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Foreword

This novel is the dramatisation of events leading up to, and involving, the tragic bombings of the American Embassies that took place in Nairobi and Dar es Salaam on the 7th of August 1998.

Whilst all efforts and research have been made to make the story as historically accurate as possible, the author is in no way depicting this work as being fact.

The characters in DIVIDED THEY FALL are mostly fictitious, although some are based on real personas, and the book is not an attempt to take sides, but rather an exploration of the background, motivation, and actions of the key players on both sides of the horrific acts.
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PROLOGUE
West of Mount Kilimanjaro, Tanzania
March 15th, 1998
 

“Anybody awake?” Mohammed stared up at the night sky.

Khalid followed Mohammed’s gaze, the millions of stars clustered together in the Milky Way appeared close enough to touch.

Khalid sat beside him next to the fire, “You must have tired them out. They’re sleeping like babies.”

“Good.” Mohammed tilted his head towards him, “How are your preparations going?”

“I’ve found a villa with a suitable garage, all I need is the money for the rent and deposit.” Khalid poked the embers with a stick. The wind picked up some of the sparks he created and whisked them away.

“I’ll give it to you before you leave. What about the truck?”

“There are hundreds for sale in Nairobi. I’ll pick one up next week and start working on it.”

Khalid intended to make a hidden compartment in the bed of the vehicle. Big enough to store the 500 cylinders of TNT, each one roughly the size of a soda can, the aluminium powder and detonating cord.

“Excellent,” Mohammed smiled. “When you are ready let me know and I will make preparations to join you.”

Mohammed’s expertise would be called upon to assemble the bomb and mount it safely into the bed of the truck.

“Any sign of the explosives?” Khalid stared into Mohammed’s eyes.

“Praise Allah, the shipment arrived last week. I didn’t risk a phone call as I knew you were coming today.” Mohammed grinned, “They will be sent over to you in due course.”

“We’re all set then?”

After months of careful planning and readying the boys, Khalid found it hard to believe that things were starting to take shape.

“Don’t worry, my friend. You will soon have your chance to strike a blow at the infidels,” Mohammed’s eyes glowed in the firelight, “Tomorrow I will tell the men which of them has the honour of carrying out this historic jihad. Their names will be spoken for centuries. I wish that I could be amongst them.”

“We must all play our part, as Allah wills it.”

In reality Khalid didn’t share Mohammed’s love of rhetoric or his belief in the cause. Khalid’s motives were purely selfish, and he couldn’t understand why the spoilt son of a Tanzanian minister would risk being involved.

Khalid also thought that calling the recruits ‘men’ was stretching the truth. The boys asleep in the tent were for the most part teenagers, the youngest just fourteen, the eldest twenty.

“The rains are on their way, you should get going,” Mohammed stood and stretched like a cat, his hands clasped together above his head.

Now that he mentioned it, Khalid could smell the rain on the wind, even though the clouds were still far off in the distance. Khalid followed Mohammed into the smallest of the three tents.

Mohammed lit a gas lamp and set it down on the folding table. Then he retrieved a rucksack hidden amongst the supplies and handed it to Khalid.

“May Allah be with you,” he hugged Khalid and kissed him on both cheeks.

Khalid returned the blessing, “And with you.”

They headed out to the Nissan 4x4 parked beside the tent. Khalid threw the bag onto the passenger seat and got in. He waited for the glow plugs to heat up and the light to go out, then turned the key the rest of the way. The jeep rumbled into life.

It would take twelve hours to reach Nairobi, but the first couple of hours of the journey were always the worst. Crossing the border without running into one of the few patrols should be easy enough. In the unlikely event that he did get stopped Khalid would pretend to have strayed over the border by accident. A common occurrence for tourists in the area.

The difficult part was navigating the unmarked tracks that traversed Kilimanjaro National Park, made impassable in places by the season’s rains.

The jeep struggled for traction on the slippery surface and Khalid fought to stay away from the treacherous drop on the left.

As he made his way around the north face of the volcano into Kenya the heavens opened up and it started to rain torrentially.

The Nissan’s windscreen wipers struggled to keep up.


CHAPTER ONE

Garbahaarrey, Somalia

Near the Kenyan Border

March 16th, 1998

The noise produced by the Bell’s double rotors deafened him and the vibration was incessant. David clenched his teeth to stop them chattering.

David checked his watch, one hour and thirty-five minutes had passed since they left Wajir Airport, a necessary pit stop to refuel the helicopter. At a cruising speed of 155km per hour the Bell should have almost completed the 260km final leg of their journey. By his calculations the helicopter would be running on fumes by the time the pilots made it back to Wajir.

Their objective was an al-Qaeda training camp some eighty klicks from the Somali border. Satellite reconnaissance provided by the CIA clearly showed a practise range being used next to the cluster of camouflaged tents. There was also what looked to be munitions crates protruding from cargo netting, and close-up shots of terrorists carrying AK47s, easily identified by their banana shaped magazines. Intel estimated that there were up to sixteen bogies in the camp at any one time.

“Two minutes,” the CIA operative tapped two cigar shaped fingers against his wrist.

He was a bull of man, his spiky hair covered by thick lines of green and black paint. His nose looked like it had been broken a few times and was flattened to his face. He’d said nothing during the briefing or whilst preparing to embark the helicopter.

David shouted to be heard above the engines, “Weapons check.”

The other men followed suit as David removed the magazine from his Heckler & Koch and tested the firing mechanism. He slapped the magazine back into its housing.

The jump-light changed from red to amber. David stood up and made his way to the front, using the odd shoulder for support.

The helicopter changed direction suddenly and caught him off balance, David put his hand on one of the officer’s heads to steady himself.

“Hey, boss, watch where you’re going!” protested Rashid with a smile.

Rashid and Chege were all that was left of his original team from the Kenyan Wildlife Service, the squad of rangers who had confronted Commander Abasi at Scott’s lodge. David had insisted that they come with him when he agreed to Tanui’s invitation to join the GSU.

David grinned and rapped Rashid’s helmet with his knuckles before moving on. He joined the spook by the sliding hatchway and peered through the Perspex window. The barren terrain looked like a lunar landscape in the moonlight. The sand dunes stretched all the way from the border to their target, deep in the Somali desert.

Dawn was still a few hours away, giving them plenty of time to trek the fourteen kilometres from the drop-zone to the terrorist encampment. As they didn’t plan to hang around, each man carried a lightweight pack of around twelve kilos, with limited ammunition and twenty-four-hour rations.

All except Chege, who had legs like tree trunks and appeared not to notice the extra weight of the radio strapped to his back.

The GSU regularly practised doing twenty-five-kilometre night runs with loads of eighteen kilos in less than three hours. David knew this was well within their scope, but he wasn’t sure about the American. He was huge, bigger than Chege, far too big for long-distance running.

“You ready for this?” David leant towards him.

“Ready as you are,” replied the agent, his face expressionless in the orange glow.

The light turned green above their heads.

David slid back the hatch and was buffeted by the blast from the rotors. By the time David and the American had thrown out the rope lines fixed either side of the hatch the first two officers were ready to hook on.

“GO! GO! GO!” shouted David.

Sixty seconds later David and the American were the last of the squad to rappel the ten meters or so to the ground. David waved the all clear to the pilot as he detached himself from the line.

The pitch of the single Pratt & Whitney engine increased to a roar as the huge beast climbed and created a dust storm that quickly enveloped them.

David shielded his face and ran over to the waiting squad, fanned out on a small sand dune. Spaced a few meters apart and on high alert, they were all lying prone, their rifles trained away from the landing site.

The Bell turned 180 degrees and tilted forward before it thundered away from them. The silence and stillness of the desert seemed uncanny after the hours of relentless assault on David’s senses.

“Rashid, you lead,” David squatted beside him. “Not too quickly mind, I know what you’re like.”

“You’re the boss,” Rashid gave David a lop-sided grin.

David scowled, “We’re on operation now.”

The grin vanished from the youngster’s face, “Yes, sir,” Rashid checked his compass and returned it to his webbing before heading off into the desert.

David signalled the others to follow at ten-meter intervals and took up the rear behind the American. Commander Tanui’s instructions had been to keep a close eye on him.

*****

David settled himself on a sand dune overlooking the camp and used the night vision scope on his rifle to scan the surrounding area. He watched the men take up their positions and encircle the cluster of Bedouin tents. David lost track of the American as he moved in and out of sight in the sea of sand. The spook had surprised David by keeping up with the pace set by Rashid on the forced march.

There were five tents in total, roughly spread out like the dots on a domino piece, five to six meters between each one. The embers of a campfire still glowed outside the central tent, where David guessed the food and other supplies were kept. Furthest away to the east was a swathe of cargo netting covering what definitely appeared to be rectangular boxes of munitions. David noticed that the sentry smoking a cigarette was keeping well clear of the cache as he patrolled the perimeter.

The sun was set to rise at 5:52am and the first signs of it were showing beyond the horizon. David checked the time and then centred the crosshairs of his rifle on the sentry.

By David’s standards the shot was an easy one. There wasn’t a trace of wind and the target was only three hundred meters away.

The man stopped to light up a cigarette, his middle-eastern features illuminated for a second, David focused on the glow of the match and pulled the trigger. The sentry’s head snapped back from the impact of the large calibre round and then he fell backwards.

The retort split the night air like a firecracker and signalled the rest of the men to begin the assault. They appeared like spectres from hidden positions in the sand and closed in.

A volley of shots rang out on the northeast side of the camp. David watched a terrorist go down outside the tent he emerged from, the machine-gun he wielded still firing as he fell.

More men appeared from the other tents and began shooting wildly, unsure where the attack was coming from.

A burly figure ran in from the left, David was about to fire when he realised it was the American. How the hell had he got so close without being seen? The agent slid to a stop next to the only vehicle, a battered LandRover.

As he did, a group of three hostiles emerged from the tent nearest to him. David dropped one of them, but the American took the other two down before he could get off a second shot. A series of muzzle-flashes indicating the source of their demise.

A stray round hit the explosives. The munitions dump went up in a ball of flame, quickly followed by a tremendous shockwave.

David saw the blast send someone flying and the tent next to the munitions caught fire. Seconds later a figure emerged from the tent with his robes and hair on fire, pulling at his face. David shot at the human candle’s chest to put him out of his misery and the screams were cut short.

It was over in minutes and the gunfire fizzled out as the few remaining terrorists decided to throw down their arms. David watched his men and the American round them up next to the campfire. When he was sure that they had all of the terrorists secured David got up and walked down the slope to join them.

By the time he got there five terrorists were hog-tied and face down in the dirt. One of them was bleeding badly from his thigh. The wound surged like a small fountain with every heartbeat, untreated he had less than an hour to live at best.

“I’ll take this one,” the American yanked the injured man to his feet. “He looks co-operative.”

The terrorist howled as his bad leg took some of the weight.

“You’ve got ten minutes,” said David. “Then we’re out of here, with or without you.

Smoke was billowing from the flaming arms cache and they needed to get going ASAP. The plume would be visible for miles and it was only a question of time before company arrived in the form of the Somali army. David turned his back on the American as he propelled the hostage toward one of the tents.

“Chege,” David called the radio operator. “Take Rashid and start searching the rest of the tents.”

“Rashid’s been hit, sir,” replied Chege. “He took some shrapnel to the chest, it doesn’t look good.”

“Where is he?”

“Over there,” Chege pointed between the tents towards the flames.

“OK, find someone else to help and make sure you get anything that looks important.” David looked up at the cloud of black smoke, “And make it snappy.”

“Right away, sir,” replied Chege.

A sustained scream of anguish from the tent behind them caused Chege to stop in his tracks.

“Well?” said David. “What are you waiting for?”

Chege looked horrified but nodded, “Yes, sir.”

Another terrified cry was cut short and David heard the American talk softly to his captive. Then there was another scream. One of the men bound by David’s feet tried to say something.

“Shut up, or you’re next,” David snapped.

He made his way over to where Rashid was being tended to by the medic.

“How’s he doing, Joseph?”

“Not good,” replied the medic. He applied a field dressing to the gaping wound in Rashid’s chest. “He’s lost a lot of blood. Here, press on this.”

Joseph took David’s hand and placed it on the bandage. The medic plunged a syringe into Rashid’s thigh.

“I’ve sprayed the wound with QuickClot,” said Joseph, “and given him shots of morphine and antibiotics. Here, help me lift him up.”

David lifted Rashid so that the medic could wrap tape around his chest to hold the cotton pad in place. Joseph looped the tape around several times before he was satisfied.

“That’s the best I can do,” the medic packed his equipment away. “It’s in God’s hands now.”

The American emerged from the tent that was now silent, he paused to wipe the blood from his hands on the entrance flap before sauntering over to them. “I’ve heard enough,” he said. “Let’s clean up and get out of here.”

*****

They made a makeshift stretcher for Rashid from a camp bed, David and the American took the first stint to carry him. Four single shots rang out behind them as the remaining terrorists were executed and a few minutes later David heard the dull thud as the LandRover exploded.

Their orders were to eliminate the terrorists and destroy any evidence. Neither the Kenyan nor American authorities wanted the political backlash that capturing and prosecuting the terrorists would create. Both governments would deny all knowledge of the clandestine raid into Somalia if his team were compromised.

They headed due west towards the rendezvous point. The terrain sapped David’s energy and his boots seemed to sink further into the sand with every step. After half an hour they were relieved by two of the men. David rubbed his arms to help return the circulation and joined the back of the group.

As the sun reached its zenith the temperature soared to nearly fifty degrees Celsius and over six hours of trekking was taking its toll. They stopped frequently to take on water and David guessed they were managing a measly two kilometres an hour.

“Let’s stop here for a minute.” David’s voice sounded croaky.

The order was passed forward and the squad grouped around Rashid, who was being examined again by the medic. Joseph looked up as he approached and a slight shake of the head told David everything he needed to know.

“Chege,” David beckoned to the radio operator. Until now they had maintained strict radio silence.

“Call whirlybird and let them know we’re on our way.” Allowing for the time to heat and start the engine it would take the Bell an hour to get to the pick-up point. “Tell them we’ve got one casualty in need of serious medical attention, ETA sixty minutes.”

“With pleasure, sir,” replied Chege.

Chege adjusted a button on the side of the radio and it crackled into life.

David made his way over to the American. The agent was sat cross-legged in the sand and took a long swig from his canteen.

“You find out much back there,” David hooked his thumb in the direction they’d come from.

A small wisp of smoke could be seen trailing up into the sky.

“Nothing we didn’t know already,” the American poured water over his head and face. He ran a hand over his scalp and wiped off some off the camouflage paint to expose a patch of ginger hair.

“What’s your name?” David extended his hand out to the American.

“Sean,” he grinned and squeezed David’s hand in a vice-like grip. “Sean McGuire, at your service.”


CHAPTER TWO

Muthaiga Road, Nairobi suburbs

March 16th, 1998

Khalid checked the time on the dashboard again. Where was the stupid bitch? She’d been all over him when they’d gone through possible rentals the week before, her breasts threatening to overspill the low-cut blouse she was wearing.

He was tired after only a few hours’ sleep. The drive back from camp to Nairobi the previous night took much longer than expected. He got stuck twice in thick mud and ended up drenched digging the jeep out. Watching for headlights coming down the road, paranoid that the rucksack of money on the front seat would be discovered.

“Finally,” muttered Khalid as the estate agent’s car turned into the street.

He waited for her BMW Roadster to pull up outside the villa’s electric gates before he got out. Kenyan estate agents appeared to be doing well despite the ravaged economy.

The short dress she was wearing afforded him an excellent view of her shapely legs as she leant across and opened the car door.

“Hello, Mr Adoyo, lovely day isn’t it,” she used the false name Khalid had provided her with and patted the empty leather seat, “jump in.”

“Thanks, Roxanne, and please, call me Joseph.”

Roxanne pressed a remote as he got into the car and the sheet-metal gate started to slide open. 

“My pleasure, and you can call me Roxy, all of my friends do,” she pushed back the Gucci shades she wore so that he could see the twinkle in her blue eyes. “I just know that we’re going to get along.”

She squeezed Khalid’s thigh and then accelerated up the driveway, the tyres churned through gravel to find traction.

“I certainly hope so.”

Khalid flirted on autopilot, his attention focussed on the length of the drive. It was perfect, the Nissan truck would fit in easily with room to spare. Although crucial to their plans, asking Roxy how long the drive was might have aroused suspicions.

Khalid had driven by the property a few nights previously. Checking out the area and making sure that the villa was also far enough away from any prying neighbours. He’d chosen the villa based on the location and dense border of hedges that made it impossible to see in from the street.

“As you can see the gardens are beautiful,” Roxy skidded to a stop in front of the double-garage.

Exactly what he was looking for, thought Khalid, it would make an ideal workshop to prepare the truck in.

“The owner has someone who comes in once a week to look after the grounds and clean the pool,” she continued as they walked towards the front door, “so you don’t have to worry about it.”

“That won’t be necessary,” Khalid didn’t want anybody snooping around. “I like gardening and I know how to look after a pool.”

“I’m not sure that the owner will agree.” Roxy’s cheeks flushed red. “After all it’s his property, and ultimately his responsibility.”

“Let’s not worry about that for now.” Khalid put his hand on her shoulder, “I haven’t even seen inside yet.”

He would cross the gardener bridge later if it came to it. The house and grounds were exactly what they were looking for. Wheels were already set in motion and Khalid didn’t have the time to find somewhere else, besides he knew they wouldn’t find anything better on the market. Crown Estates, where Roxy worked, was the fourth agency Khalid had visited in the past few months.

“Yes, of course, Mr Adoyo...I mean Joseph,” said Roxy. Fumbling with the key she inserted it into the lock but couldn’t get it to open.

“Here let me help,” Khalid put his hand on hers. “Try doing it gently.”

They turned the key together and the door swung inwards.

As Khalid expected Roxy didn’t try to pull away. He let his hand linger for a second, savouring the sexual tension between them.

“You’ve certainly got the magic touch.” Roxy walked into the hallway, “What was it you said you do for a living?”

“I didn’t,” replied Khalid. The villa must have been empty for some time, the air smelt stale and damp. “I’m a freelance geologist.”

“A geologist...that must be interesting! I guess that’s why your jeep’s all covered in mud? Been anywhere exciting?”

“Not really.” Khalid stuck to the cover story he’d rehearsed, “I’ve been down in Kitui, mapping out a limestone deposit for an American cement company. More than half my time over the next year will be spent at their offices downtown compiling reports, so it made sense to rent something here.”

“Well, it sounds fascinating to me.” Roxy smiled, “Shall I give you the grand tour?”

The building was shaped like a wide ‘V’. One wing housed the open plan kitchen and lounge, the other contained three bedrooms and a shared bathroom. The decor was drab, brown fluted up-lighters and a fake block fireplace destroyed the den completely. The kitchen units were falling apart, one of the doors hanging precariously from a single screw, and most of the drawer handles were missing.

None of it mattered to Khalid, he’d seen all he wanted to before they walked inside.

“That’ll do, thanks,” he said. “I’ll take it.”

“That’s great, Joseph! It really is a lovely house and I’m sure you’ll be very comfortable here.” Roxy produced some papers from her bag, “I brought everything with me just in case you liked it.”

Khalid smiled back at her, only an estate agent could describe this dump as lovely.

Roxy spread the rental contract out on the linoleum worktop, “It’s quite straightforward, I just need your signature here, here, and here.”

“Don’t forget to speak to the landlord and cancel the gardener,” Khalid took the pen she offered.

“I’ll give him a ring later on and see what he says, but no promises I’m afraid,” Roxy’s smile didn’t reach her eyes. “There’s the small matter of the deposit. As we discussed, it’s two months in advance, and cash only.”

“I’d like to pay for six months, if that’s ok?” Khalid took a crumpled envelope from the thigh pocket of his combats and put it on the counter.

“Umm...I’m sure that will be fine,” she produced a receipt book from her handbag. Roxy filled in a duplicate-slip and gave him a copy. “Do you know anybody in Nairobi?”

“Unfortunately, not, I was hoping that I could find somebody to show me around,” Khalid grinned.

Roxy played with a lock of her hair, “I know the city pretty well. Why don’t we meet up sometime? Maybe go out for dinner?”

“Are you busy this evening?”

“Nothing that can’t be re-arranged.” Roxy wrote down her address and ripped the slip from the receipt book, “My apartment’s downtown so we might as well meet there, it’s in Monrovia Street near Jevanjee Gardens, do you know it?”

“No, but I’ll find it,” lied Khalid. “I’ll see you there at around eight.”

*****

Due to the altitude Nairobi was never warm at night, not even now during the height of summer. Khalid turned his collar up against the chill and walked across the park towards Roxy’s apartment.

He kept his head down, more worried about being recognised than getting lost. Khalid knew that he was taking a risk, but the image of her pale cleavage drove him on.

Khalid waited for a gap in the traffic and crossed Monrovia Street. Even though it was Monday the pavement was packed with people, the late-night shopping and trendy bars proving popular amongst a new generation of Kenyan go-getters.

Jean-Jacques Rousseau, the eighteenth century French philosopher, would have probably called their behaviour ‘assism’, the stupid donkey chasing a carrot on a stick that he can never reach.

Khalid also knew from Mohammed’s teachings in the camp that Rousseau used the carrot as a metaphor for the penis. A cruel smile touched his lips as he pushed the button for number 41.

Roxy answered almost immediately.

“Hello, who is it?”

“You’re expecting someone else?” Khalid smiled to himself.

“Don’t be silly,” she giggled. “Come on up, but I’m not quite finished getting ready yet. I’m on the fourth floor.”

The door buzzed, Khalid pushed it open and walked into the empty foyer. The noise from the street disappeared as the door closed softly behind him. His footsteps echoed as he crossed the tiled floor to the elevator.

*****

“Can I come in?” The door to her apartment was open when he got there. 

“Yes, come on through, I’m quite decent.”

Like hell, thought Khalid, he clicked the latch shut and bolted the chain. Unlike the tiled hallways the floor was made of much warmer oak.

“I’m in here.” Roxy’s voice was coming from a room on the left of the corridor.

Khalid kicked off his loafers and padded towards the sound.

She glanced over at him from the dressing table and smiled nervously, “Sorry, won’t be long, I got held up. Bloody boss had me working on the new client database until after seven.”

Roxy pouted at her reflection and applied her lipstick. A deep cherry red, the colour accentuated the fullness of her lips.

“I look a mess.”

“No, you don’t,” Khalid moved behind her and placed his hands on her shoulders. “You look good enough to eat.”

“I’m glad you think so,” she put her hand on his. Her nails were painted the same colour as her lips.

He let his other hand slip down and take hold of her breast, Khalid squeezed the nipple between his thumb and forefinger. She took a sharp breath and arched her back. Roxy looped an arm around his neck and pulled him closer.

“I thought we were going out?” he said into her ear, brushing the lobe with his lips before moving down the nape of her neck.

“We both knew that wasn’t going to happen.”

She stood up and pushed herself against him, rubbing his groin with her pert bum-cheeks. Khalid felt his penis stiffen.

He dropped a hand down between her legs and applied pressure with both his palm and fingers through the chiffon dress. With the other he pinched her nipple again.

“Not so hard!” She grabbed his wrist and tried to pull his hand away.

Khalid squeezed harder.

“Ouch! You’re hurting me! Let go!”

Khalid did, but only so that he could use the hand to cover Roxy’s mouth. She writhed against him as he dragged her over to the bed.

“Please...stop...” she spluttered as he transferred his hand from her mouth to her neck.

Khalid pushed her face into the mattress, Roxy’s knees on the hardwood floor.

Khalid held her down easily with one hand and the duvet muffled her screams. He removed his belt and used it to tie Roxy’s arms behind her back.


CHAPTER THREE
Ngong Hills, Nairobi
July 16th, 1998
 

David squinted, the sun was making the deeply rutted track more difficult to navigate, the Peugeot jarred suddenly as he hit an unseen pothole.

“Damn.” David wrestled with the over-sized steering wheel, but the car lost momentum and rocked back and forth. He gunned the engine and the Peugeot catapulted forward.

The track was actually a dry riverbed that a couple of months back had been awash with water. During the rainy season it became impassable and David would have to walk the couple of kilometres from the main road up to his mother’s house.

The riverbed narrowed and grew steeper, the vegetation closing in on both sides. No one else ventured this far up the mountain, his mother had insisted on having the last dwelling, right on the edge of the national park. The crimson slither sank reluctantly behind the Ngong Hills. David was forced to turn on his headlights as dusk quickly turned into darkness.

Even though he knew the way better than anyone, the overgrown turning into the compound still caught David by surprise. The acacia bushes scratched off some more of the faded tan paintwork as he skidded between them.

David killed the engine and rolled to a stop in front of the corrugated metal shack that was home to his mother and sister. A gas lantern was lit on the porch to welcome him, but otherwise there was no sign of life. He slammed the car door shut, the sound pierced the night, even the Cicada beetles were quiet for a few seconds before returning to their clacking chorus.

David trudged up the trio of wooden steps and tried to fight off the weariness that always enveloped him. He waved away the cloud of moths, mosquitoes and other insects circling the lantern and lifted it off the hook. He held the flickering lamp above his head and pulled back the fly-screen.

David knocked on the door and pushed it open, “Hello, anybody there?”

“We’re through here,” Kiira’s shrill reply came from the kitchen.

The house’s wooden frame was roughly cut from the eucalyptus trees that used to grow where it now stood. Split symmetrically into four rooms, two equal rectangles and two squares, one of the squares was divided again to form a pantry and shower room.

The two larger rooms served as the lounge and the kitchen, the remaining one as the bedroom.

Six large tree-trunks had been driven deep into the soft red earth to act as foundations. They were also used to raise the five by eight meter building off the ground, protecting it from floods, reptiles and cane rats. Although the latter was considered a local delicacy, they were generally not welcomed as houseguests.

The floorboards creaked as David crossed the small lounge, sparsely decorated with two rattan armchairs, a battered coffee table, and a bookshelf. Reading was the only past-time Waseme allowed herself. David had made the shelves as a birthday present on her fiftieth. In the hope that she might read something other than the Christian text they were crammed with. David shivered as the only decoration, a two-foot high crucifix made from ox-bone, cast eerie shadows on the wall. He thought about Rashid and that led to Damo and Haji, all three had died under his command.

David took a deep breath and straightened his shoulders. Then he pushed the door open to the kitchen and left his thoughts in the darkened room behind him.

“How are my two favourite ladies?”

David twisted the metal lever on the side of the lantern and killed the flame. He set the lamp down on the butcher’s block shoved against the wall.

The shelves above it were crammed with re-cycled jars containing spices, rice, yam and various other cooking ingredients, most of them grown in the acre of land that the homestead squatted on. The maize patch, goats, and vegetable garden meant that they were pretty much self-sufficient.

“David!” Kiira grinned. She tucked a wooden spoon into the belt that held an olive dress to her wiry frame. She hopped off the stool used to reach the kerosene stove and ran over to him, her arms open wide. “We were expecting you last night, I was worried about you.”

David wrapped her in his arms and lifted her off the floor, so their faces met. She peered at him though almond shaped eyes, the spitting image of their mother in her younger years.

“I’m sorry, I had to work late, and with no way of contacting you what could I do?” David pulled Kiira close and nuzzled his chin into her neck.

He looked over her shoulder at Waseme.

David raised his voice so that she could hear him, “And how are you today?”

The attack, nearly seven years ago now, had left Waseme deaf in one ear, as well as mentally scarred and pregnant with Kiira.

She didn’t speak for months afterwards and David chose his sister’s name, hoping that its’ meaning, ‘Dawn’, would help his mother to begin her life again.

“I’m fine, how else would I be?”

Waseme rolled the Ugali between the palms of her hands to form a white doughy ball of maize meal. She added it to the half-dozen or so on a plate in front of her and without looking up dipped her hand deftly into the bowl and grabbed another handful of the sticky mixture.

“Where have you been then?”

“I was just saying that I had to work late...”

“Well you could have warned us,” snapped Waseme, “we wasted good food not knowing.”

“You’re the one who refuses to move into the city with me where I can look after you properly...” he let the sentence trail off.

The forty kilometres round trip was taking its toll on both him and the car’s suspension, but he knew the futility of repeating the long-standing argument.

David’s mother never talked about that night, not once, but he knew it affected Waseme in ways that even her devout faith could not resolve. One of them being that she couldn’t bear to be around strangers. When David’s job brought him to Nairobi it was hard enough to convince Waseme to move this close to the city. She was a recluse and only left the homestead on Sundays to pay her dues at the Cornerstone Christian Church.

The fact that David refused to join her was another bone of contention.

“Well I’m here now, and everybody is ok.” He smiled, “What’s cooking? It smells delicious.”

“You know fine well what it is, you’ve had it a hundred times.” Waseme scowled at Kiira, “Stir the stew and turn it off before it burns.”

Kiira let go of David’s neck and he lowered her gently to the floor, he kissed her forehead before letting go and she turned back to her duties.  

“Let me help,” David followed his sister.

Waseme glared in their direction, “She’s quite capable of doing it herself.”

“It’s ok, I’ve got it,” Kiira grabbed hold of the handle without using a cloth. “Ouch!” she pushed the pot away from her and it slid off the back the hob. It came to a stop and a slop of green stew escaped.

“Clumsy girl, look what you’ve done,” shouted Waseme, she pushed her chair back and struggled awkwardly to her feet.

“Look, everything’s fine. Just sit down and we’ll serve supper.” David put his hand on Waseme’s shoulder and pushed her gently back into the chair. 

“Well...” started Waseme.

“I said, we’ll deal with it,” said David softly. He turned to Kiira, “Are you ok?”

“It’s not that bad,” she stifled a sob, “nothing a bit of water won’t fix.”

“You go and sort it out and I’ll clear this up.”

David righted the stew and spooned out the Sukuma Wiki, a mixture of collard greens, onions and tomatoes. It was, as Waseme had pointed out, one of their staple dishes. David was hungry, and it smelled delicious, he put three steaming bowls on the table.

“Are you ready to join us?” He looked over at Kiira, “How’s that hand doing?”

“Fine, thanks,” she withdrew her hand from the water and dried it with the hem of her dress.

Kiira sat down opposite Waseme and David settled into the only remaining chair. One end of the tiny table rested against the wall under the window to save on space.

“Put your hands together and let us say grace,” said Waseme. “Dear lord...”

Even though Waseme treated her harshly, David knew that Kiira would never leave their mother to live alone.

“Amen,” he repeated, hearing the prayer come to an end. Picking up a ball of Ugali he used it to scoop up some of the stew and stuffed the dumpling into his mouth.

Waseme didn’t join in their banter and remained silent as they talked about Kiira’s day at school, she picked at the meal without eating much.

“What have you been up to?” Kiira looked at him expectantly.

She thought he was some kind of super-cop, cleaning up the streets of Nairobi like Dirty Harry.

David suppressed the memories from the terrorist camp and managed a smile, “Pretty boring stuff, paperwork mostly.”

Kiira leaned back in her chair and yawned. “I think I’m ready for bed.”

David tucked her in and closed the door behind him. He tidied the bowls away and wiped down the table before speaking quietly to make sure Kiira couldn’t hear him.

“You know that she is only six years old and what happened is not her fault?” David paused for effect, “What happened to you is not her fault.”

Waseme didn’t reply.

“Did you hear me...she’s just a child!”

“I know!” Waseme reached out and clasped his hand in hers. A single tear ran down her cheek, “It’s just every time I look at her I see his face. Don’t you understand? His ugly face leering down at me, the hatred in his eyes...the smell of his breath.”

David knelt beside her and put his hand on her cheek. “You’ve got to let it go somehow...for both your sakes.”

“It’s not so easy,” Waseme stiffened and pushed his hand away. “You know that better than anyone.”

David nodded, “I know it’s not easy, but Abasi is in prison where he belongs and won’t be getting out. We need to put the past behind us and move on”

“His real name is Maliki.” She looked away.

“Abasi, Maliki. What does it matter?”

Maliki, AKA Commander Abasi, had tried to kill David but his friend Damo took the bullet instead and died. Maliki turned out to be Damo’s brother and was responsible for murdering David’s father, as well as Caitlyn, but that was another story.

Waseme pushed herself up from the chair and held onto the table for support, “It’s getting late. Shouldn’t you be going?”

“I guess so,” David checked his watch, it would take him a good thirty minutes to get back to his apartment and it was already past ten o’clock. “Just think about what I said.”

He stooped to kiss his mother on the cheek, but she turned away. David left her sulking. He walked through the lounge, out into the cool night air.

David joined the track and headed down the hill towards Nairobi, letting the vehicle lurch forward in short bursts to avoid losing control.


CHAPTER FOUR

Altitude 42’000ft, West of Cairo

July 23rd, 1998

The flight took them over the eye of a gigantic storm that covered a large swathe of the Atlantic. Forcing the jet to climb to its maximum ceiling height of 51’000ft.

Now there wasn’t a cloud in the sky as they cruised over the sparkling Mediterranean Sea. The whine of the Gulfstream’s engines reduced, and they started their descent. Clarissa turned away from the porthole and looked around the cabin.

Commissioned earlier that year, and specially adapted for the American military, the C-37A really was state-of-the-art.

An array of communication equipment in the front section of the cabin meant that they could make secure calls, or establish data connections, anywhere in the world.

Larry Thompson was at the console, a ferret-faced man with a dry sense of humour. Clarissa had travelled with him a few times before, Larry rarely spoke. The tin-can headset remained permanently strapped to his head as he monitored the radar screens and airwaves for traffic.  

“Can I get you anything to eat or drink, sir?” The flight-attendant was talking to Stern, sat a couple of rows in front of Clarissa, “It’s the last chance before we land.”

“Just a glass of water please, Patrick.”

There was brief pause and then the clicking of Stern’s laptop keys resumed.

“Would you like something, Agent May?” Patrick paused beside her.

Clarissa swivelled her chair towards him, “I’ll have a scotch please, straight up.”

Patrick disappeared to the rear of the plane and returned a few minutes later with their drinks on a silver tray.

“Here you go,” he placed a paper napkin on her table, followed by a quarter full crystal glass. “Enjoy,” he gave her a knowing wink before carrying on down the aisle to serve Stern.

Clarissa sipped the whisky and savoured the way it burned the back of her throat. Not for the first time, she wondered why Stern was there. Nothing about the mission required his presence and he usually didn’t leave Washington, but Stern had insisted that he accompany her to Cairo.

Information gathered in Pakistan indicated that Abdul-Rahman Halabi, a close advisor to Osama Bin Laden, was going to meet Christopher Odeh. The Intel came directly from an under-cover operative entrenched in al-Qaeda’s network and was deemed to be legitimate.

Odeh was believed to have links to the Egyptian Islamic Jihad and owned a demolitions company in Tanzania. It was clear that something big was about to go down, Clarissa had sent four operatives ahead of them to lay the groundwork.

Scott, the flight engineer, appeared from the door to the cockpit. A strip of blue sky and rows of instruments were visible between the two pilots for a second before he closed it.

“Good afternoon, guys, just thought you’d like a quick update.” Scott bowed his head to avoid the bulkhead and addressed them from the centre of the aisle. “We’ve just passed Tubruq near the Libyan border and will shortly be entering Egyptian airspace.” He checked his watch, “ETA is thirty-two minutes. The local time is 16:20 and it’s a sweltering 42 degrees out there. Buckle-up, finish your drinks and I’ll see you on the asphalt.”

Twenty minutes later they turned onto their final approach for Cairo International. As the jet banked Clarissa was given an unspoilt view of the Nile Delta, a patchwork quilt of rectangular fields divided by the network of aqua-ducts that fed them.

A large amount of the irrigation water was channelled into Lake Burullus before ending up in the Mediterranean. The delta stretched a hundred kilometres to the Suez Canal, flaring out like a funnel from the end of the Nile, an emerald oasis surrounded by desert.

The Gulfstream kissed the tarmac gently as they landed on the smaller runway reserved for light aircraft. The strip was located to the northwest of the terminal and out of sight from the public viewing galleries.

They taxied past the few private jets dotted along the tie-down apron. The jet rolled to a stop outside the hanger nearest to the airport exit.

Clarissa undid her seatbelt and collected her carry-on bag from the overhead locker. Stern was bent over his seat, busy packing his laptop away, when Clarissa joined him.

“Enjoy the flight, sir?”

Stern never seemed to sleep. He’d been either on the phone or typing during the ten-hour flight from DC.

“Always nice to get a bit of time to catch up on things, thanks for not disturbing me,” Stern closed the leather case and picked it up by the handle. “How about you, did you manage to get any sleep?”

“Not much, sir, but I did get the chance to speak to Boyce.” Tanner Boyce was leading the team on the ground.

“How’s everything going? Have we confirmed that they are in-country?”

“Odeh arrived yesterday on an Ethiopian Airways flight from Dar-es-Salaam, after a stop-over in Addis Ababa. We’ve got him under constant surveillance, but still no sign of Halabi.”

They knew that there was no way Halabi would risk flying. He would probably be arriving by boat from Syria, after travelling overland through Iran and Iraq. A terrorist pipeline known well to the CIA that avoided Saudi Arabia, Israel, and any other unsympathetic authorities.

Stern nodded, “We’ll just have to wait, if Odeh is here then Halabi will turn up.”

Patrick turned the lever to unlock the cabin door and pushed it outwards, a warm blast of humid air hit Clarissa’s face. The flight attendant pressed a button in the panel next to the door, a slot in the fuselage opened and the telescopic gangway reached down to the ground.

“See you on the way back,” Patrick stepped to the side and ushered them out.

Clarissa went first, “Thanks, Patrick, you’ve been a star as always.”

“It’s my pleasure, Agent May.” His face turned serious, “Be careful out there.”

Boyce was waiting for them beside the open tailgate of a blacked-out Lexus. A mass of chest hair was visible above his cotton shirt, his beard bushier than usual. In contrast to the rest of his body Boyce’s head was bald and decidedly red.

“Been getting too much R & R?” Clarissa lifted her cabin bag into the trunk.

“Nice to see you too.” Boyce touched his sunburnt scalp gingerly, “God damn heat.”

“How are we doing?”

“We’re pretty much set up.” Boyce closed the tailgate and walked around to the driver’s side, “I’ll fill you in on the way.”

Stern was already inside and slid shut the side-door of the SUV, Clarissa sat up front with Boyce. There wasn’t a single official in sight as they were let through the checkpoint in the perimeter fence. The Egyptian soldier on duty opened the barrier before the Lexus reached it and saluted proudly as they drove past.

There was a long blast on a horn behind them as Boyce cut in front of a taxi and accelerated down Airport Road, heading west towards Garden City.


CHAPTER FIVE

Shepheard Hotel, Cairo

July 23rd, 1998

Clarissa held on to the iron railing and looked out over the Nile. The new hotel may not have the grandeur, or history, as the old one, but it still had the same amazing view. From her 8th floor balcony Clarissa could see over the domed roof of the opera house on Governorate Island and beyond. Past the pyramids to the haze that marked the beginning of the Sahara.

She shielded her eyes against the sun that hovered above the dust cloud. At this late hour there were only a few cars using the bridges that spanned the serpentine river. The odd dhow chugged through the sluggish green waters, the light winds changing direction too often for the sails to be used.

The ‘Sun-downer Cruise’ advertised in the lobby was just leaving the jetty outside the hotel. The top deck was full of holidaymakers, chatting excitedly amongst themselves, some already necking the complimentary beverages. Clarissa guessed that a few of them might need assistance to get ashore when they returned.

She pushed back the hair stuck to her cheekbone, Clarissa was prepared for high temperatures but not the humidity. Spreading in from the sea, over a hundred kilometres away, it covered her like a wet blanket. She could feel sweat dripping down the middle of her back. Doing a one-eighty she returned to the comfort of the air-conditioned room and slid shut the patio door behind her.

“Get it sorted yet, Wilson?” Clarissa took a bottle of Coke from the mini-fridge.

Daniel Wilson was their coms expert. With the meeting between Odeh and Halabi just hours away Wilson was beginning to panic. The high humidity was playing havoc with his equipment.

“Not yet.”

Fresh from the CST programme, Wilson was the newest recruit to her away team. An electronics whiz kid fresh out of Princeton, this was his first field assignment and it showed. His hands trembled as he fiddled with the dials on the bulky receiver.

“Have you at least managed to identify the problem?” Clarissa was beginning to get edgy.

Halabi should be arriving soon and Odeh had just left his hotel near Giza. Sean was following his taxi on a moped, wearing a tracking device as well as a two-way earpiece.

“It’s got to be next door,” replied Wilson. “I’ve checked everything this end.”

“Shit!” Clarissa looked over at Boyce, “What’s their ETA?”

Boyce was sat on the bed, tracking Sean’s progress through the streets of Cairo on a notebook.

“Hold on a second.” Boyce spoke into his headset, “What’s traffic like Roadrunner?”

Boyce liked to give his call signs a light-hearted edge, helped to relieve some of the tension. He listened to Sean’s update, “About six minutes.”

“Right, let’s get in there and sort it out,” Clarissa pointed at Wilson. “Boyce, tell Perry to be on high alert.

Brett Perry, the other SAD operative on Clarissa’s team, was waiting for any sign of Halabi. Clad as a tourist, complete with complimentary Nikon camera and sun hat, Perry was in the lobby, covering the reception and elevators. Perry would let them know the second Halabi arrived.

Wilson had hooked up a feed from the hotel’s CCTV system to a black and white monitor wedged between the twin beds on the side-table. The image displayed the area around the service entrance in the basement. The door opened with a security key-fob only given to a handful of staff members, all of whom had been vetted and cleared. Unlikely as it was that Halabi would come in that way it was nice to have all the boxes ticked.

“Come on, open it!” Wilson was stood near the door looking uncertain what to do, “I’ll cover you from the corridor. God-damn-it Wilson, move your ass!”

Clarissa shoved her hand in Wilson’s back and propelled him out the door, causing him to bounce off the wall on the other side of the corridor. Clarissa grabbed his collar and dragged him in the right direction, with the other hand she released the safety loop and took out her Glock.

“Hey, watch what you’re doing!”

“Just get in there and do your job.” Clarissa slid the skeleton key through the reader and the LED switched from red to green. She pushed the door open and waved him past with her gun.

Halabi’s room was smack bang in the middle of the corridor. Clarissa alternated between watching the elevator at one end and the exit to the stairwell at the other.

The chime of the elevator arriving startled her. Clarissa hid the gun behind her back and leant against the wall to hide the carry-paddle on her hip.

A bellboy emerged with a trolley and trundled towards her. Clarissa looked at her watch and frowned, as if she was waiting for someone.

“Good evening, madam.”

Clarissa’s stomach rumbled, she’d skipped lunch, too high on adrenalin to eat.

“Hi there, smells good,” she pointed at the food.

It seemed to take forever for the bellboy to deliver to the room a few doors down and return to the elevator with the empty trolley.

Wilson came out of Halabi’s room a few seconds after the bellboy had disappeared and the elevator doors closed.

“Shit, that was close!”

Wilson raised his eyebrows, “What was close?”

“Never mind, did you find the problem?”

“Got to check the equipment but it looked like the transmitter had shorted out,” he dangled a small black box from a thin piece of wire.

“Well done, Wilson,” Clarissa patted him on the back. “Now go and check it!”

Back in the room Wilson put the headphones on and turned one of the dials. He grinned, “That’s it...we’ve got it.”

“What’s all the commotion about?” Stern had slipped through the door from the adjoining room.

“Nothing, sir.” Clarissa composed herself before she turned to face him, “You’re just in time. We’re expecting Odeh to arrive any minute, still no sign of Halabi.”

“Excellent, keep me posted,” said Stern. “I’ll be next-door, if you need me.”

Something about his manner and what he said bugged Clarissa, but she wasn’t sure what.

“Thanks,” said Wilson quietly.

“For what, Wilson, you did your job. No more scares though.”

Clarissa retrieved her Coke from on top of the TV and took a swig, hoping that the caffeine might help calm her nerves.

*****

Odeh didn’t arrive as expected, Sean radioed in that the taxi had dropped him off at the Blue Nile. Sean was watching him have supper in the floating restaurant that was directly across the river from the Shepheard Hotel.

Clarissa slipped through the curtains onto the terrace, she leant against the railing to steady the Nightscout binoculars and bring the restaurant into focus. Odeh was sat near the window, she watched him check his cell-phone and put it back down on the table. Clarissa scanned the street and located the moped a few hundred yards away, but Sean was nowhere to be seen.

“We have contact with Halabi,” Boyce called from inside.

Clarissa went back in. A nervous energy filled the hotel room.

“Where is he?”

“Checking in at the moment,” replied Boyce.

“Alone?”

“No, he’s with one other, probably a bodyguard, Perry says he’s wearing a jacket.”

“In this heat?” Clarissa nodded, “Sounds like he’s packing.”

“That’s the general consensus.” Boyce held up his hand, “He’s on his way up.”

“Better get Stern,” said Clarissa.

“No need, I’m already here.”

Once again Stern had snuck in unnoticed and it was beginning to give Clarissa the creeps. He sat on the upholstered blanket-box at the end of the bed Boyce was on. Stern loosened his tie, undid the top collar of his shirt and fanned his pallid face.

“Halabi is on his way up, sir,” said Clarissa.

“I heard...is everything ready? Where’s Odeh?”

“We’re all set and Odeh’s eating at a place across the river, Sean’s keeping an eye on him.”

The seconds ticked by slowly until finally Wilson confirmed that Halabi had entered the room next door. Clarissa took the chair next to him at the dressing table and put on the spare headphones. She could hear rustling, presumably Halabi taking off his clothes, confirmed a few moments later by the sound of a shower running in the background.

“Where’s the bodyguard?” Clarissa lifted the headset off one ear.

“He came up with Halabi, if he’s not in the room he must be in the corridor,” replied Boyce.

Nearly ten minutes passed before the water was turned off and they heard Halabi moving around the room again. Eventually he made the call they’d been waiting for.

Clarissa scribbled furiously on the pad in front of her to keep up with the conversation.

“Hello, Mohammed, my old friend. Are you well?” Halabi’s accent was deep, hoarse.

“Yes, praise be to Allah, and you? I trust your journey went well?” The voice on the other end of the line spoke Arabic with a British accent.

“Fine, thank you. I’m ready for you at the hotel. Shall we say fifteen minutes?”

“I’m on my way.”

There was a click to signify the connection being cut, then the line went dead as Halabi replaced the receiver.

Clarissa felt a tap on her shoulder and put the earphones around her neck, it was Boyce.

“Odeh’s leaving the restaurant, just asked the waiter for his bill. Sean’s set to follow him.”

Clarissa put the two together. ‘Mohammed’ must be Odeh.

“Tell Sean to keep his distance, we don’t want our cover being blown.” Clarissa regretted the statement as soon as she made it, the nerves must be getting to her. “Scratch that, Boyce, I’m sure he knows what he’s doing.”

Boyce shrugged, “You’re the boss.”

Clarissa concentrated on the audio feed. There was a knock and then the safety chain rattled as Halabi opened the door.

“Peace be with you my friend,” said Halabi.

“And with you.”

“Please, take a seat.”

There was a bit of a pause and some ruffling before Halabi spoke again, “I’m afraid I have to keep this short, the boat returns to Tartus later tonight.”

A major Syrian port in the south of the country, it fitted with the route they expected Halabi to take.

“So soon?”

“Yes, I need to get back. Besides, Egypt isn’t as safe as it used to be.”

“True,” replied Odeh. “If you are in a hurry may I get straight to the point?”

“Please do,” invited Halabi.

“When can we begin the jihad? My men are eager to strike a blow against the infidels. All this waiting is making them nervous.”

“Don’t worry, Mohammed, their day of destiny will soon be upon them. The date is set for the 7th of August, to help the Americans celebrate the eighth anniversary of their troops being in Saudi.” Halabi chuckled before continuing, “How are preparations going in Nairobi?”

“Praise be to Allah.” Odeh sounded excited, “Khalid has everything in hand and is waiting for me to join him.”

“Good, here take this.”

Clarissa heard a rustle of paper.

“It is the announcement to be made after the attacks. Make sure that it is repeated word for word, Osama wants it so.”

“I will not fail him,” replied Odeh. “Is there anything else?”

“No, Mohammed, that is all I have for you.”

“In that case I will leave you to make your preparations for the journey home. Peace be with you my friend.”

“As Allah wills it,” replied Halabi.

Clarissa removed her headset and put it on the desk. She looked over her shoulder, but Stern had already left the room.


CHAPTER SIX

Kariba Industrial Estate, Nairobi

July 28th, 1998

Khalid pulled up across the street from a desolate warehouse on Machakos Road and double-checked the crumpled bit of paper that Mohammed had given to him. Satisfied that he was at the right address he silenced the truck’s noisy motor.

He could hear the brakes of a freight train squeal as it struggled to come to a stop at the terminal just a few blocks away.

Khalid jumped down from the cab and slammed the door shut.

He crossed the street and banged on the metal door and waited but nobody came, Khalid knocked again, louder this time, but still there was silence. Khalid turned to leave but the scraping of the bolts being drawn stopped him.

“What do you want?”

The voice was gruff and aggressive, the man’s shoulders filled the doorway, his face shrouded in shadow by the light behind him.

“I’m here to see Mr Kalpar.” Khalid hesitated, “Am I in the right place?”

“Mr Adoyo?”

“Yes.”

“Mr Kalpar is expecting you.”

The doorman stood back to let Khalid pass, their chests almost touching in the confined space. Face to face for a second Khalid recoiled, the man’s breath was like rotten fish.

Harsh lighting provided by a series of overhead strobe lights exposed the man’s Slavic features.

“Wait there,” he pointed to the floor.

Huge shoulder muscles covered whatever neck the man might have, he stuck his head out the door and checked the street before locking them in. The clang as he slid the bolts home and jangle of keys made the hairs on Khalid’s neck stand up, it sounded like a prison door being shut.

The man turned to face him, a pistol had appeared in his hand and was pointed at Khalid’s chest.

“Hands against the wall, legs apart.”

“Is that really necessary?” Khalid held open his windcheater, “I’m not armed.”

“Just do it!” the henchman took a step closer.

“Ok,” Khalid had expected the procedure, “But no funny stuff.”

Khalid faced the wall and placed his hands on the concrete. Kalpar’s henchman shoved the pistol into the small of his back, once he finished patting him down the cold metal muzzle was removed.

He tapped Khalid on the shoulder with the barrel, “Come with me.”

Khalid followed him down the corridor. Two doors led off to the left, one halfway down, the other near the end of the passageway. Directly ahead was a fire-exit door, the push-bar lock backed up by a few deadbolts and padlocks.

His guide opened the first door and beckoned him through. A second guard waited inside, dressed in t-shirt and combats, his arms folded around a snub-nosed Heckler & Koch MP5.

The warehouse was dimly lit but he could just make out the shape of a Mercedes saloon parked to one side. The second guard flicked the barrel of his SMG toward the light that emanated from the windows of an internal office. It was raised a meter or so above ground level, accessed by a short flight of stairs and a glass-paned door.

Khalid could see two men inside. The one sat behind the desk was talking animatedly into a telephone. The other man was stood with his back to the window and wore a camouflage jacket, standard American Army desert issue.

“Let’s go.”

Khalid tried to shrug off the gun-prod to his ribs and walked towards the office. Khalid liked to do the shoving around, being on the receiving end wasn’t his style.

The guard pushed open the door and nudged him in the back again with the weapon.

Khalid spun around to face him, fists clenched, “Touch me once more and you’ll be wearing that.”

The bodyguard looked over at Kalpar, who shook his head and flicked the cell-phone closed. The Slav looked disappointed but lowered his gun.

“Misha, be nice to our guest,” Kalpar jotted something down in a black notebook and slipped it inside his linen jacket.

“Please forgive him, Mr Adoyo, my colleague is naturally suspicious. Something that I’m afraid I’ve had to encourage being in our line of work.” Kalpar smiled and gestured to the chair in front of him like a mongoose enticing a snake, “Please, take a seat.”

Khalid snorted, “So, you’re Kalpar.”

“Mr Adoyo, I realise that your ego may have been bruised but there is no need for unpleasantries.” Kalpar’s voice kept its friendly edge but he spoke very deliberately, “I assure you there is no malice intended, simply formalities. Now, can we get on with business, or shall we go our separate ways?”

“That’s why we’re here,” Khalid folded his arms and stared at Kalpar.

“Yes, Mr Adoyo.” Kalpar’s eyes narrowed, “That is indeed why we are here, but you come empty handed. Where’s the money?”

Khalid examined Kalpar’s face before answering. It was the narrow nose and saucer eyes stuck too close together that did it, he decided.

“Outside with a friend,” Khalid smiled. He didn’t have any friends that he knew of. “I’ll bring it in once I’ve seen the merchandise. I trust that you have everything we requested?”

“Everything that your associate ordered, right down to the last bullet.” Kalpar gestured towards the warehouse, “All packed and ready to go.”

“I would like to take a look before we go any further,” Khalid got up from his seat.

Kalpar’s goons remained in their positions by the door and window, staring ahead as if deaf to the conversation. The second man might be Misha’s twin brother, although not identical.

“Wait one minute, Mr Adoyo.” Kalpar scratched his grey goatee, “I’m afraid that even though your associate and I go back a long way I will have to insist on seeing the money first. No hard feelings?”

Khalid took a deep breath, all that mattered was the mission, he would have to play along, “What do you suggest?”

“Let’s keep it simple. Misha will go with you to get your vehicle, we’ll check the cash, you can check the weapons and then we’ll load them. Sound ok?”

“Do I have a choice?”

Kalpar glanced over at the two sentries and smiled, “Not really.”

Misha opened the door and shepherded Khalid outside to the waiting Toyota.

“Where’s your friend?” Misha’s smile exposed a mouthful of gold.

“I guess he got bored,” Khalid jumped in and pushed the bag under the seat with his heel before Misha joined him in the cab.

The starter picked up momentum and the engine reluctantly rumbled into life.

“Back it in,” instructed Misha.

Khalid had bought the Toyota Dyna earlier that day, still not comfortable with the layout he grated the gears and wrestled with the clutch before finding reverse.


CHAPTER SEVEN

Central Police Station, Nairobi

July 28th, 1998

A few blocks away, Roxy hesitated outside the brightly coloured entrance of the Central Police Station on Moi Avenue.

The thick red, yellow, and blue, stripes painted across the walls didn’t reflect her mood. Roxy stuffed her hands into the pockets of her ankle-length coat and shivered. A cold north-easterly was blowing in from Mount Kenya but that wasn’t the reason, Roxy plucked up her courage and pushed open the heavy glass door.

The foyer was a bleak narrow strip of flaking concrete. On the left-hand wall were four identical black steel doors with tiny hatches at eye level. Opposite them a counter ran the whole length of the room, metal bars rose from its surface to the ceiling. A plain-clothed officer sat behind them, protected from the public.

Just inside the entrance a youth sat awkwardly on a wooden bench, caked blood on his face and shirt, hands handcuffed behind his back.

A woman was shouting at the desk clerk.

“Where is my son? You’ve had him for more than three weeks now! We know our rights.” She stabbed her finger at him through the bars, her headdress shook.

The officer looked up from the paperwork he was filling in, “If you don’t remove your hand then you will be joining him. I told you, your son will either be released, or charged and held for sentencing. But only when we are finished questioning him.”

“You have no right to keep him, he hasn’t done anything wrong. He’s a good boy…” she broke down and wept.

“Come on,” a scrawny teenager tugged at her elbow. He glanced anxiously at the door like a trapped animal, “I told you that we shouldn’t have come here.”

“Listen to your son.” The policeman stood and tucked his thumbs into his belt, his belly protruded from the tan suit jacket. “This is no place for a woman.”

“Can I at least see him?”

“We’ve been through this already, until the detective finishes his investigation your son is not allowed any visitors. Now are you going to leave, or shall I get a cell ready.” He pointed at one of the black doors behind Roxy.

“Don’t worry, we’re going.” The boy dragged his sobbing mother toward the exit.

“You won’t get away with this!” she shouted before they went out into the night.

Roxy was about to follow them and get the hell out of there when the officer called out to her.

His tone was completely different, almost polite, “Good evening, madam, can I help you?”

Roxy stepped over to the counter and looked up at the clerk. His fleshy jowls were spilling over the shirt collar that was too tight, his face pockmarked with craters left by acne. He peered at her with raised eyebrows. She couldn’t speak.

“Can I help you, madam?”

Roxy swallowed, “I’d like to report a...,” the word stuck in her throat, “rape...my rape.”

He tried to hide his shock with a hand and a fake cough, “Certainly, madam, if I can take your details I’ll have someone take care of it.”

His hand shook as he took her name, address, telephone number and place of work.

“Just take a seat, madam, and someone will be right out,” he indicated the space on the bench next to the handcuffed suspect.

Roxy decided to wait at the counter and leant on it for support, she felt nauseous and swallowed back a mixture of bile and saliva.

Four months, eleven days, and nineteen hours had passed since ‘it’ happened. Today was the first time she had managed to think the word, let alone speak it out loud. She felt her stomach churn again.

Roxy hoped that she would be able to talk to a stranger. She’d been too ashamed to tell Natasha, even though they’d been best friends ever since kindergarten. Her parents were out of the question. They would blame her, for being a ‘tart’ as her father put it. They would find out eventually of course, but after the police had caught and charged the sick bastard and it went to court. By then she would be able to face their disapproval, confident that at least the law was on her side.

“Miss Harper?”

“Yes, that’s me,” she looked up from the knot in the woodwork she’d been staring at.

“Come this way please,” the clerk opened a gate in the metalwork at the end of the counter.

Roxy followed him to the interview room. It was as starkly furnished as the rest of the station, a plywood desk with two chairs either side. The bottom third of the walls was covered in navy blue paint and there were bars on the window.

Facing her from the other side of the desk was a heavyset man in his fifties, his beard and hair more salt than pepper. His charcoal suit no longer fit, and he wore his spectacles on the end of his nose. But the eyes above them sparkled.

He indicated the seat opposite him, “Miss Harper, please, sit down.”

Roxy shivered, it was worse in here than outside, the place was like a tomb.

He opened the empty file with her name hastily scrawled on it and looked up, “My name is Detective Inspector Lagat, but you can call me Robert.”

He produced a small dicta-phone from inside his jacket and placed it on the table.

Roxy was finding it hard to concentrate, she found herself inspecting the tiny craters in the wall above the desk. Roxy wondered whether the freshly patched holes were caused by bullets being fired at, or by, a suspect. Or were they shot through the window by somebody outside.

He spoke louder.

“Miss Harper.” He waited for her to look at him, “Do you want me to call someone? This must be difficult. It might be easier if someone was here with you.”

“No, I’m alright.” She gripped the edge of the desk, her knuckles turned white, “Let’s get on with it.”

“Ok, Miss Harper, as you wish. I’m going to begin by introducing us to the tape and then I’ll ask you a few questions.”

He pressed a button on the side of the slim recorder and completed the formalities. For the benefit of the device he stated his name, the date, time, and Roxy’s details.

“Right, Miss Harper, tell me what happened.”

“Where do I begin?”

“Let’s start with where you were,” he said.

“I was at home,” her voice trembled, “in my apartment on Monrovia Street.”

“Were you alone when it happened?”

“Yes.”

“Where were you?”

“I was in my bedroom getting ready to go out.”

“So how did he break in?”

“Who?” She didn’t know what he meant.

“The man who raped you,” he said brutally. “How did he get in?”

“Oh.” Roxy shook her head, “I left the door open for him...for Joseph.”

“You know the person who did it?” He stopped taking notes on the pad.

“Yes, Joseph Adoyo, I met him at work. He rented a property from me the day it happened,” she paused, “March 16th.”

She noticed that Lagat didn’t even bother to write the date down.

“So, you invited him around to your place?”

“Yes?”

“What for?” He raised an eyebrow.

“We...we were going on a date, he invited me out for dinner. He was new in town and I felt sorry for him.”

“You felt sorry for him? Or you were attracted to him, Miss Harper?”

“What are you trying to imply?”

“I’m not implying anything, Miss Harper. It’s a simple question, one that the defence is bound to ask in court. Were you attracted to him?”

Roxy stared down at the space between her knees, unable to meet his accusing eyes, “I guess I was...he was nice, charming at first...he’s a geologist, seemed interesting, different, then he changed...in a split second he turned into this monster...it’s not my fault!”

She started to sob uncontrollably.

“Here, take this.”

Roxy looked up through her tears and took the handkerchief from his outstretched hand.

“I’m not saying it’s your fault, Miss Harper, I’m just stating the facts. From what you’ve told me this is date rape. Does that sound about right?”

She nodded.

His tone softened, “Do you know how hard it is to get a conviction in a case like this?”

Roxy shook her head.

“Almost impossible, added to the fact that you invited him into your home on the day you met him,” he shrugged. “Let’s just say no jury will convict him, it probably won’t even make it to court if he has a good enough lawyer.”

Roxy lost her patience, “He did horrible things to me. He tied me up, and beat me, for Christ’s sake, then he knocked me out and....”

“Please, try to calm down, Miss Harper. I believe you, and I don’t think you did anything wrong. Plenty of people have one-night-stands these days. You were just in the wrong place at the wrong time,” he hesitated, “with the wrong person.”

“But you’ve got to do something? He fucking raped me!” she screamed, feeling the words cut through her like a knife.

“Please, sit down, Miss Harper, I believe you.”

Roxy didn’t realise she’d stood up, her fingernails were digging into the desk.

“I didn’t say we wouldn’t do anything. I’m just telling you how it is.”

She sank back into the chair, “What are you going to do?”

“We’ll start by paying this Mr Adoyo a visit, ask him a few difficult questions, hope he panics or does something stupid.” He gave her what was obviously meant to be a reassuring smile, “You’d be surprised, I’ve seen it happen before.”

“And if he doesn’t?”

“Like I said, Miss Harper, you really don’t want to go down that route, but if you insist on pressing charges then we’ll bring him in to be interviewed.”

“And then?”

“Then the file will be handed over to the Attorney-General’s office and they will decide whether to prosecute or not. In the unlikely event they decide to go ahead then he’ll be brought to trial.” 

“Why do you think it’s so unlikely?”

“There’s no evidence, it’s your word against his at the end of the day. At this late stage a medical examination won’t prove anything and I’m guessing you didn’t take any photos of your injuries?”

“No, but I want to press charges...he deserves to rot in jail for what he’s done.”

“I know, Miss Harper, it would have helped that’s all. You should have come in sooner.”

“I...I just couldn’t.”

“I understand. Give me the address and I’ll see what I can do, but like I said, no promises.”

She recited the address in Muthaiga.

“Ok.” He scratched his wiry hair with the pencil, “You said you rented the place to him so there must be some kind of contract, have you got a copy?”

“Yes, back at the office, why?”

“I’m guessing it contains his ID, or a copy of his passport?”

“Yes.” Roxy finally felt a bit more positive, “I took his passport details, they’re at the beginning of the document with his home address.”

“Excellent, either send me a copy,” he gave her his card, “or bring one in to the station and we’ll start running a check on him, see if this scum has got a record.”

“I’ll drop it in first thing in the morning. Is there anything else?”

“I know this isn’t easy, but we’ll need to examine any clothes you were wearing and your apartment for evidence.”

“I don’t live there anymore, I’m staying with a friend,” replied Roxy. “I couldn’t sleep there after what happened. I need pills to sleep at all, then the nightmares wake me up, but reality is worse. I cleared the place out and sold the apartment as soon as I could. I even had to quit my job.”

“And the clothes you were wearing?” Lagat sounded hopeful.

“I threw them away, wouldn’t you?”

“As I said before, Miss Harper, you really should have come to see us sooner. Any forensics we might find now would be deemed contaminated by the courts.”

He looked down at his notes, “Just one more thing, where can I reach you if you’ve moved on?”

Roxy gave him Natasha’s phone number and address.

“Can I go now?”

“Yes, of course, Miss Harper, you must be exhausted. I’ll see you out.”

The detective gathered the papers under his arm and escorted Roxy back to the charging area and front desk.

The boy who’d been sat on the bench was being dragged into one of the interview rooms by a burly looking detective.

“What you are doing is illegal!” He shouted for the benefit of his supporters in the foyer.

A group of angry youths shouted and waved their arms at the desk clerk. A few uniformed police were stood on the public side of the divide facing the mob.

“I better take you out to your car.” Detective Lagat opened the gate, “Looks like it’s going to be one of those nights.”


CHAPTER EIGHT

Downtown, Nairobi

August 1st, 1998

David sat up in bed and touched the back of his head, the ridge where the bone had grown back together. The last thing he could remember from the dream was Maliki standing over his father’s corpse, grinning insanely.

David hit the shower. But even the pelting cold water couldn’t erase the feeling that he should have killed Maliki when he had the chance at Scott’s lodge. He massaged shampoo into the tight wiry curls of his hair and focussed on the day ahead. His worries forgotten by the time David donned his beret and left the apartment.

Traffic was light by Nairobi’s standards as David weaved through the streets in his battered 504. He joined Thika Road and drove northeast towards the foothills of Mount Kenya. Ten minutes later he pulled up in the secure compound outside GSU headquarters, strategically placed opposite the ‘De La Rue’ money printing facility.

“Good morning, Jozi,” David set off the alarm as he strolled through the metal detector.

The desk sergeant shook his head and pressed the override button.

“Good morning, Captain. I do wish you’d stop doing that. I’ve told you before, you’re supposed to take your weapon off and collect it on the other side.”

“What’s the point, I’d only have to put it back on again. I can understand visitors being scanned, but it’s ridiculous that we have to go through it every day. Do you want me to do it again?” David reached for his belt.

“No. That won’t be necessary, sir,” Jozi smiled. “You’d better hurry. Commander Tanui has called an emergency briefing and I’ve been told to send everybody up as soon as they arrive.”

“Thanks, Jozi. Any idea what it’s about?”

“I’m afraid I can’t help you, sir. But the Commander did tell me to expect company.” The sergeant noted David’s arrival in the log.

“I better get moving then,” David glanced at the entrance before bounding up the staircase.

The briefing room was packed, the only seat left next to Idi Tikolo. David apologised to the other officers and acknowledged the sympathetic looks as he negotiated the gap between the rows of chairs.

“Good morning.” David settled into the unwanted vacancy, noticing that Tikolo had lost weight since he last saw him.

Tikolo sneered, “Nothing good about it, another waste of bloody time.”

David shrugged, “Maybe.”

“You know I’m right, the last time they called a meeting was to tell us about the cut in pay, as if it wasn’t bad enough already.”

David struggled to think of a suitable reply and wished, not for the first time, that Tikolo had stayed at the KWS.

Thankfully the conversation was cut short when Commander Tanui arrived with a woman that David didn’t recognise.

“Good morning, gentlemen, please be seated.” Tanui waited for them to get comfortable, “Most of you will be trying to guess what this is all about, so I’ll get straight to the point. We have confirmed reports that EIJ terrorists are planning an attack in Nairobi. We don’t have confirmation of the target, but the American Embassy and the Ambassador’s residence are top of the list. You are all going to have to work hard and put in extra hours.”

Commander Tanui paused and looked around the room but was greeted with stunned silence.

“This is Special Agent May,” Tanui nodded in her direction. “She’s leading the CIA investigation and knows more about the detail than I do. Agent May?”

*****

“Thank you, Commander.” Clarissa turned to face the assembly, “First off, let me say how grateful we are that the GSU have agreed to help us with the investigation.”

Clarissa smiled and looked around the room, there were a few murmurs and the odd shake of the head. Clarissa had anticipated their mood. Most security forces didn’t like outsiders taking over their patch.

“I’ll start by filling you in on what we know so far. Can someone hit the lights, please?”

There was a brief pause before the lights were dimmed and the room went quiet.

“This is a transcript of a conversation intercepted by our Cairo office.” Clarissa clicked on the first slide.

The date and location were crossed out. She didn’t mention that it was the recording made at the Shepheard Hotel.

“As you can see the original conversation was in Arabic and it has been translated into English.” Clarissa flicked to the next page of the document. “The two speakers are known to us. The first is a senior member of Al Qaeda from Pakistan called Halabi. The second is Christopher Odeh, who we believe to be the orchestrator of the attacks. He also goes by the name ‘Mohammed’, and is sole owner of the East Africa Demolition Company based in Dar-es-Salam. They discuss more than one attack and mention somebody called Khalid.”

“Why didn’t you just arrest these two guys in Cairo?” The question came from one of the younger officers near the back.

Clarissa shook her head, “That would have alerted the rest of the cell and they would have gone underground. We don’t know who Khalid is, but we know that he’s already in Nairobi and key to their plans, Odeh is the best chance we have of finding him.”

“Where’s Odeh now?” It was the same officer.

“I was just getting to that. Perhaps it would be easier if we saved any further questions until I’ve finished?”

The officer shrank back into his seat. Once Clarissa was sure that he and everybody else in the room was giving her their undivided attention she continued.

“Odeh is in Dar-es-Salaam and under constant surveillance. We’re waiting for him to make contact with Khalid.”

A professionally taken photograph appeared on the screen, an athletic looking man with a prominent nose and cheekbones posed beside an older man with similar features. They stood on red-carpeted steps in front of what could only be described as a colonial mansion, marble balustrades fanned out in either direction.

“The taller of the two is Odeh and the man beside him is his father, Jalil. As you can see his father served under the British with some distinction,” Clarissa pointed to Jalil’s chest.

Odeh senior was wearing his military best and his breast brimmed with ribbons and medals.

“After the war Jalil became politically active and was instrumental in returning Prime Minister Nyerere to power. Jalil was an enforcer in the 1958 election campaign, his methods so ruthless that the opposing ANC party didn’t win a single seat.”

Clarissa paused to let this sink in, “Jalil was generously rewarded by Nyerere, and the building behind them is their family home.”

There was a low whistle from one of the officers and a general rumble of disapproval amongst the audience.

“And they say crime doesn’t pay,” muttered a stocky officer sat in the middle of the room.

“And you are?” Clarissa took a few steps towards the front row and shielded her eyes against the glare of the projector.

“Lieutenant Idi Tikolo. And I fail to see what all this has to do with us. I mean, what’s Jalil and Dar-es-Salaam got to do with Nairobi?”

“Well, Lieutenant, as I said to your colleague earlier, perhaps it would be best to save any intelligent questions until the end of the briefing. Hopefully it will all make sense by then.”

Clarissa brought up the next slide.

“Christopher’s mother died in childbirth and from what we can gather he was largely brought up by his grandparents, on his mother’s side. At thirteen he was sent to England and given the best education possible, attending first Eton, and then Oxford to study Philosophy. Whilst he was at university he met Halabi and was recruited by Al Qaeda.”

The grainy black and white photograph showed a balding middle-aged Halabi with a thick beard.

“At some point before returning to Tanzania Christopher adopted the Muslim faith and started to go by the name of Mohammed. In 1988 he used funds provided by his father to set up what has become the largest demolition company in Tanzania.”

Clarissa moved on to the next slide of a large cargo ship being unloaded at night, an army of men wearing dirty-white robes working hard to get the job done. In the centre of the photograph a container was being lowered onto a trailer on the quayside, the East Africa Demolition Company logo clearly visible on the side.

“This was taken in March earlier this year in Dar-es-Salaam. We believe that Mohammed used his company to smuggle weapons-grade explosives into Tanzania from Pakistan. But at this point it’s only an educated guess.”

Clarissa looked around the sea of faces but saw none of the disbelief she had experienced from Stern and the rest of his cronies back in Langley. If they had listened to her earlier Clarissa wouldn’t be playing catch-up.

The general consensus in Washington was that the threat would come overland from Egypt via Ethiopia. They had wasted months using the various satellites at their disposal to search for training camps along the border.

Clarissa eventually persuaded Stern to give her control of the investigation in Kenya. She’d been given clearance to have the focus of the satellites’ attention changed to Somalia and Tanzania. Images they took resulted in the raid she’d sent Sean on earlier in the year.

“We’ve checked Mohammed’s phone records and traced a number of calls to an address here in Nairobi. It’s a warehouse that belongs to a Pakistani immigrant called Abdul Kalpar. A man we believe to be an arms dealer with strong connections to Al Qaeda and the EIJ.” Clarissa clicked onto a high-resolution photo showing a thin man getting into the back of a Mercedes saloon.

The next slide showed a blurred copy of the photo stapled to Kalpar’s Kenyan passport application.

“Unfortunately, this is the best picture we have of the target, and it was taken almost ten years ago.”

A ripple went through the room at the mention of the word ‘target’.

“Our objective is to capture Abdul Kalpar so that we can interrogate him and find out exactly who Mohammed’s buyer is in Nairobi. The man calling himself Khalid. He should lead us to the rest of the terrorists. Again, we’re guessing, but it looks like the EIJ plan to buy weapons from this man, if they haven’t done so already.”

Clarissa surveyed the room, “I must stress that the aim is to capture the target. A great number of lives are at stake here, so we need to get this absolutely right. Are we all clear on this?”

There was an unconvincing nodding of heads and a few mumbled agreements.

“I said, are we all clear?” This time there was a more animated response. Clarissa just hoped they meant it and that nobody got trigger-happy.


CHAPTER NINE

GSU Headquarters, Nairobi

August 1st, 1998

“Captain Nbeke, can I have a word with you?”

Tanui was waiting outside the briefing room.

“Certainly, sir, what is it?”

Tanui glanced at the stream of officers leaving the meeting, “Let’s go to my office.”

David followed him along the corridor. The hairs on the back of his neck stood on end as he waited for Tanui to unlock the door. The last person to occupy the office had been Maliki, AKA Peter Abasi.

“Please,” Tanui indicated the seat in front of the mahogany desk.

David waited for Tanui to open the blinds and sit down, he wondered what was important enough for the Commander to want to speak in private.

“I know this is bad timing considering recent developments, but I’ve has some disturbing news.” Tanui leant forward and put his elbows on the desk, “I got word this morning that Abasi is missing.”

“Missing?” David felt the blood drain from his face, “What do you mean missing?”

“Just that,” Tanui sighed. “He was due to appear for an appeal hearing yesterday, when the guards went to get him from his cell he wasn’t there.

“You mean he escaped?”

Tanui nodded, “It looks that way.”

“When?”

“Nobody seems to know, it’s like he vanished into thin air.

David shook his head, “I don’t buy it. You don’t just disappear from a maximum-security prison.”

“I agree.” Tanui frowned, “I’m sending a couple of officers over to poke around. In the meantime, I’ve put out an APB.”

“Let me go to the prison.”

“Absolutely not,” Tanui shook his head. “I’m only telling you because I wanted you to hear it from me. I don’t want you making this personal.”

David bit his tongue, Abasi had made it personal when he put the gun to the back of his father’s head and pulled the trigger.

“I know Abasi better than anyone, if it wasn’t for me he wouldn’t be in prison.” David looked Tanui in the eye, “Give me the investigation, you owe me that much.”

“Don’t play that card with me, I didn’t ask you or Professor Mutungi to put my name forward.” Tanui got up and walked over to the window, he stared out over the parade ground.

After he was arrested they needed someone to fill the void and rid the GSU of Abasi’s legacy, David had recommended Tanui to the Professor, who was then advisor to Minister Kamotho.

“You’re right, sir, I’m sorry.” David meant it. Tanui was one of the good guys. “But as long as Abasi is out there my family is at risk, just let me find him and put him back behind bars where he belongs.”

Tanui turned to face him, “Can you promise me that you won’t take matters into your own hands like last time?”

“I won’t do anything without your approval.”

“OK, you’ve got one chance, just don’t screw it up, or you’ll be issuing parking tickets for the rest of your career.”

“Understood,” David stood up. “Thank you, sir.”

“Just don’t make me regret it, Captain.” Tanui scratched at his grey stubble, “And remember, the CIA investigation takes priority, Abasi will turn up sooner or later.”


CHAPTER TEN
Kariba Industrial Estate, Nairobi

August 1st, 1998

“This is an outrage.” The manager removed his glasses and cleaned them with his shirttail. “I want to speak to the Commissioner of Police. You can’t just barge in here and take over. I’ve got a business to run, deliveries to make.”

David was running out of patience, “Mr Mathani, this is a matter of national security and you’re leaving, one way or another. Now what’s it going to be?”

“You haven’t heard the last of this,” the manager scooped up the files on his desk and shoved them into his briefcase.

“Chege, take him to join the others and then get back here.”

A personnel carrier was waiting around the corner to transport the manager and sixteen workers to headquarters. Where they would be held until it was all over.

“Yes, sir.” Chege waved his machine gun at the door, “After you, Mr Mathani.”

David tilted the stock of the PSG1 sniper rifle to read his watch, less than three minutes to go.

Twenty-four officers surrounded the warehouse in concealed positions, split into four teams of six. There were also lookouts and snipers at both ends of the street.

Clarissa had been seconded to David’s squad in the fruit wholesaler’s next to Kalpar’s warehouse. Another squad waited in the derelict building on the other side of the entrance. The remaining two teams were huddled in the sidings of the railway station behind the warehouse. Ready to cut the fence and blow entry points into the building. 

Clarissa shook her head, “What an asshole.” 

David smiled despite the situation, “Come on, we better get downstairs.”

Her almond eyes reminded him of Caitlyn’s and he felt a stab of guilt.

The manager’s mezzanine office overlooked the production line, a series of chutes and conveyor belts, an open metal staircase joined the two floors.

The other four members of David’s squad were stood around the boxes of oranges stacked by the loading bay. As Clarissa and David walked over to join them Chege came back through the side door.

“He’s on the battle bus, sir.”

David nodded, “OK, final checks everybody. And remember, we need Kalpar alive.”

The surveillance team had reported two men with Kalpar, presumed to be his bodyguards. They were to be treated with extreme prejudice.

His earpiece squawked into life.

“Civilians are clear. Prepare to breach in sixty seconds, over.”

David recognised the controlled excitement in Tanui’s voice. The Commander was overseeing the operation personally from one of the armoured carriers that would block off the street. Time seemed to slow down, David felt the familiar heightening of senses as adrenalin pumped into his bloodstream.

Tanui’s voice crackled over the two-way.

“Everybody, hold your positions until Charlie and Delta squads confirm that they are ready, over.”

The entry teams approach at the rear of the warehouse was through thick undergrowth and would take longer.

David could feel the tension mount as they waited for the signal from Delta squad. Chege’s hand was on the push-bar handle.

“Delta in position…over,” the officer sounded out of breath.

“OK, everybody good luck and God bless.” Tanui’s voice went up an octave, “Breach! Breach!”

Chege pushed the fire escape door open and they piled out into the street. David could see Bravo squad filing out from the building on the other side of Kalpar’s warehouse.

They provided cover as an officer from each squad planted explosives on the loading bay door.

A large explosion from the rear of the warehouse sent shockwaves through the building that rattled the metal doors.

The demolition experts ignored the vibration and finished priming the C4. Both squads moved to a safe distance and the engineers set off the charges.

David’s ears rang from the blast as they waited for the smoke to clear. The steel doors were now lying discarded on the concrete ramp, bent and buckled.

Before this fully registered on David’s brain he heard the sound of a large engine being gunned into life. Seconds later a dark Mercedes tore out through the gap where the doors used to be. The car turned left and headed towards the end of the street.

Clarissa’s voice came through his earpiece, “Target escaping. I repeat, target escaping! They are headed north on Machakos Road, one driver and Kalpar. Get ready to intercept, over.”

David knelt to steady himself and adjusted the sights. The car slowed down to take junction and would be out of view in seconds, the armoured carriers still not in position. David aimed for the rear right tire of the Mercedes and let off two rounds. The shots were so close together that the sound waves overlapped.

The tire exploded in a spray of rubber and the car veered violently off the road towards a block wall.

The driver panicked and yanked the steering wheel to avoid the collision. The sedan went into a sideways role, pieces of metal sent flying and ended up on its roof. There was a screech of metal and the Mercedes came to a grinding halt.

As the dust settled a shape emerged from the crushed passenger window. Kalpar used one hand to propel himself forward, a pistol held in the other. He struggled to his knees and then his feet.

David’s team and Bravo squad high-tailed it down the street towards the wreckage. The arms dealer turned to face them and spread his feet shoulder width apart. He started to raise his gun and the officers came to an abrupt halt.

“Mr Kalpar,” Clarissa shouted. “Lower your weapon or we’ll shoot.”

Kalpar either didn’t understand or didn’t care, he continued to raise his arm.

David took aim at Kalpar’s shoulder and was about to pull the trigger when a shot rang out and the arms dealer’s head whipped forward. The sound was almost instantly drowned out by the volley of shots as several of the GSU officers opened fire.

Kalpar was lifted off his feet and performed a puppet-like dance as a barrage of bullets riddled his torso.

David lowered his weapon, “Cease fire!”

The shooting trickled to stop and the arms dealer lay crumpled in a bloody heap.


CHAPTER ELEVEN

American Embassy, Nairobi

August 1st, 1998

Clarissa was ready to head straight for the hotel, she had only managed a few hours’ sleep on the flight over from Washington. The Gulfstream had landed in the early hours of the morning, not long before the pre-meeting briefing with Stern and the Regional Safety Officer.

She felt jet-lagged and drained from the day’s events. Kalpar’s death was a major setback and the search of his warehouse disturbed her. Clarissa didn’t expect to be able to get much rest, but she needed time to think. Unfortunately, Stern wanted her report in person, so for the second time that day Clarissa pulled up in front of the dropdown barrier outside the American Embassy on Haile Selassie Street.

“Good evening, madam, can I see your ID please?” Clarissa passed her laminated badge to the guard. She couldn’t believe how cold it was in Nairobi, she cranked the heating up to compensate for the open window.

“Could you open the trunk please?” The guard flicked his torchlight over the back seat of the rented Suzuki Vitara and the empty passenger well.

Clarissa pulled the release lever on the floor by her feet and heard the resounding pop as it opened. Thirty seconds later the trunk was slammed shut and the guard returned to her window.

“Have a nice evening,” he grinned and returned her credentials. The guard looked stoned, his eyes bloodshot.

“Thanks,” Clarissa frowned, her concerns were growing. She also doubted that anyone would describe a rendezvous with Stern as ‘nice’.

At least the guards were going through the motions of checking the vehicles now. When she’d driven up in the morning they had waved Clarissa through without even stopping her. She simply flashed her ID at them out the window. She was shocked and asked the RSO, Paul Peterson, to double the guard and initiate vehicle inspections. Clarissa was also surprised that the security personnel on the perimeter were hired help from a local company and not Marines.

A second guard pushed down on the weighted end of the barrier to raise it. Clarissa drove past the outer line of defence, connected to a series of steel bollards that ringed the chancery. Two more armed locals were manning the steel gates built into the next obstacle, a ten-foot steel grill fence. Clarissa drove through the gates and down the ramp into the basement car park.

Another worry was the car-parking facilities themselves. The basement was shared with the Co-op Bank next door, something else she would need to discuss with Peterson. Clarissa let out a deep breath, the way things were going it could turn out to be a long night.

The final security checkpoint to get into the parking lot was also manned by civilian guards. The guards seemed efficient enough but the barrier itself was missing, replaced by a temporary swing gate. The two panels were propped open with bricks, not that it mattered, they were useless open or closed in Clarissa’s opinion. They certainly wouldn’t stop a moving vehicle.

The parking lot was near enough empty, as the core administrative staff of Kenyans didn’t work weekends. She found a space close to the elevator. The Vitara was nothing like the tin can she owned back in University. Even though the new version was much bigger and had all the mod cons Clarissa still preferred the older model. Clarissa smiled to herself, she was beginning to sound like her father.

Stern and Peterson were sat at the oval conference table with their backs to the door. They were deep in conversation. Peterson’s voice was raised. Clarissa froze with one hand on the door handle.

“This isn’t the first time, Howard,” said Peterson. “Both myself and Ambassador Bushnell have expressed our concerns to the CIA, and the State Department, on a number of occasions. This building simply isn’t fit for purpose, we need a new one.”

“You know that I have nothing to do with the budget, or where it gets spent,” replied Stern.

“Yes, but you could recommend that the threat level be increased to ‘high’ now that we know there is likely to be an attack. Then we would get the damn funding.” Peterson slammed his hand down on the table.

“Look, Paul,” Stern’s voice was as smooth as silk, “I’ve told you, I’m doing what I can, but the wheels turn slowly in Washington. What about the $4.1 million that Under-Secretary Cohen allocated you?”

Peterson waved at the window, “That will just about pay to replace the windows, they’re only covered in a thin layer of Mylar and there are no damn anchors. A good blast will blow them away completely. Anyway, how do you know the amount? That was strictly between the Ambassador and Ms Cohen.”

“I’ve got my contacts, Paul, just as you have.”

Clarissa decided that she had risked being there for long enough and knocked on the door.

Stern turned to face her, “Ah, there you are Agent May. Paul and I were just discussing security, take a seat.”

He indicated the vacant row of chairs on the other side of the table, the walnut surface was polished to an illustrious shine.

“Whilst we are on the subject of security, there are a few things I have concerns about.” Clarissa put the leather document holder on the table and sat down opposite them.

“Such as?” Peterson was defensive.

“The local guards would be top of the list,” replied Clarissa. “They haven’t been trained in how to do a vehicle search, neither the engine or underneath of my vehicle was inspected, and the guy that checked me looked like he was high on something.”

Peterson’s shoulders slumped, “Believe me I know they’re not up to much, but it’s the best we’ve got. State won’t give us any more Marines than we’ve already got.” He threw an accusing look at Stern, “I’ve been getting them to do extra emergency drills but it’s simply not enough.”

Clarissa nodded, “What’s happening with the barrier in the car-park?”

“The contractors haven’t finished installing the new one.” The RSO tugged on the collar of his shirt, “There’s no panic button or alarm system either.”

“You’re kidding?”

“No, I’m afraid not, that’s also on the list of things to be done. All the guards have got is their two-way radios at the moment. None of it really matters anyway, as long as we’re this close to the street all they have to do is park outside and...” Peterson’s voice trailed off as they considered the consequences.

Clarissa knew what he meant about needing a new building. The chancery was structurally sound, built in the early eighties, but it lacked the 100ft standoff zone required by the Inman Standards, the tougher security measures introduced after the bombing of the Embassy in Beirut.

Once the reality of changing high-profile embassies such as the ones in Paris and Rome into suburban fortresses sunk in, the Department of State started to question their decision. They also over-spent initially, constructing sixty-one new embassies around the world.

Clarissa guessed they must have been making compromises between security and expenditure ever since. She could sense Peterson’s frustration, he was a good man trying to do his job without the necessary tools.

“There’s another thing that bugged me about the car-park,” said Clarissa. “How come it’s shared with the bank?”

“They were here first,” replied Peterson, “and they won’t sell us the spaces, we’ve been trying for years. They’re even complaining about us searching their vehicles, it’s a complete nightmare.”

Clarissa nodded, as a potential bomb target the Embassy was a sitting duck, squatting at the intersection of the two busiest streets in Nairobi. Within spitting distance of the main train and bus terminals.

With less than six days to go before the planned attack her only hope was to find the terrorists and fast. She was getting close to having Odeh brought in, but Clarissa wanted to catch ‘Khalid’ and the Nairobi cell first. Odeh’s arrest might send the rest of the group underground, but she couldn’t afford to wait much longer.

“What about local police around the Embassy?” Clarissa had only noticed two beating the pavement outside the cordon

“There are simply not enough of them.” Peterson loosened his tie and undid the top button of his shirt. “I had a meeting with the Kenyan Defence Minister and the Chief of Police this afternoon to discuss increasing the numbers and their ability to handle bomb threat scenarios.”

“How did they react?”

“They are willing to help but freely admit that their regular officers aren’t prepared to deal with bombs.” The RSO sighed, “I’ve asked Washington to send over a team of explosives experts to assist them and provide additional training for the MSGs and local guards as well.”

“Is there anything else you can think of?”

Clarissa’s respect was growing fast for the RSO, his knowledge of the chancery and the surrounding area was invaluable.

“Holding weekly meetings of the Emergency Action Committee to review procedures and discuss possible upgrades.” Peterson shrugged, “Otherwise, no.”

“I think we’ve covered security and we’re not positive that the Embassy is the target,” said Stern.

“Now come on, Howard, we know that Bin Laden has announced to his followers that the genocide in Rwanda was plotted either here or in Dar-es-Salaam, or both!” The blood vessels on the RSO’s forehead looked like they were about to burst, “I still can’t believe that the general warning issued by the Department of State back in March didn’t specify the threat in East Africa. The Ambassador mentioned the planned attacks to State in December last year. They rationalised the risk by sending some of the staff to Pretoria to reduce the numbers!”

“That may all be true, Paul, but we’re doing everything we can now, so let’s try to keep calm and move on.” Stern turned towards her, “Clarissa, what did you find at the warehouse?”

Clarissa had phoned Stern within minutes of Kalpar’s death, expecting him to be angry at the loss of their only real lead, but he had taken the news surprisingly well.

“Not a lot, regular arms and munitions as we thought, but nothing in the way of explosives or detonators. No files or records of any kind either. I’ve got a list of everything we found.” Clarissa opened her bag and took out a copy, she pushed it across the table to Stern.

He nodded at the piece of paper and then slid it back, “What about the bodyguard, how is his condition?”

Kalpar’s driver was the only survivor. He was rushed to Nairobi General Hospital with multiple injuries, including gunshot wounds.

“Still critical, they’re operating on him later to try and remove the slugs. He’s got a 50:50 chance of surviving, according to the surgeon.”

“We better pray that he makes it,” said Peterson. “He’s about all we’ve got at the moment.”

“There’s still Odeh.” Clarissa frowned, “But I’d like to question the bodyguard before we bring him in and alert the others. He may not know anything that can help us, but it’s worth waiting twenty-four hours. We’re keeping tabs on him.”

“Haven’t you heard?” Stern sounded surprised, “We lost Odeh yesterday heading east out of Dar-es-Salaam. I should have told you, must have slipped my mind with everything going on.”

He said it with no emotion, as if he’d just lost his car keys.

“Yes, you should,” Clarissa leant back in her chair and folded her arms. Stern never forgot anything, and this was far too important. “What happened?”

“The agents following him drove over a pothole and broke the axle. By the time they could get the Tanzanians to send a chopper over Odeh had disappeared into the mountains.” Stern yawned, “The team is back in Dar-es-Salaam now keeping an eye on the house and his office, he’ll show up soon enough.”

“This wouldn’t have happened if Sean was there as well,” Clarissa shook her head. The fact that Stern only sent one team to each of the capitals was also an anomaly.

“Drop it Agent May,” Stern raised his voice, “I told you that we couldn’t justify the resources.”

“Well we better start justifying them soon or a whole lot of people are going to die.” She looked Stern in the eye. “I want Sean and my usual team over here fast, no expense spared.”

Stern glanced at Peterson before replying, “Ok, you’ve got it. They’ll be here by tomorrow evening.”

Clarissa stood up and collected her holder from the table, “If that’s all then I think I’ll call it a night. I’ll keep you posted on events of course, and please,” Clarissa turned back from the door and faced Stern, “you do the same. Good evening, gentlemen.”

Clarissa left the door open as she walked out.


CHAPTER TWELVE

Kamiti Maximum Security Prison

August 1st, 1998

“This shouldn’t take too long.” David slipped the ID card back into his wallet. “Just a few questions and then I’ll be out of your way.” 

“Of course, I’m happy to help the GSU in any way that I can,” the Warden’s smile wasn’t convincing. “But I fail to see what good it will do. I’ve already told the police everything I know.”

David nodded, after Tanui’s downbeat debrief on the raid of Kalpar’s warehouse he had called in a favour and requested a copy of the police report. He placed the printout on the Warden’s desk.

“Unfortunately, there are some rather serious holes that need to be filled in.”

Wanjuki raised an eyebrow, “Such as?”

“Like, when was Abasi last seen for starters?”

The Kikuyu’s features and stocky build reminded David of his father, but Wanjuki’s eyes were cold and distant.

The warden sighed, “As I told the two detectives earlier, according to the roll call he was here until the day before his appeal.”

Maybe it was the sigh, or the slump in his shoulders, but David didn’t believe him.

“Look, I’m not here to cause you any trouble, all I want to do is find Abasi and get him back inside where he belongs. What do you mean by, according to the roll call?”

The warden looked at him for a moment before answering, “This facility was built to accommodate eight hundred prisoners but there are over 3,000, with less than twenty guards on duty at any one time. Trying to keep these animals in order is near to impossible, let alone keep track of them all of the time.”

“Are you suggesting that the roll call might not be accurate?”

“I’m not suggesting anything, Captain Nbeke, what you choose to read between the lines...” the Warden let his sentence trail off.

This was beginning to smell like an inside job, he noticed that Wanjuki’s solid oak desk and leather recliner looked new and didn’t fit with the rest of the prison’s drab decor.

“I’d like to see Abasi’s cell and speak to some of the prisoners, as well as the guards.”

“I’m afraid that’s not possible, not without a search warrant.” Wanjuki sneered, “We’ve got protocol to follow, I’m sure you understand.”

David smiled, “You mean like letting prisoners disappear without a trace?”

“That’s a serious accusation,” Wanjuki leant forward and rested his club-like hands on the desk, “I’m afraid that you’ve outstayed your welcome, Captain.”

David changed tact, “I apologise if I’ve offended you, Warden, as I said before, I’m not here to point the finger at anyone. My only priority is to track Abasi down before anybody gets hurt, as I’m sure you’re aware, he is one sick individual.”

The Warden folded his arms over a barrel-like chest, “I’ve read his record, as I recall you were the arresting officer, maybe this is all a bit too personal.”

David let the comment go, he owed the warden at least one insult, “How long have you been the warden here?”

“Over ten years, since about a month after that photograph was taken,” the Warden pointed at the framed newspaper cut-out.

The headline read ‘KENYA’S FINAL PUBLIC EXECUTION’, and the caption underneath a photo of a much younger looking Wanjuki said ‘Hangman takes off his hood for the last time’.

“They should bring it back,” the Warden smiled, “hanging that is, then we probably wouldn’t even be having this conversation.” The smile disappeared, “Now, what exactly has my time as warden got to do with anything?”

“How many prisoners have escaped in the last year,” David held his hand up to stop the Warden, “I need to establish whether Abasi’s disappearance is out of the ordinary.”

“Or part of the culture?”

“I didn’t say that,” David leant back in his chair.

The Warden sighed, “This is strictly off the record, Captain, but money talks, and the guards are on minimum government wage. I’ve heard rumours that you can get anything in here for the right price, drugs, prostitutes, whatever takes your fancy.”

“So why don’t you do something about it?”

“I’ve tried, Captain, but all of my investigations so far have ended up against a brick wall,” the Warden got up and walked over to the window. “I can tell you one thing, Abasi must still be well connected.”

“Why do you say that?”

The Warden turned to face him, “Smuggling in merchandise, or a girl for the night, is one thing, helping a prisoner to escape without being noticed is in an entirely different league.”

David nodded, “How many of the guards would have had contact with Abasi?”

“Most of them at one time or another, they’re on a rota to try and minimise the possibility of developing relationships.”

“And corruption?”

“That too, Captain.”

“One last thing, Warden,” David picked up the printout and made a show of leafing through the pages, “The report doesn’t mention whether Abasi had any visitors.”

“Only one, according to the register he has been to visit Abasi once a month since he was brought in here.”

David looked up from the report, “Do you happen to remember the name?”

“Yes, you might know him, Captain, he works for the GSU,” the Warden’s smile looked genuine this time, “the man’s name is Idi Tikolo.”

*****

The stench of human faeces emanating from the cells they passed reminded him of being held captive in Abasi’s dungeon, the now sealed off torture chambers below GSU headquarters. David pushed away the image of Gupta’s disfigured corpse and tried to count the number of inmates in each ten-foot cell, but it was impossible, they were rammed in like sardines.

“How many men are in each cell?” he called out to the guard that was leading him.

The chubby faced guard looked over his shoulder, “Usually seven or eight, sometimes more, depends how busy we are.”

“Why aren’t they all in uniform?” Some of the prisoners were wearing blue and white pinstripes but most were in civilian clothes.

The guard shook his head, “There aren’t enough to go around, when one of the prisoners dies, or is released, then we give his uniform to somebody else.”

They reached a metal door at the end of the corridor and the guard banged on it, “This is G-Block, where Abasi was held.”

A slot in the door appeared and a pair of bloodshot eyes stared out for a moment before it slid shut again. After a rattle of keys, the door was opened for them by a Maasai in his mid to late twenties, his height and tribal markings were unmistakeable.

David’s guide introduced them, “This is Kajuke, he’s in charge of the block. Captain Nbeke is here to investigate the prisoner’s disappearance.”

“So, I hear,” Kajuke glared at David, “The Warden told me to assist you in any way that I could.”

“That’s appreciated,” David replied, “I’d like to start by seeing Abasi’s cell and speaking to his fellow inmates.”

“Follow me,” grunted Kajuke.

Kajuke turned and headed down an identical walkway to the one they had just traversed, with another row of eight cells on the right-hand side packed with prisoners. Metal mesh and a gate separated them from the empty exercise yard to the left of the walkway. David realised that the open area acted as the centre of the prison around which the original blocks were built. Darkness approached, and the corridor grew gloomy as the light outside began to fade.

As if on cue David heard the rumble of a generator starting up, the strobe lamps above their heads came to life and flickered as the machine struggled to cope with the load.

There didn’t appear to be any lights inside the cells, the few men stood near the bars withdrew into the darker recesses when they saw Kajuke approach. Many of the men were emaciated, their exposed skin covered in sores and scabs. David saw a couple of mattresses, but most of the men were huddled on the floor without blankets.

They passed through a metal door and into another corridor, Kajuke stopped outside the third cell in the row. As he reached to put the oversized key in the lock his uniform sleeve slid back to expose what looked like a gold Rolex. Although it could be a fake one from the market, David wasn’t very good at telling the difference.

Kajuke slid back the cell door and nodded towards the interior, “Make it quick.”

David noticed the eyes watching him before going in, most dropped their heads when he looked at them but a couple glanced towards a man in the middle of the group. He was stockier than the other prisoners and held David’s gaze.

David walked up to him, the smell was stronger inside the cell, emanating from one of the corners where a bucket acted as the latrine.

“What’s your name?” The man stared at him but didn’t reply. David pulled a photograph of Abasi in full dress uniform from the folder and showed it to him, “Do you know this man? His name is Peter Abasi, sometimes he uses the name Maliki.”

The man looked past David at the guards and then back at David, he shook his head.

“You must know him,” David thrust the photo into his face, “he shared this cell with you.”

The prisoner batted David’s arm away, “I’ve never seen him before.”

As he turned away from him, David could see the dotted stars tattooed in the shape of a triangle on the side of the prisoner’s neck, it was the mark of the Kiambu mafia. The mafia took their name from a small tribe who were part of the larger Kikuyu clan that David’s father had belonged to, they were sworn enemies of the Maasai. David thought that it was unlikely the Kiambu would have assisted Abasi’s escape. And even more unlikely that they would help him with his enquiries.

David tried to speak to a few of the other prisoners but drew a blank, they seemed more concerned with the guards’ presence than his. If he was going to get anything out of them it would mean speaking to them individually in private, which would take time and a court order.

David indicated that he was ready to leave and Kajuke opened the cell door. He waited until they were retracing their steps along the corridor before turning to Kajuke, “How long have you been in charge of this block?”

“About two years.”

David nodded, “When did you last see Abasi?”

“The night before he was noticed missing at roll call.” Kajuke looked away for a second, “He was in the cell with the others when the lights went out.”

“When do you do the roll call?”

“At 8am, the prisoners are assembled in the exercise yard after breakfast.”

They stopped in front of the dividing door at the end of G-Block. As the other guard searched for the right key David looked at Kajuke, “Do you have any idea how Abasi escaped?”

“It’s a complete mystery, the cell door was locked and there is no other way out,” Kajuke smirked and snapped his fingers, “it’s like he disappeared into thin air.”

David nodded, “Yeah, a regular Houdini,”

*****

On the drive back to his apartment, David mulled over what he had learnt at the prison. Kajuke was obviously involved in Abasi’s escape, probably the Warden as well, but he would need evidence to make it stick. With Maliki at large David decided not to waste time on them and concentrate on Idi Tikolo.

When they were both working for the KWS, David suspected that Tikolo had been supplying Abasi’s poaching ring with information but couldn’t prove it. The fact that Tikolo had visited Abasi in prison confirmed David’s suspicion that they were close. If he was going to find Abasi then Lieutenant Idi Tikolo was the logical place to start.

David’s thoughts suddenly turned to his family and their safety. During the investigation that exposed Abasi, David was forced to send a vital piece of evidence to his Aunt for safe keeping, the tape recording of Gupta’s confession. Idi Tikolo could have told Abasi about her involvement. Then there was his sister and mother, Kiira was after all Abasi’s daughter.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN

Norfolk Hotel, Nairobi

August 1st, 1998

“How long will you be staying with us, madam?”

“I’m not sure,” Clarissa wasn’t prepared for the receptionist’s question. “Let’s call it a week.”

“I’m sure you’ll enjoy your stay at the Norfolk, you’re in room 113, it’s on the first floor overlooking the pool.” He smiled politely and handed her the key-card, “Henry will show you to your room. If there is anything you need then please let me know.”

The receptionist snapped his fingers and the porter approached carrying her suitcase and cabin-bag.

Clarissa realised she was famished, “Is there somewhere I can get something to eat.”

“I’m afraid all the restaurants are closed now, madam. But you can get something in the bar, or order room service, the steak sandwich is excellent.”

Clarissa salivated at the prospect. “That sounds great, could you have one sent up please?”

“Not a problem, Miss May. If there’s anything else you need just dial ‘0’, it will come straight through to reception.”

Clarissa leant forward to read the nametag stuck to the breast of his coffee-coloured blazer, “Thank-you, James, I’ll be sure to do that.”

“This way please, madam.”

The porter led her up a flight of stairs and a short distance down the corridor to her room on the first, and top, floor of the hotel. The nineteenth century colonial building was an oasis compared to Nairobi’s hustle and bustle, set in splendid gardens away from the street. The serenity seemed alien considering what was going on outside in the real world.

“Thanks,” Clarissa gave the porter some change and closed the door behind him.

She threw her clothes on the bed and headed for the shower. Clarissa stayed in for ten minutes, the hot water stung her skin and helped to ease the fatigue.

Clarissa was sat on the bed in her dressing gown, towelling her hair dry, when there was a knock on the door.

“Who is it?” she shouted.

“Room service,” was the muffled reply.

“One minute,” Clarissa wrapped her hair in the towel and tightened the belt on her dressing gown before letting the waiter in.

“Put it on there, please,” she pointed to the desk.

Another tip and he was gone, then Clarissa was alone with the sandwich. She turned on the TV and switched over to the CNN news channel. The report was a human-interest story by Jim Hill on how a gay couple, who had been together for twelve years, were using a surrogate mother to have a baby.

Clarissa sat down and watched whilst she ate. She washed the steak baguette down with an ice-cold beer from the mini-fridge. By the time she finished Clarissa was feeling almost human again. The sound from the TV faded into the background as her thoughts returned to the day’s turn of events.

Kalpar’s shooting on its own was unfortunate, combined with Odeh, or Mohammed, or whoever the hell he was, going missing it was disastrous. Clarissa wasn’t sure what the options were if Mohammed didn’t turn up soon. Then again, if anyone could find him it was Sean.

Then there was Stern’s behaviour and what she’d overheard at the Embassy. It was as if he didn’t believe there would be an attack, or didn’t care. But surely that wasn’t plausible?

Finally, there was what they’d found at Kalpar’s warehouse, or rather, what they hadn’t found, something she’d decided not to tell Stern about. It had been worrying Clarissa ever since she’d left the GSU operatives clearing up the scene.

There wasn’t one scrap of evidence in the whole place, not one manifest, document or invoice. Not even a utility bill. The filing cabinet and drawers of the desk in the office were completely empty. To Clarissa it smelt of a tip-off, she was beginning to suspect that they had a mole, either in the CIA or the GSU. Right now, Stern was the only name on her mental list of suspects.


CHAPTER FOURTEEN

Muthaiga Suburb, Nairobi

August 1st, 1998

A cool winter’s evening had descended on Nairobi. In the two hours since sunset the temperature had halved to under ten degrees Celsius. The contrast made it feel colder than it was.

Not for the first time, Khalid wondered if he should light the fire, but there wasn’t a great deal of wood and it would mean chopping some more. Khalid paced up and down the kitchen’s ceramic floor, both in an effort to keep warm and also to release the nervous energy that enveloped him. The clicking of his boot-heels echoed around the empty room.

Khalid was surprised that Mohammed’s trip to Nairobi hadn’t been reported, if the CIA knew he was on the way then it should be a hot topic. They would need GSU officers to help track him. Khalid guessed that Mohammed had either been arrested and the CIA was keeping it quiet, or he had somehow evaded their surveillance.

Even though Khalid’s phone couldn’t be traced back to him he decided calling Mohammed to warn him was a pointless risk. Mohammed would have already crossed the border into Kenya and letting him know that the CIA were on to them would serve no purpose. Khalid decided it would be more prudent to update Mohammed if and when he arrived.

Khalid checked his watch, Mohammed should have been there by now, he continued pacing. He needed the phone to receive one more call, after that he would get rid of it and buy a new one.

Khalid hadn’t warned Kalpar about the raid on the warehouse for the same reason, he didn’t want to tip off the CIA. The man’s death didn’t trouble him. Kalpar was scum, selling weapons to anybody willing to pay the price and not caring to what end they were used for.

Besides, Khalid had completed his business with Kalpar and the goods were in excellent condition. The CIA had done him a favour, mused Khalid, helping him to tie up a loose end.

The phone rang and stopped Khalid’s pacing, he recognised Mohammed’s number, “Where are you?”

“Less than ten minutes away, be ready.”

The line went dead. Khalid removed the SIM card from the pay-as-you-go Nokia and snapped it in half. He slipped the pieces and cell-phone into his pocket and picked up the bunch of keys from the worktop. Then he went outside and opened the garage door so that Mohammed could drive straight in and waited.

Khalid’s jacket did little to protect him from the cold north easterly wind and his teeth chattered. After what seemed like an eternity he heard the noise of a vehicle approaching.

The truck pulled up in front of the gates and flashed its headlights three times, Khalid pressed the button on the small remote to open them. He waved the Nissan into the garage and waited, making sure the electronic gates were closed before turning to follow it.

The taillights went out and then the engine was cut. Mohammed jumped out from the driver’s side and stretched.

“Praise Allah, you made it,” said Khalid, opening his arms as he walked towards Mohammed.

“Yes, my friend,” replied Mohammed, embracing him, “but the journey was long and arduous.”

“But now you are here,” Khalid held Mohammed by the shoulders, his smile genuine. Relieved that Mohammed wasn’t being interrogated somewhere. “You must be tired and hungry after your long trip. Come inside and rest, we can unload the truck tomorrow.”

“As you wish,” Mohammed grinned back, “after all a man cannot work on an empty stomach. Isn’t that right boys?”

The two youths travelling with Mohammed joined them from the other side of the cab. Khalid welcomed each of them in turn, kissing them on both cheeks.

Nassir was edgy, and kept stealing glances at the entrance, Fahim seemed relaxed as always. Khalid had been impressed with the way Fahim handled training, calmly taking everything Khalid threw at him in his stride. He was also the best marksman from the group of inexperienced recruits.

Nassir was average at best, but a good driver and qualified electrician. Fahim was there to make sure Nassir got the job done.

“Come, grab your bags and let’s go inside,” said Khalid, “I’ll show you to your rooms, you can shower and change whilst I make food. Then we can talk.”

*****

“Is it ready yet?” called Mohammed from the lounge come dining room.

“Almost, be patient.” Khalid piled the dishes high with falafels, tabouleh, lamb kebabs and pita bread before taking the first few to the table. Mohammed and Fahim were already seated, waiting expectantly.

“It looks delicious,” said Fahim, “do you want me to fetch Nassir?”

“Yes, tell him to hurry up. We don’t want the food to go cold,” replied Khalid, he returned to the kitchen for the pita bread and bottled water.

He sat with Mohammed, waiting for the boys to return so that they could eat. When they did Nassir looked blurry eyed, and Fahim was scowling. Khalid decided not to embarrass Nassir and deal with it later.

“Let us hold hands and give thanks to Allah for this feast,” said Mohammed, “and ask him to give Nassir and Fahim the strength to carry out their mission and be accepted into his kingdom as true heroes. In the name of Allah, the most merciful, the most gracious.”

“Bismillah hirahman niraheem,” repeated Khalid and the others before tucking in.

“How are things going?” Khalid squeezed lemon over a kebab before munching on it.

“Well,” Mohammed nodded, “the bomb is prepared and waiting to be loaded into the truck when we get back to Dar-es-Salaam.”

“Good, we are getting close.”

Khalid found it surreal that there was less than one week to go after so many months of planning and preparation.

“We are not finished yet, there is still a lot to do,” Mohammed replied solemnly, “anyway what about you, any news?”

Khalid swallowed and looked at the two youngsters opposite him, “Nothing I’d like to discuss now, perhaps later when the time is right.”

Mohammed got the hint and changed the subject to their journey, exaggerating the minor difficulties they encountered to make them sound heroic. Even Nassir was smiling by the time he finished telling Khalid how they’d scaled mountains, crossed flooded rivers, and avoided border patrols. Conversation flowed and before long it was time to clear up.

“We’ll do the washing-up,” volunteered Fahim nudging Nassir gently.

They started piling the dirty plates on top of one another.

“Haven’t you forgot something?” said Mohammed.

“Sorry,” replied Fahim. He put his hands together, “Shakur Alhamdulillah."

Khalid repeated the offering of thanks for the food, along with Mohammed and Nassir.

“Once you are finished doing that you can get to bed,” said Khalid, “We have a lot to do tomorrow.”

“As you wish ustadh,” replied Nassir, using the respectful term for teacher.

“How was your trip to Egypt,” said Khalid softly, the noise of the washing up covering his words, “I trust we have their full support?”

“Yes,” replied Mohammed, taking a puff on the clay pipe he insisted on smoking, “everything is as we expected. I have a copy of the press release for you, written by Osama himself.”

“Good. And how are the boys holding out?” He looked over to where they were working at the sink. Nassir and Fahim were talking quietly with their backs to them.

“Not bad,” replied Mohammed, he paused to exhale a large plume of smoke, “Fahim better than Nassir, but that is to be expected. Nassir will do his duty when the time comes.”

“It is as I thought. I will keep an eye on him.”

“That would be wise,” replied Mohammed.

They waited for the youngsters to finish washing up and disappear down the hall before moving on to more delicate matters.

“I received worrying news today regarding your trip to Egypt,” said Khalid when he heard the bedroom door shut. “The CIA was there and they heard everything, they know about the attacks. A team was sent to watch you in Dar-es-Salaam, they may even have followed you here. Did you see anything on the way?”

Mohammed coughed, choking on pipe smoke. It took him a while to recover, “No, nobody could have followed us. We stopped a number of times on the plains and could see behind us for miles. We would have seen a vehicle if there had been one.”

“You’re sure?”

“I’m positive.” Mohammed’s breathing returned to normal and his voice became suspicious, “How do you know all this, and when did you find out?”

Khalid told him about the CIA agent’s briefing and his reasons for not calling Mohammed to warn him.

“So, they know your name as well,” Mohammed exhaled another foul-smelling smoke cloud. “Maybe it is time for you to take some vacation, or time off for illness. We are too close for you to risk being caught.”

Khalid shook his head, “Anyone missing from work at the moment would arouse suspicion. I will serve more purpose staying there to keep an eye on them. They have no idea who ‘Khalid’ is and I intend to make sure it stays that way. It is you who needs to be careful and find a way to disappear, create an alibi. You must be seen to have no further involvement. The evidence is circumstantial and wouldn’t hold up in court, as long as you can prove to be out of the country when it happens.”

Mohammed furrowed his bushy eye-brows, “As I said, the bomb is ready, ‘Ahmed the German’ can load it into the van himself and Rahman will do the wiring. There is no need for me to meet with them again, perhaps I should pay some friends in London a visit for a few weeks.”

“That would be best,” replied Khalid, “and it would be wise to leave as soon as you get back. You also need to destroy your cell-phone and get a new one, the CIA have been monitoring it, I’ve already got rid of mine. I’ll message you my new number when I have it.”

They often used an internet chat room to communicate, Khalid logging on anonymously from a different cafe each time.

“I’m afraid that I too have troubling news,” said Mohammed, he tapped the pipe on the edge of the ashtray. “One of our camps in Somalia was raided, all were killed. Do you know anything of it?”

Khalid knew better than to lie to Mohammed, “Yes, I’m afraid I knew of the mission.”

“And yet you did nothing to stop it?” Mohammed rose from the table and started pacing by the fireplace.

“I had no choice, believe me. The CIA was running the operation, if I warned you then it would have alerted them and jeopardised everything we have worked for. I couldn’t do that. What would you have done?”

Mohammed stared into the fire for a while before replying, “Exactly what you did. As usual you did the right thing old friend. But all the same, a lot of good men died that day.”

“I know, it was a great loss. It is up to us now to make sure that their deaths were not in vain, as Allah wills it.”

“Of course, you are right” replied Mohamed, “the jihad is all that matters now. What about the grenades and rifles?”

“All checked and in good working order, I’ve hidden them in the attic for now.”

Mohammed scratched his beard, “The truck, did you build the compartment as we discussed?”

“Exactly as you described,” Khalid replied, “my welding may not be as good as yours, but it will hold, you’ll see in the morning.”

Mohammed turned to face him, arms behind his back.

“And how about Abdul, is he well?” Mohammed smiled and gave a little shake of the head. “I haven’t seen him for years?”

“Not good I’m afraid,” Khalid looked Mohammed in the eye, “he died this afternoon.”

“How did it happen?”

Khalid explained how Kalpar had fled from the GSU and been shot.

“And yet again you did nothing to stop it?” Mohammed stood up and threw the chair against the wall. The base of the seat fell out and clattered on the floor, one of the legs snapped. “He was one of my oldest friends and a supporter of the cause.”

Khalid looked towards the bedrooms, but the young recruits obviously knew better than to disturb them.

“He supported anyone willing to pay the price, you know that.” Khalid paused and chose his next words carefully, “Kalpar would have talked and blown the whole operation.”

Mohammed leant on the table and stared down at him, “Abdul would never have spoken a word to anyone, no matter what they did to him. You didn’t know him like I did.”

“If there was any way to warn him I would have, you must believe me.” Khalid held his wide-eyed stare, waiting for him to make his move.

Mohammed looked ready to kill but then his expression softened.

“I believe you, Khalid, if you say you had no choice, then you didn’t. May his soul rest in peace.” He returned to the hearth, “Is there anything else I should know?”

“No,” said Khalid, deciding to keep his encounter with Roxy to himself, “and for what it is worth, may I apologise for the loss of your friend.”

“We all choose our own destiny my friend,” said Mohammed, stirring the embers before throwing another log on the fire.


CHAPTER FIFTEEN

Muthaiga Suburb, Nairobi

August 2nd, 1998

The following morning Khalid rose early to use the shower before the others awoke, he had slept little in the strange and uncomfortable bed. How much the CIA really knew was eating at him more and more. They could be playing him, already know who he was, if that was the case then they were all doomed.

Feeling a bit more refreshed he dressed and made his way to the kitchen. Mohammed was already up and cooking omelettes.

I trust you slept well?” said Mohammed.

His eye-sockets were dark and hollow, just like Khalid’s own reflection in the bathroom mirror.

“Fine, thanks,” said Khalid, “and you?”

“I dreamt of angels and didn’t wake until first light,” replied Mohammed. He flipped the egg in the pan expertly.

Khalid wished that Mohammed wouldn’t keep up the wizened philosopher act when they were alone together. He was wondering what to say when the ‘chosen ones’ entered the room. At least Mohammed could cook, the eggs were delicious, Khalid wolfed them down as quickly as the others.

“We shouldn’t waste any more time,” said Mohammed when they were finished cleaning up. “Let’s get started.”

Mohammed’s arrival was timed so that they would have the whole Sunday to ready the truck, and Khalid wouldn’t be missed from work. They were going to be pushed for time with so much to do.

Khalid went in through the side door and turned on the garage lights. Mohammed unlocked the padlock and rolled open the back of the Nissan, it was crammed full of boxes, barely an inch gap around the sides and top.

“This is going to take longer than I thought,” grunted Khalid.

“Don’t worry, its only toilet paper,” Mohammed threw him a box.

The four of them formed a chain and soon the truck was empty, the boxes stacked against the wall, Khalid noticed that the last one was considerably heavier than the others.

Mohammed climbed in and pulled back the protective rubber mat, there was a 4ft x 3ft hatch cut into the floor.

“Nassir, bring me the tools,” Mohammed squatted next to the opening.

Nassir returned from the front of the Nissan with a small leather tool-bag, faded and cracked, and handed it to him. Mohammed undid the buckle and rummaged inside. Pulling out a screwdriver he used it to unfasten the cover, revealing the hidden compartment beneath. Small wooden crates filled the void and disappeared under the floor towards the cab.

“Here, take this,” Mohammed held on to the box for a second before letting Khalid have it, “but be careful, there is enough explosive in that one alone to blow this whole place to kingdom come.”

Khalid carefully carried the 2ft x 1ft crate over to the workbench and put it down on the floor as gently as he could. Nassir and Fahim followed suit, the three of them taking boxes in turn from Mohammed.

“That’s all of them,” said Mohammed finally, dragging himself out from the bed of the truck. Khalid counted twenty sealed crates in total.

“Put the powder and detonating chord with the rest,” said Mohammed, signalling to Fahim with a flick of his head.

Fahim took the final box Khalid had unloaded from the pile against the wall and put it with the stack of explosives.

Mohammed quickly replaced the hatch and screwed it back down at the corners before hiding it again with the mat.

“Ok, let’s get them back in,” he instructed, staying inside to restack the dummy cargo.

After reloading the Nissan, Khalid opened the garage so that Mohammed could reverse out and bring the other truck in.

Khalid scouted the perimeter to make sure they weren’t being watched. Nobody in sight, but he could hear the sound of a lawnmower being used next door. Good, it would disguise the noise they were making changing the vehicles over.

Once the Toyota was parked inside he shut the door and sealed them in again. Fahim opened the cardboard box and placed the contents on the bench in a neat line.

“What’s in those,” Khalid pointed to the two rice-sacks.

“Potassium nitrate and aluminium powder,” replied Mohammed, “we combine them with sulphur to make the flash powder. Fahim will rig a switch under the dashboard connected to a battery under the seat. When the switch is pressed it will send a spark to ignite the mixture, kaboom,” Mohammed laughed, “the TNT explodes and blows everybody to hell.”

“You mean the infidels,” Khalid corrected him for the sake of Fahim and Nassir.

“Yes, of course,” Mohammed’s face turned serious, “for the courageous shall receive martyrdom and acceptance into the kingdom of God, where their every pleasure and desire shall be fulfilled. Fahim and Nassir will be spoken about for centuries to come.”

“As Allah wishes,” responded the boys in unison.

Despite Mohammed’s bravado Khalid couldn’t see him blowing himself up. Mohammed thought of himself as the general, sending cannon fodder to the slaughter in the name of Islam.

Mohammed levered open the first crate, Khalid could see a layer of coke cans lying on their side.

“How much explosive is there in each one?”

“Five pounds,” replied Mohammed.

“Shall I bring us some sandwiches?” There was a pleading tone in Nassir’s voice.

Khalid looked at his watch, he hadn’t realised the time, it was almost twelve o’clock, “Good idea, we could all do with some lunch and it is time for prayers.”

It was noon, signifying Al-Thohor, the second of their five daily rituals, set aside to express gratitude, ask forgiveness, or pray for something special. Khalid prayed for success and hoped the others were doing the same.

After eating they began the painstaking process of mixing the flash powder and pouring it through a funnel into the empty cans. Fahim wired them together as they were placed into the bed of the Toyota. He then ran a longer wire through a hole drilled in the compartment underneath the vehicle to the cab. Using gaffa tape, he stuck the switch under the glove box and connected it to the bomb.

The final wire he ran under the carpet to the spare battery Khalid had placed under the seat but didn’t connect it to the terminals, that would be completed just before they left.

“It’s done,” he said folding the seat back down.

“Just be careful when you’re driving, Fahim,” said Mohammed, “one big bump and the flash powder will ignite.”

*****

Complying with the order of Allah, the four of them took part in morning prayers two hours before sunrise the next day. Their mats orientated towards Mecca, just east of north, the furniture pushed back to accommodate them all on the living room floor.

Khalid went through the motions automatically, his thoughts on the day ahead, the CIA’s on-going investigation foremost in his mind.

It was going to take all his self-control to get through the week at work. Although he wouldn’t admit it to Mohammed, Khalid knew that the Americans were not going to be easy to fool.

Khalid touched his forehead to the niche in the Persian rug for the last time and placed his hands on his thighs. He waited for Mohammed to rise before getting up himself and stowing the mat in his holdall.

“I need to leave,” Mohammed threw the rucksack over his shoulder, “the others will be getting restless and I want to get back to the camp before nightfall.”

They followed him outside to the stationary Nissan in the driveway, Fahim started sobbing.

“Why do you cry?” Mohammed had his hand on the truck door.

“Because, this is the last time, I will see, ustadh,” stammered Fahim, between outbursts.

“That is not true, we shall meet again in paradise where you shall be seated above me, next to Allah himself,” Mohammed threw his bag into the cab and hugged him. “You must be strong, Fahim.”

Khalid caught Mohammed peering at him over Fahim’s shoulder. The look said what they both were thinking, Fahim was losing faith.

“I’ll be ok,” Fahim broke free from Mohammed. He wiped his dripping nose with the sleeve of the thawb he was wearing, “I just can’t help thinking about how Aisha will cope on her own.”

“Don’t worry, we will make sure that she is well looked after, as I promised. Aisha will be honoured and respected by all as the sister of a Shaheed.” Mohammed held Fahim’s head in his hands, “One who has given his life in the war against the infidels.”

Fahim was one of the few ‘soldiers of Islam’, as Mohammed referred to them, who had living relatives. Fahim was from Palestine, his parents died in a random Israeli missile attack in the Gaza Strip, but his younger sister survived, bound to a wheelchair for life.

“I will carry out my duty as Allah wishes,” Fahim pulled his shoulders back and puffed his pigeon chest out proudly.

Fahim sounded like he was trying to convince himself rather than Mohammed.

“May peace be with you,” Mohammed kissed his forehead.

“And with you,” Fahim wiped away his tears.

“Remember what the Koran tells us,” Mohammed turned to Nassir, “martyrdom is the only guarantee of passage to God’s kingdom.”

Khalid looked away, it wasn’t a literal translation, the title ‘Shaheed’ actually meant ‘Witness’. The term was originally applied to anyone dying in the way of Islam, bearing witness to the fact that Allah was the one true God, and that Muhammad was his messenger.

Khalid understood that Mohammed, and other Islamic leaders, twisted the word of Allah to suit their purposes. It meant little to him, as long as it helped to get the job done.

“Please, leave us,” commanded Mohammed when he was finished geeing up Nassir. “I wish to speak with Khalid before I go.”

The boys obeyed and disappeared back into the house, leaving Khalid stood with Mohammed next to the open door of the truck.

“Make sure you watch Fahim closely,” said Mohammed, “and keep safe.”

“Don’t worry, I will,” Khalid replied, “and may Allah bestow his blessings on your journey and the task ahead of you.”

“And on yours,” Mohammed grabbed him in a bear hug and kissed Khalid firmly on both cheeks.

“As Allah wishes,” replied Khalid.

Mohammed stepped on the running board and slid into the driver’s seat. He closed the door and rolled down the window, the mechanism squeaked.

“Ah, Khalid,” said Mohammed, tapping his head as if having just remembered something, “I almost forgot.”

“Yes, Mohammed?” Khalid knew from the change in his expression that this wasn’t going to be good.

“If you keep any more secrets from me then you can forget worrying about the CIA, I will kill you myself.”

Mohammed started the truck and revved the motor, drowning out Khalid’s reply.

Khalid opened the gates and the Nissan reversed out on to Muthaiga Road. He stood alone in the dark for a long time before the anger subsided.


CHAPTER SIXTEEN

GSU Headquarters, Nairobi

August 3rd, 1998

Clarissa passed a rusty tin-shack with a hand-painted sign, ‘THIKA ROAD AUTO TYRES’. A couple of used tyres stuck to the roof and a hubcap dangling from the rickety porch demonstrated the fact. Presumably put there for the large percentage of the Kenyan population that couldn’t read. The shack was set back from the road in a row of similar style establishments.

The only premises open at this hour was the shop next door, ‘EMMA DANIELS CREATIONS’, a bakery and cake decorating school. A pregnant woman negotiated the bead curtain in the doorway, she carried a basket of baguettes in one hand and used the other to steady a bag of rice on her head.

Clarissa turned her attention back to the road as the GSU compound appeared on her left, raised up behind an embankment. She could see the roofs that belonged to the staff accommodation, row upon row of identical Nissan huts, which ended at the entrance. She took the exit and pulled up outside the security post.

“Papers, please,” the guard held out his hand, the other stayed firmly on the grip of a Heckler & Koch, finger resting on the trigger guard, safety off.

He checked her papers thoroughly, “Would you mind stepping out of the vehicle please.”

It soon became clear that the GSU guards were nothing like the ones at the embassy, he tucked her ID in his breast pocket and opened the door for her.

Clarissa waited whilst they did a thorough check of the Suzuki, impressed with what she saw.

“Sorry for the inconvenience,” the guard handed back her papers.

Clarissa got back in and cocked her ear to the open window, wishing she could understand what the guard was saying as he spoke softly into his headset. Considering her father’s roots, she really should try to learn at least one of the major Kenyan dialects. Maybe Luo, like her ancestors, it was meant to be the third largest ethnic group after all. It might even make the old man happy, for a while at least.

“Not a problem,” she replied, “good to see people taking their work seriously.”

The barrier was raised, presumably by somebody hidden behind the tinted window of the guard post.

The guard dismissed her compliment with a wave of his machine-gun, “Move on.”

Clarissa drove in past the busy parade ground and pulled up under the visitors’ carport outside the main building. There was a large compliment of GSU troops lined up in drill formation being addressed by Commander Tanui. Clarissa stood under a large chestnut tree at the edge of the square and waited for them to finish.

Tanui turned to address the men, Clarissa noticed there wasn’t one woman within their ranks, “These are troubling times. We have dark forces working against us, I expect you to do your duty and be on full alert at all times. Any man found slacking, or not making the grade, will be dealt with severely.”

Tanui nodded to the sergeant stood beside him and saluted the troops.

“Company, eyes front!”

The sergeant screamed the order and as one the men returned the salute, it sounded like one large clap as they returned their arms to their sides.

“Present arms,” each officer lifted their rifle off the ground and held it so that the tip of the barrel was level with their chest.

“Shoulder arms.”

Clarissa was impressed with the synchronisation, and the red berets looked as good on the GSU as they did on troops back home. The sergeant dismissed the men and the parade ground became a sprawling mess within seconds as the officers went their separate ways. Tanui walked over to her.

“What did you think, Agent May?” Tanui held out his hand, “Are we as well drilled as your Rangers, or Marines?”

“Impressive, Commander,” Clarissa returned the handshake

Tanui grinned, “We do our best. Now, shall we go inside.”

Clarissa struggled to keep up with Tanui as he marched off towards the building, “Do you have a parade every morning?”

“No,” replied Tanui, “it’s normally reserved for special occasions, we deemed that events of late were important enough to warrant it today.”

They walked along the covered path and went in through the double doors. The machine started beeping as Tanui strode through the metal-detector without stopping, Clarissa decided to follow suit.

“Hold it there, please!”

Clarissa stopped at the foot of the staircase and turned to look at the officer.

“Are you carrying a weapon?”

“Is there a problem?” Clarissa pulled back her shirt to reveal the hip-holster and badge.

“All visitors must hand in their weapons.” He pointed to a poster on the wall above his head, “Its GSU policy.”

Clarissa looked for support but Tanui shrugged.

“Thank-you, madam,” he stashed her Glock under the counter and grabbed a clipboard. “If you could just sign here I’ll make sure you get it back when you leave.”

Clarissa noticed that hers was the only entry on the blank document before following Tanui upstairs to his office.

“Please, come in,” said Tanui.

The Commander took a seat behind an antique mahogany desk with a green leather top, faded with years of use.

Much like her pokey desk back at Langley it was piled high with case-files and reports. The walls were adorned with framed photographs of Tanui meeting various dignitaries.

Carissa was drawn to one of him meeting ex-President Bush and his wife. Although the man in the background had his arm up, covering most of his face, Clarissa was almost certain it was Stern.

Tanui smiled, “Have a seat.” He waited for her to get comfortable, “I’ve been asked by the President to give you unlimited access of our facility and to put all our resources at your disposal. That said, whilst you are here I would like to keep the disruption to a minimum. The men are not used to having a woman around to distract them, you will be accompanied at all times and some areas will remain off-limits. You will only make necessary contact with staff and generally leave them alone so that they can get on with their work. If you are found on your own in a restricted area, then you will be removed from the facility. Is that clear?”

“Crystal,” Clarissa gave him her sweetest smile, “I can see we’re going to get along like a house on fire.”

“Good,” Tanui stopped smiling, “what are the CIA’s plans now that you’ve lost Kalpar?”

“Now that we’ve lost Kalpar? I think your guys can take full credit for that.” Tanui glared at her, Clarissa realised she had gone too far, “Anyway, the CIA is capable of making its own cock-ups. The team in Dar-es-Salaam has managed to lose track of Odeh, he’s been missing since Friday morning.”

When she was eating breakfast back at the Norfolk, Clarissa had decided to come clean regarding Odeh. Lacking in resources she would need the GSU’s help if he was already in Nairobi.

“Shit!” Tanui sounded concerned, “With Kalpar gone we are running out of suspects. Where was Odeh last seen?”

“Driving east out of Dar-es-Salaam towards Morogoro, we’re not sure which way he went from there but Odeh ended up in Nairobi. He made one call from his cell-phone here on Saturday evening.”

Clarissa had stopped off at the Embassy and used the RSO’s secure line on the way there, she called Miller to check the trace on Odeh’s cell-phone. Miller was leading the away team in Dar-es-Salaam. 

Commander Tanui nodded, “We’ll put out an APB straight away and send men to the main border crossings.”

“Thank-you, Commander, your assistance is duly noted,” Clarissa replied. “I’d like to see the autopsy report on Kalpar and take a look at his home, if that’s ok?”

“The coroner’s report won’t be ready for a few days, but I can send someone with you to Kalpar’s house, it’s over in Groganville Estate, near to the Dutch Embassy.”

“That would be great, but we’re going to need that medical report ASAP, there’s something I need to be sure of.”

Tanui frowned, “What’s that, Agent May?”

“I’d rather not stay at this stage, just a theory I’m working on,” she was looking for any kind of reaction in his eyes but didn’t get one, “I’ll be sure to let you know if it comes to anything.”

“Very well,” Tanui stood up. “I’ll take you to meet Captain Nbeke, he’ll assist you in any way possible.”

Clarissa went with him down to the front desk.

“You can get your gun back now,” said Tanui, “If it was up to me you could have kept it.”

“Thanks,” Clarissa holstered her weapon, “I appreciate that.”

The Commander addressed the desk clerk, “Jozi, where’s Captain Nbeke at the moment?”

The clerk pulled another clipboard from under the desk and folded over to the second page, he ran his finger down it and stopped near the bottom.

“He’s currently down on the firearms course undergoing his six-month review,” he looked up at Tanui, “I can have someone fetch him if you like.”

“I’d rather go over there and take a look if that’s ok?” Clarissa’s professional interest was awakened, she wanted to see how the GSU facility compared to ‘Saigon Alley’ back at Langley.

Tanui hesitated, then shrugged, “Sure, why not. I guess you must have something similar back in the States?”

“I guess we do,” Clarissa smiled, she was warming to the Commander.

Clarissa followed Tanui across the parking lot to the access road where they stopped to let a car pass, it disappeared around the bend.

“Where does that go?”

“To the leisure complex,” replied Tanui, “there’s a pool and gym down there that you’re welcome to use. We also have our own athletics field and running track over near the sleeping quarters. But most of the men use the pitch to play football, or cricket.”

“You guys play cricket?” Clarissa thought that was a British and Indian thing.

“Yes, it is a very popular sport here in Kenya, a bit like your baseball,” he grinned.

“Believe me, cricket is nothing like baseball,” replied Clarissa.

She’d tried to watch the sport a couple of times on TV, nothing seemed to happen for ages and then after playing for days it ended up in a draw. Clarissa couldn’t see the point.

They crossed over to the two-storey block on the other side of the road. Function ruled over aesthetics throughout the GSU facility and this building was no exception, a square-cut rectangle with a pitched roof and two gable ends. Tanui led her along the side of the building to the entrance.

“We can watch from the observation deck,” Tanui opened the door for her, “the instructors and the rest of Nbeke’s squad should be up there.”

“Thanks,” Clarissa hoped this wasn’t going to take too long, the clock was literally ticking. They went upstairs to what appeared to be a large classroom, complete with blackboard, projector and seats with flip-down tables. The only difference being that the right-hand wall was replaced with floor to ceiling bulletproof Perspex.

A dozen or so GSU officers, dressed in fatigues, were stood staring intently out the window. As Clarissa and Tanui walked over to join them she heard a muffled double-tap. A short stocky officer with a fluorescent yellow band on his arm noticed their approach and headed over to cut them off.

Tanui introduced her, “Staff-Sergeant, this is Agent May of the CIA, she’s going to be with us for a while.”

“Pleased to have you here,” replied the instructor, he tucked his notes under his arm and offered his hand.

“Thank you for letting me observe, Sergeant, I guess you don’t get many visitors,” she did her best to shake his shovel size hand.

“You’d be right about that,” he smiled, “come and take a look.”

Clarissa went with him to the window. The scene outside looked like something out of a war-zone, just like the last part of the course on the CST programme. An assortment of burnt out cars, trucks and other vehicles littered the area. On the far side of the compound was an old school bus riddled with bullet holes, behind it a row of shipping containers. To the left of the wrecked vehicles were two large hangers and a series of other smaller buildings. If anything, the course looked bigger than the one she was used to, and more difficult, there was a lot more open ground to cover.

“We’re looking for Captain Nbeke,” said Tanui peering out over the empty course.

“He should be coming out of the hanger any time now if he’s going to have a chance of beating the course record.”

Nbeke burst out the hanger on the right and rolled to a crouch behind a white sedan. A target popped up in one of the windows of the bus to Nbeke’s left. He dropped it instantly and sprinted across to the charred remains of what was once a petrol tanker. He slid underneath the vehicle and disappeared for a moment.

A barrage of shots was fired from a concrete bunker Clarissa had missed to the right, they riddled the top of the tanker, sparks flying off the metal as they hit.

Clarissa’s jaw dropped open, “You guys are using live rounds?”

“Helps to make it realistic,” the staff sergeant grinned and revealed the gap where his front two teeth used to be, “and it keeps the men on their toes.”

Clarissa could see that they were aiming well above him, but still, there must be some inevitable accidents.

“The desk-clerk said that this was his six-monthly review,” she glanced at the sergeant, “do all the officers have to do that?”

“Yes, plus pass the physical and psychological evaluation, otherwise they’re put on desk duty until they do.”

Now Clarissa really was impressed, the GSU’s training and fail-safes were sophisticated, she was only expected to re-take the firearms test once a year.

“Excuse me, he’s almost finished,” the sergeant caught hold of the stopwatch dangling from his neck.

They watched Nbeke take out the final two targets on the run as he headed for the flagpole. He raised a red pendant and a claxon sounded signifying the end of the exercise.

“Did he beat the record,” said Clarissa, leaning over the instructor’s shoulder.

“No, he missed it by twelve seconds, but it doesn’t matter,” replied the sergeant.

“Why not?”

The instructor grinned, “Nbeke’s held the record for the last two years.”


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

Kalpar Residence, Nairobi

August 3rd, 1998

David pressed the button on the intercom for the third time, but the house looked empty through the wrought-iron gates. He got back in the Peugeot and turned to Clarissa.

“Maybe we should have called first,” as he said it the gates started to open, he grinned, “or maybe not.”

“Not bad,” said Clarissa.

“No, not bad at all,” replied David, shaking his head. The grounds were the largest they’d passed on Riverside Drive, bigger than the Ugandan embassy next door.

“I thought that the Commander mentioned the Dutch Embassy,” said Clarissa, “where’s that?”

“That’s on Riverside Lane, which is behind these properties.” David pointed to the left of the house, “I guess it’s over there somewhere.”

The sprawling two-storey red-brick building fell just short of being a mansion. Russian ivy spread from the corners of the house and covered a third of the building in red and green leaves.

Oleander hedges lined the long driveway, ending in a turning circle that David estimated could easily fit twenty cars. A stone wall bordered the parking area, behind which a couple of ponies were grazing in the paddock under the shade of one of the large oak trees.

To the right of the entrance was a stable-block and a couple of other outbuildings, including a garage and guest cottage that both appeared to be miniature versions of the main building.

A beefy Italian sports car was parked near the entrance, David pulled up beside it in his crumpled 504. He looked down at the shiny Maserati with its enormous alloys. David patted the dashboard lovingly, he would take the Peugeot any day, built to last on Kenya’s unforgiving roads with its raised suspension and simple mechanics. The old car had guts and had survived the abuse David dished out on a regular basis. It reminded him that he was due to visit his mother and Kiira that evening.

“Looks like the hired help,” said Clarissa.

David turned his attention to the front porch. Presumably the maid, grey knee-length dress with a white apron over the top. She waited for them between the marble pillars.

“Come on then,” David pulled the handle and bumped the door hard with his shoulder.

A scrape with a mini-bus taxi in rush hour had made it difficult to open. David was in no hurry to have the dent fixed, bumps were commonplace in Nairobi and there would soon be another.

“Good morning, I’m from the GSU. We’re looking for Mrs Kalpar,” David held out his badge. “Is she home?”

“What is it regarding,” the maid inspected his ID, “Captain Nbeke?”

David guessed that she must be short-sighted by the way she peered at his badge.

“I’m afraid that it’s a very personal matter that I can only discuss with Mrs Kalpar,” he replied. “It’s regarding her husband. Could we see her please?”

The maid’s face hardened at the mention of the word ‘husband’, “Wait here, I’ll see if Mrs Kalpar is available.”

David held her arm to stop her going back inside, “Please tell her that it’s a matter of national security involving Mr Kalpar and we insist on talking to her.”

The maid pulled away from him, but the rabbit-in-the-headlights look said that she got the message. Two minutes later she was at the door.

“Mrs Kalpar?”

“Yes,” she said, hands on hips, “what’s all this about? Abdul’s not in trouble again, is he?”

David didn’t know what he was expecting, but it wasn’t this, Mrs Kalpar looked like she just stepped out of Vogue magazine. Thick blonde hair held up in a high pony-tail showed off her graceful neck-line and dainty ears. It also drew attention to the sky-blue eyes and pouting lips. The short tennis skirt and skin-tight top did nothing to hide her toned body, not a blemish on her long golden legs. David guessed she must be mid-twenties. Kalpar was what, nearly seventy, like the prison warden had said, money definitely talks.

“I’m afraid we’ve got some bad news,” Clarissa nudged him, “would you mind if we come inside?”

“And you are?” Mrs Kalpar raised an eyebrow as she gave Clarissa the once over.

David thought that Clarissa, dressed in khaki shorts and matching shirt, open over a white vest, and desert boots, actually looked better than her but Mrs Kalpar didn’t appear to agree.

“Agent May, of the CIA.”

Clarissa’s arm touched his as she leant past him to show Mrs Kalpar her ID, it made the hairs on David’s forearm stand to attention.

“Whatever Abdul’s been up to it’s got nothing to do with me, and he’s not here at the moment,” she put one hand on the door to block their entry. “You’ll just have to come back when he is.”

David found his voice, “I’m afraid he won’t be coming home, Mrs Kalpar, that’s why we’re here.”

“Oh,” she frowned, “I suppose you had better come in then.”

They followed her inside and across the spacious entrance hall towards a large stepped-down living area. David was hypnotised by the seductive swagger of her tight buttocks pushing against the semi-transparent material. She sat down on one of three cream leather sofas that surrounded an ornate glass coffee table. She didn’t offer them a seat.

“Is it ok if we sit down?” Clarissa made herself comfortable on the sofa opposite Kalpar’s widow. David sat next to her.

“If you must.” She examined a brightly coloured fingernail, “You said that Abdul wouldn’t be coming home. Have you arrested him?”

“I’m afraid your husband was killed yesterday resisting arrest outside his warehouse in Kariba,” replied David.

“Sorry, where?”

“Kariba Industrial Estate,” he could see the name meant nothing to her, “it’s in Nairobi, just south of the train station.

“Oh, so that’s where it is.” She must have read his puzzled expression, “He would never tell me, of course. Said he wanted to protect me, protect himself more like, the selfish bastard never did trust me.”

“So, you knew what your husband did for a living?” Clarissa asked what David was thinking.

“If you mean did I know he sold guns for a living, then yes. How many, and who to, I have no idea, he was very secretive, but then I guess you have to be in his line of work. I never questioned him,” she waved her arm across the room, “it paid for all this.”

Clarissa frowned, “You didn’t care where the money was coming from?”

“Don’t be silly,” Mrs Kalpar shook her head. “Why would I?”

“If you don’t mind me saying, Mrs Kalpar, you don’t seem very shook up by his death,” said David, “I’m guessing that you and Mr Kalpar weren’t very close?”

“I don’t mind at all, darling,” she crossed her legs, the skirt rode up high enough to see her lace panties. “Obviously we weren’t close, I mean, did you meet the man?”

“I never had the pleasure, Mrs Kalpar,” said David, “Are you saying that your relationship with Mr Kalpar was purely a financial one?”

“Not entirely,” she smiled, “He gave me money and I gave him sex. Nothing in this world is free Captain. I thought you would know that, being a policeman.”

“When did you last see your husband?” Clarissa asked.

Mrs Kalpar thought about it for a moment, “I guess it would have been Saturday morning about eleven o’clock, just before I went shopping. He was sat over there reading the paper.” She pointed to an armchair next to the open fireplace.

“And you didn’t think it strange that he didn’t come home that evening?” said Clarissa.

“I was out late myself on Saturday night. I didn’t know that he wasn’t here until Sunday morning and didn’t show for breakfast. I just assumed he must have pulled some tart and not come home.” She looked at David, “We had a very open relationship and slept in separate bedrooms, most of the time.”

“Did he ever talk about his business, bring colleagues here, or do any work from home?” said Clarissa.

David realised that Clarissa was about as interested in Mrs Kalpar’s sex-life as he was.

“I told you, he kept his business to himself, we never spoke about it.” She flattened the hem of her skirt, “But he spent a lot of time working in his study upstairs.”

Clarissa stood up, “Would you mind if we take a look?”

“Not at all,” she shrugged. “It’s locked though and only Abdul has...had the key. You might have to break the door down.”

The way she looked at him was beginning to make David feel uncomfortable.

“Does it look like any of these,” David produced the keys they’d found in Kalpar’s pocket and held them out to her.

“It might be that one,” she pointed, “but I’m not sure, you’ll just have to try them. I’ll have Margaret show you where it is, once you’re finished you can let yourselves out.”

“You’re not staying?” said Clarissa.

“Not unless you have any more boring questions? I’m late for a tennis lesson,” she looked at David, “I don’t dress like this for fun you know.”

*****

“Can you believe that woman,” said Clarissa, once they were alone together in Kalpar’s study. “She was actually flirting with you.”

“Was she?” David rummaged through the desk drawers, “I didn’t notice.”

“Don’t give me that bull,” she slapped his arm, “I saw you undressing her with your eyes.”

“That wouldn’t have taken long.”

Clarissa laughed, and David joined in.

“And off to play tennis? I bet the coach is getting a right good seeing to.” She grabbed a ledger from one of the shelves, “Come on, we’ve got work to do.”

David routed through the desk but found nothing of interest. He moved on to the filing cabinet whilst Clarissa worked her way through the rest of the documents on the shelves.

After an hour and a half of searching, each of them concentrating on the task in hand, it was Clarissa who broke the silence.

“All I can find is admin stuff, electricity bills, hotel receipts, bank statements, that kind of thing, mostly to do with the house. There’s nothing that’s of any use.”

“Same here,” he replied. “There’s nothing that mentions sales or clients anywhere. No inventory, or record of stock of any kind, not even a lousy bullet.”

“Seems like Mr Kalpar kept a tidy ship,” said Clarissa, “I don’t think we’re going to find anything here.”

“We’ve been through everything.” David surveyed the room, the shelves were bare and the drawers of the filing cabinet empty, paperwork spread all around them on the desk and floor.

“Safe,” Clarissa clicked her fingers. “A guy like Kalpar must have had a safe, or deposit box of some kind.”

“Well it’s not in here,” said David, they’d checked behind the few paintings hung on the walls.

“Let’s check the other rooms.”

Kalpar’s study was at the top of the wide sweeping staircase, bang in the middle of the two wings that went off at forty-five-degree angles to the landing. The house cupped the shimmering pool that the bedrooms overlooked, patio doors and an open terrace connected them.

“You take that side,” David went one way and Clarissa the other.

Half an hour later and David had finished a quick search of the three bedrooms and connecting bathrooms. The first two were guest bedrooms and devoid of any personal items, the last was a huge master bedroom. Mrs Kalpar’s, judging by the assortment of designer outfits and French underwear in the walk-in-wardrobe.

“Find anything?” David already knew the answer from her glum expression.

“Not a thing,” she went back into the study and re-appeared with a letter from Kalpar’s bank. She pointed to the top corner, “Do you know where this is?”

David looked at the address, “Chase Bank, that’s over on Mama Ngina Street, next to the cinema.”

“Well, why are we standing here?”

David locked Kalpar’s study and followed her downstairs, “Shall we search the ground floor?”

She shook her head, “Waste of time, if Kalpar kept anything here it would have been in his study or bedroom. I can’t see him leaving something around for Barbie to find. Let’s check the bank and then head over to the hospital, see how Kalpar’s side-kick is doing. Maybe he’s ready to talk.”

“Ok,” said David, “but what are you hoping to find at the bank? We’ve been through all his statements.”

They had searched for details of transfers or foreign deposits, but the itemised transactions were the usual direct debits and payments to local companies.

“His safe, dummy.” She stopped at the bottom of the stairs and looked over her shoulder, “If it’s not here then it must be at the bank.”


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

Downtown, Nairobi

August 3rd, 1998

David turned left up City-Hall Way and joined the queue of traffic waiting to use the roundabout at the junction with Parliament Road. Most of the vehicles were coaches turning right.

“Bloody tourists.” David glanced at Clarissa, “Sorry.”

“Where are they all headed?”

“The Jomo Kenyatta Mausoleum.” David hitched his thumb over his shoulder, “It’s over there behind that line of trees.”

“He was the first President, right? Before Moi took over.” Clarissa stuck her head out the window and craned her neck to see the national landmark.

“Yeah,” David let out a sigh, “those were the days.”

Clarissa looked over at him, “Were you even born? I thought Kenyatta died in 1978?”

David smiled, “I had just turned three when Moi came to power, but my father used to speak highly of Kenyatta. He allowed Kikuyu people to reclaim their land after the British left, that’s how my dad got the farm.”

He felt the boiling-pot of emotions stir as an image of his father lounging by the campfire flashed through his brain.

“I’m guessing you don’t like Moi much? I read an article in the Washington Times last December about election violence. It mentioned rumours that Kikuyus were being kept away from the ballot polls by police, some kept in detention camps until the voting was over.”

“Not just rumours,” David shook his head, “and a lot of people were killed as well, up near Eldoret in the rift valley.” He saw the look she gave him, “I found out that it was true earlier this year.”

“How the hell can you work for a government that oppresses your people? You’re actually one of the enforcers of his regime.”

David braked to avoid the car that cut in front of them, “Do you support all your government’s policies? We’re just doing a job, Kenya still needs a police force and Moi won’t be around forever, his days are numbered. Anyway, how come you’re so interested in Kenyan politics?”

“My pa is from Kenya, originally. My grandmother remarried and left when he was five for the States.”

“Really, what tribe is he from?”

Someone coming the other way stopped to let the car in front turn into Jomo Kenyatta Monument and then they started to move again.

“Luo, from up near Lake Victoria.” Clarissa must have spotted the sign for the monument, “Hey, I thought we just passed that.”

David laughed, the stretch of road looked identical with another roundabout coming up, “No, this one’s the monument, the other one is the mausoleum.”

Traffic eased once they passed the attractions and David took the first exit onto Wabera Street, part of the commercial district.

They were surrounded on both sides by low-rise blocks, parades of shops along the ground floors and offices above. The pavement in front of the buildings was covered to provide some shade for the milling pedestrians.

David found a space outside the small commercial centre on the intersection with Mama Ngina Street. Chase Bank was on the corner in front of them, posters filled the windows advertising ‘Inman’ and ‘Islamic Banking’.

Almost midday, the sun burnt his scalp as David and Clarissa crossed the pavement. He pulled the door open and approached the nearest employee, a smartly dressed man in a dark suit, white shirt and crimson coloured tie.

“Good afternoon, sir, how may we help you today?”

David held out his credentials, “I’d like to see the manager please.”

“Do you have an appointment?”

“No, but we need to see him right away regarding one of your clients, a Mr Kalpar,” said David. “Tell him it’s urgent.”

“If you would like to wait over there I’ll find out whether he’s available,” the usher pointed to the sofa that matched his tie.

“Ok,” David replied, “but don’t take too long, it’s a matter of life and death.”

The employee’s mouth opened as if it to say something but then scurried off without a word to the elevator next to the cashiers’ counters. He entered a code into the panel and the doors opened, his arm was shaking as he pressed an unseen button and they closed. David watched the needle go all the way up to the top floor. A few minutes later it was already on its way back down.

He rushed over to them, “Mr Omondi will see you in his office. Please, come with me.”

David and Clarissa rode with him in the oak-panelled elevator to the fourth floor. They walked out into a foyer that spanned the building, light filling the space from windows on either side.

There was a small waiting area next to a set of oak doors, a receptionist sat opposite, she was taking notes whilst speaking into the telephone.

“That’s right, I’m afraid that a week next Thursday is the best I can do. Yes, if there’s a cancellation then I’ll certainly bear you in mind, Mr Chowdry.” She watched them approach, “I’m going to have to go, Mr Omondi has got people waiting.” She paused and smiled into the receiver, “And you Mr Chowdry.”

She kept the phone to her ear and pressed the button on the cradle.

The receptionist glared at David from behind her horn-rimmed spectacles, “I hope this isn’t going to take long, Mr Omondi is very busy.”

David looked around the foyer, empty apart from the pot plants, and turned back to her, “I’m sure he is but it will have to wait.”

She huffed and pressed the intercom with a stubby finger, “Mr Omondi, they’re here now,” she paused, “Ok, I’ll send them through.”

She hung up and pushed her office chair back to stand up.

“This way,” she knocked on the door and opened it for them but didn’t go in.

“Thank you for seeing us, Mr Omondi,” Clarissa stepped in front of David to meet the manager.

He was wearing a charcoal grey suit, tailor-made to fit his chubby frame. He walked to meet them across the spacious office, a panoramic view of the city afforded by the windows on three sides. David could see the twenty-five storey Co-op Building towering above the skyline.

“My pleasure,” he looked at Clarissa, “Mrs?”

“Agent May, CIA.”

“Anything I can do to help the authorities,” his cheeks dimpled as he smiled. Omondi took a brief look at Clarissa’s ID and passed it back. “And you must be Captain Nbeke of the GSU,” he held out his hand, “I understand this is about Mr Kalpar?”

David shook his hand, the palm sweaty, “That’s right, Mr Omondi. We’re investigating Mr Kalpar’s death and looking into his activities. We’d like to ask you a few questions regarding his account, but it shouldn’t take too long.”

“I heard that he was shot by your officers,” the manager indicated they should move to the sofa and chairs huddled together in the corner of the room.

“And just how did you hear that, Mr Omondi? It’s not exactly public knowledge,” Clarissa perched on the arm of one of the chairs.

David stood beside her and Mr Omondi took up most of the double-seater sofa.

“I’m afraid I can’t remember who told me,” he held out his palms and shook his balloon-shaped head.

“But you do know that Kalpar, an illegal arms dealer, was a client of yours,” snapped Clarissa.

“Of course, Agent May, I’m aware that Mr Kalpar had an account with us, an account which will be frozen until funds are handed over to his legal benefactor. But I can assure you I had no knowledge of his business dealings. Part of the service we provide clients such as Mr Kalpar is discretion. We don’t ask questions, that responsibility falls to people such as yourselves.”

David guessed that Mrs Kalpar wasn’t going to be happy about the money being tied up, “Did Kalpar own a safety deposit box, or have anything stored in the vault at the bank?”

“I’m not at liberty to say, Captain,” he smiled, “I’m sure you understand.”

“No, we don’t, Mr Omondi,” Clarissa jumped in. “I’m assuming by not wanting to answer that Kalpar does have some kind of deposit box here at the bank. Now either you take us to it right now, or I’ll have Captain Nbeke here arrest you for obstruction.”

David noticed that the hand dangling by her side was clenched into a fist.

The banker frowned, obviously struggling to make the decision, “You know that you need a court order for something like this?”

“I assure you we can get one, Mr Omondi. But we haven’t got time for all that,” replied Clarissa. “I can’t give you any details but you’re going to have to trust me, many peoples’ lives are depending on our investigation. I’m sure you, or the bank, wouldn’t want to be held accountable for their deaths.”

The manager looked at him, “Is this true Captain Nbeke?”

David nodded.

“I will have to phone my superiors and get authorisation.” He shuffled to the edge of the sofa and pushed himself upright, he appeared to be out of breath, “Would you mind waiting outside for a few minutes?”

“Ok, Mr Omondi,” said Clarissa. “But make sure you explain to them that we will be locking you up if they refuse.”

David and Clarissa waited outside with the usher and the receptionist. Nobody said anything until five minutes later when Omondi came out from his office, looking shaken.

“Henry,” he addressed the usher, “please can you accompany Captain Nbeke and Agent May down to the vault. Have Mr Hazare open Mr Kalpar’s deposit box and make sure that they sign for anything that they remove.”

“Thank you, Mr Omondi,” said Clarissa, “you won’t regret this.”

Omondi sighed, “I already do, Agent May.”

He went back into his office and shut the door.


CHAPTER NINETEEN

Chase Bank, Nairobi

August 3rd, 1998

The assistant manager opened the series of gates leading to the vault using his security fob, they’d left Henry behind in the anti-chamber.

“Please, look away,” instructed Hazare as they stopped in front of the room-sized safe.

David heard a series of nine beeps before the assistant manager gave them the all clear. Hazare turned the giant wheel and pulled the lever, he leant backwards and used his weight to swing the twelve-inch-thick steel door open.

The vault was a large room split up in to aisles of numbered lockers, stacked four high they nearly touched the ceiling. David lost count but there were over a thousand. At the end of each aisle was a metal table with a lit reading light. Hazare led them down the third row and traced the numbers with his finger as he went.

“Here we go,” he tapped the safety deposit box, “this is Mr Kalpar’s, number 361.”

He used a key from a bunch attached to his belt by a nylon cord to open the box.

“I’ll wait over there,” he pointed to the end of the corridor between the lockers. “You can use the table if you wish.”

“I don’t think we’ll need to,” David felt around inside Kalpar’s locker to make sure, “it’s empty.”

“No way,” Clarissa pushed past him to check herself, “Shit!” She turned on Hazare, “Who was the last person to open this and when?”

He blinked, “I’m not sure, I’d have to check the log. The last person I let in was Mr Kalpar, he came in late last Friday afternoon.”

David slammed the locker shut, “Let’s take a look at that log.”

Back in the anti-chamber the assistant manager leafed through the book until he reached a blank page, his fingers trembled.

“Mine was the last entry,” he looked up from the ledger, “But Mr Kalpar was depositing something, he worked at the table for a while and then put everything back in the locker.”

“When you say ‘working’ what exactly do you mean?” said Clarissa.

“Writing,” replied Hazare, “I figured he must be doing his accounts, as he did every week. He put that big green book of his back in the locker.”

“Can I take a look at that?” Clarissa didn’t wait for the answer and snatched the ledger from him. She scanned the last two pages and thrust it back at him. “Who else can access the vault, Mr Hazare?”

Hazare hugged the ledger to his chest, “Only Mr Omondi and I know the code, and even then, we can only open it during normal working hours. The rest of the time it is on automatic lockdown,” he paused, “unless there is a fire, or the system is overridden by head office.”

“And you’re sure Mr Kalpar didn’t clear the locker out when you weren’t looking,” asked David.

Hazare shook his head, “Definitely not, he put the ledger and some clips of money inside before locking it and leaving.”

“He must have had a bag, or briefcase, of some kind, or was he carrying brown paper bags stuffed with cash?”

David was impressed by how quickly Clarissa pieced things together.

“No, he had a briefcase, but it was empty by the time he finished making his deposit, it was lying open on the table, I saw him close it,” Hazare seemed to shrink, “I’m not in any kind of trouble am I.”

“No, Mr Hazare, you haven’t done anything wrong. But what you’re telling me is we don’t know who was last in here, and that it was sometime since last Friday.” She looked around the room, “Do you have CCTV, Mr Hazare?”

“Not down here, only upstairs in the main lobby to cover the entrance and cashiers.”

“Can we take a look at the security tapes for the last few days?” Clarissa headed towards the elevator.

Hazare pressed the button to call it down, “Sure, but they’re not kept here, there’s a live feed linking us to a security company out in Villa Franca.”

“Where the hell’s Villa Franca?”

David answered her, “On the Mombasa Road going south, near the city limits. It’s quite a distance.” He turned to Hazare, “Could you have the tapes sent over to GSU Headquarters?”

“Certainly, I’ll get them couriered over to you this afternoon.”

The elevator arrived, and they went back up to the ground floor. The lobby was full of office workers using their lunch-hour to do some banking.

Clarissa spoke as they got near to the door, “Thanks for all your assistance, Mr Hazare, if there’s anything else you can think of then please let us know.” She took a slim wallet from inside her jacket, “Here’s my card.”

“And if you have any more questions please give me a call, here’s my direct line,” he handed them both business card.

David felt like the poor relation, he nodded to Hazare, “You know where to find me.”

When they were back in the car David turned to Clarissa, “Why didn’t you want to speak to Omondi again? Hazare seems clean and he’s the only other person that’s got a key.”

“So, we’re agreed that Omondi must have opened the safe and either removed the contents, or given somebody else access to do it?” She looked at him, “My money is on the somebody else. Can we find out who he called from his office?”

David thought about it, “Maybe, depends whether he used a cell-phone, direct line, or went through the switchboard. I’ll check with the phone companies and see what I can dig up.”

He started the engine and then looked over at her, “I get the feeling that somebody doesn’t want us to find whatever was in Kalpar’s safe.”

Clarissa spoke through gritted teeth, “Me too.”


CHAPTER TWENTY

General Hospital, Nairobi

August 3rd, 1998

Clarissa poked the Ukrainian’s cheek, but he didn’t flinch. Misha Drotenkov was the name on his driving licence. The hospital had contacted his wife when he was brought in, she was wailing outside in the corridor, four kids in tow.

“Please, don’t touch the patient, Agent May,” the surgeon’s nametag read ‘Dr Singh’. “It won’t do any good, as I told Captain Nbeke on the telephone, Mr Drotenkov may never regain consciousness, he’ll be lucky to survive.”

Clarissa looked at doctor, “If he does wake up, what kind of condition is he going to be in?”

David noticed that the surgeon looked close to exhaustion, huge bags hung from underneath his hooded eye-sockets.

“Upon impact the bullet mushroomed to twice its normal size and fragmented in the right parietal region of the brain. It then traversed the right temporal lobe and the rear of the right frontal lobe, crossed the midline, and ended up in the left frontal lobe.”

“Sorry Doc, you lost me,” said Clarissa. “Would you mind repeating that again in English?”

The surgeon touched his right hand to the back of his head, “The bullet went in here breaking off bits of metal as it punched through the bone.” He turned sideways and drew a line with his finger from the back of his head to above his right eyebrow, “Then it passed through Mr Drotenkov’s brain and ended up lodged behind his right eye. In what’s known as the left frontal lobe, the part that controls emotions and impulses. The bullet is deeply embedded and to try to remove it would cause more damage, so we’ve decided to leave it where it is.”

The surgeon put his hands in the pockets of his white overcoat and looked at Clarissa, who nodded to show that she followed him so far.

“Anyway, that’s not what has caused the TBI...”

David interrupted him, “Sorry Doctor, you’ve lost me this time.”

Clarissa smiled, “Traumatic Brain Injury.”

“That’s correct.” The surgeon yawned before continuing, “As I was saying, the bullet passed through two other key regions of the brain and destroyed most of the tissue. First the right motor and sensory cortex, which controls movement and sensation on the left-hand side of the body, and then the mid-line brain structures that control memory retrieval.”

“So, he’s going to be paralysed down one side and will suffer permanent memory loss,” said Clarissa.

“At best,” replied the surgeon, “nobody has ever survived an injury of this magnitude, not that we know about.”

David looked at the equipment connected to Drotenkov keeping him alive. A tube from the ventilator machine taped to his mouth, he was being fed by a saline drip, and drained by a catheter. An EEG machine monitored the electrical movement in his brain, or lack of it judging by the screen, and another monitor registered the erratic rhythm that his heart was producing. All in all, it didn’t look like the Ukrainian was going to be talking to them any time soon, if ever.

“Shit, another lead down the pan.”

The surgeon cleared his throat.

“Sorry, Doc, but this is getting to be a bad habit.” Clarissa produced a thin smile, “Thanks for your time.”

“No problem, Agent May, but I trust you won’t be offended when I say that I hope I never meet either of you again.”

“Why’s that Doc?”

“Because, Agent May,” he opened the door, “I spend most of my existence trying to patch together the mess that people like you leave behind.”

The police sergeant watching the room moved out of his way and the surgeon walked off down the corridor.

Clarissa looked at David, “I’m starving, is there somewhere around here where we can grab some lunch?”

David nodded reluctantly, “There might be.”

The only place worth eating at for miles around was somewhere he had vowed never to go to again.

As Clarissa walked through the door a red-faced Mrs Drotenkov made a beeline for her.

“Fucking pigs,” she screamed. “How dare you come here? Haven’t you done enough to my poor Misha already?”

Clarissa stepped to one side to avoid the punch thrown at her and grabbed hold of the Ukrainian woman’s arm. She used her hip and the attacker’s momentum to flip Mrs Drotenkov onto her back.

“Now calm down, Mrs Drotenkov,” Clarissa held her arm in a wristlock, “I can assure you that I had nothing to do with your husband’s injuries. I’m very sorry for what you must be going through, but if you attack me again, or any of the other officers, we’ll have to press charges. Ok?”

The startled woman managed a single nod of the head.

“Good.” Clarissa looked at David, who didn’t try to hide the grin, “Don’t just stand there, come and help Mrs Drotenkov up.”

*****

When they were outside in the hospital parking lot Clarissa punched David’s arm, “Thanks for your help back there.”

He rubbed his shoulder dramatically, “You didn’t look like you needed any help. Do you still want to eat before we go to the morgue? There are better places in town.”

Clarissa shrugged, “I’m hungry, let’s go now.”

“It’s your call.” David unlocked her side of the car before going around to his, “Just don’t say that I didn’t warn you.”

“I have been to a mortuary before and the food where your taking me isn’t that bad is it?”

“Believe me, it’s not the food you need to worry about.”

The journey to the restaurant on Kindaruma Road only took a few minutes. David had to admit that the Hankook Gardens still looked good, even if for him it would never be the same.

The entrance and terraces were draped in snow-white linen that flapped gently in the breeze. There were no external walls, bamboo pillars supported the roof and the glass bi-fold doors between them were opened invitingly. The building, and the tropical plants that filled the garden surrounding it, gave the impression you were on a desert island.

David led them to one of the cooking stations and signalled the waiter, “What are you drinking?”

“I’ll have a beer please.”

David ordered two Tuskers. As Clarissa studied the menu he began to wonder if they should have eaten somewhere else. The memory of Caitlyn was still raw, and this was the last place they had been together.

“Are you ok?”

David nodded, “Sorry, I must have zoned out.”

The waiter returned with their beers, David took a welcome sip.

“When exactly did you phone the hospital?”

“Yesterday.” David frowned, “Why?"

Clarissa smiled, “Do you have a life outside of work?”

“Not really to be honest,” David replied. “What little time I do have I try to spend with my family.

“Oh,” Clarissa’s smile vanished. “I didn’t realise you had kids.”

David laughed, “Not that kind of family, my mother and sister.”

“A mummy’s boy then?”

“Not really.”

“What about your father?”

David shrugged, “He died when I was thirteen, it’s been just us since then.”

“Sorry,” Clarissa put her hand on his, “I shouldn’t have probed.”

David moved his hand away, “Nothing for you to be sorry about, it was a long time ago. What about you? I bet you’ve got a husband and an army of kids waiting for you at home.”

They were interrupted by the chef with steaming plates of food. He wished them a nice meal and gave Clarissa a curt bow before returning to the BBQ.

“I was asking about your family,” David reminded her.

She swallowed the first mouthful of noodles, “Oh yeah, No the service doesn’t...hold on a minute,” she held up a finger as she took a slurp of beer. She took a few more sips before speaking, “They’re definitely spicy all right.” Clarissa managed a smile but her eyes watered, “What was I saying?”

David smiled, “You were going to tell me about your family.”

“That’s right,” Clarissa wiped her face on a napkin. “The service doesn’t really encourage or give you time for relationships. There’s just my folks. They’re in Atlanta, and I’m in Washington working most of the time. We rarely get to see each other these days.”

They ate in silence for a while, as usual the beef was incredibly tasty, then he remembered that it had been Caitlyn’s favourite. David suddenly didn’t feel hungry, he pushed the food to the edge of the plate and put down his fork.

David’s thoughts returned to the investigation, “So who do you think cleared out Kalpar’s safe?”

“I don’t know,” Clarissa replied, “but the manager sure does. Whoever it is they must have some serious pull. Did you see how scared Omondi looked after the phone call?”

David nodded, “Do you want to pay him another visit and find out who he called?”

“Not yet, I want to check Kalpar’s body and see the CCTV footage from the bank first,” she swigged the last bit of her beer, “might turn up something. Are you finished?”

David patted his stomach, “Yeah, I’m stuffed, let’s get out of here.”

“I’ll get the cheque.” Clarissa reached into her bag, “It’s on the company.”


CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE

Ngong Road, Nairobi

August 3rd, 1998

A group of about a dozen protestors blocked the entrance to the morgue, all of them wearing white facemasks that covered their noses and mouths. Bold lettering at the top of the green and yellow gates read ‘NAIROBI CITY COUNCIL’, below it in smaller letters ‘City Mortuary’.

David gave a long blast on the horn and kept moving forward slowly, reluctantly the crowd parted to let them pass. One of the placards they carried said ‘STOP THE STENCH’.

“Should I be worried?” said Clarissa.

“Probably,” David nodded, “it looks like the generator’s packed in again.”

“What?”

“The electric’s always cutting out in Nairobi, so most places have back-up generators, problem is this one hasn’t worked properly for a few years.”

David let out a couple of short blasts to get the security guard’s attention, eventually he sauntered out of the guardhouse. The guard looked half asleep, but he recognised David. He tucked his shirt in and then opened the gate. A short dirt drive ended at a crumbling single-storey building.

“No way!” Clarissa covered her nose.

David had to admit that the putrid odour of decomposing bodies was overpowering.

A converted navy-blue LandRover was being swilled out by a man in a lab coat and wellington boots splattered with blood. He threw a bucket of clean water into the back of the vehicle and then stepped back to let the rusty-red slosh flow out.

Under a tree to the right six naked bodies were laid out on a concrete slab, they were bloated and distorted, flies crawled in and out of their nostrils and mouths.

Clarissa opened the door and vomited, she heaved until there was nothing left to come out.

“Here take this,” David handed her a tissue from a pack in the glove box.

She wiped her mouth and chin clean, “Give me another one.” She used it to cover face, “Let’s get this over with.”

David put his hand on her shoulder, “You sure about this? I can go in on my own.”

Clarissa didn’t answer, she stepped over the puddle of sick and walked quickly to the entrance. David tried to breath in through his mouth and out through his nose but inside the smell was worse, more concentrated. Clarissa retched again but this time nothing came out.

David put his hand on her back, “We don’t have to do this you know, we can wait for the autopsy report.”

Clarissa shook her head.

“Here put these on,” an orderly handed them a couple of cheap dust-masks.

“Thanks,” Clarissa put the mask on and gave David the thumbs up.

David shrugged, “Follow me.”

They walked into a long narrow room, the floor and walls made of concrete, a few asbestos-looking panels missing from the suspended ceiling. The odd window let light in from the side facing the street. A line of cell-like doors, thin sheets of steel riveted to their fronts, occupied the other.

In the middle of the room was a row of eight operating slabs, six of them lay empty, bloodstains covered the mottled surfaces. A closed mahogany casket with brass handles sat on one of the remaining slabs. The body of a middle-aged black woman was being examined on the other.

David called out when they were a few slabs away from the figure hunched over the body, “Hello, Doctor Kimani.”

His lab coat flared as Kimani swirled to face them. He peered at them and adjusted his spectacles, which left a thick red smear on his cheek.

The medical examiner smiled, “Hello, David, it’s been a while.” He jabbed the hand holding the woman’s liver in Clarissa’s direction, “Who’s this?”.

“This is Agent May of the CIA, she’s leading the investigation into Kalpar’s death.”

The examiner held his arms out to his sides, blood dripped from the organ down his sleeve, “I’m sure you’ll excuse me if I don’t shake hands.

“That’s quite alright, Doctor.” Clarissa pointed at the lump of meat, “What you got there, anything interesting?”

He turned back to the cadaver and placed the liver into a metal pan on a trolley. Next to the pan were what looked like tools of medieval torture, all neatly lined up ready for use. They probably once were thought David. A bone-saw, lead weighted hammer, and skull chisel were amongst the implements on display. David also recognised a pair of rib-cutters.

“Actually, yes, the police suspect this poor woman died from arsenic poisoning. She showed all of the symptoms, nausea, vomiting, severe abdominal pain, followed by diarrhoea and death.” The doctor’s eyes lit up as he continued, “I’m checking for hardening of the liver, basically it packs in trying to rid the body of the toxin. The tissue will then be sent to the lab for analysis, along with hair and bone samples.”

“For the Marsh test?” said Clarissa.

“That’s right,” the examiner raised an eyebrow. “But I’m babbling on again. I suppose you want to take a look at Mr Kalpar. I’m afraid I haven’t had time yet with everything going on around here, it’s absolute chaos.”

He wiped his hands on the front of his coat and wandered off down the line of freezers and opened one, “No, not that one.”

David caught a brief glimpse of another swollen body, this time a small boy, before the coroner shut the door and moved on.

“Ah, here we go,” he pulled the gurney out and wheeled it into the space between two empty slabs. He pulled back the blood-soaked sheet that covered Kalpar, “What is it you want to know?”

There were numerous bullet holes to his chest and Kalpar’s mouth was set in a permanent sneer.

“I’d like to check if there are any rear entry points,” said Clarissa, who seemed to have forgotten her earlier nausea.

“Certainly.” The doctor looked at David, “Go around to the other side and help me roll him over. Be careful though, we don’t want him falling apart.”

Together they shifted Kalpar’s corpse so that it was lying face down, some of the bullets had torn huge chunks out of his back as they exited.

Clarissa and David watched as Kimani ran his fingers over Kalpar, first his back and then his head. He stopped somewhere near the top of Kalpar’s skull.

“Just one,” he declared, “right here.” He pushed the tip of his finger into the small hole to demonstrate. He removed his digit and used both hands to lift Kalpar’s head up and look underneath, “The bullet is still in there by the looks of it.”

“We’re going to need that slug,” said Clarissa.

“That will take a bit of time,” the coroner rubbed his chin with the back of his hand. He walked over to the trolley and picked up the hammer and chisel, “You might want to wait outside.”

Clarissa didn’t seem to need a second invitation and headed for the door, David wasn’t far behind her. They walked against the breeze to the furthest end of the compound and Clarissa sat in the dirt. She rested her back against the perimeter wall, removed the mask and took in some deep breaths.

David stood in front of her, “So, somebody shot Kalpar to keep him quiet?”

Clarissa shielded her eyes and tilted her head, “It kind-of looks that way doesn’t it? The same person, or persons, that emptied his safe.”

“We can’t know that for sure.”

“No,” she said, “I suppose one of his buyers could have heard about his death and decided to get rid of any evidence linking him to them, but it’s highly unlikely. My gut tells me we’re dealing with one seriously well-connected bad guy here.”

David nodded, “I’d have to agree. What next?”

“Get back to HQ and see if that surveillance tape has turned up, hopefully it will reveal our killer. If not, then we’ll have to bring the bank manager in for questioning. Although I get the feeling that he won’t be too co-operative. Also, I want to check with Miller and see if Odeh has resurfaced.”

David sat down next to her, “I’ll try and get hold of the bank’s phone records.”

Clarissa desperately wanted to tell him, but she didn’t know who else in the GSU would find out if she did. The small black diary Clarissa had found when she searched Kalpar’s bedroom felt like a lead weight pressed against her chest.


CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO

GSU Headquarters, Nairobi

August 3rd, 1998

Clarissa requested that they meet in Tanui’s office, away from any prying eyes and ears.

“This arrived for you,” said Tanui. He picked a thick manila envelope from the top of one of the stacks of paperwork littering his desk and threw it into David’s lap. “What is it?”

David gave Tanui a quick summary of the trip to Kalpar’s and the bank. He also told him about the visit to the hospital and what they had discovered at the morgue that afternoon.

“Somebody assassinated Kalpar?”

“It looks that way, we’re hoping that the footage from the bank will shed some light on who,” said Clarissa.

Tanui looked at her, “You think the same person who killed Kalpar cleared out his safe?”

“Either that or the bank manager had somebody do it whilst he kept us upstairs,” said Clarissa, “Omondi could have even ordered it done when the usher came down to get us, would have made sense for him to do it then, knowing we were there to investigate Kalpar.”

Tanui was distracted by a car that cruised past his window up the access road, “If the only camera is in the lobby then it won’t prove anything, we can only hope that we can identify a potential suspect or suspects. Then, if the bank manager co-operates, we could possibly use it as evidence, if it’s not considered circumstantial.”

“That’s one of the reasons I wanted to see the tape first, we’ll be in a better bargaining position if we know who our mystery man is before we question Omondi,” said Clarissa.

“There’s also a good possibility that the bank manager acted on his own, or on the behalf of a third party, before you even arrived at the bank,” said Tanui.

“I don’t think so,” replied Clarissa. “The way he behaved and the fact he made the phone call say otherwise.

Tanui rubbed the peppered stubble on his chin, “If what you are saying is true then I think we’d better keep this between the three of us. At least until we find out who has been leaking the information.” He looked at David, “Is that clear, nobody outside this room.”

David nodded, “We’ll get over to one of the briefing rooms and check this out,” he held up the package. “I’ll let you know if we find anything on it.”

“Could you get this analysed please,” Clarissa took the zip-lock bag from her pocket and handed it to Tanui. “It’s the slug from Kalpar’s head.”

Tanui raised an eyebrow and held it up to the light, “I’ll get it sent over to the lab right away. I’ll also get in touch with Telkom and get the phone records.”

Tanui stood up. Even though he was approaching fifty, Tanui obviously kept himself in shape.

His biceps flexed as he leant forward, knuckles on the desk, “Whilst I’m at it I might as well see if I can find out which mobile phone company Omondi uses.”

“Has there been any news on Odeh?” Clarissa asked as they got up to leave.

“Not yet, Agent May, and the odds of finding him when we don’t know where he started from, or where he is going to, are fairly slim. It’s a bit like looking for a needle in a haystack.”

“I can appreciate that, Commander, if our team in Dar-es-Salaam makes contact they’ll let me know immediately and we can call off the search, but until then please keep trying.”

“We are,” replied Tanui. “We’ve wired the most recent photograph of him to all the border posts and police stations between here and Tanzania. We’ve also got local police looking for him in Nairobi. They’ve even doubled their presence at the bus depots and train stations in case he tries to use public transport.”

Clarissa nodded, “Thanks, Commander, it sounds like you’ve got all the bases covered, let’s just hope he turns up soon.”

*****

David led Clarissa upstairs to one of the briefing rooms with a DVD player. He opened the packet and spilled the contents onto the conference table, three compact discs in plastic wallets, each marked with the bank’s name and the date it was recorded. David slipped the one with Saturday’s date on it into the player and turned on the TV.

They made themselves comfortable in the chairs at the end of the table and started watching. The poor-quality footage was filmed in black and white but clear enough to make out the lobby and counters. The camera was positioned above the entrance, catching the backs of people on their way in, and faces on the way out.

They spent a couple of hours searching and fast-forwarding through the tape, looking for a face they might not even recognise.

“Let’s try this morning before we got there, what time was it?” Clarissa sounded anxious.

“We arrived just before twelve,” David ejected the DVD and swapped it for the one marked with today’s date.

They didn’t have to wait long, Peter Abasi, aka Maliki, was the second person to appear on the tape. Abasi carried a briefcase and was greeted at the door by a worried looking Mr Omondi in an otherwise deserted foyer. The digital clock in the right-hand corner of the display read ‘07:22am’.

Abasi and the bank manager entered the elevator. David watched in shock as the needle above the doors went down to the basement.

“That’s got to be Khalid,” Clarissa looked at David, “Do you recognise him?”

David didn’t answer and continued staring at the screen.

Clarissa raised her voice, “David?”

He turned to face her, “It’s Peter Abasi, he was the Commander here before Tanui, he escaped last week.”

Clarissa screwed up her face, “Escaped?”

Under different circumstances David might have laughed, “From prison, he was serving life for murder, rape, and a list of other charges.”

“Sounds like a real charmer.” Clarissa frowned, “But Abasi can’t be Khalid, you said he only escaped last week.”

David sighed, “That may not be true, the way things are run at the prison he could have escaped weeks or even months ago.”

“Are you sure it’s Abasi?”

David pressed fast forward on the tape, twelve minutes passed before they came back up from the basement. David couldn’t hit play quickly enough and was forced to rewind to the point where Abasi was about to leave the bank.

He nodded, “It’s definitely him.”

Clarissa jumped up and pressed eject on the machine, she put the CD back in its protective sleeve and slipped the evidence into her jacket pocket.

“What the hell do we do now?”

“Simple,” Clarissa headed for the door, “We find Abasi and bring him in for questing.”

“Hold on a minute.” David lowered his voice, “We have to keep this between us for now.”

“Why?”

“Believe it or not Abasi still has friends around here,” David immediately thought of Idi Tikolo, “we might tip them off. Besides, Abasi might not even be Khalid.”

Clarissa sat back down, “So why was he at the bank emptying out Kalpar’s safe?”

David nodded, “I agree, it looks like he’s our guy, but there’s already a warrant out for his arrest so there’s no point tipping him off. What we need is proof that he emptied the safe.”

Clarissa folded her arms, “We might as well start with Omondi.”

David nodded, “We’ve certainly got enough to ask Tanui to bring Omondi in for an interview, put on the pressure and hope he cracks, it’s worth a shot.”

“It’s all we’ve got until Odeh shows up,” said Clarissa. “How long will it take to get the warrant for Omondi’s arrest?”

David checked his watch, “It’s too late to catch any of the judges in their chambers now, but we can get one first thing in the morning. I’ll speak to Tanui.”

“Don’t tell him about Abasi yet, not until we’ve got Omondi safely in custody. The fewer people that know what’s on that tape the better.” Clarissa frowned, “Tell him that the footage was inconclusive, and we have no choice but to bring Omondi in for questioning. We’re also going to need the warrant extended to cover a search of his property and his office at the bank.”

“Tanui’s might buy it but he’s going to go crazy when he finds out,” David stood up and turned off the TV set.

“He’ll understand,” said Clarissa. “I’m sure he’d do the same thing put in our position.”

“Ok,” said David reluctantly, “leave it with me. I’ll find out where Omondi lives and send somebody around to keep an eye on him until the morning.”

“I’m going to head back to the hotel, let me know if there’s any problem. What time shall I meet you here in the morning?”

David opened the door and waited for her to go through, “Why don’t I pick you up at the hotel and we can go from there? Seems silly driving two cars around. Shall I meet you for breakfast at about eight o’clock? It’ll give us time to catch up.”

“Ok, give me a call in the morning before you leave to make sure nothing’s changed.”

David nodded. They reached the bottom of the staircase and the metal detector. A younger officer had replaced Jozi for the night shift.

“I’ll see you tomorrow then,” David headed off towards Tanui’s office.

“Will do. David, one more thing.”

He looked back.

Clarissa gave David a weak smile, “Tomorrow I’m driving, ok?”


CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE

Norfolk Hotel, Nairobi

August 3rd, 1998

Clarissa collected the room key from reception and checked her messages. There was nothing from Boyce or Sean, which meant they hadn’t arrived. There was one from Stern, who had flown back to Washington the previous day, asking her to call and give him an update. Clarissa would call him after she had the chance to clean her teeth and take a hot shower. She could still taste vomit and her clothes and hair were saturated with the smell from the mortuary.

She closed the room door and put the safety chain on. Kicking off her shoes, Clarissa went through to the ensuite and started the shower running. She turned and stared at her reflection in the mirror above the washbasin. Her hair was matted and stuck to her face, her clothes filthy and stained.

Clarissa emptied the pockets of her jacket onto the counter, including the little black book she had found in Kalpar’s office. She wasn’t sure why she didn’t tell David, the decision not to say anything had been instinctive. Clarissa realised that her hands were shaking, she looked at her reflection again and then started to tear off her clothes. She slipped her arms through the loops of her bra and pulled it down to the floor along with her knickers.

Clarissa stepped out of her underwear, scooped up the pile of soiled garments and put them in the wastepaper bin, then she tied up the plastic binbag to seal in the odour. As Clarissa hastily squirted some toothpaste onto her brush she dropped the cap into the basin and dripped paste over her fingers. Clarissa didn’t notice, she brushed furiously, stepped into the shower and turned the temperature up until the water scalded her skin.

*****

Clarissa was woken by a shrill ringing in her ears. It took her a few seconds to realise that she was lying face down on the bed, still wrapped in a towel, and that she’d been asleep for less than an hour. The noise was coming from the hotel telephone on the bedside table.

She fumbled with the receiver, “Hello?”

“I’ve been waiting to hear from you,” Stern didn’t sound pleased. “I hope you’ve got some good news for me.”

“Not yet, sir, we’re no further forward.” Clarissa stifled a yawn, “Hopefully I’ll have something for you in the morning.”

Clarissa was glad that they were speaking on an unsecure line and Stern wouldn’t expect her to give him much detail.

“Has the package arrived yet?”

Clarissa knew he meant the team, “No, I’ll call you from a different number when it does.”

A satellite phone with an inbuilt scrambler was part of the equipment that Boyce and Wilson would be bringing with them.

“Make sure you do.”

The line went dead.

Clarissa replaced the receiver and picked up Kalpar’s diary from beside it on the table. She thumbed through the diary until she found Saturday’s date. The pages were split into three sections, each one representing a day of the week. Apart from the last row on the right, that was divided into Saturday and Sunday to save on space.

The most recent entry was for the previous Friday, the 31st of July, and was easy to decipher as Clarissa knew where Kalpar had been.

‘CB plus 40K’, must be Chase Bank a deposit of forty thousand, probably US dollars as it was the staple currency in Africa.

There were a few other dates with what Clarissa guessed were purchaser’s initials, the amount and what they’d bought. Clarissa recognised ‘SMG’ and ‘MG’ as submachine gun and the bigger version. ‘OD’ was most likely ordnance, judging by the figures scribbled in the book. Clarissa was looking for any combination of initials she might recognise.

An entry on July 15th caught her attention, ‘CO 8K 2xSMG 8xFRG 1xRPG+6R’. Clarissa’s pulse raced, ‘Christopher Odeh, $8’000, two submachine guns, eight fragmentation grenades and one rocket launcher with six rockets’. It had to be Odeh and the date made sense, they wouldn’t want to hold on to the weapons for too long before the attack took place. The only problem was that Odeh hadn’t been in Nairobi on the 15th of July, he was in Dar-es-Salaam being watched by the team Clarissa had sent there after Cairo.

Clarissa sighed, maybe she was clutching at straws. ‘CO’ could be an acronym for someone else completely, might not even be initials. But Clarissa’s gut instinct told her that it was Odeh. He must have paid for the merchandise and someone else collected them, most likely ‘Khalid’.

Kalpar was killed to protect Khalid’s identity. The person who shot Kalpar either got rid of evidence from the bank or used an associate. Abasi had been to the bank and had the opportunity to either carry out, or organise, his assassination.

Either Abasi was ‘Khalid’, or he was working with him. He had the means, motive and opportunity. But then so did Commander Tanui and most of the GSU, as well as Stern.

The photograph in the Commander’s office proved they had known each other at least since the Bush administration. Could Tanui and Stern be working together to sabotage the investigation, and if so why? The telephone rang, Clarissa let out a long breath, she hoped it wasn’t Stern again.

“Yes?”

“No need to be like that, I can always go back to New York, it’s my mother’s fiftieth you know?”

“Do you even have a mother?” Clarissa laughed, “How was the trip?”

“Fine, thanks,” Sean replied. “We’ve got our kit stowed away now. Boycey is sharing with Wilson and I’ve got the room next door. We’re just down the corridor from you, 102 and 103.”

Clarissa suddenly felt hungry, the digital clock said 8:30pm so the restaurant should still be open, “Have you guys eaten?”

“Not yet, we’ve been here less than ten minutes, I thought you might want to catch up first.”

“I do, tell Boycey and Wilson to meet us down in the lobby in twenty minutes, should give you boy scouts enough time to get freshened up.”

Clarissa put down the phone and sat up, she looked at the open cabin bag and her dwindling wardrobe. Clarissa grabbed her comfy jeans, t-shirt and an old sweater and started to get dressed.

*****

“Over here!” Boyce called across the lobby. They were propped up at the bar waiting for her.

The ‘Cin Cin’ wine bar was raised above the foyer and separated from it by a simple white metal balustrade. The marble topped tables and classically designed furniture blended well with the predominantly Victorian architecture. The hotel’s decor was timeless and elegant, like something out of a Humphrey Bogart movie.

Clarissa smiled, Sean and Boyce stood out like sore thumbs in their safari shorts and brightly coloured shirts. Wilson looked more the part in a blue shirt, beige chinos, and brown loafers.

“Beer?” said Boyce as she settled herself on the upholstered barstool.

“Make it a Tusker, thanks,” replied Clarissa. “Sean tells me you had a good flight over?”

“He would say that,” replied Boyce, “I can’t believe anyone could sleep through turbulence that bad. Wilson here was puking his guts up.”

Wilson’s cheeks went red as he turned the glass in his hand and avoided eye contact.

Once the reunion was over Clarissa asked that they move to a table in the corner. The only other guests, an English couple discussing their safari, were sat near the bar. They were speaking loudly and apparently oblivious to the rest of the world.

Clarissa started to fill them in on events, she left out the part about Stern knowing Tanui. That information was far too sensitive to entrust to anyone apart from Sean.

Stern was their boss and Boyce had worked with him long before Clarissa joined the unit. She wasn’t sure where Boyce’s allegiances would lie when push came to shove. Wilson was new to the game and would probably think that telling Stern was the right thing to do.

“So, correct me if I’m wrong, but what you’re saying is we’ve got two suspects,” Sean smiled, “one has gone off the radar and the other used to be head of the GSU?”

“That’s about the size of it,” Clarissa’s stomach did a somersault. “Let’s move this to the restaurant, I need more than a snack.”

Although the bar menu looked good Clarissa needed something more substantial. The group finished their drinks and wandered over to the entrance of the ‘Tatu’ where they were met by the head waiter.

“Dress code is smart casual, madam,” he said, looking her over from head to toe.

“I’m sorry,” Clarissa gave him her best smile, “I didn’t realise. Do you want me to go up to the room and get changed?”

“As you are guests I suppose we can let it slip this once.” He looked past her at Sean and Boyce, “Let’s hope that the other diners aren’t offended.”

He picked up four leather-bound menus from the station behind him, “This way, please.”

The waiter led them to an exposed table near the kitchen door.

“Would you mind if we sat over there,” the restaurant was reasonably busy, but Clarissa spotted a free booth by the window.

Meals were being prepared in an open plan kitchen at the chef’s table, steak and Tiger prawns cooked on the charcoal fire. The contemporary two-tone brown furniture was a stark contrast to the rest of the hotel and would have been at home in any motel.

“Are you ready to order?”

Clarissa was enjoying a second beer, Wilson was looking at the menu.

“I think so,” she said.

Wilson put down his menu and nodded.

“Yep, I’ll have a steak, which one would you recommend?” The choice was so extensive Clarissa couldn’t decide.

“The Morendat, madam,” the waiter pointed to the menu, “it comes from a selected herd of specially bred cattle that gives it a rich flavour and a supple texture.”

Clarissa smiled, “Sold, medium-rare please.”

Sean and Boyce chose the steak as well, Wilson went for the Mombasa spiny lobster. Clarissa waited for their food to be served before she steered the conversation back to the investigation.

“You must be wondering what you’re here for,” she took another bite, the succulent meat practically melted in her mouth.

Sean spoke with his mouth full, “Well it did cross my mind a few times on the fourteen-hour flight over here.”

“First, I need you to go to Dar-es-Salaam and find Odeh if he’s there. We’ll go up to the room after dinner and contact the team to let them know you’re on your way. You’ll have to leave first thing in the morning.”

“Understood,” Sean winked at her.

Clarissa gave him a serious look, “It’s not going to be that easy, Sean, we can’t trust the local police there either. Odeh’s father is far too well connected, you and the team will be on your own with no back up. Officially nobody knows that we’re there and that’s the way it has to stay.”

“I get it,” Sean held his hands up in mock protest. “I’ll try not to make a nuisance of myself.”

“Boyce,” Clarissa gave him Kalpar’s diary from her bag, “I want you to start working on this. Try to figure out who the rest of those initials might be. Compare it against our list of known criminals and organisations that might want to buy guns from somebody like Kalpar.”

Clarissa ate a couple of forkfuls before continuing, “You and Wilson are going to find out where Abasi is and set up surveillance. We’re also going to need to run a background check on him and all of the GSU officers involved in the investigation. I’ll speak to Commander Tanui in the morning about getting access to their records.”

“Let’s hope they’re electronic and we can send some of them to Langley for analysis. We’re going to be stretched covering all that between the two of us,” said Boyce. “Is there no chance we can use some local manpower?”

“Out of the question.” Clarissa washed her food down with a mouthful of beer, “We can’t afford to trust anyone in the local police, or the GSU.”

“So apart from this David guy we’re on our own?” Wilson ate a tiny forkful of flaky pink flesh. He was making a right mess of the lobster, bits spilling over the edge of his plate as he hacked at it.

Clarissa nodded, “And we’ve only got three days. We’re going to have to work around the clock to stop Odeh and the rest of these arseholes.”

The conversation died after that and they ate the rest of their meal in an uncomfortable silence.


CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR

Omondi’s Residence, Nairobi

August 3rd, 1998

David drove past the slip road and gatehouse that belonged to the Canadian High Commission on Limuru Road. The land around the existing two-storey mission was being cleared for redevelopment of the site. Bulldozers trundled around loading huge trucks, smoke puffing from their exhaust stacks. Diggers were busy excavating what must be the future basement. David stopped at the temporary traffic control and glared at the road-worker holding the red sign.

Tanui hadn’t been happy about obtaining a search warrant for Omondi’s home based solely on David and Clarissa’s say so. Part of him felt guilty and wanted to tell the Commander who was on the video recording from the bank. But he was also glad that Clarissa had asked him not to. David didn’t want Abasi ending up at the mercy of Kenya’s legal system again. There wasn’t going to be a next time. Not if he could help it. He had to find Abasi before Clarissa put him away and Omondi was the best place to start. Idi Tikolo could wait for now, but he was next on the list.

The vehicles coming the other way had passed through. David honked the horn to wake up the worker, who was leant against the pole with his eyes shut. The road worker glared at him but reluctantly turned the sign to ‘GO’.

David sped past and took the next left into Gigiri Road. Omondi’s was the third house on the left and backed onto the forest. David crawled past, lights were on in a few of the rooms and Omondi’s car was parked outside. He carried on down the road a few hundred meters and pulled up against the kerb.

There was no sign of the squad car yet that Tanui had requested to keep watch. David knew that it would take a while for the order to filter down to the local police. Omondi’s was only a short detour on the way to his mother’s so David had decided to keep watch on the bank manager’s house until the police arrived.

David had phoned the assistant manager at the bank to get Omondi’s address for the search warrant. In a squeaky voice, Hazare had also revealed that Omondi was divorced and lived alone most of the time. His children lived with their mother and rarely visited him.

David reclined his seat and adjusted the rear-view mirror so that he could see the entrance to Omondi’s house.

Omondi’s was in the minority of the twenty grandiose residences dotted along the street, it being amongst a handful that were only single storey. A wide strip of grass on each side of the road divided the property borders from the tarmac.

Thirty minutes passed by and David didn’t see a single pedestrian. In that time only two vehicles drove by, one of them bearing Polish diplomatic plates. David shrank back in his seat to avoid being caught in their headlights.

It was getting late and his mother wouldn’t be happy if he missed dinner again. David was about to give up when a set of lights appeared behind him coming from the direction of Limuru Road. The car slowed and pulled in front of Omondi’s gates, set back from the road and partially obscured by the fence and hedges. The tail of the vehicle was the only part visible, but it looked like a Mercedes, one of the older models.

David watched the car disappear as it entered the property. He sat upright and scanned the street before shouldering the door open as gently as possible. He pushed it closed with his hip and walked along the grass verge, sticking close to the hedges. He waited at the boundary between Omondi’s house and the neighbour’s, staying hidden under the overhanging branches of a tree.

The driveway swept off to the left of the house to where the front door, garage and parking area were situated. In the gloom David could just make out the two figures around the Mercedes, one sat on the bonnet, the other waved his arms about like he was either excited or annoyed.

The house appeared to be built around a central courtyard. Two large palm trees were growing out of the middle of the single storey building.

David’s pulse started racing, what the hell was he doing? He grabbed the chain-link fence and pulled himself over, dropping silently on the other side and holding on to the fence until the vibrations ceased.

David took out his pistol and checked that the safety was off before moving on. He kept under the cover of trees that lined the garden and made his way towards the pool and pump-house.

A low wall separated the terraced areas that surrounded the house from the rest of the garden. David dropped to all fours and crawled along the outside, heading for the sound of voices coming from the house. The wall suddenly ended and went right, David risked a peek around the corner. A pathway cut through a gap in the facade of the building to what must be the courtyard. Ahead of him the main wing of the house extended out towards the street and blocked his view of the parking area.

David wanted to find out who was waiting by the car before he risked getting inside. He crossed the path and rose to his feet, pinned his back against the exterior wall and crept along to the edge of the gravel driveway. He could hear the conversation now but only understood a little of what was said. They were speaking quickly in Maasai but one of them was complaining about having to work late again.

David retraced his steps to the courtyard entrance and slipped down the path between the two wings of the building. Walking slowly on the balls and edges of his feet to avoid making any noise. The cutting opened out into a quadrangle of tropical forest, thick with various species of palms and ferns, two wide trunks rising up to support the date trees.

David could see light coming from open patio doors on the other side of the quadrangle, he inched his way through the undergrowth towards it. The foliage ended at a small seating area that separated the house from the manmade jungle. David poked his head through the leaves to take a look.

Omondi and another man were stood together in the living room with their backs to him facing the fire. The man on the right looked familiar. David couldn’t be sure but his grip on the Glock tightened.

The jungle theme continued inside the house. Terracotta tiles, tan leather sofas, and leopard skin cushions, complemented by pot plants, and hunting trophies hanging from the walls. There was also an oversized family portrait above the fireplace, no doubt a remnant from Omondi’s married life.

The bank manger’s voice carried to him clearly on the still night air.

“It’s not my fault that they came to the bank,” Omondi’s voice was shaky, “what did you expect me to do? Throw them out.”

“Idiot!”

David instantly recognised the taller man’s voice but felt rooted to the spot.

“I told you not to let them into the vault! Whatever that CIA bitch might have said they would never have got a warrant.”

“I couldn’t be sure of that,” pleaded Omondi, “they were threatening to arrest me, and you no longer have the same influence.”

Abasi turned towards Omondi and David could see the scars running down the right side of his face. David tried to lift his gun, but it felt like he was moving through syrup.

“I need to get you to a safe place, it’s only a question of time before they come for you,” Abasi’s smile revealed his sharpened teeth, “and then me.”

“I’m not stupid,” Omondi backed away from the fire, “I know what that means, I’d rather take my chances in prison.”

Omondi turned and started to run.

Before David could react, Abasi pulled a pistol from inside his tunic and shot the bank manager between the shoulder blades. The force made Omondi lurch forwards to the floor face first.

Grinning like a shark, Abasi stood over Omondi and fired several more times into his back. The bank manager’s body writhed on the tiled surface as the bullets drove into him.

David instinctively aimed for Abasi’s chest and pulled the trigger twice. His first shot glanced off the metal doorframe and missed completely. But his second shot caught Abasi squarely and sent him sprawling backwards.

The two bodyguards arrived through the front door on the right in a rush. Abasi shouted something and they stopped at the edge of the entrance hall, a tiled rectangle raised three steps up from the lounge. Both wore suits but held themselves like they’d been in the military and David thought that he recognised one of them. The one that looked familiar was carrying a body bag, the other a submachine gun. They were expecting a clean-up job, not a gunfight, but they were well drilled and dropped to a crouch before splitting up.

David flattened himself to the ground just as a hail of bullets tore through the plant life above his head. He ignored the noise and debris showering him and let off a couple of rounds in the direction of the entrance hall.

The firing stopped for a second and David thought he must have got lucky. But the silence was broken by the sound of a magazine being rammed home, swiftly followed by another rapid burst of gunfire.

Realising that the courtyard had become a death trap, David crawled backwards towards the gap in the building. He had a better chance of taking them on as they tried to get to the Mercedes

David got to his feet once he was safely behind one of the walls and took a second to gather himself. The shooting ceased, and the house fell eerily quiet. He crept along the building to the corner at a crouch and took a deep breath.

He held his pistol in a two-handed grip and leant around the corner. Bullets hit the wall close by and David flinched as concrete splinters clawed at his cheek. He ducked back behind the corner and waited for the shooting to stop.

There was the sound of doors slamming and the car’s engine roared to life. It was now or never. David started to step out from cover but a burst of fire from the rear window pinned him back.

David managed to let off a couple of shots as the Mercedes accelerated down the driveway and heard the sound of breaking glass as one of the tail lights went out. Then the car crashed through the gates and disappeared from sight, the sound of the engine faded into the distance.


CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE

Langata Suburb, Nairobi

August 3rd, 1998

The shot of painkiller either hadn’t kicked in, or wasn’t strong enough, each movement caused agonising tentacles to spread through his chest. Abasi, who thought of himself now only as Maliki, grimaced, “I told you to be careful!”

The retired GSU field surgeon’s eyes widened and the forceps shook in his hand, “I’m being as gentle as I can, sir. The bullet is lodged between two of your ribs, you’re lucky to be alive.”

“Shut up and get on with it,” snarled Maliki, who wasn’t feeling very lucky.

Maliki braced himself as the surgeon got hold of the bullet with the forceps, twisted and pulled. The bullet came free with the sound of a cork being pulled. Blood spurted from the wound and the surgeon was quick to plug the leak with some gauze covered in antiseptic. He added some tape to hold it in place.

“Lean forward so that I can apply the bandage.”

Maliki could feel the effect of the morphine now that the surgeon had stopped poking around, it felt like being enveloped in cotton wool.

His anger kept him focussed. Even though he hadn’t seen who fired the shots, Maliki’s instinct told him that it was Captain Nbeke. The man was like a dog with a bone once he got going.

Getting rid of the evidence in Kalpar’s safety box and killing Omondi had been necessary risks to erase Maliki’s involvement but they had left him exposed. 

“That should do it for now,” the surgeon admired his own handiwork. “I’ll be back tomorrow to check for infection and change the dressing. In the meantime, take two of these, every four hours, they’ll help ease the pain.”

Maliki snatched the bottle of pills from the doctor’s outstretched hand, “Good, now get the hell out of here. And send Gakere in.”

“Yes, sir,” the surgeon hastily stuffed the soiled swabs and instruments into his bag and left the room.

A few minutes later there was tentative knock on the door.

“Come in you idiot,” Maliki blamed Gakere for not securing the perimeter at Omondi’s house and nearly getting him killed.

Not long ago he would have disposed of Gakere personally as an example to the others. Limited resources meant that he no longer had that luxury. The fact that Gakere had been with him for over a decade and served time for his involvement in Gupta’s death meant nothing to Maliki.

His face twitched where the lion’s claws had permanently scarred him. The weakness normally annoyed him, but he was thinking about Nbeke.  The ex-ranger responsible for exposing his lucrative poaching operation and destroying his reputation.

Thanks to Nbeke he’d lost his own brother and suffered unmentionable acts of violence in prison. Now he was holed up like a rat in this four-room concrete dump on the outskirts of Nairobi. 

Gakere shuffled his feet to get his attention.

Maliki glared at him before speaking, “Make some calls and find out who shot me.”

Even though Maliki suspected Nbeke was the shooter he needed to be sure that there was nobody else snooping around. The next few days were critical, and he wasn’t going to let anybody get in his way.

“Well, what are you standing there for?

Maliki smiled to himself as Gakere scurried out of the room. He had already made plans for Nbeke and his family but, whilst more pressing matters were at hand, maybe it was time to speed them up.


CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX

Omondi’s Residence, Nairobi

August 4th, 1998

Despite Tanui’s inevitable wrath, David had no choice but to call it in. By the time the police and ambulance arrived it was the early hours of Tuesday morning and the fire in Omondi’s living room had long gone out.

The bank manager was lying in a pool of his own blood and bodily fluids, and the smell of escaping gasses was revolting.

David was surprised at the speed of decay, Omondi’s body had deflated to almost half of what it was when he was alive.

After the uniformed police had cordoned off the crime scene David waited another hour for homicide to arrive.

The greying detective looked like he had been dragged out of bed and was wearing a few days stubble. He spoke quietly to the police sergeant manning the door, who nodded in David’s direction.

After a short discussion the detective headed over, “Captain Nbeke?”

“Yes.”

He flashed his badge, “I’m DI Lagat and have the misfortune of being on call this morning. Now, mind telling me what the hell happened here?”

“Omondi is,” David gestured towards the body, “sorry, was, under investigation and I was keeping an eye on the place until backup could arrive.”

“Under investigation for what?”

“I’m not at liberty to say,” David shrugged, “but it’s a matter of national security.”

“That figures.” Lagat pointed at the corpse, “Were you responsible for that?”

David shook his head, “No, that was somebody else’s doing.”

Lagat retrieved a leather-bound notebook from inside his jacket, “What’s the suspect’s name and description?”

“There’s already an APB out for him, his name is Peter Abasi.”

Lagat frowned, “I take it you mean Commander Abasi, former head of the GSU? I thought he was in prison?”

“He got out.”

“Got out?”

“Escaped.”

“Great,” Lagat shook his head. “I understand from my colleague that you may have winged Abasi?”

David nodded, “I hit him in the chest. You might want to check the local clinics and hospitals.”

Although it was unlikely that Abasi would be stupid enough, unless he was badly injured and had no choice.

“Did you get a look at the vehicle?”

“Yes, and there were two other men with him.”

David described Abasi’s bodyguards and gave Lagat the first part of the licence that he caught as the Mercedes sped down the driveway.

Lagat scribbled down the details, “So, what’s Abasi’s connection to Omondi?”

“We’re not sure at this point and if we were I’m not sure I could tell you.”

“Let me guess,” Lagat’s smile wasn’t convincing, “national security?”

David held his hands up, “I’m sorry, I’ve told you all I can. If you need anything else then you’ll have to speak with my boss, Commander Tanui.”

“Don’t worry, I will,” Lagat snapped the notebook shut and returned it to his jacket with the pen. “You’ll need to make a formal statement at some point, GSU or no GSU.”

David shrugged.

“I guess you’re free to go, but don’t go leaving town.” Lagat glanced at David’s cheek, “And I’d get that seen to if I was you, could get infected.”

“Thanks,” David touched the flakes of embedded concrete tentatively, “I will,”

Lagat stopped on his way to the door and turned back to face him, “Is this really a matter of national security?”

David nodded, “It concerns the safety of a lot of people.”

“In that case, good luck.”


CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN

The Norfolk Hotel, Nairobi

August 4th, 1998

David was in the lobby and becoming agitated. Clarissa was ten minutes late and looked flustered when she arrived.

“Sorry to keep you, I was on a call.” Her eyes widened, “What the hell happened to your face?”

David felt the bandage without thinking, “I had a bit of a run in with Abasi last night.”

The unsympathetic nurse at Nairobi General had actually caused him more pain taking the concrete splinters out than he felt when they went in.

“Abasi?” Clarissa frowned, “Where did you bump into him?”

“Omondi’s, I was watching the place and saw somebody going in.” David looked away, “Omondi’s dead.”

Clarissa paused before responding, “What about Abasi?”

“He’s worse off than me, bullet to the chest. But he got away.”

“This is a lot to process and I can’t think on an empty stomach,” Clarissa took his elbow and guided him towards the restaurant.

David stopped to check his watch, “I just got off the phone to Tanui, he’s spitting nails and wants me to report to HQ. ASAP.”

“We’d better make it a quick breakfast then,” Clarissa walked on ahead of him.

David followed her into the restaurant. Stainless steel containers were lined up under a heat lamp, crammed with bacon, eggs, sausages, tomatoes, and just about every other breakfast item you could think of. They quickly filled their plates and sat near the window overlooking the hotel’s magnificent gardens.

“What exactly happened?” said Clarissa before digging into the scrambled egg.

David told her about Abasi turning up in the Mercedes with his bodyguards, and how he had overheard Omondi and Abasi’s conversation.

“Abasi shot Omondi before I could do anything and then the goons showed up.” David sighed, “I could have finished it if I’d reacted quicker.”

Clarissa put her hand on his, “You should have called for backup.”

“There wasn’t time.” David withdrew his hand, “I should have killed the bastard.”

“You make it sound personal.”

“It is.” David caught the look she gave him, “Abasi and I go back a long way.”

He told her about Abasi’s poaching ring and Caitlyn’s murder, Gupta’s torture and Damo’s death. But David didn’t mention his father, or Kiira. The fact that Abasi had also killed his father and raped his mother weren’t relevant to the investigation. At least that’s what he told himself.

“Shit, David,” she shook her head, “You’re right, it is personal. I’m sorry to hear about Caitlyn and your friend.”

“Nothing for you to be sorry about,” David stared at his half-eaten plate of food. “There’s one other thing.”

“What’s that?”

“Abasi had an informant at the KWS.” David paused, “We didn’t manage to prove it, but the main suspect was Idi Tikolo. I found out that he visited Abasi in jail not long before his escape.”

“So, there’s still a connection?”

David nodded, “Looks that way.”

“Wait a minute, Tikolo, where do I know that name from?” Clarissa snapped her fingers, “I remember! The surly one who asked me a stupid question during the briefing.”

“That’s him, he moved over to the GSU not long after I did.”

“In that case, Tikolo could still be working with Abasi and warned him about the raid on Kalpar’s warehouse.” Clarissa frowned, “Where was Tikolo when Kalpar was shot?”

“I’m not sure, I’ll have to check.”

“My bet is that he was in the crow’s-nest at the end of the street and pulled the trigger.”

David thought about it, “Tikolo’s always been devious but I don’t know whether he’s the murdering type.”

“There’s a type?”

“Good point,” David smiled.

“Why didn’t you tell me all this before?”

David stuck close to the truth, “I only found out a couple of days ago, and Abasi wasn’t even in the frame then.”

Clarissa didn’t look convinced but shrugged it off, “Have you told Tanui about Tikolo, or about Abasi being at the bank?”

David dreaded telling the Commander that he’d lied to him, “Not yet, I haven’t had the chance.”

“Don’t worry, we’ll tell him together when we get to HQ,” Clarissa scraped some more egg up with her fork, “I’m coming with you.”

“Thanks.” David thought of something, “Has Odeh turned up yet?”

“No,” Clarissa shook her head. “I spoke to the team in Dar-es-Salaam again this morning and there’s still no sign. His cell-phone hasn’t been picked up by any of the transponders since Saturday night.”

“Do you think he’s still in Nairobi?”

“I just don’t know,” Clarissa frowned. “Let’s hope Abasi can tell us.”

“We need to find him first, but hopefully Tikolo can help us with that.” David checked his watch, “Come on, we better hurry up.”


CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT

GSU Headquarters, Nairobi

August 4th, 1998

Idi Tikolo hadn’t reported for work that day and there had been no answer when the duty sergeant had tried to contact him. David suggested that they check Tikolo’s record and asked the sergeant to put out an APB.

Clarissa noticed the photocopier as they headed along the corridor on the second floor, David was a couple of steps in front of her.

“Where’s the little girls room?”

David stopped. “There isn’t one, but there is a disabled toilet at the end of the hall,” he thumbed back the way they’d come.

Clarissa smiled, “I’ll catch up with you in a minute.”

“Ok, you’ll find me in the computer room, it’s the fourth one on the right.”

Clarissa headed towards the toilet and waited for David’s footsteps to recede, she heard a door open and close. Clarissa stole a look behind her before she headed for Tanui’s office at the top of the staircase. She tried the door and to her surprise it opened.

“Hello,” she stuck her head through the gap.

The office was empty and in darkness, the blinds drawn on the doors to the terrace. Clarissa found the switch and flicked on the lights, then closed the door quietly behind her. She rushed over to the photo and took it from the wall. Clarissa turned it over and quickly undid the clasps that held the backing in place.

Clarissa’s fingers trembled as she removed the photo from its frame. She went back to the door and pressed her ear against it, the corridor was silent. Clarissa darted outside and stuck the photograph in the machine, closed the lid and pressed the copy button at the same time. She glanced back and forth down the corridor, the old Xerox copier taking an age to warm up before it started. The sound it made as the print rolled out sounded like a freight train.

Her heart pounding, Clarissa darted back into Tanui’s office. Clarissa stuffed the copy inside her jacket and the photo back into the frame before replacing it on the wall. She couldn’t resist a quick search of Tanui’s desk, which revealed nothing but stationary.

Clarissa decided she had pushed her luck enough and headed for the door. As she reached for the handle footsteps approached in the corridor. Clarissa froze, then took a deep breath and opened the door. She was confronted by Tanui.

Tanui raised his eyebrows, “What are you doing here, Agent May?”

“Commander Tanui, I’ve been looking for you,” Clarissa looked up and down the corridor nervously, “I think we better talk inside.”

Tanui paused for a second before nodding, he brushed past her and turned the light back on.

“Don’t you think it’s time that you and Captain Nbeke came clean with me?” He sat on the edge of his desk and glared at her.

“I guess so.” Clarissa’s throat felt dry, “Abasi was on the CCTV footage from the bank with Omondi on Monday morning before we got there. That’s when it all started to make sense.”

“What do you mean?”

Clarissa explained her theory that Abasi was also Khalid, using his contacts within the GSU to hinder their investigation.

“Why didn’t you tell me this yesterday? Captain Nbeke’s got a lot of explaining to do!”

“Go easy on him will you,” said Clarissa. “I asked him to do it against his wishes. The important thing right now is to stop Odeh and Abasi. You can point fingers later if you like.”

Clarissa rubbed the back of her neck, it felt stiff, probably a result of the air-conditioning back at the hotel but it could be the stress.

She looked at Tanui, “So what are we going to do about Tikolo?”

“Your agency will have to abduct him and get the information we need, after that he can disappear. We could even blame it on the terrorists. Make him out to be some kind of national hero.” Tanui nodded, obviously liking his own idea, “That would make the President happy and avoid further investigation.”

Clarissa shook her head, “I can’t believe you’re even suggesting that, Commander. The CIA doesn’t condone that sort of activity.”

“Whether you publicly condone them or not, Agent May, we both know that ‘wet-ops’ exist. Now, can you authorise one?”

Clarissa hesitated, now she was really getting in deep, “No, that needs to be sanctioned by my boss Stern, and I’m not sure he will agree.”

“You’re going to try, Agent May,” said Tanui, standing up, “We have no other option. Arresting Tikolo and going through the legal channels will take too long.”

“Ok,” she made for the exit, “I’ll give it a go, but no promises. Can you get Tikolo under surveillance in the meantime?”

“I’m sure that can be arranged, Agent May,” Tanui held the door open for her.

“One more thing, Commander.” Clarissa put her hand on the doorframe, “Do you know where Idi Tikolo was during the raid on Kalpar’s warehouse?”

“I think he was in one of the crows-nests,” Tanui’s expression changed as he realised the significance.

*****

Clarissa found David in the computer room, scrolling through Tikolo’s service record.

She pulled out the metal-backed chair next to him, “Sorry I took so long, I bumped into Commander Tanui and updated him on Abasi and Tikolo.”

“Did he have anything interesting to say?”

“Nothing that we didn’t already suspect, Tikolo was in the crows-nest at the end of the street. Tanui’s promised to get Tikolo’s home under surveillance.” Clarissa paused, “How are you getting on?”

David shrugged, “There’s nothing I can find in Tikolo’s record of any interest. All we’ve got is an address and an unremarkable service record.”

“Did you expect to find anything else?”

“No, but I hoped. Here take this,” David passed her a disc. “It’s a copy of the footage from the bank.”

“Thanks, David,” their fingers touched briefly as she took the CD from him. Clarissa glanced at David but couldn’t read anything by his expression, “Also, I need a copy of that address. I might be able to get some intel.”

David grabbed another sheet of A4 and copied it down, “Let me know if you find anything.”

“Thanks,” Clarissa stuffed the paper and CD into her bag, “Can I give you a lift back to the hotel and that rust-bucket you call a car?”

David smiled, “Yes, please.”

He tapped ‘escape’ to exit the GSU’s intranet and shut down the PC.


CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE

The Norfolk Hotel, Nairobi

August 4th, 1998

Clarissa left David in the hotel parking lot and joined the queue at reception. Eventually she got impatient and butted in front of the mid-morning rush of guests waiting to check out.

“Well, excuse me!” The accent was very English, “How rude.”

Clarissa turned to take a look and was surprised to find a man in his mid-thirties.

“Sorry, I’m in a rush.”

She faced the receptionist, somebody that she didn’t recognise, “Room 113, please. Any messages?”

The woman waddled over to the pigeon holes and took Clarissa’s key card from one of them, along with a courtesy slip.

She returned to the desk just as slowly, “Only one message, madam. Will there be anything else?”

“No, thanks,” Clarissa ignored the scowls and read the note as she headed for the stairs. It was from the RSO at the Embassy, asking her to call him back.

Clarissa stopped at the door to Boyce and Wilson’s room and knocked twice, she heard feet shuffling and then Wilson opened the door.

“You didn’t even ask who was there,” she snapped and stepped past him into the room.

Wilson pointed to the peephole.

“Sorry,” Clarissa smiled, “I’m a bit strung-out I guess.”

Wilson returned the smile, “Don’t worry about it, you have every right to be.”

Wilson didn’t know the half of it.

Clarissa took the CD from her pocket and gave it to Boyce, “Here’s a copy of Abasi at the bank.”

Boyce nodded and slipped the disc into his laptop, “How did it go at the bank manager’s?”

“There’s been some developments,” Clarissa took a deep breath, she hadn’t had time to contact the team since leaving the hotel with David.

“Omondi’s dead for starters. Abasi murdered him at his home last night. A GSU officer that was on the scene shot and wounded Abasi in the process, but he managed to get away.”

Boyce did a wolf whistle.

“There’s more.” Clarissa sat on the edge of the bed, “Turns out that Abasi may have somebody on the inside at the GSU, one Lieutenant Idi Tikolo.”

She filled them in on the detail but didn’t mention David’s history with Abasi and that he may be on a personal vendetta. That was between them for now.

“Boyce,” she handed him the address, “See what you can dig up on Idi Tikolo and I want you to find somewhere to hole up and watch his place.”

Boyce took the address, “Are you going to ask Stern to sanction the wet-ops?”

“I have to,” she replied, “we can’t just sit back and watch Abasi commit mass homicide. In fact, I better speak to Stern now.”

Boyce looked at the display on his notebook, “Are you sure? It’s only 3am in Washington.”

“I don’t care what time it is,” said Clarissa, “just call him.”

Boyce found Stern’s number on the call-sheet and tapped it into the scrambler, he handed her the receiver, “Should be ringing now.”

Clarissa put it to her ear and nodded when she heard the strange high-pitched ringtone. Stern took a while to answer.

“This better be important.”

“Sorry to disturb you at this hour, sir,” Clarissa smiled to herself, “I wouldn’t have called unless it was absolutely necessary.”

“Well,” Stern’s cough was raspy, sounded like he’d been smoking cigars again, “what is it?”

Clarissa explained what had happened and what she wanted, leaving out David’s involvement to protect him.

“And you’re certain Abasi’s our man?” he said after hearing her out without interruption.

“As certain as I can be,” said Clarissa, “all the evidence points to him.”

There was a long pause before Stern spoke, “Give me twenty-four hours and I’ll get back to you, there are a few people I need to speak to first.”

Stern hung up before she could protest. Twenty-four hours? Talk about cutting it fine. Clarissa made a quick decision, Abasi and Tikolo were missing and there were enough people on the ground looking for them. She would be more useful in Dar-es-Salaam.

“When’s the Gulfstream due back?”

“Should already be here,” replied Wilson, who appeared to read her mind, “And it’s only forty-five minutes flying time to Dar-es-Salaam.”

“Call the pilot and tell him to expect me in an hour, I’m going to pack a few things.”

Clarissa went down the hall to her room. She grabbed her over-night bag and stuffed her toiletries into it. She didn’t bother with any spare clothes, nothing like travelling light, and one way or another she wasn’t going to be there long.

Clarissa was leaving when she remembered the message from the RSO. She put down her bag and dialled the number. Clarissa gave the extension number to the Embassy’s operator and was put straight through to Peterson.

“Thanks for calling back, I know you must be busy.”

“No problem,” replied Clarissa. “What can I do for you?”

“The bomb squad has arrived from Washington, I thought it would be a good idea if you gave them a briefing on the threat, let them know what they’re up against.”

Clarissa checked her watch, it would mean calling the pilot to let him know but it was probably worth the detour.

“Ok, I’ll be there in twenty minutes, but it will have to be quick.”

Clarissa heard the RSO thank her, but she was already replacing the receiver. She glanced at herself in the mirror by the door. The sleepless nights were taking their toll, Clarissa’s skin looked blotchy and there were dark patches around her eyes. Not that any of that mattered. She picked up her bag and left the room.


CHAPTER THIRTY

Langata, Nairobi

August 4th, 1998

Maliki felt trapped and was pacing up and down between the den and the kitchen. He only called them that to give them a name. The walls were bare blocks and the floor made of cracked concrete that had a polished shine from years of mopping. Gloomy light filtered in through the windows that were an assortment of plastic sheets fixed to the metal bars.

The kitchen consisted of a concrete worktop and sink built into the far wall. A kerosene stove and a dilapidated fridge were the only mod-cons. What passed as the bathroom was a hole in the floor, a shower that rarely worked, and a bucket of dirty water. Maliki was occupying one of the two meagre bedrooms, Gakere and Nkosi were crammed into the one facing the street.

The house was located in the two square kilometre forest of tin shacks on the south side of Gataka Road, close to the African Inland Church. Maliki found it ironic that there were at least seven churches in an area that fed domestic staff to the rich people on the north side of Gataka Road.

Maliki hated the place, but the location was ideal for his current purposes. It was one of the few properties with a small holding and was set back from the road. Nobody bothered to police the area and if they did the news spread like bushfire.

The only saving grace was the satellite TV he had installed. Maliki sat on the threadbare sofa and considered watching CNN when his phone rang.

He frowned at the number before answering, “I told you not to call me unless it’s important.”

“I’ve got the address you wanted.”

Maliki picked a notepad up off the coffee table, “Give it to me.”

He jotted the address down that the caller recited.

The man on the other end of the line cleared his throat, “Also, I found out that it was Nbeke at Omondi’s house.”

Maliki didn’t respond and ended the call.

God damn Nbeke, meddling into his affairs again when he was so close. The events of the next few days would seal the President’s fate and see the fall of his political party, KANU. Other people were waiting in the wings to take over that were sick of Moi’s apathy. People that owed allegiance to Maliki and would see his return to power.

Nbeke needed to be taken out of circulation before he caused any serious damage. Maliki’s men had been watching the Captain’s apartment for a couple of days, but the bastard hadn’t shown up.

“Gakere!” shouted Maliki. “Get your ass in here.”

He heard the metal bed scrape the floor and then Gakere appeared in the doorway, “Yes, sir?”

Maliki tore the sheet from the notepad and handed it to him, “Get over to this address and keep an eye out for Nbeke but don’t let anybody see you. Let me know as soon as he turns up.”

Gakere nodded, “Right away, sir.”

It took an age for Gakere to start the old diesel engine. Maliki was about to go outside and give him a piece of his mind when it coughed into life.

Maliki’s smile was more of a sneer. Captain Nbeke might not know it yet but he was going to pay dearly for what he’d done. The address that he had given Gakere was only a few kilometres away and belonged to Nbeke’s mother.


CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE

Julius Nyerere International, Dar-es-Salaam

August 4th, 1998

Sean grinned up at her like a schoolboy from the bottom of the gangway.

“Somebody looks pleased with themselves,” she walked past him towards the Nissan Patrol.

“So, I should be,” replied Sean, “Odeh turned up back at his father’s mansion just before lunch. Miller and the gang are keeping an eye on him.”

“That’s fantastic!” Clarissa’s grin turned into a scowl, “They better not lose him again.”

Sean laughed, “Don’t you worry your pretty little head about that, I can’t see Miller making the same mistake twice, not that one anyways.”

Clarissa threw her bag onto the back seat and jumped in the front. Inside the 4x4 looked as bad as it did on the outside, the seats were faded and torn, the dashboard scratched, and the steering wheel worn from years of use.

“Where the hell did you pick this heap up from, the side of the road?”

Sean turned the key and the engine started first time, “Got to try and blend in with the locals.” He took the chequered scarf from his neck and wrapped it around his head, “See what I mean?”

Sean accelerated towards the terminal, a small mud coloured building with only part of it given to two-storeys in the middle. Clarissa realised it should be called an aerodrome and not an international.

Clarissa held on to the armrest as Sean suddenly careered off to the left and down an access track. A delivery truck flew by going the other way. There was no security and the gates were actually missing when they reached the main road.

“Where are we going then, I thought Odeh’s Dad’s place was over to the south-east on the coast?”

They appeared to be heading north-east towards the centre of Dar-es-Salaam. Clarissa could see a small cluster of high rise buildings directly ahead of them. There were two lanes separated by a wide concrete path, regularly spaced holes in it providing room for palm trees to grow. Both sides of the street were lined with industrial units, all of them busy, vehicles moving in and out, the car lots full out front.

“We are going to Odeh’s Dad’s.” Sean paused to let the sound of the truck’s horn die down as he scraped through a gap between it and a taxi, “We’ve got to catch a bloody ferry to Kigamboni and carry on down the coast from there. Otherwise, it’s an extra thirty minutes’ drive around the creek, there aren’t any bridges.”

Sean accelerated to get past a car that indicated to pull out and raced towards the city.

Clarissa looked out of the window as Sean concentrated on the traffic. They passed close to the city centre but remained surrounded by warehouses until they reached a huge train depot. Long rusty wagon trains were being brought in and taken away by ancient looking diesel locomotives, clouds of black smoke billowing from their funnels.

Clarissa saw a sign for ‘Railway Street’ as they turned right off the main road, a block later they turned left and followed the street along the coast. After the Marine Police Headquarters the buildings stopped and a beach opened up on their right. Separated from them by a thin copse of trees, where a few people were resting in the shade.

A bay, about a kilometre wide, stretched to the main shipping port. Clarissa could see several large cargo ships chained to the docks, they were on their side of the creek but must have been hidden from view before by the industrial units.

Something about the water looked strange, there seemed to be islands of stuff floating in it. Clarissa cringed when she realised what it was, she had never seen so much trash in one place, not even at the city dump in Atlanta. Plastic bags and containers danced with each other in the swirling currents, the prevailing wind driving them towards the beach.

Sean caught her reaction, “I know, there’s just about every type of human waste in there. I guess there isn’t much in the way of a sewage system around here.”

They joined the queue of around twenty cars waiting to board the open deck ferry at the terminal.

“They leave every half hour, so we shouldn’t have to wait long.” Sean turned off the engine, “Give you time to update me on what’s been happening in Nairobi.”

Clarissa filled Sean in on events, including her suspicions regarding Stern. 

“Jesus!” Sean exclaimed. “That’s some serious shit, I hope you haven’t told anybody else.” He checked the rear-view mirror.

“Not yet, I’m concentrating on the here and now, I’ll deal with Stern when I get back to Washington.” She smiled sweetly, “But if it does come to that I’m going to need some back up.”

Sean started the engine as the cars began to board the ferry in front of them, “You know you can always count on me, just tell me the time and the place and I’ll be there.”

Clarissa knew that he would, “Thanks, Sean, let’s just hope that I’m wrong.”

The journey across the swirling cesspit took less than five minutes. The smell couldn’t compete with what she had experienced at the morgue, but Clarissa was still relieved when they drove off the ramp at the other side.

Sean followed the coastal road and the squalor of the port changed to tropical paradise as they headed south from the city.

White sandy beaches that were bordered by turquoise sandbars gave way to the sparkling blue waters of the Indian Ocean. Clarissa could see a couple of tree covered islands joined by a spit of sand. Zanzibar was in the distance, like a mirage in the heat haze coming off the water.

They followed the road inland as it avoided a marsh over a kilometre long, the salt beds drying in the midday sun. Clarissa sensed that the coast was getting further away but then Sean turned left up a dirt track towards it. The track explained the layer of dust both on and in the Nissan.

“We’re almost there.” Sean slowed down, “The road into Odeh’s property runs adjacent to this one, over there.” He jerked his head to the left.

Clarissa remembered passing the entrance to it a few hundred meters before they turned off.

“Where’s Miller and the team?”

They passed a small tin roofed farmhouse and entered a plantation of coconut trees. The ground was carpeted with fallen palm fronds, brown and decaying. Clarissa guessed they were left there on purpose to feed nutrients back into the soil.

“He’s holed up with Adams in an old ruin over-looking the front of the property about half a click from here. Perry’s covering the beach to the west and Russell’s got the boathouse on the other side.”

They passed a newly built villa, fenced off amongst the trees, that looked deserted. A pile of sand and a concrete mixer in the middle of the drive proof that it was still being worked on. They drove through an open field and Clarissa caught a glimpse of Odeh’s mansion before they entered another copse of trees and it disappeared from sight.

Sean turned off the track and pulled up behind a water deposit next to what must be Miller’s vehicle, another abused looking 4x4. He turned off the engine and Clarissa could hear the sound of surf in the distance. A small path led off through the trees.

“Don’t go off the track,” Sean opened his door, “this place is infested with snakes.”

“Great,” said Clarissa before getting out, “as if terrorists weren’t bad enough.”

She followed Sean up the narrow sandy track for a few hundred meters until they reached a crumbling stone building at the edge of the plantation. Only a small part of the roof remained, and the doors and windows had rotted away.

Sean went in what was once the entrance. A piece of timber riddled with woodworm supported what was left of the stone wall above the narrow opening. Clarissa had to duck to avoid hitting her head.

“Only us, boys, no need to panic,” warned Sean before he moved into the next room.

Clarissa was close behind and saw Miller and Adams crouched near the only window.

She squatted beside them, “How’s it going, any movement?”

“No, he’s still in there.” Miller moved to one side and handed her the binoculars, “Take a look for yourself.”

Clarissa shuffled forward to take his place at the window. The photograph of Odeh and his father on the steps of the property didn’t do it justice. ‘Palatial’ was the only word she could think of to describe the place.

A huge oak tree stood to the left, out of shot from the pillared entrance featured in the photograph. Two thirds of the building went off to the left of the grand steps going up to the front door. Clarissa estimated that the mansion must be over fifty meters in length and it was two-storeys high. The entire facade was clad in what looked like white marble, and the gardens surrounding it were full of exotic plants, palms, and other mature trees.

Closer to them Clarissa could see a gatehouse, set in front of an oval turning area. A fountain bubbled away in the middle of the landscaped garden.

As she watched, a figure moved in the window of the guard post at the gate. Clarissa scanned the windows of the house and the rest of the grounds. Another man, machine gun hung from his shoulder, walked an Alsatian along the righthand side of the building.

Clarissa turned to Miller, “How many bogies are there?”

“We’ve counted eight so far, not including Odeh. There’s also at least four other staff inside, plus his father.”

Miller pulled at the t-shirt that clung to him. There seemed to be no air inside the ruin and the walls acted as a suntrap.

“You’re not thinking of doing anything stupid are you?” Sean had moved up beside her.

Clarissa turned to face him, “We can’t risk him going missing again. We’re going to take Odeh in the early hours of the morning and get the information we need out of him by any means necessary.” She looked at Miller and Adams, “We’re going to use the time between now and then to get prepared. We’ll also need to find somewhere quiet away from here to question Odeh.”

Wilson opened his mouth like he was about to say something but then didn’t, he looked exhausted. Adams simply nodded his agreement.

Clarissa continued, “Once everything’s in place we can get something to eat and then take shifts to get some rest.”

Sean raised an eyebrow, “Sounds like you’ve been thinking this through. But what if Odeh tries to leave between now and then?”

Sean’s question was a valid one and she didn’t really have the answer, “Then we’ll just have to improvise.”

Clarissa knew that it would jeopardise any chance of legal proceedings against Odeh by the Tanzanian authorities, but by then it would be too late. With Abasi and Khalid off the grid, interrogating Odeh was their only real chance of preventing the attacks.

Commander Tanui had put the idea in her head when he was talking about doing the same thing to Tikolo. Clarissa just hoped that she didn’t live to regret it.


CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO

GSU Headquarters, Nairobi

August 4th, 1998

The search of Omondi’s office at the bank revealed nothing so David headed back to GSU headquarters. He wanted to check if there was any update on Abasi or Tikolo’s whereabouts and go through their files again for any clues.

On the way upstairs, he ran into Tanui going in the opposite direction.

“Nbeke,” the Commander blocked his path and stared down at him, “I’ve been looking for you.”

“Sorry, I’ve been busy, sir,” was all David could think to say.

The Commander raised his eyebrows, “We better take this into my office.”

David trudged after him up the stairs. He knew it was always worse when Tanui spoke quietly and didn’t lose his temper. At least on the surface.

Tanui didn’t offer him a seat and walked over to the patio doors that had been left open. David could hear a game of football going on in the background and midday prayers being blasted over a tannoy system that crackled.

Tanui stared into the distance and spoke with his back to David.

“When I told you about Abasi you promised not to go vigilante on me.” Tanui waited before continuing, “As a result of your actions we’ve lost one of our best leads and the local police are going ape shit about jurisdiction and demanding an investigation into the shooting. What the hell were you thinking?”

“I guess I wasn’t,” admitted David.

“I’ve got a good mind to suspend you without pay.” Tanui sighed, “But now’s not the time, I need all the manpower I can get. I want you to co-ordinate the investigation with the local police. Any calls that come in regarding Abasi or Tikolo will be directed to you. But make sure that you get my approval this time before you go off and do anything crazy, or you will be suspended.”

Tanui turned to face him, “Do I make myself clear, Captain?”

“Yes, sir,” David nodded, “I won’t let you down.”

*****

Kiira was helping David do the washing up when he felt a bony finger poke his ribs.

“What was that for?”

Kiira pouted her lips, “I’ve been talking to you for ages and you weren’t even listening.”

“Sorry,” David forced a smile, “I had a bit of a long day at work, that’s all.”

He was still angry at himself for not taking the opportunity to kill Abasi.

“You seem to have a lot of those these days.” Kiira put on her most serious face, “Do you want to talk about it?”

David stifled a laugh, “Now you know I can’t do that, it’s top secret. All I can tell you is that I’m working on something very important.”

“More important than looking after your mother, that’s for sure,” Waseme looked over from the table where she was busy weaving a shawl.

“I’m here, aren’t I?” David realised that he had raised his voice, “Look, why don’t I stay with you for the night? I can go straight from here to work in the morning.”

“Suit yourself, you usually do,” Waseme returned to her craftwork.

David ignored her, “So how’s your holiday going Kiira, enjoying the time off?”

“There’s still plenty to do around here.” Kiira scratched at a bit of food stuck to the plate she was drying, “It gives me more time to help mum. The maize harvest starts soon so I’ve begun cleaning out all the storage bins.”

David had completely forgotten with everything going on. It was the one time of the year he was expected to lend a hand on the farm. The demanding physical work was too much for Kiira and his mother by themselves.

“When do you need me?” David tipped the water out of the washing-up bowl into the sink. He could hear it gush out onto the ground outside the window via the pipe in the wall.

“Maybe next week, but probably the one after, I’ll let you know this weekend.” Kiira smiled, “It’s going to be fun.”

“Great, I’m looking forward to it.” He tried to smile convincingly, “Now get ready for bed and I’ll read you a story.”

Kiira threw down the dish-towel and ran off to the bedroom. David cherished the long days they spent together in August, it was a special time of year for both of them. The harvest always reminded him of better days when his father was around, working the land and going to bed feeling utterly exhausted.

By the time that the harvest was ready the investigation would be over one way or another. And hopefully Abasi would be dead. Then David would be able to really relax and enjoy the week properly with Kiira. He would even tell his mother once he killed the monster, Abasi’s death was going to be a new beginning for them all.

After saying goodnight David nursed the Peugeot back down the rutted riverbed come track. David was so lost in thought that he didn’t pay much attention to the abandoned jeep at the bottom of the hill.


CHAPTER THIRTY-THREE

Julius Nyerere International, Dar-es-Salaam

August 4th, 1998

After scoping Odeh’s mansion and coming up with what could loosely be described as a plan, Clarissa opted to go with Sean back to the airport in Dar-es-Salaam to pick up supplies.

They left Miller and the rest of the team keeping an eye on Odeh. Clarissa wanted to make a quick call to Boyce from the secure line on the plane and check on the situation with Abasi in Nairobi.

The crew were all aboard the Gulfstream when they got there, ready to leave at a moment’s notice. Patrick opened the hatch for them.

“That was quick, Agent May,” he beckoned them inside. “We weren’t expecting you to be back quite so soon.”

“I’m not leaving yet, Patrick, just popped in to pick up a few things with Agent McGuire.”

“Can I get you anything whilst you’re here?”

“Actually,” Clarissa squeezed his arm, “we could do with a few rounds of sandwiches, some bottles of water, and whatever else you can rustle up. There are six of us altogether.”

“Six?” Patrick raised an eyebrow, “I’m sure I’ll be able to find something in my stores.” He hurried off to the back of the C37.

Sean had already got the key to the weapons cabinet from Thompson and was busy opening the padlock on the steel doors.

Clarissa headed over to Larry, who was manning the comms, “Would you mind making a quick call to Boyce for me?”

“No problem, take a seat.” Thompson handed her a headset, “Put these on.”

The call was answered after the first ring, “Boyce.”

Clarissa smiled at the no-nonsense telephone manner Boycey was renowned for, “How are things going? What’s the sit-rep on our suspects?”

“We’ve set up camp in a property across the road from his. So far there’s been no movement, apart from a couple of GSU officers in front of the place. Wilson’s a few blocks up the street in a rental in case our man goes on the move.”

Tanui had followed through on the surveillance, at least Clarissa hoped that’s who they were.

“You better keep a close eye on those locals, just in case they’re not kosher.”

“Already on it,” said Boyce. “Anything happening at your end?”

“Not yet,” Clarissa didn’t want Odeh’s return or her insane scheme somehow being transmitted to Stern. “Keep me posted of any developments.”

Clarissa cut the call, “Thanks, Larry.”

Sean was still loading a couple of duffle bags with weapons and ammunition. Clarissa went to help.

“We better chuck a few of these in,” she grabbed a handful of stun grenades and dropped them in. “What the hell,” Clarissa picked up another four grenades and added them to the bag.

There was a Remington M24 sniper rifle in the rack, Clarissa took it down and checked the bolt-action mechanism before placing it next to the bags. She found some cartridges to go with the rifle and threw them in as well.

Sean zipped up the bags, “There’s only four night-scopes, but we’ll just have to make do.”

Patrick came back from the galley with two small boxes of provisions, “It’s the best I could do at short notice, but there should be enough in there to keep you going.”

“I’m sure it will, thanks, Patrick.” She turned to the radio operator, “We’ve got to get going. I should be back by noon tomorrow at the latest. If you don’t hear from me by then I need you to contact Boyce and let him know that we’re at Odeh senior’s property and probably in need of help.”

Thompson was writing it down, “Not before twelve tomorrow, I’ve got it.” He nodded towards the kit bags, “Are you going to let me in on what it is that you’re up to?”

“I can’t do that Larry, sorry.” Clarissa smiled, “I’ll fill you in when I get back, ok?”

Thompson nodded, “Make sure you do that Agent May. I’ll be praying for you.”

*****

“How can you be sure that Johnston will help us?” she asked as they pulled up on Laibon Road, a few hundred meters from the entrance to the American Embassy.

Unlike the one in Nairobi the Embassy was set back from the road in the middle of a larger open lot. Marine Guards were checking vehicles on the way in and out, there seemed to be a lot more of them than in Nairobi, and no sign of any locally employed part-timers.

“Let’s just say we go back a long way and he owes me one,” Sean smiled. “You stay here. I’ll get one of the guards to send him out to us.”

Clarissa was happy to avoid being seen at the Embassy. She’d met the RSO, John DiCarlo, that morning in Nairobi at the meeting with Peterson. There was a slim chance he could be back in Tanzania by now.

Clarissa had instantly liked DiCarlo. He had only taken over in Dar-es-Salaam two weeks ago but was already making positive changes. DiCarlo was the reason the vehicles were being screened outside the gates instead of inside.

A few minutes later Sean was back.

“We’re in luck, Johnston’s off duty.”

Clarissa didn’t like the idea of involving Sean’s friend, but she was left with little choice, they needed somewhere fast. By the sounds of it Johnston’s secluded beach-hut would be perfect. Sean wasn’t sure exactly where it was but had seen pictures and knew it was on the south coast.

“Here he comes now,” said Sean, looking in the wing-mirror.

Johnston climbed in the back seat behind them. Sean twisted around and locked hands with him in a street-style handshake.

“How’s it going McGuire? What the hell are you doing in Tanzania? Anything I should know about?”

“Just on vacation with my lovely lady here.” Sean grinned at her, “Johnston, meet Daisy.”

“Well hello, Daisy,” he gripped her hand gently, “the pleasure is all mine. You do know that you’re far too good looking for this Irish rogue.”

“What can I say,” said Clarissa. She smiled, and played along, “It’s Sean’s inner-beauty that I’m attracted to.”

“That’s enough of that you too.” Sean grinned and looked at Johnston, “You’ve put on a few pounds.”

“There’s not a lot to do around here apart from keep fit,” he looked at Sean, “You sure you’re here on holiday? I could do with some real action.”

Johnston looked like he’d been overdoing the steroids to Clarissa, huge veins threatened to burst from his bull-like neck.

Sean winked, “I was wondering if you could lend us the key to your place on the beach, let us stay there for a night or two?”

“I said you could come over and use it anytime and I meant it.” Johnston slapped Sean on the back, “It’s great to see you.”

“You too, Brett, we’ll get chance to catch up properly when I bring the keys back.” Sean made a show of looking at his watch.

Johnston grinned, “You two lovebirds are in some kind of hurry. The key is under a rock outside the front door, so you don’t need to worry about bringing it back, but it would be great to grab a beer together if you’ve got the time. Has anyone got a pen and paper? I better give you directions on how to get there. It’s not an easy place to find.”

Clarissa passed him a pad and pen from her bag. Johnston explained the route to Sean as he drew out a map. Clarissa recognised the main road as being the one heading south to Odeh’s. By the looks of it Johnston’s place was a bit further down the coast. Perfect, nobody would expect them to head away from town.

“Thanks, Brett,” said Clarissa when he was finished, “we owe you one.”

“No, you don’t,” replied Johnston rubbing Sean’s ginger flattop. “Just make sure you guys have a good time and that this rascal pays me a visit when you’re done.”

“I will,” Clarissa couldn’t help giving him some kind of warning, “and Brett.”

“Yes?” he stopped with his leg out the door.

“Make sure you keep vigilant out there,” she thumbed back in the direction of the security check.

Johnston looked puzzled, “I always try to be, Daisy.”

“Take special care this weekend, ok?”

Understanding dawned on Johnston’s face. He nodded, “Don’t worry, I will, and thanks.”

“Catch up with you soon Brett, and thanks again buddy.”

“You guys take care.” Johnston shut the door and went to Sean’s window wearing a frown, “And make sure you let me know if you need anything else.”

Sean nodded and gunned the engine. He gave Johnston the thumbs up and then drove away from the Embassy. They hung a couple of rights to get back on the coast road and headed south towards the ferry terminal. Thankfully a strong breeze was coming in from the ocean, masking the smell of refuse as they made the short journey across the creek for the third time that day.

“Let’s carry on and take a look at Johnston’s place before we go back to the others,” said Clarissa as they neared the turn-off to Odeh’s palace. “Make sure we know how to get there in a hurry.”

“Good idea,” said Sean speeding up past the exit.

A few kilometres later they entered a small village of corrugated houses with no name. A few stringy dogs searched a collection of bins for scraps and a couple of naked children played in the street. One of them pushed a toy car made from coat hangers.

The kids waved as they passed by in the 4x4, Clarissa smiled and waved back. Probably not the wisest thing to do, but they looked so cute that she couldn’t resist.

Clarissa checked Johnston’s map, “Turn off here.”

The main road curved off to the right and they carried straight on down a dirt track. Johnston’s directions were spot on, after the fork in the road they took the second turning on the left. It was a much narrower track, over-grown weeds and bushes on both sides.

The thin cutting through the forest ended at a small clearing in front of a bamboo structure with a thatched roof. Shutters made of dried elephant grass were pulled down to cover the windows. Built into a small copse of trees on the edge of the beach it did look like the ideal retreat.

Clarissa got out and walked past the beach-hut to the sea. She looked up and down the stretch of sand and crystal-clear water but there wasn’t a soul in sight. To the north she could see the other side of the connected islands visible from Odeh’s property.

Clarissa went back to the front of the hut and up the few steps. Sean was inside, she could hear him stomping around on the raised deck. She walked through the open door and waited for her eyes to adjust to the darkness.

Sean opened one of the hatch-like windows to let in some light, “Just the job. Fancy a lie down before we go.” He patted the mattress of the single bed.

“No, I don’t,” said Clarissa, “and don’t think I’ve forgotten about ‘Daisy’. Where the hell did that come from?”

Sean grinned, “I don’t know, ‘Daisy May’, it kind of rhymes.”

Clarissa looked around the room. On the opposite side to the bed was a small gas cooker, next to it a stainless-steel sink and the shell of a kitchen unit missing its door. The only other furniture was a small desk crammed with novels and a wooden chair. A small shower and toilet to the right of the entrance was separated by a thin curtain. Double doors made of bamboo went out onto the terrace and the beach.

Clarissa smiled, “Better than ‘Paddy McGuire’ I guess. Come on let’s get back to Miller. I bet he’ll be getting worried by now.”


CHAPTER THIRTY-FOUR

Muthaiga Suburb, Nairobi

August 4th, 1998

Khalid’s headlights lit up the front of the villa. He was pleased to see that Fahim was keeping guard, sitting in the dark on the porch with the light off.

He got out the Nissan jeep and walked towards the door, the gravel crunched beneath his feet.

Fahim called out to him, “As-salaam alaykum.”

“Peace be upon you,” repeated Khalid, thinking that there was nothing peaceful about what they were planning. “How’s everything?”

“It’s boring sitting around here waiting, and Nassir’s whining is becoming unbearable.” Fahim’s eyes gleamed in the moonlight, “I’m not sure he will be able to go through with it.”

“Be patient, Fahim, soon you will be free from this place,” Khalid didn’t just mean the villa. “I’ll have a word with Nassir. The boy will do his duty when the time comes. Here I brought some food.”

Khalid handed him the bag of vegetables he’d picked up from the roadside market on the way there.

“Thank you,” Fahim shouldered his machine gun and took the bag, “we have nearly run out.”

Khalid looked around to make sure that the gates were securely shut before following Fahim inside to the kitchen. He was unpacking the shopping on the scarred granite worktop.

“Where’s Nassir?”

“Probably in the bedroom, that’s where he always is.” Fahim sneered, “Crying like a baby most of the time. I tell you, he does not have the stomach for what lies ahead.”

Khalid patted him on the back, “Don’t worry, leave Nassir to me.”

He left the kitchen and knocked gently on the door to the bedroom, “Nassir? Can I come in?”

“The door’s open,” replied Nassir in a meek voice.

Khalid took a deep breath before turning the handle. Nassir was sat on the edge of the bed. His face all puffed up with tears, snot running from his nose.

“What’s the matter?” Khalid sat next to him and put his arm around Nassir.

“I’m sorry,” he started sobbing, “I just can’t do it. When I remember what my parents looked like after...how can I do that to another human being? Does the Koran not say that we should live in peace with our neighbours?”

Khalid squeezed his shoulders, “We have come too far to go back now Nassir, you know that. Remember that it was the infidel’s Israeli brothers that killed your mother and father, with a missile made in the United States. They and Allah want you to avenge their deaths. You must be strong for their sakes.”

Nassir wiped the tears from his face and sniffed to clear his nose, “I will try.” He gave Khalid a weak smile, “Like you said, for their sakes.”

“That’s better.” Khalid gave him another squeeze, “Now come and help Fahim prepare dinner.”

He kept his arm around the boy as they walked down the corridor into the kitchen.

“Look who’s come to join us,” said Khalid.

Fahim turned from the sink, where he was busy scrubbing potatoes, the pink marigolds somehow didn’t go with the submachine gun on his back.

His reply was thwarted by the intercom buzzing in the hallway. Khalid released Nassir and signalled that they should stay quiet. He switched off the kitchen light and went through to the lounge.

Khalid pulled back the curtain a few inches. Headlights illuminated the front gates. The buzzer rang again. Whoever was ringing it didn’t let go this time. Khalid walked back into the kitchen.

He whispered to Fahim, “Go and cover the lounge window. Don’t do anything unless I give the order. Nassir, go and get your weapon and keep an eye out of the bedroom at the front. Keep the lights out. I’m going to see who it is.”

Whoever it was wasn’t going to go away. They were still ringing the buzzer and now started honking the horn of their vehicle as well. They must have seen the kitchen lights.

Khalid went to the hall and pressed the button on the intercom, ending the relentless droning.

“Hello, who is it?”

“Ah, at last,” the man’s tone was polite, “Mr Adoyo?”

“Who’s asking?”

“Inspector Lagat of the Kenyan Police, I’d like to ask Mr Adoyo a few questions?”

“What about?” said Khalid, his mind raced, it could only be Roxy.

“I’m afraid that I can only discuss the matter with Mr Adoyo, is he in at the moment?”

“I’m Mr Adoyo, now what’s all this about. I’m about to have dinner,” Khalid sounded annoyed.

“I’d rather do this face to face, Mr Adoyo, can you open the gates please so that we can come in.”

“Do you have a warrant?” said Khalid coolly.

“I can always come back with one if you like but I would rather keep this informal at this stage. I’d like to ask you a few questions regarding allegations made against you by Ms Roxanne Harper. We can either do it here or down at the station, it’s up to you Mr Adoyo.”

Khalid didn’t want them coming back with a search warrant and he certainly didn’t want to be dragged down to the station where he might be recognised.

“Ok, you’ll have to give me a minute.”

“Thank you, Mr Adoyo.”

Khalid took his finger off the intercom and called out quietly to Fahim, “Get Nassir and stay in the bedroom until I call you, and make sure that idiot doesn’t make a sound. Come on, go!”

Fahim hurried off to the bedroom, Khalid went into the kitchen. He put the three plates back in the cupboard and threw the vegetables back into the bag before shoving them under the sink.

He turned on the outside light and pressed the release for the gate before opening the front door. A blue and white squad car pulled up next to his 4x4 and two policemen got out. The taller of the two approached him, dark suit, bit of a belly on him, probably mid-fifties.

“Thanks for seeing us, Mr Adoyo. This is my colleague, Constable Cheboi. We’ve called around a number of times, but you never seem to be in. The gardener, oh, what’s his name?” He scratched his head.

“Saberu,” replied Khalid, cursing himself for not getting rid of the pesky little man.

“That’s right, Saberu. He tells me that you work away from home and are hardly here at all?”

“I’m a geologist,” replied Khalid, “most of my time is spent in the field collecting samples.”

“Can we continue this inside, Mr Adoyo? It’s a bit chilly out here,” Lagat made for the front door.

“This won’t take very long will it? I was about to cook,” Khalid stepped aside to let them in.

“That all depends, Mr Adoyo,” replied Lagat.

“Depends on what exactly, Inspector?”

“On the answers you give me.”

Lagat walked through into the lounge and seated himself in one of the armchairs. He took out a notepad and rested it on his knee. Khalid sat down on the sofa opposite him and the constable remained near the door to the hallway, probably in case he tried to make a run for it. Khalid smiled mentally at the thought of the constable coming up against Fahim with his Heckler & Koch.

“I’m not sure I like your tone of voice Inspector, may I remind you that this is my home,” Khalid waved his arm at the lounge, devoid of any personal belongings, photographs, or pictures of any kind.

“If you read anything into my tone then that’s your problem, Mr Adoyo. As I said, the allegations that Ms Harper has made are very serious, that’s why I’m here.”

“What kind of allegations?”

“According to Ms Harper you visited her home,” the inspector consulted his notepad, “on the sixteenth of March this year. Do you recall that evening, Mr Adoyo?”

Khalid decided to stick as close to the truth as possible, “Yes, Roxy invited me out on a date and I agreed. I went over to her apartment to pick her up as we’d arranged. Why, what exactly has Roxy been saying, Inspector Lagat?”

“If you don’t mind I’ll do the questions.” Lagat peered at him for a while before continuing, “Did you go out together that evening as intended, Mr Adoyo?”

Khalid maintained his composure. He knew that the inspector had nothing on him. If he did Khalid would already be in cuffs and on his way to a cell.

“No,” Khalid smiled, “Roxy invited me in.”

“You’re sure about that, Mr Adoyo,” Lagat was scribbling on the pad.

“Of course, I’m certain, she left the door open. Now come on inspector I’ve just about had enough of this.”

Lagat stopped writing and looked up, “Mr Adoyo, I’m conducting this interview and I’ll decide when it’s over. Now, you say the door was open when you got there, what happened after that?”

“Hasn’t Roxy already told you?” Khalid grinned.

“Yes, Mr Adoyo, that’s why I’m here, to get your side of things before I take matters any further.” He turned his attention back to the notepad, “Now what happened after you arrived at Ms Harper’s?”

“She was waiting for me in the bedroom doing her make-up.” Khalid shrugged, “We embraced and then we had sex.” He leant forward and grinned, “Let me tell you, she’s a wild one that Roxy.”

Lagat shot up from his seat and stepped towards him. The inspector spoke through clenched teeth, “That’s not Ms Harper’s version of events Mr Adoyo. She says that you forced her to the bed, tied her up and then beat her until she was unconscious. Does that ring any bells?”

Khalid stood to face the inspector, a full head taller he looked down at Lagat, “I think you better leave now inspector. I’ll be speaking to my solicitor about this and if you have any more questions then I suggest you get the warrant that you talked about.”

The inspector ignored his request to leave, “I’ve been checking up on you, Mr Adoyo. The mining company you told Ms Harper you worked for said that you went missing at the end of February and haven’t been in contact since. They told me that they cancelled your pay-cheques back in March.”

Khalid had left the real Adoyo’s body deep in the forest of Oldonyio Sapuk National Park on his way back to Nairobi. He’d picked Adoyo up at the bar in Kitui where he overheard the homosexual talking to colleagues about somebody he fancied. Getting him to buy the drinks and go for a drive into the National park had been easy.

The scavengers would have devoured Adoyo’s body long ago. Even the bones would have been eaten by the hyenas to get at the marrow. Whatever other evidence that remained of Adoyo’s existence would have been taken away by nature’s cleaners, ants and other insects that kept the forest floor clear of debris.

“What I do is none of your business, inspector. We both know that there’s no evidence to support these slanderous allegations.” Khalid smiled, “I think you were about to leave.”

He headed for the door to the hallway, but the younger policeman didn’t move. Khalid glared at him, “Get out of my way!”

The constable looked over Khalid’s shoulder at Lagat.

“Let Mr Adoyo pass please constable, I think we’ve outstayed our welcome.” Lagat stopped beside him before going out the door, “Something doesn’t smell right about you, Mr Adoyo, and I intend to find out what it is. I’m looking forward to our next meeting.”

Lagat straightened his jacket and walked out of the house followed by his junior. Khalid stood on the porch and watched them reverse out the drive before shutting the gate and going back inside.

Fahim was stood in the hallway holding his Heckler & Koch in front of him at the ready, “What did they want?”

“I thought that I told you to stay in the room!” screamed Khalid, striding towards Fahim. “Get back in there until I call you!”

“Yes, ustadh,” Fahim dropped his weapon to his side and stepped backwards before doing an about-face. He disappeared around the corner to the bedroom.

Khalid walked into the kitchen and poured himself a glass of water. He gulped some down to rehydrate his parched throat. Anger took over him. Khalid threw the glass into the sink, satisfied with the noise it made as smashed into pieces against the ceramic basin.

What was he thinking? Now they were onto him as Adoyo, as well as getting close to Khalid. He should have killed the stupid bitch.


CHAPTER THIRTY-FIVE

Odeh’s Mansion, Dar-es-Salaam

August 5th, 1998

“Wake up, Clarissa, fifteen minutes until we go,” whispered Sean, he was shaking her gently by the shoulder.

Clarissa nodded to let him know that she understood and stifled a yawn, she must have drifted off to sleep on the dirt floor. She sat up and rubbed the dried bits of mucus from her eyes.

Adams and Miller were checking each other’s webbing to make sure that it was secure. Sean was already fully kitted out with body armour and a tactical night-scope headset.

Their faces were covered in thick stripes of green and black camouflage paint, just the whites of their eyes and teeth showed in the moonlight. Clarissa looked up at the sky as the moon slipped behind another thin layer of cloud.

“How are you two doing?” she was impressed with Perry and Russell so far, the other members of the team. They had only slept for a couple of hours and had been watching Odeh’s place for days from the same spot in uncomfortable conditions. Unfit or not, Perry certainly didn’t lack will power and was staying the course.

“Good, thanks,” said Perry. “I feel much better after some food and a rest.” He looked towards the mansion, “Apart from the three guards everything’s been quiet for a couple of hours now.”

“Keep it up,” Clarissa got to her feet slowly. Her hip and shoulder on the side she had been sleeping ached and her leg was stiff. Clarissa ignored the minor aches and joint pain, stepped over to the bags of equipment and started to get ready.

Clarissa tried to forget the dream. She knew that it was merely a projection of her anxieties, but nonetheless it had seemed so real it frightened her. In it, the raid on Odeh’s mansion went horribly wrong, everything turned to slow motion and Clarissa was unable to move. Like her feet were fixed in concrete. When Sean woke her up it had taken Clarissa a few seconds to realise that it was only a nightmare.

“Want a hand with that?” Sean tightened the straps on her body armour and slapped her shoulder, “Good to go.”

Clarissa picked up the remaining machine gun and checked the mechanism before ramming home a full magazine. She slung the Heckler & Koch over her shoulder and slipped her Glock into her webbing. She grabbed a bottle of water and took a swig before turning to face the others.

“Remember gentleman, your safety is my number one priority, but we need Odeh alive. Try not to shoot him unless it’s absolutely necessary.” She checked her watch, “The attack commences in five minutes, everybody get to your positions, and good luck.”

Clarissa and Sean headed for the west side of the building where the rear entrance and kitchens were, skirting the fence until it ended at the beach.

Miller and Adams were going in through the beach at the opposite end of the property, where they expected the least resistance. Their job was to remain outside, take out one of the dogs and its handler and then keep them covered in case anyone else turned up.

Perry and Russell would eliminate the guard in the gatehouse and enter by the front door. Whoever encountered the other guard and Alsatian were expected to take care of them.

The servants were accommodated in a stable-like block well away from the main building. There were two women, one of them elderly, a middle-aged man who was the chef, and a young boy who acted as his assistant. They should all be asleep, and Clarissa wasn’t expecting any heroics from them. Odeh’s father had left earlier in the day, so that was one less occupant to worry about.

Sean dropped to his haunches beside a large palm tree and held up his fist to warn her, Clarissa stopped where she was and sank to the ground. One of the guards was near the corner of the building. The dog caught their scent on the breeze coming in from the shore. It turned towards them and growled, straining against the leash.

“What is it?” the dog’s handler let it lead him towards where Sean was crouched, hidden in the shadow of a tree. Clarissa centred the crosshairs on the man’s chest, he was dressed in military fatigues and carried an AK47 over his shoulder.

Sean waited until they were almost upon them and fired two rounds at the dog. The muzzle flashes lit up the beast’s snarl before it was catapulted backwards.

Clarissa pulled the trigger twice.

The force from such a close range sent the guard spinning away from her towards the house where he landed in a heap. She kept her sights trained on him, but he didn’t move. More shots split the night air, coming from the direction of the gatehouse.

Clarissa rose to her feet and followed Sean across the lawn to the rear entrance. Sean tried the door and shook his head, motioning her to move away. He took a small packet of C4 from his backpack, removed it from its protective wrapping and stuck it to the lock of the door. He pushed the priming pin into the clay-like material and walked to a safe distance on the other side. Sean held the detonator switch up in one hand and counted down with his fingers on the other.

The blast blew the lock out of the door and left a circle about a foot in diameter where it used to be. Sean reached into the hole and pulled the door open, staying to one side.  He yanked down his night vision scope and nodded to her, Clarissa signalled that she was ready, and Sean shot into the building.

Clarissa stepped in behind him and went left, staying low against the wall. There was a long work island in the middle of the room with pots and pans hanging from suspended racks above it. Two doors led off from the room, one directly ahead and another to the beach side of the property. Clarissa guessed the latter would probably be the dining room facing the sea and opted for the door straight ahead.

Sean came around the other side of the kitchen to join her. She grabbed the handle.

There was movement on the other side, someone coming towards the door. Clarissa let go and pointed to a position away from the door, Sean quickly backed away.

Clarissa flattened herself against the wall next to the door and waited, it burst open and another armed guard ran into the room. Clarissa let off a short burst and he toppled to the floor.

She shouldered the machine gun and took out her Glock. The pistol was much more effective in close quarters. Sean moved up to join her. Voices were coming from inside the house, men shouting.

Sean stripped a stun grenade from his belt and threw it into the next room and they covered their ears. Designed to create a large flash and a sonic bang the grenades temporarily disabled anybody caught in the blast. They sprinted through the door. Two of Odeh’s men were at the end of the hallway, at the foot of a huge marble staircase. Sean took them both down on the run with his Heckler & Koch, strafing them with bullets on automatic.

They could hear more shouting coming from upstairs. At that point the front door exploded inwards as Perry and Russell blew the charge. Clarissa and Sean joined them in the massive atrium where two swan-neck staircases led up to the second floor. Shots rained down from the landing above. One of them skimmed Clarissa’s arm, going through her muscle like a hot poker.

She ducked for cover underneath the mezzanine floor with the others. Clarissa twisted her arm around to take a look at the damage.

“Have you been hit?” Sean’s voice was full of concern.

“Don’t worry its nothing serious,” Clarissa gritted her teeth, it was beginning to hurt like hell.

Sean pulled a med-kit from his pack and took out a bandage and some anti-septic spray. He grabbed her arm and tore back the sleeve to expose the wound, “It went straight through. Keep still whilst I put this on, it might sting a bit.”

Clarissa fought the urge to punch him as he sprayed the wound. Sean wrapped the bandage around her arm and tied it off.

“That should hold for now,” he gave her a worried look, “How are you feeling?”

“I’m fine.” Clarissa fought off the dizziness and turned to Russell, “How many did you see on the way in?”

She knew that they needed to keep moving before Odeh’s men had time to get organised.

“Only two,” replied Russell, “One at the gate and another patrolling the grounds. They’re both down and that bloody dog.”

Clarissa did some quick maths, “That leaves us with Odeh and two more bad guys, should be a piece of cake.” She pointed at one of the staircases, “You and Perry take that one, we’ll take the other. On my signal we’ll throw up a couple of flash-bangs and then charge them.”

When they were in position Clarissa waved her hand towards the ceiling.

Sean and Russell lobbed their grenades up onto the landing. Clarissa watched Sean’s as it arced over the balustrade. They waited a couple of seconds for the resounding blasts and sprinted up the stairs.

The last two of Odeh’s men were down on the floor, hands behind their heads, half in surrender and half in pain. Clarissa could see blood coming from the ear of one of the shell-shocked mercenaries.

Perry and Russell took out some zip-ties and quickly had then bound and gagged with gaffa tape. Sean and Clarissa covered a hallway each whilst the prisoners were being secured.

Once they were finished Clarissa signalled that they stay in their teams and take one corridor each. Clarissa and Sean took the longer of the two heading west and began a room by room search, starting with the door on the left. There were nine altogether, four on each side, and one at the far end.

Clarissa and Sean took turns to open the door or go in first as they cleared each state sized room and connecting ensuite. One of them stayed near the entry point to cover the corridor, whilst the other completed the search. Within a few minutes they had checked all the rooms except the one at the end.

Russell and Perry approached, having finished their sweep of the other wing. Clarissa signalled them to cover their rear. Odeh must be inside the final bedroom.

Clarissa looked at Sean and held her hand up, “We know you’re in there, Mr Odeh, your guards have been immobilised and we’ve got the place surrounded. You’ve got thirty seconds to come out with your hands up or we’ll be forced to come in and get you.”

She waited but there was no answer, “Mr Odeh can you hear me, you’ve got fifteen seconds!” Still nothing from inside the room.

Clarissa nodded to Sean.

He tried the handle, but it was locked. Sean stepped back and kicked the door, slamming the heel of his boot down near the lock. It moved but didn’t break. Sean kicked it again and this time it gave way, wood splintering as the door flew open. Clarissa ran into the room after him.

The balcony doors were wide open, the curtains billowing in the breeze, the room empty. Clarissa ran out onto the terrace.

A single shot rang out in the distance, from down the beach towards the boathouse. Then there was silence.

“Shit!” Clarissa straddled the balustrade and dropped onto the roof belonging to the terrace on the ground floor. She made her way to the edge, struggling for balance on the slippery clay tiles. When she got there, she realised that it was at least twelve feet to the ground. Sean was close behind her.

“Come on, what are you waiting for? Sean picked his spot and jumped off, rolling away to soften the impact as he hit the ground.

Sub-consciously trying to protect the damage to her arm, Clarissa fell awkwardly and twisted her ankle. She struggled to her feet and hobbled down the beach after Sean.

By the time Clarissa caught up with him he was with Miller and Adams. She couldn’t help but grin when she realised that the figure writhing and screaming at their feet was Odeh.

Odeh’s hands were handcuffed behind his back and blood was pumping from a wound in his thigh. Perry and Russell came over from the house at a trot to join them.

“What the hell happened?” said Clarissa.

Miller looked over at her, a look of awe on his face, “Adams shot him trying to make a run for it down the beach. When I got here he was already tied up.”

Odeh let out another yelp of pain. She stared at Adams. He seemed to be in total control, even now checking the area around them for threats. Clarissa realised that she had completely misjudged the radio operator, who had no doubt saved the day.

“Well done, Adams!”

He turned and gave her a lopsided smile, “Thanks, but it happened so fast I didn’t have time to think.”

Clarissa appreciated his humility, “Come on let’s get this garbage out of here.”

Perry and Russell pulled Odeh to his feet.

He shrieked in protest, “What the fuck do you think you’re doing? Get your bloody hands off me.”

“Gag him,” Clarissa started to walk towards the gatehouse.

“This is unlawful arrest,” shouted Odeh, “You’ll never get away with it!”

She turned back to face him, “Who said anything about arresting you?” Perry pulled a strip of gaffa tape over Odeh’s mouth. Clarissa took comfort in the look of terror in his eyes.


CHAPTER THIRTY-SIX

Johnston’s Beach-house, Dar-es-Salaam

August 5th, 1998

Sean strapped Odeh to a chair in the middle of the room. He yanked the ski mask off the terrorist’s head and then ripped the tape from his mouth.

“Fuckers, you’re all going to die for this,” screamed Odeh, “as Allah is my witness!”

Sean punched him in the side of the head, “Mind your language, there’s a lady present. Any more of that and I won’t be just playing.”

Odeh sneered, “You call her a lady? She’s a whore, look at the way she exposes herself!”

Sean dealt him another blow. Odeh closed his eyes for a second and looked like he might have lost consciousness, then they blinked open again.

Clarissa tapped Sean on the arm. What they were doing made her feel sick, but she knew that it needed to be done.

“Look, Christopher,” she leant towards him, and tried keep the emotion out of her voice, “we can do this his way, or my way, it’s entirely up to you.”

Odeh spat in her face, his phlegm dripping from her eye and nose. Clarissa wiped at it and held up her hand to stop Sean hitting him again. She stepped over to the kitchen and found a dishcloth to clean herself with.

“Now that was unnecessary, Christopher, if you don’t start co-operating then I’m going to have to use other means.”

Spittle flew from his mouth as he shouted, “My name is Mohammed, you fucking whore!”

Clarissa nodded to Sean and faced the other way, struggling not to cringe as she heard him deliver another sledgehammer blow to the side of Odeh’s head. When she turned around Odeh was slumped forward in the chair.

Clarissa gave Sean a worried look. He shook his head and pushed Odeh’s head back so that he was sitting upright again. He was still conscious, one side of his face undamaged, the other a bloody mess.

“I’m going to try and make this easy for you Christopher,” Clarissa refused to use the name that Odeh had given himself. “We’ve been watching you for some time now. We know all about your trip to Egypt and the attacks you’ve helped plan against the embassies this weekend.”

Clarissa was only fishing, but she could tell from the way Odeh’s pupils widened that the nail had been hit on the proverbial head. The chanceries were definitely the targets.

“You don’t know anything,” Odeh gave her a bloody smile, “or we wouldn’t even be here. Would we, Agent May?”

Clarissa hid her surprise that he knew her name. She guessed that Abasi had told him, but it didn’t alter the fact that she had been identified by the leader of a terrorist cell.

“Believe me, Christopher, we know more than you think.” Clarissa stared him in the eye, “There are some details that you are going to help us with. First, you’re going to give me some names and addresses. Here and in Nairobi.”

Odeh shook his head, “You can rot in hell!”

Sean pulled his arm back to strike Odeh again, but Clarissa shook her head. She didn’t think that he could take much more punishment.

Blood was seeping steadily from the bandage on Odeh’s leg. Although the bullet had passed cleanly through, it had severed the femoral artery. Sean had stemmed the flow with a tourniquet made from the shredded leg of Odeh’s trousers.

The Tanzanian had lost a lot of blood. If he didn’t get surgery soon he would die. Even then he would be lucky to keep his leg. Circulation probably stopped to the bottom half an hour ago. Clarissa estimated that in six to eight hours the tissue would be dead, and the limb would need to be amputated.

She crouched so that she was on the same eye level as him, “What can you possibly think you’re going to achieve by murdering innocent people? All it will do is turn public opinion against you.”

The moment she said it realisation dawned on her, Clarissa knew what Stern’s motive was.

His smile was more like a grimace, “These attacks are aimed at the infidels who spy on us under the cover of diplomacy. None of you are innocent! You must pay for what you have done to our brothers!”

“What brothers?”

“I’m talking about my comrades that you followers of Satan detained illegally in Albania and then gave to Egypt.” He sneered, “Using another country’s corrupt legal system to do your dirty work as usual.”

A warning that a ‘response’ would be made was communicated to the State department shortly after the four EIJ terrorists were extradited to Egypt. It was one of the pieces of information that had alerted her to the EIJ and their intentions.

“I don’t give a crap about you or any of your so-called brothers.” Clarissa stood over him, “All I’m interested in is those names and addresses. Now are you going to give them to me or shall I leave you with my associate?”

“You see, we are not so different you and me.”

“In what way is that, Christopher?” Clarissa was fascinated to see what this monster could possibly think that they had in common.

He smiled and turned his head towards Sean, “We both use ignorant pawns to do our bidding.”

Sean stared silently at Odeh.

“This is your last chance.” Clarissa pointed, “Once I walk through that door I won’t be able to help you.”

“I told you before, bitch, my name is Mohammed.”

“Ok, Christopher, have it your way,” Clarissa turned and walked out of the beach-hut, closing the door behind her as she left. She headed over to where Miller waited beside the Nissan jeep, his shape just visible in the moonlight.

Odeh’s blood-curdling scream stopped her in her tracks, Sean said something to his captive and then there was another. She almost turned back to stop him. Clarissa swallowed hard and forced herself to keep walking away. She had tried and failed. Like she had said earlier, they needed the information by whatever means necessary.

“Did he tell you anything?”

Clarissa lent up against the bonnet next to him and shook her head, “Only what we already knew, it’s the embassies they’re after.”

“You know this is wrong, don’t you?” said Miller, “We could all go to jail for this.”

“I know it’s not right, that’s for sure,” Clarissa sighed. “But nobody’s going to jail. We’ll be long gone before anybody finds out we’ve even been here.”

He nodded, “But Odeh’s going to talk. Once the Tanzanian government gets hold of this they’re going to have a field day.”

“He’s not going to talk, he can’t.”

Clarissa had already considered what would happen if they let Odeh go and it simply wasn’t an option. Apart from warning the other terrorists he would use her name to publicly humiliate the CIA and America. On top of that he would no doubt carry out more attacks in the future. He had to disappear. Without him there would be nothing linking them to the attack on his mansion.

Odeh’s death would be investigated briefly and then put down as another one of Africa’s violent robberies gone wrong. They had left Adams, Perry, and Russell removing a few of the priceless artefacts from the mansion to make it look convincing. Clarissa’s instructions were to dump the booty in the creek on the way back to their hotel.

“I’d feel better if we were getting on that plane with you,” said Miller, “things are probably going to get a little bit hot around here.”

“I know, but I need you here.”

Clarissa wanted to take out both terrorist cells simultaneously. Her plan was to head back to Nairobi with Sean and leave Miller and his team to take care of the one in Dar-es-Salaam.

The Embassy in Nairobi was a much more vulnerable target, but more than that, Clarissa wanted to take down Abasi. She hoped that by chopping off the snakes’ heads they would leave the rest of the terrorists to wriggle uselessly.

She took the tub of painkillers from her pocket and popped another one, her arm was starting to throb again. She would need to get it stitched up properly when she got back to Nairobi. Hopefully she could avoid bumping into Doctor Gupta at the hospital again.

The screams stopped coming from inside the hut. Sean opened the door and came over to them.

“He’s a stubborn one, that’s for sure.” He took a deep breath, “He’s passed out. I could wake him up, but I don’t think he’s going to talk. Not without some sodium pentothal and a few days to work on him.”

Clarissa feared as much, “I think we better take him for a walk down the beach and give him one last chance, don’t you?”

Sean nodded.

She pushed herself off the bonnet and walked over to the hut with Sean and followed him up the steps. Her feet felt like lead.

Sean slapped Odeh across the face, “Wake up, we’re going for a little stroll.”

Sean undid the binds holding Odeh to the chair and hoisted him to his feet. His eyes opened but he looked dazed and confused. Sean held Odeh’s bound arms and propelled him through the door.

Once they got outside Clarissa helped, taking one of Odeh’s arms as they dragged him through the sand. She was puffing with the exertion by the time they reached a small outcrop of rocks a few hundred meters to the west.

“This looks like a good enough spot,” said Sean, as if they were choosing somewhere to lay their towels.

They dropped Odeh to his knees in the sand, head slumped forwards, hands tied behind his back.

“Is he conscious?”

Sean tilted Odeh’s head back. His eyes were slits but open.

“He can hear you.”

Clarissa walked around to face him, “This really is your last chance Christopher. You are in bad need of medical attention. If you tell me what I need to know then I’ll make sure that you get it. You have my word.”

Clarissa meant every word, she was willing to lose her career if it meant saving lives.

Odeh tilted his head up and struggled to focus on her, “I would rather die than help you.” He spat into the sand, “Filthy American pig! You haven’t got the guts to kill me. That’s why we will win in the end. Your bellies are too soft for the work of real men.”

Clarissa nodded. In a daze she pulled her Glock from her webbing and pointed it at Odeh’s head.

He smiled, “You haven’t got the balls.”

Clarissa took a deep breath and pulled the trigger. The bullet hit Odeh between the eyes, snapped his head back and toppled him over backwards.

Sean leant down, grabbed Odeh under the armpits and started dragging him towards the rocks.

Clarissa holstered her Glock. Her legs felt weak as Sean dragged Odeh across the slippery surface until he reached a flat stone at the water’s edge. The surf stung Clarissa’s face as she watched Sean throw Odeh out into his watery grave.


CHAPTER THIRTY-SEVEN

Julius Nyerere International, Dar-es-Salaam

August 5th, 1998

Sean dropped Clarissa and the kit bags off at the plane before taking the rental back to the office in the airport terminal. He returned ten minutes later and flopped down in the seat beside her.

The pilot started the engines to warm them up and they waited for clearance from the tower.

“What else can I get you?” Patrick tucked in the end of the bandage with his pianists’ fingers.

“A stiff whisky if that’s ok?” Clarissa checked out the bandages, “Nice work by the way.”

A trained medic as well as being the steward, he had done a fine job of changing the dressing on her arm. It looked much neater now and wasn’t quite as tight. She could feel the circulation returning to her fingertips.

“Are you sure that you don’t want anything to eat?”

“Not just now thanks Patrick, maybe I’ll feel like it later,” Clarissa’s stomach was in knots and she expected a call from Stern any minute now.

The Gulfstream’s pilots alerted Langley every time they took off as a safety measure, giving them their destination, ETA and flight-plan. Stern would know that they were on the move within minutes.

They started taxiing towards the runway.

Sean spoke quietly, “What are you going to tell Stern?”

“The truth, that Odeh is dead,” replied Clarissa. “If he doesn’t like it then he can go to hell as far as I’m concerned.”

“You’re still convinced that he’s one of the bad guys?”

“Think about it Sean, who is likely to gain the most from these attacks succeeding?”

He shook his head.

“Stern of course,” Clarissa leant back in her seat. “He’s been trying to get more funding for years, even bringing the President on-board to give his backing. What better way to get public opinion on your side than blowing up a couple of American Embassies?”

“Shit,” Sean let out a huge sigh. “You’re right, the people are going to want blood and the President will have to do something about it.”

Clarissa nodded, “Counter-terrorism will become a priority and Stern will be given a blank cheque to do whatever he wants.”

“And you’re sure it was him in the photo with this Commander Tanui?”

Clarissa checked to make sure that the others weren’t watching. Patrick was strapped in at the front waiting for take-off and Larry was busy at the coms consol.

Clarissa pulled the crumpled copy from the pocket inside her jacket, “Take a look.”

She had kept it on her all the time, too scared that it might be discovered if she left it back in the hotel. Clarissa found it difficult giving the evidence away, even to Sean. She held on to it for a second before letting him take it.

“It does look like him, that’s for sure,” he said, examining the photo. He handed it back to her, “It’s hard to believe that he’s in on all this.”

“Whether Stern’s directly involved or not he stands to benefit a great deal if the terrorists succeed,” she folded the copy up and put it back into her jacket.

“And I’m sure he’s been trying to slow us down from day one. Put that together with the fact that he has known the Commander for some time,” she shrugged. “It doesn’t look good.”

They fell silent as the pilot pushed the throttle to maximum at the end of the asphalt. He released the brakes and Clarissa felt her stomach being pushed back as they hurtled down the runway.

She gazed out of the porthole. The sun was nearly above the horizon to her right, only the bottom tip hidden from sight. The ocean was bathed in gold and orange, a shimmering reflection of the sky.

The view seemed surreal after what she had been through, almost magical. They flew northeast, over the creek and out over the Bay of Dar-es-Salaam before banking left. The jet levelled out and they headed north over the island of Zanzibar towards Kenyan airspace.

*****

The jet touched down gently then the engines roared as they were thrust into reverse. They turned left at the end of the private runway and taxied over to the hanger where her Vitara was parked.

Clarissa was still fuming from her conversation with Stern. The sanctimonious prick had actually threatened to sack her at one point. She couldn’t wait to see him face to face.

Sean was asleep on the seat beside her, snoring like a walrus. She gave him a nudge, “Come on sleeping beauty, we’re here.”

Sean was fully alert in seconds and looked like he had been awake the whole time. Must be his years in the military. Clarissa knew that if she fell asleep now it would take a fanfare to wake her up. She was running on fumes.

“Where to next, boss?” Sean stretched his arms out above his head and pushed up with his hands clasped together. Clarissa heard something crack, so he was human after all.

“Back to the hotel first for a quick scrub up and then out to see how Boyce and Wilson are doing.”

Sean had started snoring minutes after her heated phone conversation with Stern. But he missed the call she had made to Boyce. They were still keeping watch outside Tikolo’s property, but Clarissa wanted to take a look for herself. Boyce gave her directions from the hotel.

“What about your arm?”

“I’ll go there after we see Boyce, the hospital isn’t far from Tikolo’s place.”

Patrick was going through the process of opening the cabin door and extending the gangway. Scott came out from the cockpit. He looked almost as bad as she felt. Clarissa realised the crew must have been cooped up in the plane for over twenty-four hours now.

“I won’t need you for a couple of days at least. You guys get yourself down to the Norfolk Hotel, I’ll arrange for some rooms to be ready by the time you get there.”

The flight engineer shook her hand, “That would be fantastic, thanks. If you can get two twins, at least one pilot and crew have to stay with the plane.”

“Ok, we’ll see you there, Scott.”

Clarissa walked past the steward, “Thanks again Patrick, you’ve been great as always.”

“Always a pleasure, Agent May, try and take a little more care, won’t you?”

Clarissa didn’t bother to turn around, “I’ll try, Patrick, believe me, I’ll try.”


CHAPTER THIRTY-EIGHT

Langata, Nairobi

August 5th, 1998

After a quick shower and change they headed over to see Boyce. Tikolo’s residence was in Langata, close to the State line, sandwiched between the National Park and the Ngong Hills.

Clarissa followed the directions and turned right after seeing the sign for the Snack Centre. She pulled up behind Boyce’s rental, next to the row of tin roof houses, and killed the engine. Clarissa knew from the satellite image Boyce had sent over that Tikolo’s house was on an unnamed road to the north that ran parallel to the one they were on.

She walked with Sean to the house with ‘39’ above the metal door and knocked. There was a lengthy pause before it opened.

Boyce’s face appeared around the door, his jaw dropped when he looked at her, “Christ, you look like shit.”

“Thanks,” Clarissa smiled despite feeling dizzy and the throbbing in her arm. She leant against the doorframe.

Boyce beckoned them inside, “Follow me.”

The shutters were closed, and the lights off. They followed Boyce down a short corridor into a room that was divided by a bead curtain. Behind the curtain a double mattress lay on the floor, above it shelves fixed to the brickwork filled with books. A table and two chairs almost filled the rest of the room.

The table was pushed against the wall to make room for the digital camera and sound boom that were mounted on tripods and aimed out of the window. Both devices were connected to Boyce’s laptop, set up on the floor next to the briefcase that contained the satellite phone.

“Where’s Wilson?” Clarissa took the seat next to him. She hardly had enough energy to stand.

“He’s waiting down the road in case there’s any movement, but nobody’s been in or out since we got here yesterday.” Boyce looked at the bandage on her arm and raised an eyebrow, “How did it go with Odeh then?”

Clarissa didn’t have the time to say too much on the plane, “Not good, Odeh’s dead and we’ve got no more to go on than we had before.”

“Shit! How did that happen?”

Sean interrupted, “He saw us coming and tried to do a runner. Then he started shooting.” He shrugged, “Adams had no choice, it was self-defence. He shot Odeh in the leg and he bled to death.” He pointed at her arm, “Clarissa took a bullet in the process.”

Clarissa could have kissed the Irish brute. He was sticking to the same story that she had told Stern.

“Let me take a look,” Clarissa peered through the camera’s telescopic lens.

The house across the road was a little bigger than the one they were in and built of concrete blocks rather than brickwork. There was a short empty driveway out front with a rusty metal gate, and the windows were covered in different coloured plastic.

“Any sign of Abasi or Tikolo?”

Boyce removed his glasses, rubbed his eyes and yawned, “Not even a mouse.”

“Is there another entrance?”

“No,” replied Boyce, “the place backs onto a six-foot wall that belongs to another property.”

“Good, any phone calls?”

“None that we know of, but unless he makes a call near to a window it’s unlikely that we’ll pick it up.” He pointed at the sausage shape microphone, “That thing’s next to useless unless there’s a clear line of sight to the target.”

Clarissa nodded, truth be told she didn’t know the difference between a good microphone and a bad one. “Any sign of the GSU?”

“They’ve been changing shift every six hours, I’ve seen four different vehicles so far.” Boyce looked at her and yawned, “Speaking of shifts?”

“I know Boycey, you must be exhausted, but so are we.” Clarissa checked her watch, 9:20am, “We’ll go back to the hotel and get some shuteye, but we’ll be back to relieve you by 16:00.”

Boyce sighed and replaced his glasses, “Just make sure that you get that arm seen to first.”

“Don’t worry,” Clarissa nodded, “I will.”

The painkillers were wearing off, but she didn’t want to risk taking any more. Clarissa was worried that it might affect the medication they could give her at the hospital.

*****

Sean drove, and Clarissa gave directions.

She recognised the turning to the restaurant where she’d had lunch with David, “Slow down, it’s not far ahead.”

A few minutes later they pulled up outside the Accident and Emergencies department where there were over forty people waiting to be seen.

Sean barged his way through the throng to the reception desk. He showed the woman his badge, “I’ve got a gunshot wound here that needs immediate attention.”

The nurse tutted and reached for an admissions form, “Fill this in and then take a seat, someone will be with you as soon as possible.”

“But we need to see a doctor now,” said Sean.

The nurse looked past him at the chaos in the waiting room. A teenage boy was literally bleeding to death from a knife wound.

“We have to deal with you in order of priority and all of the doctors are busy at the moment. You can wait or try your luck at Kenyatta National.” The nurse looked up at them, “It’s only a couple of blocks from here.”

Clarissa took the form, “We’ll wait.”

The waiting room was crammed with patients that were suffering everything from malnutrition to gunshot wounds.

After about thirty minutes the boy with the knife wound to his stomach was seen to. Clarissa hoped it was soon enough, his groans had been becoming fainter by the minute.

Another hour went by and Clarissa was about to give up hope when she saw Dr Singh walking along the corridor towards them.

“Back again, Agent May?” His smile was fleeting, “Looks like it’s you who’s been on the receiving end this time. Come with me and I’ll take care of it.”

“Thanks, doc, I appreciate it.”

Clarissa felt close to passing out. Her arm was numb and painful to move. Sean helped her follow Dr Singh into an examination room.

Clarissa sat on the bed and the surgeon started to unwind the bandages on her arm. The pain got worse the more he unravelled.

Dr Singh twisted her arm to take a better look. It hurt like hell, but she resisted the urge to slap him.

“You’ve been fortunate, Agent May,” he put her arm down. “The bullet’s gone straight through the muscle without touching the bone, tendons, or any arteries. A few stitches and in a month or two it should be back to normal. Until then please try to take it easy.”

Clarissa smiled, “You’re the second person who’s said that to me today.”

“Why am I not surprised?” Dr Singh sighed, “Try to stay here until I come back.”

He walked off down the corridor.

Sean grinned at her, “Oh, we like him.”

“You would,” Clarissa lay back on the bed. “Now shut up for a minute.”

Instead of the investigation she found herself thinking about David. Wondering if he was one of the officers taking turns to watch Tikolo’s place. It was the last thing Clarissa thought of before she drifted off.


CHAPTER THIRTY-NINE

Langata, Nairobi

August 6th, 1998

“Something’s happening.”

Sean’s voice startled her. She must have dozed off in the seat next to him.

It was nearly the end of their shift. They had replaced Boyce and Wilson over seven hours ago and were due to be relieved soon.

Clarissa sat up, “Sorry?”

“I’m sure that I saw somebody at the side of the house but then I lost them in the shadows.”

Clarissa felt instantly awake. She took the night-vision binoculars from him and scoured the building and grounds. But there was nothing there.

“Could you tell who it was?”

“No, all I saw was a shape,” replied Sean.

The muffled but distinctive ‘CRACK’ of a weapon being discharged filled the night. It had come from the other side of Tikolo’s house.

“Shit, we better get over there.”

Clarissa looked around, but Sean was gone and then the front door slammed.

Clarissa got up and ran after him as quickly as she could with her arm in a sling. She clambered onto the bins outside the house and straddled the wall before dropping awkwardly on the other side. The impact jarred her shoulder and sent a wave of pain through her arm.

Clarissa bit her lip, she could see GSU officers running down the road towards her.

A light came on inside Tikolo’s and the front door opened. A man emerged and started shooting at the GSU officers. Clarissa crouched to one knee and realised that the gun was already in her hand.  

She missed with the first shot and the machine gun turned towards her. But it was too late. Clarissa emptied the rest of the magazine into him and he fell to the ground.

Shots rang out from the side of the house and then everything went quiet.

Clarissa sprinted across the road and around the corner. She skidded to a stop.

Sean was on the ground, staring at the sky, blood pouring from his chest.

“NO!” Clarissa ran past him into the back garden, but it was empty.

She dropped the gun to her side and went back to her friend. Clarissa knelt next to Sean and cradled his head in her hands.

The GSU officers caught up with her, weapons drawn. They gathered around Sean’s body.

“Why are you just standing there,” screamed Clarissa. “Go and look for whoever did this!”

The GSU officers split up. One went to search the back garden and the other went towards the house.

Deep down Clarissa knew that it was futile, but she checked Sean’s neck for a pulse anyway. That’s when she started crying.

Clarissa lay Sean’s head down gently and stood up. Tears rolled down her cheeks as she took her cell-phone out and speed-dialled Boyce.

He answered after a couple of rings.

“What is it?”

Clarissa summoned the courage to speak, “I think you better get down here. And send an ambulance.”

“Shit, what’s happened. Are you ok?”

“I’m fine.” Clarissa swallowed, “But Sean’s dead and it’s all my fault.”

Clarissa couldn’t bring herself to say anything else, so she broke the connection.

Where the hell was Wilson?


CHAPTER FORTY

Ngong Hills, Nairobi

August 6th, 1998

Gakere guided the 4x4 skilfully through the maze of deserted streets. The few residents still outside at this hour had fled to their homes when the gun battle started. Some simply didn’t want to get involved, whilst more still were avoiding confrontation with the police. Within minutes of the first shot being fired Langata was on lockdown.

They hit the main road, Gakere gunned the engine and headed west towards the Ngong Hills.

Maliki was lying across the back seats to avoid being seen. The adrenalin gone, his chest felt like it was on fire. He’d torn the bullet wound open when he scaled the wall behind Tikolo’s. Blood had seeped through the bandage and onto his shirt, he pressed a hand against it to stem the flow.

Despite the pain Maliki felt exhilarated. He had avoided capture yet again, and the CIA agent outside Tikolo’s had been an unexpected bonus. The look of surprise on the American’s face when he pulled the trigger had been priceless.

Maliki had received a call the previous day from Tikolo, warning him to get out and that the place was being watched by the GSU.

But it was Gakere who had spotted the CIA agent parked a few blocks away when he was driving back to the house that evening. Thankfully Gakere had the sense to leave the jeep in the church carpark on the next street. Then he’d made his way through a neighbour’s yard at the back to the kitchen door at the side of Tikolo’s property.

When it was time Gakere had gone out first and the single shot he fired was both necessary and the signal for Maliki to make good his escape.

Maliki hated to admit it but both Gakere and Tikolo were proving to be valuable assets. In fact, it was almost a shame that Lieutenant Tikolo’s days were numbered.

Maliki had convinced Tikolo to get involved not long after being sent to prison and the basic idea first formed in his head. He had met Odeh years back when he was head of President Moi’s security detail. During Moi’s diplomatic trip to Tanzania they had attended a gala hosted by Odeh’s father. Even then there were rumours that Odeh was rebellious and helping to fund anti-government rallies.

As a potential security threat, Maliki had kept his eye on Odeh, both during the gala and afterwards. Maliki took an interest in him and his sources within the Tanzania People’s Defence Force had kept him abreast of Odeh’s activities. Over the years the facts suggested that Odeh was becoming more involved with terrorist organisations. He went on multiple trips to the middle-east and was reported to have met with known terrorist leaders in Dar-es-Salaam.

But all of the evidence was circumstantial and due to his father’s position as political advisor to the Prime Minister the TPDF’s suspicions were never followed up.

Maliki had a lot of time to think in prison and realised that Odeh and his connections could be used to his advantage. But he needed somebody on the outside to carry out his plans, including introducing Odeh to Kalpar.

Tikolo had been the logical choice, having proved his loyalty back at the KWS by keeping his mouth shut during the investigation. Maliki also knew that Tikolo had a deep-rooted hatred for President Moi and the western governments that backed him. His parents were Kikuyu and had been slaughtered in their home to prevent them voting against Moi in the ’92 election.

Despite all this he took some convincing and it was only when Maliki threatened to expose Tikolo for his part in the poaching ring that he finally agreed. Tikolo had followed his instructions to the letter, believing that he would be rewarded both financially and politically. Maliki smiled, if Tikolo had half a brain he would have worked out that was never going to happen.

They pulled off the main road onto a track that ended at a dry riverbed leading up into the hills.

“This is where I saw Nbeke,” Gakere slowed down to negotiate the ruts and potholes, “coming down the hill from his mother’s.”

Frustratingly Nbeke hadn’t been back to his mother’s or his apartment since the 4th and Maliki couldn’t wait any longer. If Mohammed wouldn’t come to the mountain, then the mountain must come to Mohammed.

The jeep was making slow process and a lot of noise as it lurched up the hill. Maliki held onto the headrest of the seat in front to prevent himself being thrown around.

“How much further is it?”

Gakere glanced at him in the mirror, “Less than a kilometre.”

Maliki spotted a clearing on the right and pointed, “Pull in there, we’ll go the rest of the way on foot.”

They parked the jeep and continued up the track, staying close to the edge of the riverbed. Gakere led the way, picking his route over the stones carefully in the moonlight. His machine gun at the ready. The incline got steeper and the effort was causing Maliki serious discomfort, but at least the bleeding seemed to have stopped.

After about ten minutes they reached a narrow driveway surrounded by Acacia bushes.

Gakere stopped, “This is it.”

Maliki took a moment to catch his breath, “We do this quick, catch them by surprise. If Nbeke’s here, then we take out the car tires first.”

Gakere nodded and headed off down the driveway. Maliki followed closely behind, making sure to avoid the two-inch-long thorns on either side.

They paused as the driveway opened up into a large clearing. The house in the middle was shrouded in darkness and there wasn’t a vehicle in sight.

Maliki tapped Gakere on the shoulder and pointed to the steps going up to the front door. They were made of wood and creaked underfoot. Gakere held his hand up when he reached the door, but the house remained silent. Maliki nodded and Gakere tried the handle, but it was locked.

Gakere took a step back and kicked the door below the lock. The wood gave way with a resounding crack and they rushed into the house. Maliki turned on the light and took in the rattan furniture and book case. Then he heard movement in the room next to them. Gakere was heading for the door on the other side of the living room when it opened.

“David?” Waseme wore a nightdress and screamed when she saw them.

She tried to retreat and shut the door but Gakere was too quick. He hit her in the back of the head with the butt of his rifle and Waseme went sprawling to the kitchen floor. Gakere stepped over her to deliver another blow but she was out cold.


CHAPTER FORTY-ONE

Langata, Nairobi

August 6th, 1998

Boyce pulled up outside Tikolo’s at the same time as the LandRover. Clarissa recognised the vehicle and wasn’t surprised to see Doctor Kimani from the morgue emerge from the passenger side rather than a paramedic. The GSU must have already called it.

Boyce walked over and hugged her tight. Clarissa started crying again.

“Christ, Clarissa, I’m so sorry…” Boyce faltered, “I know you guys were close.”

All she could do was snivel into the shoulder of his jacket.

“Where’s Wilson?” Boyce held her at arm’s length and looked at her, “I can’t get hold of him.”

Clarissa couldn’t look him in the eye, “Wilson’s dead too. The GSU found him in his car, shot through the head at close range.”

She went on to give him a quick recap of events.

“I’m sorry I wasn’t here.”

Clarissa broke away, “There was nothing anybody could have done, it all happened too fast. I was only about a minute behind him but...”

“You don’t have to talk about it right now,” said Boyce. “Did you see who did it?”

Clarissa shook her head and realised that snot was dripping from her nose. Boyce handed her a tissue.

“Thanks,” she blew her nose and used the time to pull herself together. “Whoever it was they were gone by the time I got here, must have escaped through the back garden.”

Boyce looked around the surrounding buildings, “Any cameras?”

Clarissa’s brain still wasn’t functioning properly, “I don’t think so but it’s probably worth checking.” She reached into her bag and took out Kalpar’s ledgers, “I found these in Tikolo’s place, put them in the car.”

Boyce stuffed them under his jacket and went back to the rental.

The two GSU officers were talking to a handful of local police that had turned up shortly after the shooting, but it was getting heated. One of the GSU officers shook his head and made a show of cocking his weapon. The police sergeant shouted something and then walked away, swiftly followed by the rest of his colleagues.

The medical examiner stood up from Sean’s body and approached her, “I’m very sorry, Agent May. I’m assuming he was a colleague of yours?”

Clarissa’s eyes welled up again, “More than that Doctor Kimani, he was my friend.”

“In that case, my dear, please accept my deepest sympathies. I hope that the next time we see each other is under happier circumstances.”

Clarissa nodded, “Thanks, Doc, me too.”

Doctor Kimani went to help the orderly put Sean into a body bag and then load him onto the stretcher. Clarissa walked with them as they wheeled him over to the ambulance.

“Hold on a minute please.”

They stopped by the door at the back of the LandRover. Clarissa unzipped the bag and pulled it open to take one last look at Sean. She leant over and kissed him on the cheek, a single tear fell on the Irishman’s face.

Clarissa stood up and closed the zip, “Thanks, you can take him now.”

Clarissa wiped away the tears. She would mourn for Sean properly later, when the time was right. There were still a lot of unanswered questions and some terrorists to stop.

Doctor Kimani and the orderly closed the door and went inside to get the man that Clarissa had shot. It didn’t sit well with Clarissa that Sean would be riding with him in the back of the meat-wagon.

Commander Tanui arrived on foot, followed by three of the local police officers she had seen earlier, including the Sergeant. Tanui signalled the GSU guards to close the gate.

Tanui turned and faced the policeman, “As I told you sergeant, this is a matter of national security and as such under GSU jurisdiction. Until I say otherwise nobody other than my officers and medical staff will be allowed onto the premises.” He turned to one of the GSU officers, “You have my permission to shoot anybody else that tries to get in.”

The GSU officer smiled and pointed his machine gun at the group of police, who wisely backed away from the gate.

Clarissa met him halfway down the drive, “What was all that about?”

“We can’t have anybody else knowing about this yet, not until I get chance to inform the President. I would appreciate it if you could keep it quiet for now.

Clarissa nodded, “Sure, but what does the police investigating a murder scene have to do with the President?”

“Sometimes you can be very naive.” Tanui shook his head, “What makes you think that the President will want this investigated?”

As the Commander walked off towards the house, Clarissa realised he was right. A public investigation into the death of a foreign agent on Kenyan soil could only embarrass the President. It would only be made worse if Abasi’s involvement was exposed by the press. According to David the former head of the GSU had been close to the President.

Clarissa looked down the driveway, Boyce was talking to the GSU officers.

She went over to join them, “Find anything?”

“No.” Boyce frowned, “There isn’t a camera in sight. Come on, there’s nothing we can do here.”

The GSU officer opened the gate to let them through and Boyce helped her to the car.

Clarissa paused before getting in and looked at him across the roof, “Do you mind telling Stern about Sean?”

Boyce shook his head, “If he asks for you I’ll tell him that you’re busy. Let’s get you back to the hotel and cleaned up.”

Clarissa looked down at her clothes and fought the urge to vomit. She was covered in Sean’s blood.


CHAPTER FORTY-TWO

Ngong Hills, Nairobi

August 6th, 1998

Kiira was woken by a loud noise coming from the kitchen. She sat up in bed and rubbed her eyes. Then she heard the man’s voice, he sounded angry.

“Find the girl!”

She knew then that something was terribly wrong and felt wide awake. Kiira pulled the blanket back and swung her legs out of bed, trying not to make the bed creak.

The door burst open and the dark shape of a man was silhouetted by the light from the kitchen. The man walked towards her. Kiira cowered back on the bed. She drew her knees up to her chest and wrapped her arms around them for protection.

“I’ve got her,” said the man as he reached out and grabbed her by the shoulders.

“Leave me alone!”

Kiira kicked out and tried to squirm away but the man was much stronger than her. She screamed and struggled, but he picked her up easily and held her under one arm. Kiira used all her strength to try and break free but it was useless.

“Keep still!”

She tried to pry his fingers away, but it was like trying to bend steel.

Kiira panicked and bit into his arm as hard as she could. Her teeth sank right through to the bone and blood filled her mouth.

“Shit!” the man exclaimed as he dropped her.

Kiira bounced off the bed and landed in a crouch. She spat out the blood and bolted from the bedroom into the kitchen.

The second man was blocking the doorway to the lounge. Kiira stopped running and couldn’t help but stare at him. His smile was disturbing, he had pointed teeth like a crocodile. And his face looked twisted, there were massive scars down one side. Kiira started to tremble and felt the urge to pee so bad that she held her knees together.

Then she looked down and screamed. Her mother was lying dead at his feet, staring blankly at her.

Kiira put her hand over her mouth, “What have you done?”

The man laughed and Kiira couldn’t help herself, she felt the heat spread down her legs and drip onto the floor.

“Don’t be afraid, I won’t hurt you. After all,” he smiled at her, “I am your father.”

Kiira shook her head, “I don’t know who you are but you’re not my father, he’s dead.”

“So that’s what they told you.”

He took a step towards her, Kiira backed away until her shoulders pressed against the butcher’s block. She tried to think of something to say but her lips wouldn’t move.

His smile disappeared, “Looks like we’ve got a lot of catching up to do.” He turned his attention to the bedroom door for a second, “Gakere get in here!”

The other man came in nursing his arm.

“The bitch bit me.” He looked at the feet of the man who said he was her father, “And you shouldn’t have used my name.”

“Just go and get the jeep,” snarled the one with the scary face, “or you’ll have more to worry about than a sore arm.”

Gakere shuffled past the man with the scars and went off into the lounge. Kiira thought she heard him mumble something before he went outside. Kiira kept her eyes locked on scar face the whole time, she just couldn’t bear to look at her mother again.


CHAPTER FORTY-THREE

The Norfolk Hotel, Nairobi

August 6th, 1998

Clarissa looked at the telephone beside her bed for the third or fourth time, trying to make up her mind. She wanted to call David, but it was only 5:52am according to the digital display. She needed him to hold her, to tell her that everything was going to be ok. Clarissa ran out of tears eventually and took a long shower.

She got dressed after banishing another set of clothes to the bin and was down to just her jeans, one sweater, and a couple of t-shirts

Boyce popped in to tell her that he had been in touch with Stern and that the head of counter-intelligence was flying out there later that day on one of the Agency’s jets. He’d told Boyce to tell Clarissa that he wanted answers by the time he got there.

Clarissa wished that she had any, but not because Stern wanted them. The investigation had reached a dead end and there was a terrorist cell loose in Nairobi intent on blowing up the Embassy. That was another reason she wanted to see David, Clarissa needed his local knowledge.

She would have gone to Tanui, but his reaction to Sean’s death had left her in no doubt. Clarissa needed someone she could trust.

David’s smile kept filling her thoughts. She looked at the clock, 5:54am. What the hell, David would understand. She had just lost one of her friends, possibly her best friend, not counting Jenny.

Clarissa picked up the receiver and hit ‘9’ to get an outside line before calling David’s number. She was relieved when he answered after a few rings.

“Hello?”

“David, it’s me. I didn’t wake you?”

There was a slight pause before David answered, “No, I’ve been up for a while. What’s up?”

“So, you haven’t heard the news then?”

“What news?”

“Sean’s dead. Somebody killed him outside Tikolo’s early this morning.”

The delay was longer this time, “Dead? I thought that Sean could handle himself?”

“Not well enough,” she replied, her voice was starting to crack. “We were watching the place together when it kicked off. Sean got shot trying to stop somebody escaping, but he got away.”

“I’m really sorry to hear that Clarissa,” he replied. “Is there anything I can do?”

She was hoping that he would ask, “Would you mind coming down to the hotel? I wanted to bang our heads together to try and work out where Abasi and Tikolo might be holed up.” She hesitated, “And I could do with a bit of moral support.”

“I’m meant to be at headquarters by 7am, but it should ok. I’ll be with you as soon as I can.”

“Thanks, David. I’m in room 113,” Clarissa replaced the receiver.

*****

David knocked on the door exactly twenty minutes later, “It’s me.”

“I’ll be there in a minute.”

Clarissa checked her appearance in the mirror. She looked a mess. Puffy bloodshot eyes and anybody would think she was going camping in the jeans and thick sweater. She pushed her hair back from her face and opened the door.

“Hi, David, thanks for coming over.”

“No problem, Clarissa, you know that,” he looked at her with those big brown eyes, “How are you doing?”

She couldn’t hold back any longer. The tears started pouring uncontrollably. David stepped over and suddenly she was in his arms, feeling him pull her tightly to him. It felt so good she buried her face into his neck and breathed in his musky scent. Clarissa looped her arm around David’s back and returned the embrace.

They stood locked together, not saying anything. Clarissa felt as if the world evaporated around her and that they were the only two people left alive.

She pulled her head back and looked into his eyes, they were slightly glazed. David leant forward and kissed her softly on the lips.

Clarissa felt the electricity pass between them. She kissed him back but this time it was more passionate, their lips and tongues exploring each other’s mouths. Her pelvis pressed against him and she felt David stiffen in response.

She pushed away from him and started pulling off her sweater, it got stuck on her sling and they both laughed as David helped her to struggle out of it. He undressed as she sat on the edge of the bed and removed her jeans with one hand.

David walked over to her naked. His chest and stomach were a rippling mass of clearly defined muscle. She could see the puckered scar of a bullet wound near his kidney. Her eyes followed the hair from his navel down to his penis.

She looked up into his eyes, “I need you so badly, David.”

He knelt down in front of her and she opened her legs so that they could get close, touch and kiss each other. David’s mouth caressed her skin gently as it moved from her mouth to her neck, and then down to her nipple. He teased it with his tongue before continuing over her navel to the place she wanted him to.

Waves of pleasure emanated from her groin and coursed through her body. Clarissa lost herself in the sexual pleasure and forgot about everything else, it was exactly what she needed.


CHAPTER FORTY-FOUR

Central Police Station, Nairobi

August 6th, 1998

Lagat started his shift at 8am and was walking past the front desk when he saw it, sat on top of the pile of papers in the in-tray.

“Do you mind if I take a look at that?” Lagat picked up the document before the duty sergeant could respond.

The photo was of Joseph Adoyo, the man who had raped Roxy, but the name was different. Lagat frowned as he read through the details.

“I’ll get this back to you.”

Lagat went through to his office and picked up the phone. He dialled the number for GSU headquarters and waited. After what seemed like an age it was answered.

“Sergeant Jozi here,” the man yawned, “how can I help?”

“My name is DI Lagat of the Nairobi police.” He searched for the right words, “I’ve got some urgent information regarding Idi Tikolo.”

“Hold on please, I’ll put you through to Captain Nbeke. He’s leading the investigation.”

The line went dead, and he waited almost five minutes before the Sergeant came back on the line.

“I’m afraid I can’t get hold of him, sir. Do you want to leave a message, or shall I ask him to call you back?”

“Get him to call me back,” Lagat recited his office and cell-phone number. “And tell him it’s urgent.”

Lagat replaced the receiver and leant back in his chair. He clasped his hands behind his head and stared out of the window. Captain Nbeke had mentioned national security and his gut was telling him that Idi Tikolo had something to do with it.


CHAPTER FORTY-FIVE

The Norfolk Hotel, Nairobi

August 6th, 1998

They needed to concentrate, Clarissa decided that they should get out of the room and eat breakfast downstairs.

She helped herself from the buffet and David followed her over to the table by the window they’d sat in before. Clarissa smiled, David’s plate of fruit and bowl of muesli looked far healthier than her heaped plate of bacon and eggs.

“What’s so funny?”

She pointed at their plates, “Ying and Yang.”

“Oh, right” David ate a spoonful of cereal. He chewed on it for a while before swallowing. “What do we do now?”

Clarissa reached across the table, “David, this morning meant a lot to me but we’re both under a lot of pressure. She smiled and squeezed his hand, “Let’s wait until this is all over and see what happens then.”

As attracted as she was to him Clarissa realised that she had acted selfishly.

He started laughing.

“Don’t make fun of me.”

“I’m not,” his eyes twinkled. “I was talking about the investigation.”

“Oh,” Clarissa laughed with him. “Sorry.”

“Don’t worry,” his face turned serious, “I feel the same way as you but let’s get this over with first.”

“I’m not interrupting anything am I?” said Boyce, joining them at the table. “When I couldn’t find you in the room I guessed you might be down here.”

“Not at all, Boycey.” Clarissa hoped she wasn’t blushing too badly, she could feel the heat in her cheeks, “This is Captain David Nbeke of the GSU.”

“Please, don’t get up,” he leant across the table and shook David’s hand, “I’ve heard a lot about you.”

“David was just asking what the plan was,” Clarissa gave up trying to cut the sausage with one hand and stabbed it with her fork.

Boyce shrugged, “Your guess is as good as mine.”

David scraped the last bit of cereal from his bowl and held the spoon midway to his mouth, “What about Odeh?”

“He’s dead,” replied Clarissa.

David put his spoon down and sprayed milk onto the tablecloth, “What do you mean dead?”

Clarissa told him about the raid on Odeh’s mansion and how he was shot trying to escape.

“So, with Tikolo and Abasi missing we’re at a dead end?”

She was about to answer when David’s phone started to ring. He took it out of his pocket and looked at the display.

“Sorry.” David got up, “I need to take this.”

Boyce waited for David to walk through to the foyer before he spoke.

“Stern called twice for you.” Boyce cleared his throat, “Says he wants to talk to you personally. I tried to put him off, but he started to threaten me. Said if it wasn’t you on the end of the line next time he called then I could hand in my badge.”

Clarissa suddenly felt full, she put down her fork, “Don’t worry, I’ll call him once we’re done here.”

Boyce nodded, “There’s something else. I was going through the GSU records and Tanui’s name stood out.”

Clarissa’s stomach churned, “In what way?”

“He’s an orphan. His parents were both killed in the Mau Mau rebellion back in the sixties, and he’s got no living relatives.”

“I thought it was only British farmers that were killed by the Mau Mau?”

“No,” replied Boyce, “a lot of Kikuyu were against the uprising. Those considered sympathisers with the British were treated harshly by the rebels and executed publicly to set an example.”

“So, we’re talking about somebody who could have a grudge against his own people, the British, or possibly both.” She mentally cursed Stern for not giving her enough resources to do the job properly and having to rely on the GSU.

“I’m going to go up to the room and call Stern, then head over to the Embassy. If we can’t stop the attacks, then we better make damn sure that we’re prepared.” Clarissa found herself thinking about the conditions at the morgue and fought the urge to vomit, “Whilst I’m there I’ll make arrangements for Sean and Wilson’s bodies to be flown back to the States. We can’t have them lying around in that place for too long.”

David came back into the restaurant and stood next to the table.

“I just spoke to DI Lagat, we’ve got a lead on Tikolo.”  David’s smile disappeared, “He’s staying at a villa in Muthaiga and is wanted by the local police for rape.”

Clarissa was struggling to take in the news, “Rape?”

David nodded, “The estate agent that rented the place to Tikolo reported it. Apparently Tikolo is going by the name ‘Joseph Adoyo’, I’ve asked Lagat to add the name as an alias on the APB.”

Boyce frowned, “Is he sure that Adoyo is Tikolo?”

“Lagat interviewed Adoyo at the villa a couple of days ago and put two and two together when he saw the APB for Tikolo. He’s also got a copy of the fake passport Tikolo’s been using.” David indicated the door, “I’ll tell you the rest on the way over there.”

As they headed out into the foyer Clarissa prayed that the morning would turn up something positive. Sean’s death simply couldn’t be in vain.


CHAPTER FORTY-SIX

Muthaiga Suburb, Nairobi

August 6th, 1998

Boyce drove her in the Vitara. They followed David north out of the city towards Muthaiga. Clarissa just hoped that David’s car didn’t break down on the way there. There were huge clouds of black smoke coming from the exhaust of the 504.

David signalled left. Boyce slowed down and turned off Muthaiga Road into a small cul-de-sac. David drove down to the end of the road and blocked the gates to the last property on the right, Boyce pulled in behind him. There were only five houses in total leading off the narrow street, all of them fenced and spaced apart by huge gardens.

A mature jacaranda tree overhung the road to the right of the entrance. The buds of the flowers were just starting to form at the tips of its branches.

They assembled in front of the gate and checked their weapons. They were already kitted out in protective body armour that Boyce had brought from the Gulfstream. Clarissa had made them put them on in the hotel parking lot before they left.

“Everybody ready?” Clarissa checked that the safety was off on her Glock.

Time was short, and she was ignoring all the procedures that she was trained to follow. They didn’t know what they were facing inside the villa and were way short of numbers for this type of operation. She had no real plan and yet again didn’t have authorisation.

On top of that they had no backup. Clarissa could feel the weight of the world on her shoulders as she turned to face the others.

“Ok, let’s do this. Remember stay together and cover each other all the way. They’re probably heavily armed so no messing around, shoot to kill. You got that Boyce?”

Boyce nodded but he looked white as a sheet, the colour drained from his face.

David pressed the button on the intercom. There was no answer, so he pressed it again. Clarissa looked into the camera above the keypad.

“Let’s get in there.”

David tried the gate, but it wouldn’t budge. Clarissa and David started looking along the fence to the left. Boyce went the other way and called out to them.

“Over here!”

Clarissa and David ran over to join him. Boyce was holding up the fence where an animal must have chewed a hole through the bottom.

David crawled through. Clarissa went next and then held the fence for Boyce.

The house was over to the left at the end of a reasonable sized gravel driveway. A double garage was off to the right. Behind it Clarissa could see the edge of a covered swimming pool.

All the shutters to the villa were closed and there was nobody in sight, Clarissa started to get a bad feeling in the pit of her stomach.

“Boyce, you take the front door, we’ll take the back.”

Clarissa headed to the right of the garage with David by her side.

When they got near the end of the building David signalled her to stay behind him. He poked his head around the corner to check if it was clear and then sprinted across the terrace beside the swimming pool to the house. Clarissa could see a strange bulge in the middle of the cover as she ran past to join him at the back door.

It was a solid wood affair with a Chubb lock. Clarissa signalled David to stand back and shot the lock. David finished the job with the heel of his boot and led them into a small kitchen that was open to the lounge.

The place stunk. Clarissa turned on the light switch by the door. Remnants of food were on the worktop and there was a pile of plates and broken glass in the sink. An open bag of trash lay on the floor next to it.

David went through a door into the hallway and Clarissa followed. Boyce was struggling to open the front door. There was a loud crash as it eventually gave way and Boyce burst in. Clarissa held up her hand to signal him to stay where he was. She did a quick sweep of the rooms with David, but already knew they were empty.

In the last room they searched the twin beds were unmade and it still smelt of body odour. Whoever was there had left in a rush and not that long ago. Clarissa guessed a couple of days at the most judging by the smell. Probably not long after Lagat had been around. She holstered her Glock.

“Clear!” Clarissa shouted to let Boyce know that they were finished.

Clarissa felt devastated. Once again, a lead had taken her to what appeared to be another dead end. If she was in the States she would have forensics called in and they would dust the place for prints and DNA. Here she had nothing.

They gathered in the lounge, everybody quiet, the mood sombre.

“Right,” said Clarissa determined to stay positive, “start searching the place for clues, anything that can tell us where they might have gone. Boyce, you start with the house, David and I are going outside to check the garage and grounds.”

Clarissa wanted to check the pool first. There was something familiar about the shape under the plastic sheet floating on it. She went out the back door with David.

“Give me a hand.”

Clarissa began disconnecting the eyelets from the hooks that were holding the cover in place. David went to the other side and did the same. Once there were enough of them undone they grabbed a corner of the sheet each and pulled it back.

The body of what looked like a man was floating upside down in the water. David found the net for fishing out leaves and used it to drag him to the edge. Clarissa went around and helped him pull the corpse out of the pool.

“Hasn’t been in there too long by the looks of it,” she said when they got him lying face up on the stone tiling.

The body was swollen and wrinkled but there were no signs of decomposition or anything trying to eat it. The side of the man’s head was shattered where a single bullet had penetrated his skull. The man had been shot from close range, execution style.

David checked the pockets of his blue overalls, but they were empty. Clarissa stood and stared up at the sky for some kind of inspiration but couldn’t find any.

“Come on, we might as well check the garage,” said David. “We’ll get this guy picked up later, find out who he is. Looks like a gardener or maintenance man.”

Clarissa nodded.

David went over to the side of the garage and tried the small access door, it was open. They went inside and David turned on the light.

The workbench and the floor around it were covered in small wire clippings. Clarissa walked over. There was a small pile of white powder on the bench. Clarissa dipped her finger in and then held it up to her nose. Smelt like fertilizer.

“Shit,” she looked around the vacant space, “this is where they put the bomb together.”

When they got back to the kitchen Boyce was going through the trash on the kitchen floor. Clarissa could see that it was all foodstuff, mostly potato peelings and onion skins. Not a piece of paper in sight.

Boyce looked up at her, “This is all we’ve got.” He held up the pieces of a smashed cell-phone. “There’s nothing in the bedrooms. I’ve searched all of the drawers and cupboards.”

Clarissa moved closer to the door to get some fresh air. She had no idea what to do next. All they could do now was wait and hope that either Abasi or Tikolo turned up.

“David, do you mind making an anonymous call to the police and telling them you discovered a body? I don’t want anybody knowing that we were here.”

David looked at her and nodded, “No problem, what are you going to do now?”

“We’re going to head down to the Embassy and patrol the streets around it. There’s a good chance that the terrorists might try a dry run before tomorrow. They might even abandon their schedule and decide to move it forward if they’re getting edgy.”

Boyce was finished going through the small pile of refuse. He took off the latex gloves and shoved them into his pocket.

They walked out the front door together and down the driveway. Clarissa pulled David’s arm and held back so that she could speak to him without Boyce hearing.

“Will I see you later at the hotel?”

He smiled, “I’m not sure, let’s see what happens.”

“I could always go with you?” Clarissa wasn’t even sure why she said it.

“No,” he turned to face her, “you better get over to the Embassy. I’ll give you a call when I’m finished if it’s not too late. You know where to reach me if you need me.”

“Ok, but make sure you call and don’t worry about how late it is. Somehow I don’t think that I’m going to be getting much sleep tonight.”

They caught up with Boyce who had found a release button. The motor whirred, and the gates started to open slowly.

Clarissa prayed that the terrorists had panicked and fled the City after hearing about Odeh’s death. But deep down she knew that wasn’t the case.


CHAPTER FORTY-SEVEN

Athi River, Near Nairobi

August 6th, 1998

Kiira was huddled on the back seat of the jeep, her head against the window. They had been driving all night looking for somewhere to stop but hadn’t found anywhere. Despite the tiredness and rocking motion she couldn’t sleep. The image of her mother lying on the kitchen floor kept coming back to her.

They had left the city behind them and passed a lot of signs for Mombasa. David had taught Kiira how to know what direction she was heading from the sun’s position. She could even tell roughly what time of day it was. Without the road signs Kiira knew that they were heading south-east.

She wondered where David was, and if he was worried. It was better than thinking about what was happening.

After going through a place called Athi River they had turned off the main road and followed the river going south. The trees and bushes along its banks were the only vegetation around in an otherwise desolate landscape. According to the dashboard clock they had been driving over the bumpy track for about an hour.

“Stop and go back,” said the man that claimed to be her father.

He was sitting on the seat next to her, the one called Gakere was driving.

They reversed back to a track that led down to the river, Kiira could see a house hidden amongst the trees. It was more of a shack really, mud walls and a thatched roof. As they got closer Kiira could see that there was a small hut connected to one side of the building.

Gakere pulled in front and beeped the horn but nobody came out. The door was shut, the windows boarded over.

“Go and take a look around,” snapped the one with the scars.

He was definitely in charge, thought Kiira, the one called Gakere seemed almost as scared of him as she was. Gakere got out of the jeep and tried the door, then he walked out of sight around the building. A few minutes later Gakere came back. He knocked on the window and the other man rolled it down.

“Nobody here, boss.”

“Good, get the door open,” he grabbed Kiira’s arm, “You’re coming with me.”

He dragged her across the seat and out of the jeep.

“Let go, you’re hurting me,” protested Kiira as he pulled her towards the building.

Without warning he stopped and slapped her across the face. The impact made Kiira’s head spin and her vision got blurry.

“Shut up,” he held his hand up as if to strike her again but then dropped his arm to his side. He smiled at her, “Now look what you made me do. Behave yourself and nothing bad will happen to you.”

Gakere must have got the door open, Kiira was led inside and it shut behind them. Gaps between the window boards let in shafts of sunlight.

Once Kiira’s eyes adjusted she could make out the mattress in the corner and a couple of sacks of maize near the door. Apart from that the one-room shack was empty and smelt of animals. Kiira guessed that it must belong to a farmer or herdsman and was only used some of the time.

“Stay there,” he pushed Kiira onto the mattress, “And don’t make a sound.”

The mattress was really a duvet cover filled with straw, it felt prickly but Kiira didn’t complain.

“I’m going to get some firewood,” scar face kicked a pan next to the sacks on the floor. He looked at Gakere, “Find some water to mix this with and keep an eye on the girl.”

Once he was gone Gakere picked up the pan. He turned to look at her, “I’ll be watching the door so don’t try anything stupid.”

Gakere closed the door and she could hear him rummaging around outside the hut for a while. Then the noise stopped, and it went quiet. Kiira waited for a few minutes but nothing happened. She summoned the courage to get up and crept over to the door. Kiira pressed her ear against the wood but still couldn’t hear anything.

She took a deep breath, then Kiira pulled the door open and stepped outside.

‘Where do you think you’re going?” Water slopped out of the pan as Gakere put it on the ground. There was a look of panic on his face, “Get inside, if Maliki sees you out here he’ll kill both of us.”

Gakere shepherded her back to the mattress and went outside to retrieve the pan. He came back inside and shut the door.

“Don’t do that again,” grumbled Gakere.

Kiira nodded but she didn’t really hear him. She was thinking about what Gakere had said. The man with the scars on his face was called Maliki.

Kiira had overheard her mother talking to David in the kitchen when she was meant to be asleep next door. Waseme and David had spoken about a man called Maliki in hushed tones. Kiira suddenly felt her stomach churn and felt sick.

What if he really was her father?


CHAPTER FORTY-EIGHT

American Embassy, Nairobi

August 6th, 1998

“What do you mean we can’t evacuate?” Clarissa stared at the RSO, “Don’t you understand what I’ve been saying to you? They are going to try and blow this place up tomorrow.”

Peterson walked over to the window and looked down into the street below, “It’s not that I don’t believe you, Agent May. I’m under strict instructions not to evacuate the embassy unless we are under direct attack.”

“That’s ridiculous, by then it will be too late.” Clarissa joined him by the window, neither of them seemed able to sit down, “Where did that order come from?”

“Your boss Stern via the Department of State.” He sighed, “Based on the grounds, and I’m quoting now, that we can’t set a precedent and cause widespread panic because a few terrorists may or may not be planning an attack.”

“This isn’t just a threat. These people are highly motivated and have the bombs ready to go.”

“But you can’t tell me how you know all this?”

“I told you. That’s classified information. You’ll have to ask Stern.”

Clarissa walked over to the other side of the room that overlooked Haile Selassie Street.

A pair of Marine Guards were patrolling the perimeter and she could see the local guards checking vehicles as they came in.

“Lot of good that would do me,” replied Peterson. “He’s a cold fish that one.”

Clarissa couldn’t have agreed more. She turned to face the RSO, “There’s a favour I’d like to ask of you.”

He raised an eyebrow, “Oh what’s that?”

“McGuire and Wilson are in the City mortuary. I’d like their bodies flown home on the next available flight.” Clarissa handed him a printed sheet of paper with their next of kin and home addresses, “Here are the details.”

Peterson examined the print, “I’ll make sure that they get back to the States within forty-eight hours.”

“Thanks, I appreciate it.”

Clarissa hoped that the generator was working at the morgue. She wiped the image of Sean’s bloated corpse from her mind and checked her watch.

“I’m going to brief Gunnery Sergeant Cross and the security personnel, make sure they’ve got photos of Abasi and Tikolo.” Or whatever they might be calling themselves.

Peterson nodded, “Is there anything else we can do apart from evacuate?”

Clarissa guessed that Peterson already knew the answer. She glanced at the crucifix she’d noticed hanging from his neck by a silver chain.

“You could try praying,” she said, heading for the door, “it couldn’t hurt.”


CHAPTER FORTY-NINE

Central Hotel, Nairobi

August 6th, 1998

Khalid pulled into the parking lot outside the Central Hotel off Mombasa Road and turned off the engine. The Toyota was parked in the corner, as far away from the building as possible. He got out and approached the single-storey motel.

Khalid walked down the row of identical blue doors and windows with net-curtains that separated them until he reached number ‘17’.

He knocked on the door three times, waited, and then knocked again twice. Fahim opened it for him.

“Peace be with you.”

“As-salaam alaykum,” he said and pushed past him into the room. “Shut the door.”

Nassir was lying on the double bed watching CNN. Khalid walked over to the TV set, switched it off and calmly put the boxes of pizza onto the desk beside it. Then he whirled around, grabbed Nassir’s feet, and pulled him off the bed.

“Where the hell do you think you are, you bloody imbecile, on holiday? You are supposed to be keeping an eye on the truck. How come Fahim is the only one who ever seems to be doing anything?”

Nassir sat up, “I’m sorry. I was just looking for something to occupy my mind with, ustadh, its boring waiting around the whole time.”

Khalid slapped Nassir so hard across the face it made his hand sting, “Boring? Are you stupid? We are in hiding and on the verge of carrying out the most important mission the movement has ever undertaken. Yet you lay here watching American propaganda. Get over to the window and make yourself useful.”

Nassir pushed himself to his feet and went over to the chair by the window. He pulled the curtain back a little and peered outside.

Khalid pointed to the boxes.

“Help yourself, Fahim,” he smiled, “you can leave some for Nassir if you want to. I’ve already eaten.”

Fahim propped his machine gun up against the wall near the door and went over to the stack of three boxes. He put his hands together and murmured an offering of thanks before opening the top one and digging in.

Khalid looked around the shabby motel room. It was the pits, threadbare blankets and linoleum flooring in the bathroom. But it was the sort of place that accepted cash and asked no questions.

The visit from detective Inspector Lagat was too close for comfort. Khalid had made the decision to move everybody out of the villa in case the police came back.

It was risky staying in a public place, but the motel was on the main route to Mombasa near the industrial part of the city. Nobody would notice another truck and it was conveniently placed for Khalid to get out of the City when the time came.

Nassir and Fahim had been confined to the room for nearly forty-eight hours, no wonder really that Nassir was going stir crazy.

Maybe he had been too harsh on the boy. After all, if everything went to plan this would be Nassir’s last night on earth.

He beckoned Nassir, “Get some food. I’ll watch the truck for a while.”

Nassir didn’t move.

“Come on, I mean it.” Khalid smiled to reassure him, “Go on, eat!”

He took Nassir’s place at the window and pulled the curtain back far enough to see outside. Apart from their two vehicles and about twelve others the lot was deserted.

Khalid looked over at the truck. They had done a drive-by past the Embassy earlier in the week, before their hasty departure from the villa.

They had originally intended to pull up as close to the building as possible on Haile Selassie Street and explode the bomb. But Fahim had spotted that there was no checkpoint on the exit to the basement car park. The plan now was to drive down the ramp and explode it in front of the gatepost under the building.

A blast coming from underneath the Embassy would cause much more damage than the lateral force of one parked outside. Khalid waited for them to finish eating and Nassir to take over again at the window before he spoke.

“Tomorrow will be marked down in history as the day that we stood up against the infidels and showed them that they can no longer bully us into doing their will. You shall both be remembered as heroes by our people and accepted into the kingdom of Allah with open arms.”

Khalid didn’t believe a word of what he was saying but he knew that it was what they needed to hear, especially Nassir. “People will tell stories to their children and grandchildren about the blow we are about to strike. Insha'Allah.”

“God willing,” the boys repeated.

“Have you heard anything from Mohammed?”

Khalid looked at him and smiled, hoping that his eyes didn’t betray him, “Yes, Nassir, all is well in Dar-es-Salaam. Are you ready?”

The boy nodded, “Yes, ustadh.”

“Good,” Khalid went over to Nassir and embraced him, “Then I shall see you here in the morning. Make sure that you take turns with Fahim to get some rest.”

Nassir frowned at him, “You’re not staying?”

“No,” Khalid smiled, “I have a few things to take care of, but don’t worry. I will be here before eight o’clock.”

Fahim came over to him and held out his arms, “As-salaam alaykum.”

“And with you my brother,” replied Khalid hugging him tightly. He patted Fahim’s cheeks and then headed for the exit.

He looked at Nassir, “Is there anybody out there?”

Nassir shook his head, “No, it’s clear.”

“Then goodnight to you both.”

Khalid opened the door and stepped out into the badly lit parking lot. He got into the Nissan and turned the key in the ignition to heat up the plugs, the warning light went out and he started the engine.

The clock on the dash said 10:48. Khalid took a deep breath and put the gearstick into reverse. He only needed to keep everything together for another twelve hours and it would all be over.


CHAPTER FIFTY

Downtown, Nairobi

August 6th, 1998

The Embassy emptied rapidly once office hours were over. After the final meeting of the day with the RSO and Sergeant Cross, Clarissa and Boyce headed back to the hotel.

Clarissa’s Vitara was a manual so Boyce took the wheel again. They drove in silence, but Clarissa’s brain was in overdrive.

They were both running on fumes and she knew that the odds were not in their favour. Besides losing Sean and Wilson, and Abasi and Tikolo evading capture, there were other forces at play.

She swore under her breath. Bloody Stern, if they hadn’t been left out on a limb there was a good chance that Sean would still be alive.

Boyce pulled up outside the Norfolk without Clarissa really knowing how they got there. Boyce turned off the engine and they went inside.

She knew it couldn’t wait any longer. Better to get it over with now, he would be in Nairobi at lunchtime the next day.

They trudged through the lobby and up to Boyce’s room. Boyce put her through to Langley and after a few minutes Stern came on the line.

“It’s about time you called.”

“Things have been a little chaotic here,” Clarissa gritted her teeth, “sir.”

“From what I understand most of the chaos is of your making, Agent May...hold on a minute,” Stern covered the receiver and spoke to somebody else.

But the voices were too muffled for her to make anything out.

Stern came back on, “Where was I? Oh yes, an unauthorised sanction on Odeh. And now I hear from Boyce that you were staking out Abasi’s place and got one of our best field operatives killed in the process. You’re becoming a rogue agent, Agent May, which is something that the service doesn’t take kindly to.”

“Are you threatening me?”

Clarissa pressed the receiver against the pillow and whispered, “Hit record.”

Boyce fiddled with the equipment and gave her the thumbs up.

Clarissa lifted the receiver back to her ear and continued speaking to Stern, “Because to me it very much sounds like you are. Can I remind you that I have been asking for additional support and resources on this investigation for months? Maybe if I’d got them then Sean wouldn’t be dead.”

“Look, Clarissa, I realise that you must be upset but this is not the time to be pointing the finger at anyone. Now what’s been happening since this morning?” He never used her first name, it was as if Stern knew that the call was being taped.

Clarissa was beginning to get the feeling that she was being set up as the fall guy.

“We were given an address where the terrorist cell might be located so we followed it up. The place was empty, but it looks like they were there up until around forty-eight hours ago. We found evidence of bomb making in the garage and a dead body in the swimming pool. Unfortunately, there was nothing there to tell us where they might be now. We spent the rest of the day down at the Embassy with Peterson.”

“What you’re telling me is that once again you have been carrying out operations without following the correct procedure?”

Clarissa took a deep breath, “With all due respect, sir, you’re not on the ground and it’s a fluid situation. We’re expecting the attacks to take place tomorrow and can’t trust the locals for back-up. I made the decision based on current information and the resources to hand.”

Stern wasn’t going to give anything away over the phone, “I’ll be there tomorrow afternoon, until then nothing happens without my approval, is that understood?”

Clarissa decided to bite her tongue.

“Yes sir, I’ll see you then.” She cut the connection before he could reply. She took off the headset and stood up from the desk.

“Do you want me to keep that?” Boyce looked up at her, his finger hovering over the ‘DELETE’ button.

“No,” Clarissa shook her head, there was nothing of any use on it, “burn it.”

Clarissa suddenly thought of something that she had forgotten to do, “I’m going to go and take a shower. I’ll catch up with you later.”

Boyce looked up from his laptop, “Ok, I’m going to go through the GSU files again and see if anything else turns up.”

Clarissa nodded but she didn’t think that it would. She left Boyce and walked down the corridor to her room. Clarissa stopped and pretended to search for her key, checking out the hallway, but the door to Boyce’s room remained closed.

She hurried to the staircase and down to the lobby. The receptionist was the same one that had checked her in.

“Good evening, Ms May,” said James. “How can I be of assistance?”

“Do you guys have a photocopier at the hotel that I could use?” Clarissa looked behind the desk but couldn’t see one anywhere.

“Off course, there’s one in the office. If you would like to wait here I’d be happy to copy whatever you need.” He smiled at her politely.

Clarissa couldn’t bear to part with the photo, “I’ll come with you, if that’s ok?”

His smile dropped for a second and then it was back, “No problem, Ms May.” He walked past the end of the counter towards a door marked ‘STAFF ONLY’, “Follow me, it’s just through here.”

He opened the door and turned on the light to what was possibly the tiniest office she had ever seen, more of a broom closet. Maybe that’s what it was originally used for and the concierge had taken it over.

“The photocopier is under the desk,” he looked into the closet, “help yourself.”

Clarissa made two copies. After writing a brief message on the back of each she went back out to the desk, “I don’t suppose you have a couple of envelopes, do you?”

He reached under the counter and pulled out two complimentary envelopes bearing the hotel’s logo, “Will there be anything else?”

“Would you mind making sure that these get posted for me?”

He shook his head, “Of course not. Anything I can do to help.”

Clarissa put a copy in each and scribbled out the addresses, one was Jenny’s and the other was her father’s office at the University.

“Thanks, James,” she handed him the letters and fished the wallet from her bag, “Here, for your trouble.”

He took the one thousand shilling note she offered him and beamed, “Thank you, but it’s no trouble Ms May, like I said we’re here to help. I’ll make sure that they get posted in the morning.”

“Thanks again, James,” Clarissa forced a smile and left him to his work.

She felt a little embarrassed by his gratitude. The money she gave him amounted to about ten dollars but obviously meant a lot. Clarissa went up the stairs wondering how low the Kenyan average wage must be. She would have to ask David.

*****

After she showered Clarissa spent a few hours in Boyce’s room going through Kalpar’s ledgers. Boyce went through the GSU records.

They ate a light supper from the room service menu. Eventually Clarissa’s eyes felt strained from lack of sleep and hours of looking through the books. When she eventually found it, Clarissa had to double check to make sure that it wasn’t just fatigue. But there it was in black and white.

“Boyce take a look at this!” She passed the ledger down the bed to him and pointed to an entry for the 14th of April 1992.

Abasi’s name was clearly written next to one of the larger orders.

“Shit, so it is. Thirty machine guns?” He looked over at her, “You know what this means don’t you?”

Clarissa nodded, “Abasi’s reasons for getting rid of Kalpar and his records weren’t just to do with the investigation. He was covering up something else. Abasi was buying guns off Kalpar to arm his death squads during the run up to the elections. I bet if we look further back we’ll find more purchases in his name.”

Boyce exhaled slowly, “So Abasi isn’t Khalid?”

Clarissa shook her head, “I’m not sure, he still could be, and this is all just coincidence. I guess we’ll find out, one way or the other.”

Even though Clarissa was planning for the worst she hoped that tomorrow would be the biggest anti-climax of her career.

She checked her watch, almost quarter to eleven, didn’t look like David was going to make it after all.

“I’m going to go and get some sleep, you should try to do the same. I’ll see you here at 6.30am.”

Clarissa stood up and took the ledger from him. She put it with the other on the desk and made for the door.

Clarissa turned to face him, “Unless something happens before then.”

*****

The knock on the door woke her. She must have drifted off again. Clarissa looked at the clock by the bed, 1:32am.

Clarissa threw back the sheets and rubbed her shoulder. Her arm had gone stiff and would hardly move. There was another knock.

“Ok, I’m coming.”

She got to her feet and made her way slowly over to the peephole.

Clarissa opened the door, “I thought you were going to call first?”

He took her in his arms, “Did somebody miss me?”

She nuzzled into his shoulder, “I thought you weren’t going to come.”

“Sorry,” he stroked her hair, “I was busy, but I’m here now.”

She lifted her head, “Did you make the phone call to the police?”

He took her hand and led her into the room.

“I did it on the way to headquarters. It’s gone mad down there and Tanui’s gone missing.”

“What do you mean, gone missing?”

“Just that,” they sat down on the bed and he traced the lines in her palm with his finger. It sent sparks up her arm. “He hasn’t been seen since leaving Abasi’s this morning and he’s not answering calls.”

“Has anyone been around to his house?”

David nodded, “Jozi thought of that and sent a couple of officers over but nobody was home.”

“If Tanui’s gone missing does that mean that he might be involved in all this?”

David sighed, “It could mean that, but it’s just a co-incidence. I’ve known Tanui for years and he would never be mixed up in anything like this.”

Clarissa turned to him, “I hope that you’re right.”

He kissed her on the cheek, “I’m sure.””

Clarissa gasped as his mouth moved up and his tongue flicked into her ear.

Her mind was a mix of different emotions but her desire for him was overwhelming. David lay her gently on the bed and started to undress her.


CHAPTER FIFTY-ONE

Athi River, Near Nairobi

August 7th, 1998

The sound of the jeep coming back must have woken her up. For a split second Kiira thought she was back at home but then she remembered. The jeep door slammed shut and somebody went into the hut next door.

She sat up, it was pitch-black in the goat house. Kiira’s hands were tied behind her back, and the joints in her arms ached from being in the same position for so long. The rope was so tight that she had to flex her fingers to stop her hands from going to sleep. She had tried for hours to loosen the rope, but it stayed tight.

They wouldn’t let her go down to the river to get washed. The smell of her own pee was more offensive to her than the goat pooh that covered the floor like a carpet. Kiira thought about her stained pyjamas and felt ashamed. She had wet the bed before, but this was different.

Her stomach rumbled. They had cooked up the same sloppy mixture of maizemeal for breakfast and dinner. Washed down with some brackish water that she assumed Gakere had got from the river. He had insisted on boiling it and letting it cool before they drank it. But it still tasted awful.

After dinner Maliki told Gakere that he wanted the mattress and to lock her in the goat house. Not long after that Kiira heard the jeep drive off, but she had no way of knowing who was in it. For a while there wasn’t a sound and Kiira began to think they had gone. Then somebody started moving around in the hut and she lost hope.

It had been hours since then. At least she thought it had been hours, it was hard to tell. She had been flitting in and out of sleep and had no clock to go by. Kiira had cleared a patch of floor big enough to lay down on by brushing away the goat droppings with her feet.

She lay back on her side and tried to ignore the horrific thoughts, but it didn’t work. Maliki was a monster and if he was her father then would she turn out like him one day? Maybe that was why David and her mother had lied to her for all these years? It certainly explained why her mother had always been so mean to her. Kiira had told David that it didn’t bother her, but it did.

Despite her mother’s meanness there was a softer side and Kiira still loved her. She started to cry and sometime later drifted off to sleep again.

*****

When Kiira woke up there was a sliver of light coming from underneath the door. She had heard Gakere slide the bolts closed and had already tried several times during the night to prise them open. But she decided to try again.

Her shoulders were aching, especially the side she was lying on. Kiira felt stiff and it was an effort to get into a sitting position, but she managed it on the second attempt. She flexed her arms and wriggled her hands as much as the rope would allow. After a few minutes the pins and needles started to go away.

The light was growing brighter, she knew that they would be coming soon. Kiira summoned what strength she had left and struggled to her feet. She edged her way over to the door and tried to ignore the goat pooh squishing between her toes.

She had tried the door numerous times during the night and the walls were made of solid stone covered in mud. But now she could see what she was doing.

Kiira pushed against the door with her shoulder but it didn’t budge. She took a step back and tried again, and again with a bigger run up. All it did was make her shoulder hurt.

After a few more attempts she retreated back to her patch of bare earth and sat down.

“Come on, think,” she said to herself, “what would David do?”

She wondered for a second where her brother was, whether he had found their mother and was looking for her. He was supposed to be coming around the night before but maybe he had been too busy at work again. Kiira sniffed and shook her head, crying again wouldn’t do any good.

For what seemed like ages she sat there staring at the gap under the door until eventually there was a noise on the other side.

The bolts slid back, and it opened. Kiira squinted against the light.

“Time to get up,” it was Gakere, “the boss wants to see you.”

Kiira tried to move but her legs had gone numb.

“Come on,” Gakere grabbed her arms and helped her to her feet. “He doesn’t like to be kept waiting.”

Gakere held onto the rope tying her hands and guided her towards the door.

“Why are you doing this?” Kiira tried to turn around, “You don’t have to do what he says.”

He pushed her outside and whispered in her ear, “You don’t know him as well as I do.”

He marched Kiira over to the hut and kicked the door open with his foot, “Now, get in there!”

Maliki was inside, using one of the maize sacks to sit on. His jacket was off and for the first time Kiira noticed that he was injured. There was a circle of dried blood on the breast of his shirt.

He had a cell-phone in his hand and watched like a hawk as Gakere led her over to the mattress.

Kiira stared at him, “David won’t let you get away with this.”

Maliki glared back at her, Kiira felt her bowels move but she managed to control it this time. He got up and leant over her. For a moment she thought he was going to hit her again but then his expression changed. He straightened up and smiled, at least she guessed it was supposed to be a smile.

“Good to see you’ve got your old man’s spirit at least,” Maliki looked at the phone and started tapping numbers into it.


CHAPTER FIFTY-TWO

Downtown, Nairobi

August 7th, 1998

David wrote her a note and left Clarissa asleep in the room at the Norfolk. The sun had just risen when he arrived at his apartment to take a shower and grab a change of clothes.

He was drying himself when the telephone started to ring. David wrapped the towel around his waist and went into the hallway. David’s hand hovered over the phone, only headquarters had his home number.

He picked it up, “Captain Nbeke.”

The man on the other end of the line laughed.

David gripped the receiver, “Who is this?”

“I’m surprised, Captain, I thought that you would recognise an old friend.”

His stomach did a cartwheel, “Abasi?”

“I prefer Maliki, but yes,” his laugh was almost hysterical, “It’s been a while, Captain.”

David tried to think, his cell-phone was in the other room, “Can you hold on a minute?”

“Do you really think I’m that stupid,” replied Maliki. “Right now, you’re wondering how to trace the call, but it would be a waste of time.”

“What do you want?”

“It’s more a question of what I can do for you.”

David wanted to crush Maliki’s throat, but he tried to stay calm, “I’m listening.”

“That’s better, Captain.” Maliki sniggered, “I’ve got somebody here that wants to talk to you.”

David’s heart sank and the few seconds he waited seemed like an eternity.

“David, is that you?” Kiira sounded scared.

“Yes.” He tried to keep the fear out of his own voice, “Are you ok?”

Kiira started to cry, “I’m ok but…”

Maliki must have snatched the phone from her, “I think you get the point, Captain.”

“If you hurt her I’ll kill you.”

“You’re not in a position to be making threats, Captain. Do I have your full attention?”

David resisted the urge to smash the phone to pieces, “Yes.”

“That’s better.” Maliki continued, “If you want to see your family again in one piece then you’ll do exactly as I say. If you alert the authorities, then I can’t be held responsible for what happens to them. Am I making myself clear?”

“Yes, but if you…”

Maliki interrupted him, “That’s enough, Captain. Would you like me to send over part of your sister to prove how serious my intentions are?”

“That won’t be necessary,” David imagined Kiira’s finger arriving in the mailbox, or worse, and felt sick. “Where’s my mother?”

“At home waiting for you to join us,” Maliki laughed again. “She really is a wonderful host but not quite the looker that she used to be.”

David stifled the urge to say something that he might regret, “I’m on my way.”

“That’s better, Captain. But make sure that you come alone, if I smell a rat then they both die.”

The line went dead, David slammed the receiver down on the cradle.

Maliki was the rat but what choice did he have. David went into the bedroom and got dressed as quickly as he could.

*****

David forced the Peugeot through a gap in the oncoming traffic and swerved in front of the minibus. He ignored the resounding horn and hand signal and floored the accelerator.

His feelings flicked between guilt and anger, imagining what was happening at the embassy and what Maliki might be doing to his family. As he drove out of the City David tried to convince himself that Clarissa would be ok. That the Marines and security staff were capable of handling the situation without him. But somehow deep-down David knew that it wasn’t true.

David became more agitated the closer he got. He turned left onto the old Forest Line Road and could see the Ngong Hills ahead in the distance. A few minutes later he tore across the main road and onto the track that led up to his mother’s. A car had to hit the brakes to avoid hitting him and crashed into the barrier. David saw what happened in the mirror but didn’t have time to stop and make sure that the driver was ok. He ploughed on towards the hills.

He gripped the steering wheel and hit the riverbed at full tilt. The Peugeot careered over the ruts and threatened to jackknife, David corrected the skid but was forced to reduce his speed.

The driveway wouldn’t come soon enough, David abandoned any thoughts of sneaking up and went for speed instead. He did a handbrake turn off the riverbed and drifted through the gap between the Acacias. David ignored the thorns that screeched along the side of the car and accelerated.

He was expecting to see at least one vehicle in front of the house but there weren’t any. David skidded to a stop in a cloud of dust and left the engine running. He ran up the steps and through the open door. The coffee table in the lounge was on its side, the glass top shattered, and he could see light coming from the kitchen.

David went through the doorway and stopped in his tracks. His mother was lying dead on the kitchen floor, a look of surprise on her face. He knelt beside her and ran his hand over her head, Waseme’s hair was matted with her own blood. David left his hand on her head for a minute and then ran it down her face to close her eyes.

She looked more at peace to David, probably more than she had since that fateful night when Maliki first came into their lives.

Rage enveloped him as he got to his feet. He had been played, Maliki wanted him out of the way and had killed his mother to achieve it. He hated doing it, but there was no choice. David left Waseme where she lay and ran out to the car, realising that he had made a drastic mistake.


CHAPTER FIFTY-THREE

American Embassy, Nairobi

August 7th, 1998

Clarissa looked out of the window onto Moi Avenue. It was packed with people on their way to work, heading purposefully in different directions. Amongst the many commuters were tourists and early morning shoppers, zigzagging across the street from one establishment to another. Their network of movements seemed almost ant-like from Clarissa’s elevated position.

The Embassy itself was at full capacity. Mondays and Fridays being the busiest days for visa applications, and today was no exception. Already there was a gaggle of people waiting to be let in outside the front gate. Clarissa checked her watch, it was 8:46am.

The RSO had gone off to fetch coffee. Clarissa was back in the conference room on the sixth floor waiting for him to return. She caught a glimpse of Boyce’s bald head amongst the crowd across the street and then he disappeared. He and some of the security staff were out patrolling the perimeter. Armed but in plainclothes.

She had arrived with Boyce at the Embassy a few minutes before 8am when the admin staff were beginning to drift in.

David had left her a note in the room. He was going home to get changed and then would head down to the embassy as well. Clarissa frowned, she was thinking about the night before when Peterson returned and interrupted her.

“Here you go,” he put a pile of creamers and sugar sachets onto the table. “You did say black no sugar, didn’t you? I brought you these just in case.”

“That’s great, thanks,” Clarissa sat down and took a sip of the filthy looking liquid, it burnt the roof of her mouth but tasted magnificent.

“Cross is on his way up. He’s just finished a final briefing with today’s security detail.” The RSO took a seat opposite her.

“Did you manage to get through to the Embassy in Dar-es-Salaam?”

“Yes, I spoke to DiCarlo. Miller and the rest of the team you sent are working the perimeter with the marine guards.”

“Let’s hope it’s a waste of time.”

Peterson nodded, “Before I forget, I spoke to transport at Camp Le Monier yesterday afternoon. They’re sending a Hercules and an escort down from Djibouti today to pick up McGuire and Wilson’s remains. I’ve made all the arrangements with the City Morgue. They should be on the way back to the States tomorrow morning.”

“Thanks, I’ll let their families know.”

Clarissa knew that Sean’s family was very close, his mother and sisters would be devastated. She realised sadly that she didn’t know much about Wilson, apart from he was single and lived alone.

Gunnery Sergeant Cross burst through the door, clad in desert fatigues, wearing a sidearm.

“There you are, sergeant,” said the RSO. “How are the staff holding out.”

Cross took a seat at the head of the table between them. He rubbed his temples before replying, “They’re as ready as they can be. We’ve been through the drills a hundred times now. We’ve got extra personnel covering the visa section and patrolling the perimeter. I’ve also made sure that marines are manning the gates.”

“Thank you, Sergeant,” said the RSO. “Make sure that they stay on high alert as the day wears on. We don’t want anybody becoming complacent.”

The Gunnery Sergeant scowled, “I can assure you that nobody on my detail will be found lacking, but I’ll be making regular inspections.”

The RSO looked at Clarissa, “Is there anything you would like to add?”

“We’re printing off more copies of the terrorists’ IDs and will make sure that all of the staff has seen their photos, not just the security detail.” Clarissa shrugged, “Other than that there’s nothing I can think of.”

“I sure hope that you’re wrong about all this,” said Cross.

“Me too, Sergeant.” Clarissa gulped down the rest of her coffee and got up from the conference table. “I’ll be outside. You can reach me on my cell-phone if you need me.”

Clarissa rode the elevator down to the ground floor and walked out into the lobby. The doors were open now and the first wave of hopeful applicants was already pouring into the building. Clarissa pushed her way through the crowd to get outside and silently prayed for a miracle.


CHAPTER FIFTY-FOUR

Langata Road, Nairobi

August 7th, 1998

David broke the speed limit and ran through the red lights on Langata Road as he headed towards the city. He was turning left onto Mombasa Road when he saw them out of the corner of his eye, coming out of a cheap hotel on the other side of the road. David couldn’t believe it and did a doubletake, but it was definitely Tikolo with two other men that appeared to be Arabic.

There was no way through the barrier and island in the middle, so David was forced to do a U-turn at the roundabout. Traffic was heavy, so it took him a couple of minutes to get back onto Langata Road going the opposite direction.

By the time he got to the hotel Tikolo was about to pull out of the carpark ahead of him, a beige Toyota Dyna with two occupants were not far behind.

David didn’t think, he slammed on the accelerator and hurtled towards the jeep. Tikolo turned towards him and their eyes met. The look of recognition on Tikolo’s face turned to fear and he tried to accelerate. For an awful moment David thought he might miss but the Peugeot caught the tail end of the jeep. The noise was tremendous as metal folded into metal. David was thrown forward and smacked his head against the steering wheel.

Tikolo’s jeep was sent spinning out into the road and David’s car skewed off in the opposite direction.  The impact of the crash took most of the Peugeot’s momentum and the car was travelling at walking pace by the time it came to rest against the wall of the carpark.

Tikolo wasn’t so lucky. The jeep did a one-eighty before being hit by an eighteen-wheeler. Half of the jeep was crushed instantly as the truck mounted it. The wheels buckled and the front end of the truck concertinaed. The two vehicles were stuck together and screeched along the road before finally coming to a stop. The truck’s cab rested on top of the jeep. Other cars skidded to avoid the collision and a BMW crashed into the back of the truck.

David was dazed, and blood trickled down his forehead. He wiped it away with his sleeve and tried the door, but it wouldn’t budge. He clambered out of the window and staggered towards the wreckage.

He heard the sound of an engine heading towards him and looked over his shoulder. David got a good view of the occupants before he dove out of the way and the Toyota sped past with inches to spare.

David felt like he must be in a movie. He dragged himself to his feet and walked over to what was left of the jeep. He went around to the passenger door and looked in.

The weight of the truck had crushed the roof and snapped the window support on the driver’s side. The broken strut had gone through Tikolo’s chest and pinned him to his seat. Somehow, he was still alive and trying to say something.

David leant through the window. Tikolo tried to speak but all that came out was a frothy red foam. David realised that the metal had gone through Tikolo’s lung and what escaped from his mouth was oxygenated blood. Tikolo’s eyes bulged and his body spasmed before becoming still.

When David turned away from the jeep a crowd was gathering, spilling onto the street. A couple carried bits of timber, one man had a machete.

An onlooker that must have witnessed the crash pointed at David and shouted, “Murderer!”

The man carrying the machete stepped off the pavement towards him. David pulled out his pistol and fired a shot into the air. The man stopped coming but he continued to wave the machete in David’s direction.

David knew that he needed to get out of there before Shiite law was enforced and the mob battered him to death.

He hailed down a cab that was manoeuvring its way through the chaos and jumped in the back seat. The mob rushed the Taxi and started rocking it from side to side, somebody threw a rock and it cracked the windscreen.

David shouted, “Get us out of here.”

The driver didn’t need any more encouragement. He shifted into first and pulled forward, gradually increasing speed as people fell away from the car.

When they were clear he looked at David in the mirror, “What the hell was that all about?”

David held up his badge, “Just get me to the American Embassy as quickly as you can.”

The driver grinned as if he had been waiting for this moment all of his life, “No problem, boss.”

They turned around at the next set of traffic lights and sped back towards the carnage that David had caused. Some of the mob recognised the taxi and started running across the traffic island to stop them. But they were too late, the taxi driver turned up the slip road onto Mombasa Road and headed north towards the city.

David tried to work out how much of a jump the Toyota had on them but could only guess. Everything was a blur. He pulled out his cell-phone and dialled Clarissa’s number but there was no signal.


CHAPTER FIFTY-FIVE

Haile Selassie Roundabout, Nairobi

August 7th, 1998

Nassir wiped the sweat from his brow and gripped the steering wheel to stop his hands shaking. They were stuck in heavy traffic on the approach to Haile Selassie Avenue. The car in front, an old Mercedes Benz, pulled forward but Nassir didn’t notice. He was too busy staring at the switch on the dashboard. The switch that was now live and connected to the bomb hidden in the bed of the truck behind them.

“Come on, what are you waiting for?” snarled Fahim.

Nassir lifted his foot off the clutch too quickly and stalled the Toyota. A battered minibus slid over from the inside lane and filled the space before he could restart the engine.

“You fool.” Fahim checked the side-view mirror, “Do you want to get caught?”

Nassir plucked up his courage, “Maybe we should abort the mission. You saw what happened to Khalid? And the police that came by the villa? They’re obviously onto us.”

Fahim didn’t respond.

Nassir took Fahim’s silence to be agreement and continued, “We should dump the truck and get out of the city, then contact Mohammed and regroup.”

Fahim cocked the SMG and pressed the muzzle into Nassir’s side, “Shut up, coward.”

“But...”

Nassir grunted as Fahim pushed the gun hard into his kidney.

“Just drive and don’t say another word, or I’ll kill you myself.”

Fahim had been chewing too much Khat and his eyes were glazed over, Nassir knew better than to argue with him in his drug-induced state.

The traffic started moving and Nassir followed the trickle of vehicles onto the roundabout and turned right into Haile Selassie Avenue.

They had covered around three hundred meters, half the distance to the embassy, when he saw the taxi weaving in and out of the traffic behind them. The man who had rammed Khalid’s jeep was leaning out of the passenger window. He was waving a gun at the other drivers to make them move out of the way.

“Shit!”

Nassir pressed the horn and used the truck’s size to push his way through the traffic but made slow progress. He checked the mirror but the taxi was still gaining on them.

By the time Nassir reached the exit ramp from the embassy basement they were only a few car lengths behind. The taxi skidded to a stop. The passenger got out and started running towards the Toyota. He had a phone pressed to his ear and was shouting something.

Nassir hit the accelerator and mounted the pavement to get past the car blocking the ramp. The truck was too wide and they scraped the side of the car but Nassir ignored the impact. He wrenched the wheel to the left and the truck went onto two wheels before coming down with a thump. They careered down the ramp towards a VW Beetle that was coming the other way out of the basement.

Nassir took his foot of the accelerator and started to brake, the VW came to a stop in front of them. The middle-aged woman at the wheel shook her head and pointed towards the exit.

Fahim prodded him with the SMG, “Keep going.”

Nassir stopped a few meters in front of the VW, “I can’t.”

“I was right about you,” snarled Fahim, “You haven’t got the belly for this.”

Fahim stretched his leg across and stamped on Nassir’s foot. The Toyota lurched forward and hit the VW, forcing it backwards down the ramp. The woman’s expression changed from anger to fear as she tried to reverse out of the way.

The Beetle grated against the concrete as she tried to round the corner and became jammed against the wall. The Toyota’s engine strained but the VW wouldn’t budge.

“Idiot!”

Fahim jumped out of the truck. He turned to face the street, lifted the SMG to his shoulder and started firing.

Nassir checked the mirror and saw the passenger from the taxi shooting back at Fahim from the top of the ramp. Bullets hit the wall next to Fahim and Nassir knew that it wouldn’t be long before one hit the truck.

Nassir unbuckled his seatbelt and tore away the panel from beneath the switch. He grabbed hold of the wires and yanked at them to disable the switch. They held firm so Nassir pulled again and they came free. He held the two wires in his hand and let out a sigh of relief.

His hand started to shake and the wires moved almost imperceptibly closer together. A small spark of electricity arced between the two contacts.


CHAPTER FIFTY-SIX

American Embassy, Nairobi

August 7th, 1998

She checked her watch, 10:30am and still no call from David. Clarissa was patrolling the perimeter from the opposite side of Haile Selassie Street. Boyce was at the front of the building on Moi Avenue.

The traffic was too noisy to hear it ring but Clarissa felt her cell-phone vibrate in her pocket.

She stopped on the corner with Moi Avenue near the roundabout and pressed the phone to her ear, “Hello.”

She heard a muffled voice on the end of the line but couldn’t make out what they were saying.

“You’re going to have to speak up, there’s a lot of noise here.” Clarissa waved her arm at the street before realising that it was pointless.

“It’s David.” He was shouting. “Where are you?”

“I’m at the Embassy.”

“You need to get away from there as quickly as possible! I haven’t got time to explain now but you need to trust me Clarissa. Just get out of there now!”

“What are you talking about?” There was no reply, she screamed into the phone, “David?”

The line was dead in her ear.

Then everything went into slow motion. She saw David running towards the vehicle exit ramp. He started shouting and waving his arms at a Toyota truck that was entering the basement the wrong way. It came up against a VW Beetle trying to leave the building and forced it to reverse back down the ramp. David followed it out of sight below the Embassy. The sound of automatic gunfire reached her across the street.

Clarissa’s legs finally started working and she began to run across the road. A middle-eastern youth ran out from the basement, blood coming from a wound to his shoulder. That was the last thing Clarissa remembered before it happened.

The explosion ripped up through the building shattering the windows and sending glass flying out into the street, showering the pedestrians. Clarissa put her arms up to protect her face as the blast spread out through the street.

Debris from the building hurtled towards her. The shockwave picked her up off her feet and threw her backwards. She felt stabbing pain like hot needles entering her legs and arms as she flew through the air. Then the back of her head hit the pavement, and everything went black.

*****

“Clarissa!” she felt her shoulder being shaken, “Clarissa, are you ok?”

Her eyes flicked open, Boyce was staring down at her. Glass covered one side of his face and head, small shards sticking out of his skin. Blood was running down from his scalp in streams.

Clarissa pushed herself up onto one elbow and started coughing. The whole block was covered in dust and thick black smoke. Walking wounded were everywhere around her. People were screaming, some running away from the embassy. Some were running towards it.

One man was sat with blood dripping from where his eyes used to be, waving his arms at anybody that might be listening. Nobody was.

“Help me up,” Clarissa held her arm out to Boyce. He dragged her to her feet.

The devastation was hard to take in. The rear half of the Embassy was gone, and a mountain of rubble and twisted concrete marked the spot where the five-story Ufundi building used to be next door. Most of the windows were also missing from the Co-op tower.

Clarissa stepped towards the wreckage, still dazed and unable to hear properly. She touched her ear. There was blood on her fingers. Then she noticed the pieces of glass stuck in her arm. Clarissa looked down to check her other injuries. Something had struck her leg and blood was seeping from a nasty gash below the knee.

She took another step, stumbled and Boyce grabbed her elbow. Clarissa put her hand on his forearm and started walking. Smoke was billowing out of the windows and up from the wreckage. The floors above the entrance to the basement car park had collapsed, smothering it completely.

Clarissa started sobbing uncontrollably. There was no way that David could have survived. She had lost two people she cared about in a matter of days. Shit, Peterson and Cross were inside the building.

“Did you see David?”

“No,” replied Boyce. “You should be worrying about yourself, that leg doesn’t look good. Let’s find somewhere to sit down.”

Clarissa let him lead her back over to the other side of the street. He swept the debris away with his foot and helped her down onto the dusty sidewalk.

“You stay here. I’m going to find a paramedic.”

Boyce disappeared off into the crowd.

Clarissa realised that she must have been out for a while. Office workers had already climbed the wreckage, three storeys high in places, and were forming a chain. They were helping the wounded down over the rubble, a lot of them bleeding from shrapnel wounds. Everything seemed dark. Clarissa looked up at a massive mushroom cloud rising above the city.

As she waited for Boyce to come back the numbers of people helping survivors out of the building increased steadily. Soon there were Red Cross workers and soldiers in attendance carrying people on stretchers. Everywhere people were crying and screaming for help.

Clarissa saw Boyce and one of the Red Cross medics trying to cut through the crowd. Boyce seemed to be looking for her.

“Over here,” she waved her good arm weakly. He turned in her direction and tapped the medic on the shoulder. Clarissa knew then that help was on its way, she passed out.


CHAPTER FIFTY-SEVEN

General Hospital, Nairobi

August 13th, 1998

Clarissa was avoiding going inside. Less than a week had passed since the bombing and her wounds were healing nicely. Her physical ones at least, the mental scars would take a lot longer.

Sean and Wilson had been flown back to the States that morning, along with ten of the twelve American victims of the bombing. The Secretary of State, Madeleine Albright, accompanied the bodies. What she said at the end of her statement to the press at the airport made Clarissa cry for all the wrong reasons.

‘I am bringing home ten very brave Americans.’

Sean and Wilson weren’t on the flight roster. Officially they were never even in Kenya. Clarissa needed to get back for Sean’s funeral, at least let his mother know how bravely he died.

She couldn’t put it off for ever. Clarissa got out of the car and walked over to the hospital entrance.

David was in intensive care and had been in an induced coma for five days. Dr Singh had called her earlier with the news that he was stable and being brought around.

The lift was out of order, so she took the stairs up to the intensive care unit on the second floor. Clarissa pressed the buzzer and gave her details to the nurse that answered before being allowed in.

There were eight gurneys, all of them taken, the occupants connected to machines that pulsed and beeped. David was at the far end of the room, near to the window. A nurse was busy changing the saline drip connected to his arm. Neither of them noticed her until she was stood at the end of the bed.

“Clarissa,” David tried to push himself up to a sitting position but failed.

The nurse shook her head, “You’ve got to rest, it will take a while.” She turned the tap on the drip and spoke to Clarissa, “He shouldn’t be having visitors yet, he’s not ready.”

David lifted his hand off the bed, “It’s ok, we need to talk.”

“Suit yourself, what do I know?”

The nurse frowned at Clarissa before moving onto the next patient.

“She’s a hard case.”

Clarissa perched on the edge of the bed, being careful not to bump David’s leg that was in a cast. It had been crushed when a lump of concrete landed on it and was broken in several places. According to Dr Singh he would have a limp and probably need a walking stick for the rest of his life.

“Just doing her job I guess.”

“I suppose so,” Clarissa nodded.

David closed his eyes for a moment and appeared to be in a lot of pain. The arm he had used to shield himself from the blast was covered in bandages from shoulder to wrist.

David’s head had been shaved and there was a large horseshoe welt on one side covered in thick black stitches.

A piece of shrapnel had entered his brain and caused a massive blood clot. Dr Singh had performed the operation to open up David’s skull and relieve the pressure. It also gave him access to remove the shrapnel and stop the bleeding.

Dr Singh had told Clarissa earlier in the week that the coma was necessary to stop David moving after the operation. He had also told her part of David’s brain was irreparable and that there was a high probability of brain damage.

David opened his eyes, “How many?”

Clarissa knew what he was asking, “They still haven’t found everybody, but we think it’s around two hundred.”

“Two hundred?”

She nodded. There were still a number of people in a critical condition that might not make it.

“It’s all my fault, I let Abasi get to me.”

Clarissa held his hand, “Don’t beat yourself up. You did everything that you could. Not many people would have run after the truck knowing that there was a bomb onboard. Tanui’s talking about giving you a medal.”

David looked out the window, “I haven’t told you everything.”

“I know about Tikolo being Khalid, and what happened on the way to the embassy.” Clarissa let go of his hand and touched David’s face, “Quite a lot has been going on whilst you were asleep.”

He turned back to face her, “What about my mother?”

“Your mother?” Clarissa didn’t know what to say, “What has she got to do with this?”

A single tear rolled down David’s cheek, “She’s dead and Abasi kidnapped my sister. He wanted me out of the way and used them as leverage. That’s why I was late.”

Clarissa was shocked, “I’m so sorry, David, I didn’t know.”

“I called DI Lagat this morning. He’s sending somebody over to my mother’s house.” David’s voice broke, “She’s probably still where I left her on the kitchen floor.”

“Christ, David, that’s dreadful.” Clarissa realised that she was crying too, “What about your sister?”

“Lagat said that he would do everything he could. But I need to get out of here and find her.”

“Doesn’t look like you’ll be going anywhere for a while.” Clarissa pulled a tissue out and blew her nose, “Is there anything that I can do?”

David shook his head, “There’s already an APB out on Abasi and Lagat said that he would add Kiira’s description to the details. Besides, Abasi won’t hurt her, he needs Kiira to get to me.”

“I hope you’re right.”

“Me too.” David wiped away the tears, “How much longer are you in Nairobi?”

Clarissa hesitated before replying, “I’m leaving tomorrow morning.”

“So soon?”

“I asked for some time off, but Stern wants me back in Washington for a debrief.”

David held her hand, “When will I see you again?”

Clarissa didn’t know the answer, but she couldn’t’ bare to cause him any more pain than he was already in, “Soon, David, soon.”


CHAPTER FIFTY-EIGHT

Athi River, Near Nairobi

August 13th, 1998

Maliki heard the jeep start and then Gakere came back inside, “Ready to go.”

Gakere’s eyes widened when he saw the gun that Maliki was pointing at his chest.

“Move over there,” Maliki motioned the wall with his pistol, “Hands where I can see them.”

He knew that Gakere didn’t have a gun but there would be a knife somewhere, hidden in one of his boots or his waistband.

Gakere held his arms up and backed against the wall, a terrified look on his face.

“Come on, boss, you don’t need to do this,” pleaded Gakere, “I won’t say anything.”

Maliki’s heart beat increased, and he could feel the effect of the endorphins being released.

He pointed the gun at Gakere’s head, “I can’t take that risk.”

Maliki pulled the trigger and shot Gakere between the eyes.

His head snapped back and Gakere slid down the wall, a trail of blood and brain matter behind him. Gakere ended up in a sitting position and his head slumped forward. If it wasn’t for the mess he might have looked like he was asleep.

After staring at Gakere for a while Maliki slipped the gun into its holster. Reaching across hurt but at least the injury wasn’t on his favoured side. He took the bottle of pills from his jacket and popped a couple into his mouth. Bloody Nbeke.

According to the press Nbeke had stopped the van getting into the embassy basement and was been hailed a hero. Maliki sneered, more like a virus that was hard to get rid of.

He lent down and searched Gakere’s pockets until he found what he was looking for. Maliki removed the ID and threw the wallet at Gakere’s feet. Maliki put the plastic card in his pocket and headed outside. He stopped outside the door and took out the box of matches they had used to light the fire. He struck one and held it underneath the thatch. It was dry and caught fire easily, the flames started to spread through the roof.

Maliki dropped the match and walked over to the jeep. He adjusted the seat and the mirror before setting off and smiled at his reflection. By the time he reached the track the flames had engulfed the hut and the goat house. He turned right and headed towards Athi River. 

After about an hour they reached the town and he went right again onto Mombasa Road. A few minutes later Maliki spotted the pay phone and pulled over.

He looked over his shoulder. Kiira was on the floor, sandwiched between the seats. Her arms and legs were tied, and he had put gaffa tape over her mouth. Maliki reached over and pulled the blanket up to cover her head.

The street bustled with activity, rows of street sellers on both sides. There was everything from bananas to cigarettes displayed on their stalls. A few women were cooking sweet potatoes on grills held above the fires by concrete blocks.

Tuk-tuks and motorbikes weaved in and out of the traffic and there was a row of bicycle taxis over by the phone box. Maliki ignored the looks they gave him and went into the booth. He dialled the number that he had committed to memory. The phone rang for ages until eventually somebody answered.

“Hello, Nairobi General,” the woman was in a rush, “How can I help?”

It sounded like she was in a crowd and he could hear people talking next to her.

Maliki tried to sound official, “Put me through to ICU, I need to speak to Captain Nbeke. It’s urgent.”

“I’m not sure that he’s allowed to take calls, but I’ll put you through. Hold the line, please.”

The tone changed as the call was redirected and then it started to ring again. This time it took even longer to be picked up, Maliki slotted some more coins into the pay phone.

“ICU?”

This nurse was even more no nonsense than the one on reception.

“Captain Nbeke, please.”

“I’m afraid he’s resting and not taking any calls,” she replied. “You can try again later if you like.”

Maliki scowled at one of the taxi boys who was looking in his direction. The boy looked away and started to fiddle with the back tire of his bike.

“Tell him that Commander Abasi is on the line and wants to have a word with him.” Maliki smiled, “It’s a matter of life and death.”

The nurse hesitated, but only for a second, “Ok, I’ll see if he’s awake.”

The line went dead and a couple of minutes later the nurse came back on.

“Sorry, Commander, it took a while to get the phone set up next to his bed,” the nurse sounded apologetic, “but I’ve got Captain Nbeke here for you.”

There was a brief pause as the phone was being passed over.

“Abasi?”

Nbeke’s voice was raspy and he sounded out of breath. Maliki pictured him lying in the hospital bed and grinned.

“I hope that your injuries aren’t too extensive, Captain. It would be a terrible shame if we were never to meet again.”

“What have you done with Kiira?”

Maliki laughed, “Don’t worry, she’s alive, for now at least. We’re spending some quality time together getting reacquainted.”

“You bastard,” Nbeke coughed for a while before he continued, “If you touch a hair on her I’ll kill you!”

“You really shouldn’t be making threats, Captain, not in your condition.” Maliki’s smile turned into a frown, “Now shut up and listen. If I think I see you anywhere near us, or a policeman so much as looks at me the wrong way, she dies. If I get the feeling I’m being followed, she dies. Do you understand?”

Nbeke sounded distant, “Yes.”

“That’s more like it, Captain. I’ll be in touch, but remember, any sign of trouble and your sister…” Maliki paused, “Well, you get the picture.”

He hung up the phone before Nbeke could answer and walked back to the jeep. He started the engine and glanced over the seat, but she hadn’t moved.

He pulled the blanket down to check that she was still alive, Kiira stared back at him. Maliki grinned, he put the jeep in gear and joined the stream of traffic heading south towards Mombasa.


Epilogue

Arlington National Cemetery, Washington

August 22nd, 1998

Sean’s funeral was a washout, which somehow seemed fitting. Afterwards, Clarissa sat in the carpark next to the Potomac and stared at the rain hitting the windshield.

‘If only’ Stern had given the investigation the backing it deserved then things would never have come this far. Odeh would have been stopped long before the bombs reached their destinations.

‘If only’ she had got across the road quicker Sean might still be alive.

‘If only’ she had done her job better then two hundred and twenty-four people wouldn’t have died and thousands more injured or maimed when the bombs exploded. Thankfully, Peterson and Cross were at the front of the building and only suffered minor injuries.

Eleven perished in Dar-es-Salaam, none of them Americans. The marine guards had stopped a vehicle in front of the Atlas truck carrying the bomb outside the Embassy compound. The terrorists panicked and detonated the bomb well away from any buildings doing little damage.

But more people had already died as a direct result of the attacks.

President Clinton’s reprisals had been swift. He announced the cruise missile attacks publicly on national television calling it ‘Operation Infinite Reach’.

Over seventy-five missiles had been targeted at training camps in Afghanistan and a pharmaceutical factory in Al-Shifa.

The majority of the missiles hit the training camp in Zhawar Kili al-Badr, where Bin laden was alleged to be holding meetings. But the camps were mostly empty, and the pharmaceutical company proved to be just that, not a chemical weapons factory.

Boyce had told her on the phone that Stern’s official stance was that Odeh’s capture had tipped Bin Laden off.

Whether Stern was responsible, or Clinton had used the situation to distract the media away from the Monica Lewinsky scandal rocking the white House, she wasn’t sure.

The President was receiving a lot of heat from the press. Clarissa’s experiences over the last few weeks had made her cynical, but there was nothing better than uniting the people against a common enemy to make them forget.

The President had admitted to the grand jury to having ‘an improper physical relationship’ with the intern just days before the attack on the 17th. Something that he had denied vehemently when the story first broke back in January.

Clarissa wiped away the tears. Crying wouldn’t bring any of them back. The only real way to honour Sean and the victims was to find the people responsible and bring them to justice.

She wasn’t just focussing on the terrorists higher up the chain, like Halabi, but the enemies closer to home as well.

Everything seemed to be stacked against her, the politicians, corrupt officials, bank managers, even her own boss. Clarissa knew that there were going to be even tougher times ahead. Exposing Stern was going to be the first step in a long process.


Report of the Accountability Review Boards

Bombings of the US Embassies in

Nairobi, Kenya and Dar es Salaam, Tanzania

on August 7, 1998

Findings

As required by statute, the Board makes these findings:

1. The bomb that exploded in the rear parking lot of the US Embassy in Nairobi on August 7, 1998 was detonated by terrorists who intended to cause loss of lives and destruction of property. Thus, according to P.L. 99-399 the incident was security related.

2. No recent tactical intelligence information existed to alert the embassy to the August 7 bombing. Intelligence received in 1997 about plans for vehicle bomb attacks or assassinations was carefully vetted, but by early 1998 these alleged threats had been discredited or found moot. In retrospect, the Department and the intelligence community relied too heavily on warning intelligence to measure the threat of terrorism and failed to take other factors into account in determining and confirming in 1998 that the threat of terrorism was only medium. Also, the embassy was heavily preoccupied with the critical crime level.

3. In the fall of 1997, the embassy's management, upon receiving intelligence information regarding a potential terrorist bomb, took additional steps to upgrade security at the post. The Ambassador alerted Washington to the embassy's extreme vulnerability and called for and received assistance in 1998 from the Department of State for a few physical security upgrades beyond those required for a "medium" threat post for political violence and terrorism. In her messages to Washington, the Ambassador also requested that the chancery be relocated. Officials throughout the Department of State rejected this, citing lack of funds and the designation of Nairobi, as a medium threat post, as an unlikely terrorist target.

4. Security systems and procedures at the embassy were implemented well within, and even beyond, the medium threat level established by the Department of State, although the building had virtually no setback, having been built before the standard was established and therefore was exempted.

5. Local security guards performed as they had been instructed and refused the terrorists access to the embassy perimeter.

6. But a number of security shortcomings existed. The most critical was that no attention was paid to vehicle bomb attacks in the Department's EAP guidance or the embassy's security procedures and systems. The security guards were not trained for such a contingency. They did not have alarm mechanisms to give warning of such an attack. There was no internal embassy alarm signal to warn of a car bomb attack. And embassy personnel were not informed about what to do in case of a car bomb warning.

7. The embassy did not have a radio frequency dedicated to security communications, which would have enhanced security, because the Kenyan government had consistently rejected this request.

8. More rigorous efforts by the embassy could possibly have been made to secure more control over the rear parking lot. But legal impediments and public relations concerns served as constraints. It is uncertain whether additional control would have deterred the terrorists or lessened the damage from the blast, given the lack of setback at other points around the chancery.

9. In the aftermath of the bombing, the FEST, the medical teams, US Air Force crews and aircraft, and others from Washington provided invaluable support to the embassy. But logistical problems caused delays in the arrival of people and resources. And the massive influx of personnel from numerous US agencies into Kenya brought problems of coordination and logistical overload in Nairobi. Heavy media criticism in Nairobi could have been alleviated by more public affairs officers on the scene and by giving the Ambassador more flexibility in dealing with the press. The Department's Task Force performed valiantly under extremely difficult circumstances, but there were problems of discontinuity of leadership and organization. The Department's ability to handle emergencies involving mass casualties and heavy damage to embassy operations needs to be improved through crisis management training and better contingency planning.

10. The Board finds no employee of the US government or member of the uniformed services, as defined by Section 303(a)(1)(B) of the Act, breached his or her duty.

11. The Board finds a possible breach of responsibility in the contractor's administration of the contract for the training of the embassy guards. But even if this training had been carried out, it would not have affected what happened in the bombings.

12. In the review of systems and procedures required by the law, the Board finds that systemic and institutional failures in Washington were responsible for: a) a flawed process for assessing threat levels worldwide which underestimated the threat of terrorism in Nairobi, notwithstanding the Ambassador's repeated pleas, b) a chronic major lack of funds for building new, safer embassies, to replace buildings like the Nairobi chancery, which, even had there been no terrorist threat, was in a dangerous location and extremely vulnerable to crime and mob violence, and c) failing to prepare for vehicle bombs by providing guidance in Emergency Action Plans to deal with such attacks, and the warning alarm signals and systems to alert personnel to imminent bomb attacks.

13. The Board wishes to commend the embassy personnel for their professionalism and courage in their performance both during and after the disaster.
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