted the ball’s movements, removing the arrow after slipping the knot on the target. She carried the ball and the projectile, now secure in a quiver, and moved off to one side and placed the ball in a wicker basket. She looked along the length of the room, at Janet Koizumi, seventy-five metres farther down inside the ancient wooden building, dressed in the costume of a Kyudoka, kneeling blindfolded, waiting patiently. Without further ado, Marita turned and walked on another ten metres. She released the next target and stepped back into the shadows. 


	Janet turned her head in the direction of the target and notched an arrow on the bowstring of the traditional Japanese Kyudo Bow, held in her left hand before her. She raised the bow above her head with both hands, and, after pausing slightly, looked at the target, extended the hand holding the shaft, forward, straightening the arm. Then, fully concentrated, she lowered both arms, pulling the bowstring taught; with the arrows fletch finishing well past her ear.


	Marita watched as Janet held her breath before she let the arrow fly, her arrow arm flowing quickly back behind her, her bow, turning in her hand before hanging in her fingers; the only sound the whistle of the projectile before it thudded into the swinging target. 


	Repeating the procedure with the ball and arrow the girl walked along the wall in the direction of the young archer. 


	The archer tucked the bow under her left arm, removed the blindfold and rose to her feet. 


	Marita went directly to the window blinds and drew them to one side, flooding the hall with light. She walked over to Janet and with a bow, handed the quiver to her. 


	She smiled at the girl. “Thank you, Marita, that will be all for today, don’t forget to sweep the floor after you have cleared up.” 


	The girl bowed once more looked up to the woman and asked her, “Teacher, how come you can see in the dark, what is the secret, is it a Kyudo secret?” 


	Janet smiled a little and answered, “There is no secret little one; you trouble your mind unnecessarily. All you have to remember as you travel upon life’s stony path is that you cannot see your complete reflection in moving water, only when the water is calm can you see clearly, only when your spirit is calm can you becalm all things around you. Each time do not think of hitting and missing, just think that you will hit with this arrow no matter what. Now, go about your duties.” 


	The girl bowed and asked, “Teacher, will your brother Toshi-San soon return to teach once more?”


	She hid a smile. She knew Marita had a crush on her half-brother. She assured her. “You can ask him yourself as he will be here for the afternoon classes.”


	A smile heightened Marita’s features and she bowed once more and backed a short distance away before she walked off to the target area. 


	Janet Koizumi, Kyudo seventh Dan, her bow unstrung, picked up her quiver, and walked off to the changing rooms in the University of Osaka, where she was engaged as a linguistic lecturer. Her specialty at the moment was the history of the languages of Scandinavia. 


	She was also a government secret service undercover agent and with thoughts of the Earth’s northern wastes now far from her mind as she headed for the car park, unlocked her car with her remote and slipped in behind the wheel of her Toyota-Electra and moved out onto the street. 


	As she headed for the motorway she thought about Toshi, her big brother. She recalled their joint espionage adventures and the fun they had fishing with Dada. 


	Toshi taught her to dive for oysters, practiced Aikido with her and explained how to use the Kyudo bow. She missed him sorely. He had returned from a two-year overseas mission, working with Europol, only yesterday. She had seen him for a short while at the airport before he was whisked away and now she feared her uncle was about to separate them again.


	She left the motorway and after a while she arrived at a high, massive building. After showing her credentials to the security guard at the gate, she drove on, parked her car and walked towards the entrance. She entered the nondescript building and took the elevator to the top floor and found herself facing a large wooden door. After knocking, she entered into a spacious office containing one large desk. Stood in front of this ornate object was a man dressed in a light grey suit. It was her uncle, Yoshi Takagi, the head of the Japanese Secret Service. 


	He smiled widely. “Good morning, Janet my dear.” 


	“Good morning, Uncle Yoshi, I received your message.” Following her uncle, she crossed the room to a collection of sofas where two men and a blond-haired young woman sat. 


	“Pleased be seated, my dear, these people have something important to tell you.”


	She sat there, her features bland as she listened. 


	After each one had their say she turned to her uncle. “So you want me to gather information, nothing more?”


	He remained silent; he opened a drawer in his desk and took out a large envelope. Janet cast her gaze downwards as Yoshi spoke, “You leave tomorrow, you are to go with an open mind and find out what you can, and be careful, these people could be dangerous. Keep your knowledge of foreign languages to yourself; it could be to your advantage, it is also another reason why you were chosen for this task. Here are your travel documents, tickets, and flight times.” 


	After rising together, Yoshi handed her the envelope. She bowed to the three and he escorted her to the door where they bowed and said their goodbyes. 


	He returned to his other guests. “We in Japan spoil our children something terrible,” he said, “She will do her best though. She is very observant, a good spy and she is very courageous. She has done well in the past against the Yakuza and has exposed more than one North Korean spy ring. If there is something to be found out, then she will find it, she is incurably curious, like a cat.” 


	One of the men addressed him, “Yoshi San, is it wise to send her there alone, she’s only child, she can’t be more than 


	eighteen herself?” 


	The old man looked at him, smiling. He shook his head as he answered, “Her looks are deceptive; she will be twenty-eight next birthday.” He sighed as if regretting what had just done to his sister’s child. “She will have outside support. Interpol is sending one of their agents; male of course. He will be her outside connection. There is no-one else who can carry this off and I have a feeling she will face death when she is there.” He paused then said,  “I do not fear for her life, and I find that strangely comforting, but on the other hand, highly foreboding.”




	 


	 


	
Chapter 2.



	Dreams.


	Searching the garden surrounds she saw a wisp flash by and ran in pursuit. She rounded a corner of the house, and saw her father standing there. She called out gleefully, “Now I have you, Dada.” She blinked and he disappeared, and she giggled once more as he grabbed her under the arms from behind and tickled her. 


	Janet Koizumi turned around and her father said, “Now it’s your turn, breathe in and concentrate.” 


	Closing her eyes, she imagined herself by her bed, and opened them to find herself in her room. She heard her mother call from outside and closed her eyes once more, visualising her. She appeared before her, startling her. Her mother shook her head, smiling at her nine-year-old daughter. 


	“I’ve been looking all over for you, where have you been, child, breakfast is ready?” 


	“Dada’s back again,” she said, indicating behind her, while smiling back at her mother. 


	Her mother peered past her to the jetty. “That’s my boat down there,” she said. “Dada’s boat is nowhere in sight.” 


	Janet followed her gaze and her mouth fell open. Her surprise changed to disappointment at her father’s sudden departure. Then her eyebrows rose as she felt his presence in her mind. 


	She looked up at her mother once more in search of an explanation and cocked an eyebrow at the nonchalant expression embellishing her Asian features that failed to hide the twinkle in her eyes.


	‘Who does she she’s kidding, I heard them pillowing last night.’


	*


	She woke from her dream in her seat in the first class compartment of the JAL A380 she had boarded at Tokyo airport at 8 o’clock that morning. She recalled the dream with a fondness tinged with regret. Her father had disappeared long ago, and she was never sure if his infrequent visits were a dream or reality as her mother never confided in her. 


	She stretched slowly and went over the conversation with her uncle and the three police officers. “… the vice president of the United States has been assassinated …” – “His daughter claimed she had poisoned him by substituting his insulin for Curare…” - “… of unexplained deaths worldwide … eighty three, to be exact.” - “… three female NSA operatives were found drowned, chained together to an underwater car wreck in Holland …”-“  a young black woman committed triple murder, she slew her three tormentors, who were racists, with her hunting bow …”  - “… this young woman attended the same Swiss Internat as the other girl …” - “… the Swiss authorities believed it to be a figment of somebody’s imagination …” – “… we believe the owner of this school, a Margaret Conati is raising an army of assassins …” – “… she has very powerful friends in the Swiss and Italian governments …” – “…Swiss police need more proof …” - “I want you to go to this school and spy for Europol …” – “You will be going as a Kyudo instructor.”


	She had told her uncle, “The international Kyudo contests start tomorrow; I have to defend my title.” 


	His answer was, “You can challenge the winner when you return, I will arrange it.”


	She stood up, having forced herself to sleep shortly after taking off from Tokyo airport. She took down her hand luggage and walked down the aisle of the huge aircraft. She approached one of the passengers, a Frenchman, seated near the aisle, who had boarded at Anchorage.


	He looked down at his knees as she passed, then he turned in his seat and watched as she left the area, after which he stood up and headed in the same direction.
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