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Still at Maggie's dinner table...

This time three of the table choked. Face had drifted off slightly, he was thinking about Jane, hoping she would
be all right and Decker wouldn't be too hard on her. After all she was a rookie at the 'game'. He caught the last
remarks of Hannibal and those brown eyes of hers danced into his mind's eye...He looked up in shock as a
very nasty thought ran through his head. Murdock appeared to be deeply engrossed in his food again and
Maggie was returning to the table with some clean cutlery. Face couldn't understand why she was so
white-faced.

Maggie panicked slightly; she didn't really want this conversation to continue. She looked around the table. BA
and Hannibal appeared to be unconcerned but Face and Murdock were both white faced. She frowned slightly,
the expression again being caught by Hannibal, she couldn't understand why those two would be concerned,
after all Face wasn't even in Vietnam at the time. Maybe Murdock knew someone who had known Theresa.
She stiffened as Hannibal's voice broke through her thoughts, "Maggie? Are you all right? You look as though
you've seen a ghost."

"Erm...." Luckily for Maggie the phone rang. She went to her office to pick it up. She came out five minutes
later, "Sorry guys, I've got to go out on a house call. Don't know how long I'll be. I'm sure you can take care of
yourselves. I've put the answerphone on. Don't touch it, I'm waiting for a phone call." The guys were already
busy on dessert so they just waved.

@@@@

Back in Burbank, the stakeout wasn't going well. There was no sign of activity on the house. Eventually the
FBI went in. They came out in short order, the house was empty of people and more importantly documents.
They all drove back to FBI headquarters to work out what went wrong. 

When they all got back to the operations room at the FBI, Decker looked over Napier. She was slumped
against a wall sipping an extremely strong black coffee. She looked beat. Decker went over. He smiled as
Napier dragged herself to attention. "Tired, captain?"

Jane sarcastically thought 'Tired? No Colonel not really. It's 11pm and I feel fresh as a daisy. I mean I was up
at 5am, didn't have any breakfast. Then had another brush with your precious team, injected with a sedative then
woken up and have spent the rest of the day on another wild goose chase!' She smiled at the Colonel after all
he was trying to be pleasant. It wasn't his fault she was on edge, why though she didn't know. Probably just jet
lag still. She answered "Just a little, sir. Do we really need to be here?"

"I do but you don't. Go home and get some sleep. I'll see you at six at our headquarters."

"Yes, sir." She saluted him and left.

@@@@

As she was walking down the steps to the building, she noticed the press gathering outside. She ignored their
questions and comments as she walked down to the waiting squad car. Amy observed the Captain lope down
the steps and wondered again why this woman reminded her strongly of someone. She knew from her research
this afternoon that she was Theresa Palmer's daughter. But there was something else that bothered her about
Jane Napier that she couldn't put her finger on. She had seen it earlier in the day when she was sat waiting for
Decker to arrive. She shook her head; she must concentrate on the matter in hand. She wondered whether to try
and contact Hannibal to warn him that Chao was loose again.

@@@@

Maggie got back late. The house was in darkness when she got back. She crept into bed. Hannibal was still
awake. They cuddled for a while. Maggie sleepily asked "Any calls?"
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Hannibal replied, "Your answerphone went off quite a few times but no-one left a message." He realised
Maggie was already asleep. He too gradually fell asleep.

@@@@

The dreamer was tossing and turning. Eventually he quieted as he allowed himself to be taken back to Vietnam.

***

To the good times, if there was ever a good time over there. He had got in late to Saigon and was ready for the
start of his four-day leave. He remembered going in to Harry's Bar, just to see who was around. He spied her
there at the bar, drinking with another officer. He knew with one look at the insignia on the uniform sleeve that
he didn't have a chance. He was about to turn round when she looked up from her drink, straight into his eyes.
She smiled at him. She finished her drink and passed something to the officer she was with and slipped
gracefully off the stool. She signalled to him to wait and spoke to the officer who kissed her on the cheek. 

He couldn't breathe as she came up to him and greeted him with a smile. "Fancy meeting you here! Are you on
leave?"

He managed to stammer out, "Yes, four days."

"Got anywhere to stay?"

"Erm, no, not yet." 

"Come with me then. Come on, I don't bite, well not often anyhow."

He didn't see much of Saigon that leave. Her apartment was ample enough for their needs. They slipped out for
food and some occasional air but they stayed in much of the time. He particularly remembered the times when
he would wake and she would still be sleeping. He would move his hands up her ribs and she would wake.
When they managed to talk they would talk of people they had left back home and their childhood. He smiled
in his dream; they were some things though he didn't talk about no matter what the persuasion she tried. He
smiled in his dreams at her laughter when he trotted out his impersonations of some of the officers he had
come across during his battlefield transport duties. There were two in particular she appreciated. 

The only dark part of the leave came early on the fourth day, when a telegram came for TP. It told her that she
was booked on the first plane to London. She had been given the London Correspondents job. They both
knew it was because of that article. After she had made a few phone calls to make some arrangements and say a
few goodbyes, they had plenty of time to say their own goodbyes to each other.

@@@@

Back in LA, Jane had been driven to her car. She slowly drove back to her apartment trying to keep awake. It
had been a very long day. This guy Chao, nagged at her though, she knew the name but didn't know from
where. She drove into the basement parking lot in her apartment building. She parked up near the lifts. She was
puzzled, there was a car parked near the entrance that looked as if it didn't belong. She laughed to herself as she
got out of the car; she had been on too many stakeouts today. The hairs pricked up on the back of her neck as
she got out of the car. She looked around, was there a shadow there? She looked back in the car realising she
had left her jacket on the passenger seat. She hesitated a moment, her tired brain telling her to leave it, it would
still be there in 5 hours time. 

All of a sudden she was slammed into the side of the car. Her right arm was twisted up her back, making her
drop her car keys. She kicked out. She felt the pressure on her arm lessen slightly, then she heard a second
person come up and grab her left arm. She started to struggle, this time she knew was in real trouble. For the
second time in a day she felt the prick of a hypodermic. Just before she lost consciousness, as they were
carrying her over to the trunk of the car that she had seen earlier, she realised where she had heard the name of
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Chao before.

***

It was that last dinner with her mother. She had asked what story she was working on. Her mother had become
very serious and uttered a name, Chao. Her mother immediately steered the conversation away from her work
and onto other matters.

***

She could vaguely feel her ankles being tied up and her wrists handcuffed. As she blacked out she felt them
putting a blindfold on. 

@@@@

Murdock was up early the next morning. He had slept well. He still felt as on edge if not more so but it didn't
scare him as much as it did yesterday. He switched on the TV for the early news headlines. He laughed when
he saw the headline 'General Chao back in LA' and stopped as he saw that it was a true story. His sense of
foreboding increased. 

Just then Hannibal came out, dressed, to get a fresh cup of coffee. He too stopped and saw the headline. He
chuckled and dryly commented " I love it when a plan comes together." He rubbed his hands together. "
Should keep Decker busy for days."

@@@@

Decker looked at the clock it was now 6.45am. He decided to give the apartment another ring, she would regret
sleeping in. There was no answer. He sighed, and called Sergeant Jones who was hanging around the outer
office. "Sergeant, come with me we are on reveille duty today."

Decker fumed as he sat in the squad car. The journey had taken double the usual amount of time because of
the morning traffic. They finally arrived at Napier's apartment block. Decker noticed that her car was still there
parked up in the basement. He checked the piece of paper in his pocket, where he had written her address on.
He and the sergeant went up in the lift. The sergeant smiling, he knew what sort of lecture the Captain would be
getting in about five minutes. They finally found her apartment. The door was closed. Decker buzzed the bell
that was by the door. No answer. He decided to follow up the bell by banging on the door. Under his touch the
door swung open. Decker suddenly went on edge.

The two men stepped through into the apartment. They were shocked by the amount of damage. The furniture
was basic, normal for a rented apartment. Drawers and their contents littered the floor, the sofa was ripped
open. Decker signalled the Sergeant to investigate the two rooms to his left. They both drew their guns.

Decker called out softly, "Captain Napier are you here?" he remembered her first name, "Jane, Jane answer
me." He cautiously walked into the bedroom and it was obvious the bed had not been slept in. He looked at the
picture that was above the bed. It was of a happy family group, two grown ups and two children. He smiled as
he saw a younger Jane. He looked at the woman and realised it was Theresa Palmer of all people. No wonder
Jane had seemed so familiar. He wandered out of the bedroom, the questions that were crowding his brain had
to be put away for the time being. The sergeant shook his head as he came out of the rooms he was searching.
Decker suddenly remembered the car. They both ran down the stairs.

On the way down, Decker told the Sergeant to get an investigation team down straight away. He went over to
the car. He walked slowly round it. He tried the doors; they weren't locked. By the driver's side he found the
keys lying on the floor, her fatigue jacket was lying across the passenger seat. He turned as he saw the sergeant
approaching. He held something in his hand. He handed it to Decker. It was her uniform cap. It was now
obvious to Decker they were dealing with a kidnap and someone had been looking for something. 
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Whilst they were waiting for the investigation team. Decker thought about Theresa. 

****

He had acted like a prig on the exercises and afterwards when they had disembarked but he had been so upset
at the incompetence of his troops. A few weeks later he was back in Saigon on leave, so he decided to look her
up, he knew the brass at the pentagon had pulled the article. He knew Theresa would be upset and think he was
responsible, so maybe he would take a peace offering. He found out her address from the Press bureau chief.
He went round that night to her apartment, but she wasn't in. The concierge at the bottom of the stairs smiled at
him and said, "She is very popular tonight, sir. You are the second colonel to call tonight for her."

"Oh. Do you know who he was? Where did they go, do you know?"

"I think he said his name was Smith. " the concierge paused until some dollars were passed over, "Harry's
Bar." Decker nodded thank you.

He was jerked back to reality with the arrival of the investigation team. He directed them to the car and the
apartment. One of the new arrivals placed her personnel file in his hands. Decker wondered about ringing her
next of kin to tell them what was happening. He decided not to for the time being.

@@@@

Stephen Napier stretched and looked at the clock, breakfast time. He looked over the reports of the activity of
the previous night. Nothing much. One car had arrived around midnight. It was parked in the garage attached
to the main house. There had been a little activity after that but nothing too unusual. The house was reported to
be all quiet.

He picked up the phone that was on the table in front of him and dialled the number he had tried numerous
times last night. Mo must have been out on a call yesterday evening and Jane must have been on duty as well,
both their answering machines had been on all evening. He hated speaking to the damn things. He decided to
try and ring Maggie once more, Jane would either be asleep or already on duty. He waited impatiently for the
phone to answer. There was a lot to do today, all the plans were going to be in place for action tonight. He
smiled, as he knew that Chao would get the justice he so deserved at last. Pity Theresa wasn't going to be
around to see it.

"Maggie, Its Stephen."

"Stephen, how are you?" the line was faint.

"Fine Maggie, well as good as I can. Paul and I are going to Australia for three weeks. I've tried to get in touch
with Jane but all I get is her answerphone. I tried to ring you last night but you were obviously out."

"Yes, I was busy." Stephen didn't notice the caution in Maggie's voice.

"Yes, well could you tell her that she's been broken into. Well actually we've all been broken into here and in
London as well. Luckily very little damage was done and there was nothing taken. The police think whomever
it was searching for something. I'm just ringing to say can you get in touch with her somehow so that she
doesn't have a fit when a letter from the insurance company arrives." Stephen saw one of his aides enter the
room and nodded. "I'll have to go now, Maggie. Give Jane my love. I'll send her a postcard." 

Stephen briefly looked at the phone and smiled. Maggie took care of Jane as if she was her own, she would be
safe here. She would be in her element chasing after the A-team with the MP's. With all the misinformation
being fed to the FBI and the Military Police by his chiefs in Washington and London, so that they wouldn't be
disturbed in this operation, she would be safe as well. 

@@@@
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Maggie put down the phone and rejoined the Team at the breakfast table. Murdock was rifling through the
cereal box to see if he could find the free toy. Hannibal looked at Maggie's pale face and queried, "Problems?" 

Maggie laughed, "No, I don't think so. I've solved the identity of my mystery caller at least."

"Oh?" Hannibal turned annoyed at the antics of BA and Murdock who were now fighting over the cereal. They
both went quiet on seeing his expression.

"It was a friend, Stephen Na. Ah, thanks BA" She avoided finishing as BA passed the milk over. " He was
trying to ring me last night, he just wanted me to pass a message onto another friend."

@@@@

Hannibal looked at Maggie closely, there was something she wasn't saying. He had caught the stop in the
sentence. He shrugged it off, he would find out later, it wasn't important. He sighed; at least there won't be a
repeat of the last two day's excitement.

@@@@

Face was watching Murdock; he was relieved he seemed to be returning to his normal self. All of a sudden
chills ran up his spine. It was a normal scene that had been repeated many times between BA and Murdock.
HM was sat grinning at BA with his arms folded. BA was muttering something under his breath. Face flashed
back to yesterday morning and the thought that had run through his head at dinner yesterday. He frowned and
then thought you're getting as mad as Murdock thinking that. He hoped nobody had noticed had his
expression. He was out of luck, Murdock had. 

@@@@

Murdock had seen Face pale and stop eating his toast when he was winding BA up about the cereal. He knew
Face too well not to be able to read his body language and expression. 'Shit, it can't be true can it?'

@@@@

Jane woke up. Her head was against something hard and cool and her face hurt. She tried to lift herself up and
found her wrists were handcuffed and her legs were tied together. She opened her eyes and shut them, as she
appeared to be looking straight down the muzzle of a gun. She opened them very carefully again and saw it
was indeed the muzzle of a gun. She frowned but didn't say anything. Slowly the events of the night came back
to her. She had been attacked when she got out of her car and then she remembered waking up, she had a
blindfold on then. They asked her a few questions to which she didn't bother to respond and they had started to
slap her. Luckily the combined effects of the two drugs made her black out shortly afterwards.

She heard a voice mutter, "She's awake again, sir."

Another more educated voice ordered, "Pick her up, put her in the chair again. As the guards around her picked
her up, which she made as difficult a manouveur as possible, she heard him say, "When is the General's plane
due in?"

Another voice said, "10am, but the drive here will take about 2 hours, sir."

"Ok, that gives us about 4 hours to try and get something out of this woman. Hey, pretty lady, are you going to
sing for me? Why have you got your eyes closed? I don't think you ought to be worried about seeing anything
you shouldn't." He laughed coldly. 

Jane knew as soon as she didn't have a blindfold on that they didn't intend for her to walk out of the place. She
remembered her interrogation instructor, telling them the rules of engagement. She knew she must keep her
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focus. What was it what they wanted? 

@@@@

Soon after breakfast was completed, Maggie drifted into her office, technically to do some paperwork but
mainly to avoid Hannibal. She knew he had caught the stop in her sentence. She sighed as pulled some files
towards her. She opened one but her eyes soon tracked up to an old photograph from Vietnam of Theresa and
herself. Why did her life have to be so complicated? Her eyes tracked to the photographs that clustered around
the Vietnam one, ones from when she first met Hannibal and the guys to more intimate ones of the last three
years. She smiled as she thought of that wonderful day.

***

She was tired. She had been out on calls all day. As she drove back to her house and surgery, she wondered
whether she should give up her practice here and move someplace else. Every time she came back here she
remembered the good times and then the wasteland that had appeared four years ago. She angrily shook her
head and told herself to think about this later when she had the energy. 

She turned into the drive that led to her house, she looked up ahead and saw the glint of something metallic in
front of the house. Another patient! Maggie thought, that's what you get Sullivan for being the only doctor for
twenty miles. 

As she got closer she could see the metallic glint was a familiar looking black van. She narrowed her eyes,
thinking she was hallucinating. She parked the car and slowly got out. She looked at the porch and then back at
the van. All of a sudden she heard a footstep to her side. She turned and saw him. The first thing she did was
slap him across the face and call him every name she could remember and the next thing she did was to faint.
Maggie smiled as she remembered the weekend that followed after that. 

**

She shook her head as she turned back to the files and laughed as she thought now, if they could get rid of
Stockwell and maybe Decker too, things would be so much better. 

@@@@

Face sat on the porch watching BA work on the van, thinking about the scene at breakfast. He wasn't sure what
to think. Murdock had seen him he was sure but didn't say anything and was now completely wrapped up in
some cartoon. He smiled as he watched Hannibal stalk round the van chatting to BA. Face knew that the
evasiveness of Maggie both at dinner last night and this morning, particularly after that phone call, had irritated
Hannibal. He sighed, too many secrets today. It felt just like they were back in Virginia trying to work out what
Stockwell was going to do next.

@@@@

Over in Washington Stockwell sighed. He was bored, there was little for him to do today. He was worried
about the meeting on Saturday, would Chao be able to come up with the missing papers? He decided to see
where they had got to on that trace he had put out back in January for something better to do. The complete file
had been on his desk for weeks now but he hadn't had the time to look at it. He picked it up and opened it. 

There was a copy of the birth certificate, the father's name was put simply as not known. He also noted that the
second out of her four fore names was noted simply by M. His eyebrows creased in puzzlement. The adoption
papers were straightforward, nothing unusual there. The investigators noted that none of the family had any
clue about who the father was. They had even managed to obtain copies of the medical records of the private
family doctor that Theresa had consulted when she was pregnant. She had come home as soon as the
pregnancy was diagnosed. She had been in London for only a few weeks. Stockwell did the math and realised
that it must have happened in Vietnam. He smiled and shrugged; the Irish probably wouldn't care who the
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father was. 

The investigators had turned up several small pieces of information about Theresa Palmer as background
material. He scanned the names of known associates about that time. His face drained when he caught sight of
one name. Dr M. Sullivan. There was a note by the name which read, 'close friend in Vietnam and ever since.
Godmother to Jane Napier. Has practice in Bad Rock, California.' He leaned back in his chair to absorb this bit
of information for a few minutes. He then continued reading the file. 

There was little left, just a copy of the orders that had been given to her just this week when she had reported
for duty. Carla had obviously slipped it into the file. He got another jolt to the system when he saw the words,
'temporarily assigned to Colonel R Decker specifically to assist in special operations.' He knew what those
special operations were. The capture of the A-Team. He knew that when they had returned to LA, the news
would have got back to the Army quickly. He had hoped that would have kept them closer to him. But it hadn't,
Smith had kept Decker at arms length just as easily as ever.

He pursed his lips, the web was becoming a little too complex for his liking, and the stakes had suddenly
grown a lot higher. He only hoped that Chao had managed to get the documents without anyone figuring out
what was going on. He wished he could phone Chao to find out whether he had succeeded in his task.
However, it was frowned upon to contact each other in between meetings, all communication was generally
channelled through the chair.

A thought occurred to him as he read the file, with Theresa being a journalist she doubtless would have been
watched every so often whilst she was in Vietnam, perhaps those files may come up with a list of contacts she
made over there. With the involvement of the ATeam via Maggie Sullivan and Decker, knowing who the father
had suddenly become top priority. He buzzed Carla and requested that she locate and retrieve the relevant files. 

@@@@

Decker kept a close eye on the investigation team as they tried to find any clues as to the disappearance of the
Captain. He had already phoned the FBI chief to explain what had happened. They both quickly decided it
must have something to do with the operation. Decker couldn't think of any reason why but just knew it in his
bones. 

"Excuse me, Sir." Decker jumped and looked at the young lieutenant in front of him.

"Yes?" He said hopefully.

"We haven't found anything, sir. Whoever they were, they were professionals, Sir. The neighbours heard and
saw virtually nothing." 

Decker nodded and let out a sigh. He had better inform the military authorities and inform the next of kin. He
had just hoped he would have something better to tell them. He reached for the personnel file that someone had
brought him. He called Brigadier Jones and gave him the bad news. The Brigadier told him to speak to the next
of kin and he would contact the Pentagon. Decker looked at the number and looked at the clock it was 10 am
here now so it would be about dinnertime over there. He punched the number in and rang the number. 

An irritated voice greeted him; "This is one of those terrible answering phones. We're on holiday until the 28th.
Don't bother to leave a message, I never listen to it. Bye." The voice stopped with finality.

Shit, Decker thought, that was almost three weeks away. He looked in the file again, there was a second contact
number listed. He looked at it in interest, a Dr. M. Sullivan, Bad Rock, California. Bad Rock, Bad Rock, where
had he heard that before? Oh, yeah, another vague rumour that he had checked out and found there was nothing
in it. He laughed to himself, he had probably checked out every town in California at least once in his time. 

He sighed, he would have to ring this number, hopefully this person would be in at least.
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@@@@

Maggie was deep in thought, concentrating on the record in front of her. She was writing up a series of tests
that would put her and her patient's mind at rest. She heard the phone ring and absently went to pick it up.

"Dr Sullivan."

A deep male voice questioned, "Is that Dr. M Sullivan?"

The hackles began to rise on the back of Maggie's neck. The voice sounded military. "Yes. Who are you?"

"Colonel Decker, Ma'am." The voice paused. Maggie thought in panic, why is he ringing? Did Jane let
something slip? She shook her head, don't be silly. Jane doesn't know anything about the team and certainly
wouldn't connect her with them. She missed what Decker had said.

"I'm sorry Colonel, I didn't catch that."

Decker sighed and repeated his last statement, "I'm urgently trying to get in touch with Lord Napier. I've tried
his home number and there is just a message to say he is on holiday."

Maggie's heart jumped into her throat and whispered because that was all she could get out, "Australia. I spoke
to him this morning. He's going to Australia." She paused. She had to ask. She forced the next words out.
"Why? Has anything happened to Jane?" She added as she sensed Decker's reluctance. "She's my
god-daughter. I only saw her a few days ago. Is she ill? Has she had an accident?" Her mind was racing with
possibilities. One occurred to her that she didn't want to think about. Her eyes went over to the corner of the
room where a brown suitcase had been put.

Decker spoke slowly. "I'm sorry, Doctor Sullivan, Captain Napier went off duty last night and didn't come
back this morning. I went down to her apartment and it had been burgled, searched. I believe she's been
kidnapped. We don't know by whom. Can I use you as a point of contact? I will be in touch with you as soon
as I hear anything." He didn't wait for any confirmation and put the phone down. He didn't like dealing with
civilians and their emotions.

@@@@

Murdock vaguely heard the phone through the closed office door over the cartoon he was watching. He
ignored Maggie as she went to the kitchen. He just assumed she would be going for a cup of coffee. He
jumped at the sound of a glass hitting the floor and the sobs appearing just after. He got up and ran into the
kitchen where he found Maggie on the floor, crying with blood running from a cut in her hand. He quickly
found a towel and wadded it up against the cut. 

His blood ran cold as he heard Maggie whisper "Jane, Jane not you as well."

He went to the kitchen door and opened it. He shouted loudly "Hannibal!"

@@@@

Hannibal was enjoying a cigar in the sunshine. He watched BA work on the van. He wondered whether to join
Face in sunning himself on the porch. He was just about to saunter over there when he heard the strangled
shout from the kitchen. He ran into the house. 

Face and BA both jumped up and followed him in. 

Hannibal saw Maggie on the floor crying. He knelt down on the opposite side to Murdock and looked at him
with a question in his eye.
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HM looked at Hannibal. "She was in the office. I was watching a cartoon. I think, think she got a phone call.
She came out just after, and then the next thing I knew, I heard the glass smash, and I found her on the floor,
crying. She cut her hand." He didn't mention the words he had heard her say.

Hannibal looked up at Murdock and knew that he wasn't revealing everything but let it pass for the moment.
"Help me get her into the bedroom." The two men guided her into the bedroom. Face and BA watched from
the living room. Murdock came out of the bedroom and closed the door.

@@@@

Face noted the paleness of his face and said, "What's going on?" 

Murdock shrugged but didn't say anything. He simply sat down in the same place and started watching his
cartoon. Face knew from long experience this was avoidance behaviour and sat down next to him. He could
hear BA being the practical one, clearing up the mess. 

@@@@

Hannibal looked at Maggie as he held her close to him. He remembered the only other time that she had been
like this, and then the tears were those of happiness. He knew that this time the tears weren't of joy. He could
feel them abating and some movement. He saw her looking at the cut on her hand. He put a hand under her
chin and made her look up. Her eyes confirmed his diagnosis. He gently asked, "Want to tell me about it?"

Maggie sighed. She didn't know where to start. How could she tell him? But then she thought of Theresa's last
request in that letter. 'Look after her for me, keep her safe.'

"I had a phone call, Hannibal. A phone call from Decker." She was interrupted before she could continue.

Hannibal roared, "What did he say? I'll get the sonof…" He had stood up. Maggie pulled at him weakly to sit
back down.

"It wasn't about you." She paused to let him calm down and watch his expression. 

She gulped. After dinner last night, she knew she would have to have this conversation some time. "It was
about my god-daughter." She paused as her mouth went dry. The expression on Hannibal's face started to
change. "Erm, she's a captain in the British Army. Erm, she is over here on an exchange program." Hannibal
looked at her in disbelief. She attempted to defend herself. "I didn't know for sure where she'd been sent to. I
was waiting for her to call. I guessed when Face was talking about your escapades over the last few days.
Decker called me to tell me, to tell me…" She couldn't continue.

"What, Maggie? Tell you what?" Hannibal's voice was gentle. He could tell there was a serious problem. He
wondered about the news about Chao. Had there been a shoot out or a chase? Some injury? 

"Oh, Hannibal." Maggie's voice was breaking again. "Decker thinks she's been kidnapped." 

Hannibal held Maggie to him as she sobbed. After a while, Hannibal managed to get the full tale of the phone
call out of her. He knew there must be something more. He knew Maggie was really anxious. 

She eventually calmed down and asked in a small, quiet voice, "Hannibal, can you do a favour for me?" She
waited until he nodded. "In my office, there is a old brown suitcase. Can you get it for me? In the top drawer of
my desk, there is a letter, with a key attached. Can you bring it to me?" Hannibal nodded. Maggie smiled as she
remembered something. "Oh, and I need the first aid kit as well!" Hannibal smiled weakly. His mind was
reeling with all sorts of possibilities.

@@@@
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As he crossed the living room to go to Maggie's office, he waved the questions of Face and BA away.
Murdock didn't seem to register him go past. He went into her office. In all the years they had known each
other, he had never been in it. He smiled at the collection of photographs and picked out Theresa Palmer
straightaway. Damn! No wonder Jane had seemed so familiar yesterday.

He remembered that night in the bar very well. He had been very disappointed when she had declined his
invitation to dinner and just passed him the copy of her banned article. He had wanted it, because having it
would supply him with ammunition to taunt Decker with, and also he guessed it would help him in the case he
was trying to put forward to Morrison for creating a small, specialised commando unit. He knew they weren't
going to win this war with grand movements of men and machines. He smiled as he remembered his
frustration when she got up and left with a mere USAF pilot that had walked in the door. He had wanted to
know for weeks afterwards what that pilot had over a Green Beret Colonel. Though he was probably just one
of her many contacts within the forces.

He picked up the suitcase and found the letter and the first aid kit and carried them out of the room. 

He switched on the answerphone as he passed it, just in case Decker rang again. He didn't want Face to answer
the phone - that would add too many complications. A thought struck him as he saw BA had gone outside.
"Face, can you ask BA to put the van back together again. We may have to move in a hurry." He didn't wait for
the answer as he moved towards the bedroom.

@@@@

When he got back inside the bedroom, he was relieved to see that Maggie was together again. He gave her the
first aid box. As she was rooting through it, he joked, "Theresa Palmer, Maggie. I didn't know that you knew
her. I went out with her once in Vietnam." He didn't notice Maggie wince as she tried to clean her cut with
antiseptic. He waited until she had finished. Once she packed the kit back up and closed it, he asked her, "Care
to tell me more?"

Maggie sighed as she thought where to start. She looked at the letter placed on top of the case and handed it to
Hannibal. "I received this letter from Theresa just before she died." Hannibal's eyebrows shot up at the last
words. "I thought it was strange at the time. She called all the time but hardly ever wrote. Stephen, her husband,
told me it was a car accident. Jane came out last week and spent some time with me." She paused. She knew
Jane and Stephen might think she was breaking a confidence, but she knew Hannibal needed all the facts. "
Stephen gave her the suitcase. I guess Theresa knew that he would. She brought it up here to open with me. I
think Jane and Stephen were under the impression that it contained family documents or some information I
can help her with." She stopped.

"Information about what?" Hannibal gently probed. 

Maggie looked at him and said quietly. "Stephen adopted Jane when he married Theresa. She was two years
old at the time." She took a deep breath. "Theresa never told anyone who Jane's father was. I think it was
someone in Vietnam. By the timing, someone she met just before she left there to go to London. Anyhow, Jane
brought the suitcase out to me, because she wanted to go through it with me. I guess she thinks I'll recognise a
name or someone on a photograph. I have a feeling though from the letter and with what has happened, there
may be something else in there. It was Stephen on the phone this morning; he was going away to Australia. He
said all the houses belonging to the family had been broken into and searched. Decker said Jane's apartment
had been searched, too."

He pulled the key away from the letter and placed it in the central lock. He twisted it. He smiled the lock had
been recently oiled. The key turned with a little click. He flicked the catches open and lifted the lid. The
suitcase was smartly packed with four brown envelopes and two white envelopes. One addressed to Maggie
and one to himself. He didn't notice the suspicious look that came onto Maggie's face. He opened his letter and
read it over quickly. It was short and to the point.

***
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Colonel Smith,

I'm glad Maggie has managed to track you down. I am obviously dead if you get this, and Jane may be in
trouble. Unfortunately, an interesting little thread that I picked up six months ago led me into a rather
dangerous maze. The details are all in the envelopes marked one, two and three. The information contained in
the last envelope is for Jane and must only be opened by herself, if she chooses to do so.

I've followed your career and that of your team in 'Nam and since with a great deal of interest. It was with great
delight that I found out from Amy last year about your 'near death experience.' I entrust these documents to
you, because I know that you will do what is right with them. I may be also doing you a favour, again!

I'm sorry for abandoning you in that bar, I know it was rude, but I can tell you it was worth it! Oh can you do
another favour for me? Next time you come across Decker, tell him thanks for the flowers. I never had the time
to say thank you properly.

Yours, Theresa Palmer.

***

Hannibal looked confused at Maggie. He asked, "What did yours say?"

Maggie gulped. "Just to find you. She wrote that she did you a favour back in 'Nam just before she left. She
said to trust you even though you are an unrepentant rogue." Maggie looked at Hannibal. Suddenly, the
thoughts came crowding into her head. 'Was Hannibal Jane's father?' She pushed them away and focused on
the matter in hand. She looked at the brown envelopes. She could see one was for Jane. She put that to one
side. 

Hannibal took the envelope marked one and opened it. He sighed as lots of hand-written notes came out. He
put them to one side and opened the next one - a handful of computer printouts came out of that. The third
envelope contained copies of balance sheets and what looked like a list of numbers, initials, and locations. He
frowned. He looked at Maggie. "Can I show these to Face? The sooner we know what or who we are dealing
with, the better."

Maggie nodded and suggested, "Shall we go into the living room?" 

@@@@

Face and Murdock were still there; both of them watching the news. Hannibal grimaced. He saw the uniforms
and could guess what they were talking about. Face turned to Hannibal as he realised the two of them were
there. "Hannibal, have you seen this? It looks as though Decker's XO has been kidnapped."

Hannibal looked at Maggie. She shrugged. His voice was deliberately cool as he replied. "Oh, right. When?"

"Sometime last night. Decker looks really upset about it." 

Hannibal looked at the colonel on the screen and agreed with Face. Decker looked as though he had just seen a
ghost. Theresa's words on the letter came back to him. Decker and her? Possibly, but he swore that she would
have more taste than that. Oh anyway, there were more important things to think about.

"Face come here. We need your talents to read these papers. Can you give us an idea what they are about?" 

"Sure." He sat down at the dining table and looked at the papers in front of him. Hannibal and Maggie silently
watched him. Murdock was curled up seemingly asleep on the sofa. The only noise in the room was a quiet
murmur from the television.
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@@@@

At length, Face looked up. His expression was grave, his voice reflecting his worry. "Hannibal, where did you
get these papers from?"

Hannibal glanced at Maggie and was cautious in his answer. "A friend of Maggie's was an investigative
journalist. Her daughter brought them out here to Maggie, thinking they contained something else. Why? Are
they secret documents?" Hannibal thought, if they are secret, maybe we could get some leverage with Stockwell
with them.

Face had noticed the use of the past tense. He nodded as if that was what he expected to hear. He breathed
deeply. They all would have to know, know what they were going up against. Shit, just as Murdock was
starting to unravel on them again. He had forgotten about his suspicions of the morning, rationalising HM's
behaviour as him just going through a tricky patch; perhaps Richter's diagnosis wasn't as safe as he thought it
was. He looked Hannibal steadily in the eyes. "I'll tell you when BA's here. I'll wake Murdock up."

He went over to the sofa and was surprised to find Murdock awake. He followed Face back to the table. BA
arrived, wiping his hands on a rag. He leant against the wall.

Face began. He picked up the computer printout. "This is a log of shipments that seem to emanate from what is
loosely called the 'Golden Triangle.’ It is also a log of receipts of delivery and the locations of those
deliveries."

Hannibal broke in. He failed to understand Face's worry. "So we're 'just' dealing with some drug dealers?"

Face shook his head. "If only it were that simple, Colonel. The really interesting part is when we get to the list
of initials, locations, and numbers. That has to be correlated with the notes. I've already checked a few out as
they seemed to be familiar." Face paused to ensure everyone was following him. "From the notes, it appears
whoever did this investigation stumbled on the existence of a loose organisation made up of drug dealers,
terrorist groupings and various other shady operators. They use the profits from the drug deals to finance their
operations." He paused again. "The three I've picked were Hector Callabres from Columbia - you know, the
plant we destroyed last year. The next one, one of the major suppliers is General Chao. The last one I've
identified is, is…" He paused as he knew how much BA hated drugs. "…Is General Hunt Stockwell. There are
several more listed." Silence reigned in the room. Hannibal turned to look out of the window. 

BA spoke first. "What you're saying is that Stockwell finances most of his work from drugs? Wait 'til I get the
sucka."

Face nodded. He looked at Murdock, who didn't seem to be shocked, but then Murdock did do the odd
mission on his own for him. He looked at Maggie, who had her face in her hands. "Maggie, Maggie. We need
to know where this daughter is. She'll need protecting. Presumably, the organisation knows the information has
leaked." He paused. He didn't want to remind her of her friend's death. 

He was shocked when Maggie looked up at him; her eyes were filled with terror. She quickly hid her face
again. Her body was racked by sobs. He was even more shocked when the person that went to comfort her was
not Hannibal but Murdock. Face looked at Hannibal's stiff posture as he gazed out at the window.

"It's too late, Face. They've already got her," The answer came from the window. Hannibal continued. "The
daughter's name is Jane Napier."

BA and Face took deep breaths in at this news. Face leaned back in his seat. "Shit! What are we going to do,
Hannibal? If they've traced Jane, it will only be a matter of time before they trace Maggie. Shit!" He buried his
face in his hands, knowing what they had now, a fight for their lives.

"Couldn't have described it better, Face. So which one has her, Hannibal? Chao or Stockwell?" They all turned
to look at Murdock, who sounded very, very sane and dangerous.
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@@@@ 

Gerald looked up as Chao strode into the room. He was surprised. Chao was at least an hour early. He
swallowed nervously. He hadn't been able to crack the captain, and she was barely conscious now. The general
stood over the body on the floor, looking at it distastefully.

"Has she said anything useful?"

"No, sir. She hasn't even made a sound. We've been at it for about three hours now. We tried when she first
got here as well, but she seemed to react badly to the sedation they used when they picked her up."

Chao nodded painfully. Flying always gave him a migraine. "I can't try any drugs on her until she is fully
conscious, if we are not sure how she is going to react." He turned to one of the guards. "Take her away; put
her in one of the cells." He turned to his assistant, "Gerald, I need a run down on the evacuation yesterday."

@@@@

Stephen was assessing the various guard placements around the house when activity in the yard at the back of
the house disturbed him. He swung his binoculars over and focused in. He drew a quick breath in as he saw
two guards cross the yard dragging a figure in military fatigues. He watched in silence as they went into the
stable block and then emerged a short while later. He put the binoculars down and picked his radio up. He
asked a few short questions, not wanting the confirmatory answers he knew he was going to get.

@@@@

Stockwell looked at the mid-afternoon news broadcast with horror. Chao had endangered them all now. His
private line rang shrilly. He picked it up.

"Yes?"

An Irish voice said, "Stockwell, Chao's done us a great favour. Remind me on Saturday to pass on my
congratulations. I don't think we are going to need that information now. Oh, if you speak to him, ask him to
keep her alive. She may have some useful information for us. That's if it isn't too late already, but then I doubt
it, knowing her training." The Irishman laughed loudly.

Stockwell slammed down the phone. He couldn't exactly explain why Chao had just probably dropped the
organisation right in it. He wondered what to do next. He didn't know the contact number of the backup
location that Chao had fled to. He decided to check on the team's location first before panicking further. He
made the calls to the usual watchers and was dismayed to find that they hadn't been seen since yesterday
lunchtime when they had delivered a package to the LA Times. That left Bad Rock. He wondered, should he
contact them and see what they knew if anything? Or just crash straight in there with a team of people? He
smiled. He could maybe buy himself a little time with the team. He picked up the phone and dialled his LA
operatives. After a short conversation, he put the phone down. He thought for a few minutes and then decided.
He buzzed Carla. "Carla, can you contact the airstrip and make sure they have my plane ready for a flight to
Los Angeles. Tell them I will be there in half an hour." 

As he left the office, Carla handed him a large and dusty file. He didn't bother to look at the title but just gave it
to his aide, who slipped it with difficulty into his briefcase.

@@@@

Amy drifted away from the gaggle of journalists and photographers that were crowded round the FBI bureau
chief and Decker as they exited the FBI building. Her contacts in the FBI had told her already all that there was
to know, which was basically that they knew nothing. She smiled. She knew why Decker looked so miserable.
Not only was she Theresa Palmer's daughter, but her father, Stephen Napier, was a prominent member of the
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British Establishment. After Decker had picked up Napier yesterday, she had done some investigating into her
background. She moved towards where her car was parked. She failed to notice the man loitering behind her
on the sidewalk. She soon noticed him when he stuck a gun in her back.

"Be calm, Ms. Allen. Do you see that car over there, the black sedan?" He paused as he waited for her to nod.
Amy calmly nodded. "My employer would like you to stay with us for a while. Please walk over to the car and
get in the back."

Amy walked over to the car and got in, her mind working feverishly to fathom the reason for this development.
She thought back over her recent stories. There was nothing in them that would warrant an action like this. She
wasn't surprised when she was blindfolded and handcuffed. She decided to wait and see what developed. She
heard her escort call someone on the car phone. "Sir, this is Able 13. I am confirming our pickup of Allen. We
are on our way to the safe house."

The journey lasted about twenty minutes. She was hustled into a house and up some stairs. She was pushed
into a room. She heard the door lock and all went quiet. She sat on the bed and flexed her wrists. ‘At least,’
she thought, ‘they didn't cuff me behind my back. That would be uncomfortable.’ She lay down and tried to
relax and think through her predicament. The people who had taken were very polite, All-American sounding.
They obviously didn't want her as such; maybe she was just a hostage against someone else's good behaviour.
As if to confirm her suspicions, the door opened. She heard soft footsteps cross the carpet. 

A voice coolly said, "Could you please say something into this microphone, Ms. Allen? You may address your
remarks to Colonel Smith or maybe even that sweetheart of yours, Captain Murdock." Amy gulped. Why did
they want the Team to behave?

Amy hesitantly started, "Hi, Hannibal. Hi, guys. I'm ok. Tied up and blindfolded, but ok." She paused. She
wasn't sure what to say next. A thought suddenly struck her. It was a long shot, but it might give them a clue.
"Murdock, darling. I hope you are able to follow the instructions if they run to beyond 13 jobs. I love you,
baby. Take care." She heard the flick of the switch of the machine.

The voice said in the same cool even tone, "That was nice, lady. Thanks. Someone will bring you some food in
an hour or so."

As Amy heard the door lock turn, she lay back. She thought, ‘Guys, it's up to you now.’ She wondered, ‘What
the hell had they got into now?’

@@@@

The team was on its way back to LA. Hannibal had declined to answer Murdock's question. He didn't know
how to answer it. They had only taken a few minutes to pack what they needed. Maggie packed extra medical
supplies and the case with all its contents. This was packed into a secure compartment in the bodywork.
Hannibal and Face unlocked the weapons chest. As BA drove off, they were still busy checking and loading
and placing them within easy reach. Face checked Murdock every so often. After the ducking of the question
by Hannibal, Murdock had become remote and unfocused. Maggie had taken charge of him after she had
finished with the medical supplies. She sat next to him, making sure he was calm. Hannibal, in the front, was
debating with BA what route they should take into LA. 

Face moved to the seat in front of him and leaned over it. Maggie shrugged. At least Face might be able to
bring Murdock back to normal. She smiled to herself, well, normal for him. Face said softly to Murdock, "Hey,
buddy, we're going to need you. Can you come back from wherever you've drifted off to? When we're finished
with this, we'll take you back to the VA, and you can drift for however long you want."

Murdock seemed to react and turned his head out of the corner of the coat where he'd placed it on being seated.
He looked up at Face and said, "Umm…Faceman? Sorry, have I missed something? Missed Hannibal's answer
to my question?" Face looked in confusion at the strange expression in Murdock's eyes. It was a mixture of
fear, joy, anger, and confusion all at the same time.
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"No. We're back on our way to LA. Here, take this. Hannibal wants us to be alert. There might be trouble on
the road." Face handed a revolver over to Murdock. He noticed the completely cool, professional and detached
way in which Murdock checked the weapon over and made sure it was loaded, before he stuffed it in the top of
his trousers. Face relaxed as Murdock gave him one of those wacky smiles of his and pulled a comic from an
inner pocket in his jacket and started to read. Face sat back in his seat and relaxed for little bit. Something told
him he wasn't going to get much rest in the next few days.

@@@@

Decker looked at the clock and decided to give this Dr. Sullivan a ring again. He sighed when he heard an
answerphone kick in. Her voice said, "Hello. I've just popped out for the moment. If you need to get in touch
with me urgently, please ring 555-6789."

Decker sighed and re-dialled. 

The van was silent. Hannibal & BA were concentrating on the road; Maggie and HM were alone with their
memories. HM, though, was still pretending to read whatever comic he had. Face had failed to notice that it was
upside down. Face was dozing. So when the phone rang halfway through their trip back to LA, they all
jumped. Hannibal turned round to look at Maggie and nodded for her to come forward. She made her way
quickly and picked the phone up. She put the loudspeaker on, so that everyone could hear the conversation. 

"Maggie Sullivan," she stated calmly.

"Ah, hello. It's Colonel Decker here. Just calling to give you an update on the situation."

"Thank you, Colonel. Have you found her yet?"

Decker hesitated, "No. Have you received any contact from anyone else other than myself?" He was hopeful
that a ransom demand had been made. He could see that promised promotion board vanishing into the
distance. Then a thought occurred to him. "Where are you?"

Maggie said, "I'm on my way to Los Angeles. Should be there in about an hour or so. Could we have a
meeting?"

"Of course. Come to my headquarters as soon as you get in." He wanted to be here just in case any
developments occurred.

Hannibal signed to Maggie to delay on this and get a number, so that they could contact Decker when they'd
thought about what to do. Maggie nodded to indicate that she understood. She turned back to the phone.
"Colonel, can I get back to you? You see the person I'm driving down with doesn't really know LA at all well. It
might be better if we meet up at a motel or something like that." Maggie smiled to herself as she saw BA's
expression. "Could I have a number to contact you on when we get a bit closer."

Decker gritted his teeth. Women! Why were they always awkward? "Of course. It's 555--3456. Call me when
you are up to the outskirts." He closed the connection.

@@@@

Face commented, "My, he does know how to handle distraught relatives very well, doesn't he?"

Hannibal said nothing. He had expected Decker to be anything but his normal self. Perhaps he hadn't twigged
the connection. He glared out into the road. This case was just getting too complicated. 
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Everyone had just settled back into their old routines, when the phone rang again.

Again Maggie came up to the phone. She picked it up and flicked the speaker on. "Maggie Sullivan."

A cold, silky voice replied. "Ah, the good Dr. Sullivan. We speak at last. Give the phone to Smith."

Maggie was cool in reply. "Who shall I say is calling?"

"Oh, I didn't introduce myself, did I? General Hunt Stockwell."

Maggie silently handed the phone to a shaken and alert Hannibal. "Yeah, Stockwell, what do you want?"

"Oh, nothing too much. Just return of some papers. In return for that and your promise to be on your best
behaviour, I'll return this person to you." 

Hannibal smiled. It wasn't his style, but Stockwell must have instigated the search and kidnap. And he knew
that he wasn't quite as barbaric as Chao in his interrogation methods. He had probably made the connection
between Maggie and Jane through intelligence reports. Hannibal also knew most of Stockwell's locations in
LA, so they would probably be able to release Jane before they were forced to hand anything over. His
confidence was rudely rocked when he realised the voice on the tape was not Jane Napier but someone else
much closer to the Team. He listened to the tape in shocked silence.

Stockwell continued in a slightly mocking tone, "She needn't have gone to the trouble of giving you that
garbled clue. Now, Hannibal, are you going to be co-operative and give me what I want?"

Hannibal calmly asked, "What if we have already committed ourselves to someone else?" He paused as he
realised there was undercurrents to this, as though both men for different reasons needed the papers. "Maybe I
should just conduct an auction."

Stockwell became angry. He wished he were on the ground already and not another three hours away. "Maybe
you should. I'll let you into a few secrets though." His voice became even colder. "I wouldn't believe anything
you've been told by my colleague, if indeed he's managed to work out yet where the papers are. You see, I
know a lot more about your little captain than most people. Chao must be having an entertaining time with her.
She passed out top of her Special Forces training course, and she even topped the advanced course. Peck, I am
sure you remember how Chao enjoys a challenge in that department." He paused again for effect. "Once Chao
has finished with her, if of course she's still alive; there are people in the organisation would like to have a word
with her about a few things. So, you see, Smith, I'm the only person who has some sort of control over this
situation. I have Allen; you have what I want. If I feel you've behaved, I might try and reason with Chao on
behalf of your good doctor friend. You have three hours to think about it. I will contact you again once I have
landed."

@@@@

Gerald watched as the guard opened the cell door. He entered the room and walked over to the form huddled
into a corner. Napier's face looked pale beneath her bruises. Gerald checked her breathing, very shallow. He
shook her, no reaction. He checked her carotid pulse. It was there, fairly strong, considering the punishment
she had just endured. He opened an eyelid and shone his torch into the eye. There was a reaction, but it was
slow. He estimated she would be out for a few more hours. At least his employer would get chance for a rest.
He checked the handcuffs. They were secure. He picked up the threadbare blanket he'd brought in with him
and placed it over her. No point her getting complications from hypothermia before her part was played out.
He glanced at his watch - time to make his report. He walked out of the cell. He waited until the guard had
locked the door.

He fixed the guard with a stare. "Keep an eye on her. Chao wants her alive, for the moment, anyway. Check her
at least every hour. Tell me if she starts to stir." He waited until the guard nodded.
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Gerald walked off. He reported to Chao about Jane's condition. Chao painfully nodded. He had a migraine. 

Gerald noticed his employer's condition. "Sir, why don't you go to bed for a while? She's going to be out for at
least another two or three hours. Have you had any medication for it? There's nothing to do at present." Gerald
reached into his pocket and produced a bottle of pills and gave one to Chao, who nodded gratefully. 

Chao whispered, "Wake me as soon as she comes round." Gerald nodded.

Gerald watched as Chao left the room and then turned to his desk. He picked up a sheath of papers and dialled
an outside line. He had a short conversation with the person who had answered the phone. Anybody listening
to it would have assumed it was a routine call to confirm delivery and payment procedures. He put the phone
down and started to go through the monthly production and distribution figures. He was calm and relaxed. 

@@@@

BA pulled the van over to the side of the road. They had just crossed the LA city limits, and he decided that the
silence that had reigned since Stockwell's call had to be broken. 

Hannibal looked at him and nodded his thanks. He got out of the van to stretch his legs and light a cigar. He
looked at his watch - 2 PM. The day had been long already. He leaned back on the van and thought deeply
about the problem in hand. There was no way he would hand those papers over. He didn't trust Stockwell to
leave anyone alive if he did that. He came to a decision. He knew Maggie wouldn't like it; hell, he didn't like it.
He gritted his teeth and went round to the side door. 

@@@@

Inside the van, silence still reigned. The opening of the side door startled everyone out of their reveries.
Hannibal climbed in and sat down. BA turned around. 

Hannibal coughed nervously. "Maggie, I've got no choice. We have to go after Amy first. We'll neutralise
Stockwell that way. We know the location of most of the places that he uses in the city, so we'll be able to
locate her quite quickly." He looked steadily at Maggie, who was trying hard not to argue with him.

Face queried in a shaking voice, "But Hannibal, Chao. You know what he can do to try and get information if
he needs it. What if she..."

Hannibal looked down at the floor. He knew all too well Chao's methods. Without catching anyone's eyes, he
said, "She's a soldier, Face. It comes with the job, and besides, you heard Stockwell. If she has Special Forces
Training, she'll be able to stand up a lot better than most." He moved into the front seat. "BA, find us a bank.
Face, you're going to have to get us a safe deposit box. We need to stow these papers somewhere safe for the
time being. After that, we will contact Decker. Maybe a miracle will have happened."

Face rubbed his face with his hands, looked over at Maggie, and gave her a smile. He was rewarded with a
weak smile in return. He turned to check Murdock, who had retreated behind his comic. He noticed it was
shaking, and the knuckles of his hand were white where he was gripping it. Face smiled thinly, probably
worried over Amy.

@@@@

Murdock tried to make himself relax. Why couldn't Hannibal see that Amy would be all right? They needed,
no; he needed to get Jane out of there and quickly. He owed that at least to Theresa, owed it to her for returning
her letters unopened. He knew why; he had been afraid of a relationship. All he lived for was flying back then,
and then the Team came along. He remembered his relief when the letters eventually stopped coming. He
smiled. They had persisted for a year or two though. 

He started thinking about all the places that Stockwell asked him to fly to in this area. He started ticking them
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off in his head as unsuitable or that he had seen the head honcho. His list started to dwindle rapidly. He was
left with two places; one in Burbank, a suburban mansion, that had its own helipad and a house set in its own
extensive grounds just outside the city limits. He remembered he had to go to both places on the same job
because of some screw up. Both times as he landed, the hairs on the back of his neck had risen and not gone
down again until he had left California.

@@@@

He heard a voice breaking into his reverie, "Murdock, can you come with me to get this box?" 

He looked around the side of his upside down comic and nodded. Maybe he could get Face to persuade
Hannibal to come around. He had heard the tone of Face's voice when he was discussing the situation with
Hannibal.

"So what scam are we going to do this time?" HM smiled, he enjoyed watching Face work almost as much as
he enjoyed flying. He made sure that his clothes were tidy. He didn't have a flying jacket on but a T-shirt that
proclaimed 'PROUD TO BE INSANE!' 

Face looked at Murdock's T-shirt and sighed - mind you, he wasn't much better dressed for this sort of thing -
denims, though they were clean, and a thick cotton shirt. He hadn't had time to change before they left
Maggie's. He sighed again and decided, "We're undercover FBI officers, and we need the bank's co-operation
to store some documentation for a few days. Let me do the talking, Murdock."

Murdock smiled back at Face and said, "When do I ever do anything but?"

Face snorted. He could count countless times when HM's runaway mouth had got them into trouble. Hannibal
broke into his thoughts and said, "Get going, guys, the bank's closing soon."

The two of them exited from the side door of the van. Murdock carried the small suitcase. The van sped off. It
would circle round and meet up with them in fifteen minutes.

Face started walking quickly across the road towards the bank, and Murdock had to skip to keep up with him.
Murdock wondered whether to broach the subject now or later. He decided later. 

Face stopped for a moment before going into the bank. They stepped into the building. Face immediately went
over to the pretty young clerk who was sat on the safe deposit box desk. Murdock hung back watching Face
work. He knew from the reactions of the clerk that Face was working his magic. Within a few minutes, Face
was motioning Murdock forward. HM caught a few words. "This is my colleague, Agent…"

There was a minuscule delay, HM interjected and said, "Palmer." He smiled at the clerk and continued, "We
have so many aliases these days, it gets so confusing." He laughed inwardly as he could see Face tensing. He
moved forward and offered his hand to the clerk. "But for simplicity's sake, you can call me TP." HM felt a
small kick as he smiled at the clerk. She gave the pair of them signature cards. 

Face asked, "What's the charge?"

The pretty clerk shook her head, "No charge. The bank is more than glad to help the forces of justice."

She escorted the pair of them to the vaults, where she opened a drawer. Murdock passed Face the envelopes.
The drawer was closed and locked. Face took the arm of the clerk and guided her out of the vaults. They exited
the room laughing. Murdock followed them but with a backward glance, wondering what the fourth envelope
addressed to Jane was all about.

Face looked at his watch as they exited the bank and saw that they had five minutes before the van was due to
pick them up. They ducked into the alley and leaned on the wall. Face put the safety deposit key on his key
fob. 
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@@@@

Murdock decided this was the moment. "Face."

"Hmm…Murdock?" 

"I think Hannibal's making the wrong decision here. I think we should go after Chao first. I mean Stockwell's
civilised. I think it's more urgent we should release Jane."

Face looked at Murdock. The suspicions that had been crowding his head this morning came back to haunt
him. He took a breath. He lightly said, "Why, Murdock? What's the rush? I don't like Hannibal's plan anymore
than you do, but we have to follow it." Face looked at his obviously disturbed friend. He moved up to him and
placed an arm round his shoulder. He said softly, "Hey, pal, is there anything you want to tell me?" 

Murdock turned his eyes on Face and knew what he was asking. He shook his head. He was probably only
having a fantasy, and besides, how would Face react? He knew of Face's views on people who abandoned their
children all too well. He decided to delay the confrontation that he knew would inevitably erupt until at least
he'd got some more proof or perhaps Amy to back him up. He smiled at Face and said "Hey, do you think BA
will let Billy sit up in the front with him?"

Face shook his head and laughed as the van pulled up. 

@@@@

Hannibal was more relaxed, now they had the papers under safe lock and key. He updated Murdock and Face
with what they had been doing since they had dropped the pair off. "Maggie's contacted Decker, and he's
agreed to meet her at a motel just down the road in 45 minutes. We'll review the situation after that." He
grinned hopefully at Maggie. "Hey, you never know. The FBI and Army may have found where Chao's
staying, and she is free already." Maggie didn't meet his eyes. The van was silent once more.

@@@@

Decker put the phone down on the good doctor. He wondered why this woman was reluctant to come down to
headquarters to see him. He looked over his office or 'war room,' as he privately liked to call it. He saw the file
that the captain had been looking at with great interest yesterday morning. He wandered over. He had a little
time before he had to leave. He picked up the file and remembered she had been looking at the map as well as
the file. He followed her workings and gradually, slowly came to the same conclusion that Jane had. He half
smiled to himself. If the situation hadn't been so strained, he would have laughed. Talk about coincidences! He
tapped the file as he wondered how he could turn this to his advantage. Then a horrible thought struck him. He
went to the file that had been delivered two hours ago with details of Jane's background. He flipped through it.
He looked at the details of the original birth certificate. It simply stated under father’s name, 'not known.' He
looked at the birth date and calculated back, Umm, someone from Vietnam. His mind went back to the day after
his abortive evening visit. 

***

He walked up past the concierge, who smiled at him slyly. He jogged up the stairs to the floor where her
apartment was and went to knock on the door. He stopped when he heard noises coming from the interior.
Unable to stop himself, he put his ear to the door and coloured when he heard quite clearly though muffled,
two people making energetic love to each other. He heard what he thought was a familiar cackle and the words
plan and together. Decker withdrew from the door. 'Honestly, Smith. It is 11:30 AM in the morning. I think
senior officers should set an example to troops, even when you are on leave.' He dropped the flowers by the
door and went down the stairs. He was also very, very jealous. He was married, he knew, but Smith always had
a female in tow. Why did he have to get to have all the fun? 
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Later that day when Smith appeared in the Officers Lounge at headquarters in Saigon, he looked wrecked.
Decker thought to himself, probably been at it all day. What did women see in him?

***

Coming back to the present day, Decker laughed slyly to himself. Maybe, maybe just maybe.... He started to
look forward to this meeting. He decided to take just two jeeps into the motel but have a full squad waiting in
backup, just in case his suspicions were proved correct. He looked at the FBI reports, no trace of any
developments there. He picked up the phone to the duty office and made his arrangements.

@@@@

 

Gerald looked at his watch. Chao would be asleep for another few hours. He wondered how the captain was
doing. His lips thinned. Her presence made things complicated. He had passed on the information she was
there to his superiors, but he had not received any instructions about her. He also knew Chao's standing
instructions to the guards that, if they were attacked, any prisoners would be dispatched. He sighed - first that
journalist and now her daughter. It was a good job that the younger son had gone on a remote backpacking
holiday. At least the journalist had focused Chao away from their own investigation.

@@@@

The journey to the motel didn't take long, and Face quickly scammed two rooms for them. BA parked the van
out of sight but in a perfect position for a quick getaway. Hannibal posted Murdock and Face as lookouts.
They each took a walkie-talkie from the van, checked their weapons, and selected a lookout position. Murdock
selected an old tree near to the van. He climbed up it and settled himself amongst the branches. Face climbed
up on the low roof and found cover behind an air conditioning unit. They both had a set of binoculars and
scanned the area. Face contacted Hannibal and confirmed, "Area clear."

Hannibal was sitting on the bed, and Maggie was using the spare time to freshen up. BA was observing from
the window. "Understood, Face. " He contacted Murdock "Anything, Captain?"

"No, Colonel, all clear. Oops! Can you tell BA that a bird has just well spoiled that wax and shine he put on
yesterday? I think he'll have to take it to a car wash." Hannibal could hear a low growl in the background.

Hannibal smiled. "Murdock, keep your eyes peeled out for Decker, not for birds." He leant back on the bed,
hoping to let the tension out of his back and neck. He wondered whether Decker knew that Jane could be his.
Pity really, she seemed a good kid and a good soldier, a little crazy, but that could have been inherited from her
mother's side or skipped a generation, you never knew. He laughed to himself at the disappointment he had felt
when he decided to go round and invite Theresa for lunch the night after their abortive dinner date.

***

He remembered that the concierge had smiled knowingly at him as he went up the stairs. He stopped and went
to have a chat with him. He wanted to check Theresa was in. "Do you know whether Miss Palmer is in?"

"Yes, I haven't seen her pass this way. She never goes out the back door. She did have another colonel call in to
see her earlier." The concierge didn't mention that this colonel had left the building in rather a hurry soon after
going up the stairs or the pilot that had come back with her last night. He smiled; the past twelve hours had
been very profitable. He had received tips from all concerned to keep his mouth shut from each other, and
doubtless he would have a large bonus coming to him from the men who collected his information on the
comings and goings of the occupants of the flats.

"Oh, who do you know?"
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"I think he said last night his name was Decker, sir."

"Thanks." Hannibal turned and headed up the stairs. He soon found the apartment door, and just as Decker
had done earlier, raised his hand to knock and then heard the muffled noises coming from inside. He put his
ear to the door and heard a lot of giggles and groans. A female voice came. "Tell me, tell me, and maybe I'll
think about it. I can keep this up all day, you know."

The other familiar sounding voice replied, "I've been trained in torture resistance techniques, you know." 

There was a pause, and then Theresa's voice started pitching up as she tried to stifle the groans and laughs.
"Oh, stop that, stop that now. You know that what makes me feel like."

"Exactly that's why I am doing it. Renders you helpless after thirty seconds."

The voices descended into whispers and muttered groans. Hannibal straightened up and adjusted his uniform
and went back down the stairs. After hearing that conversation, he decided to find Madame Chu. He needed
some release. He was a little put out. He never knew that Decker had it in him. He sounded as if he was
playing Theresa like a violin. He got drunk that afternoon. He nearly punched Decker out when he saw him in
the officer's lounge looking dapper, fresh and relaxed later in the day.

***

He was jerked back to reality when the walkie-talkie squawked. "Hannibal, Decker's arrived. Two jeeps. Three
men, all armed."

He whispered back, "Thanks, Face."

The machine crackled again. "Hannibal, full squad in backup. Approaching from west. They're parked right
underneath me."

 

Shit! Hannibal ran a hand over his face. Decker must have rumbled them somehow. He flashed a glance at
Maggie. Maggie winced. She knew what he was thinking, asking, 'Are you sure you didn't say anything to
Jane?' She glared back at him.

"What do we do now, Hannibal?" BA asked as he turned from the window. He had seen Decker walk up to the
reception desk. Hannibal shook his head. Murdock wouldn't be able to do anything from his position, and
Face had little cover on the roof. 

"Negotiate."

"Who with? Decker? There's too many crazies round us these days. They're obviously rubbin' off onto you."

Maggie looked up at Hannibal strangely. "Why would he want to negotiate with us, Hannibal?"

"Because." Hannibal didn't get a chance to answer as he heard footsteps come up to the door. He nodded to
Maggie to open it. 

Decker, despite his greater worry, was savouring the moment. 'This is definitely it, Smith.'

Face watched the scene. He was crouched low to the roof, hoping none of the soldiers below would look up.
Murdock kept very still in his tree. He tensed when he heard the backup squad vehicle start up and move out.
He couldn't see the inside of the motel courtyard, so he buzzed Face. "Hey, pal, what's happening?"

Face was watching as Hannibal, Maggie and BA were led out. He knew he could hit Decker from where he



Tuesday, December 7, 1999 Keepin%5f%5fit%5fin%5fthe%5fFam Page: 22

http://f15.mail.yahoo.com/ym/us/
ShowLetter/

was but also knew that he didn't really have the cover or firepower to start a shoot-out. He looked down behind
him and saw the van. It hadn't been discovered yet. He looked to see that a party of soldiers was searching the
rest of the motel. It wouldn't be long until they started looking in earnest for the pair of them. He made the
decision. Hannibal knew the risks. He buzzed Murdock back.

"We're going to have to move out. I'm going to drop down and get the van. Be ready."

The walkie-talkie buzzed back, "WHAT! We can't leave them."

Face sighed and said, "Yes, we can. Like you said earlier, at least he's not like Chao."

He made his way to the edge of the roof and silently dropped down. He felt for the spare keys to the van,
which were secreted under the fender. He let himself into the driver's seat and gunned the engine. Luckily, there
were no military vehicles at the entrance. As he moved, he saw Murdock drop from the tree. Face leant over and
opened the passenger door. Murdock jumped in and instantly turned to provide some covering fire. They soon
made their way clear.

Hannibal and BA both heard the van engine start up and looked at each other. Decker swivelled and started
shouting orders. They both smiled when they overheard the reports coming in from soldiers returning.
Hannibal was glad for once that he could see Decker's expression when he was told they had got away. Decker
didn't speak to them again but simply signalled for his men to put the trio into the waiting security van and take
them to headquarters. Decker wondered whether to pursue the waiting van but decided not to for the moment,
until he had found out what exactly was going on.

Face had parked in an alley about a mile from the motel. He looked at Murdock and asked, "What do we do
now?"

Murdock shrugged. His stomach rumbled. "Get something to eat?"

Face laughed; he was hungry, too. There was a Drive-in Macdonald's just across the road. He checked his
wallet and then held his hand out to Murdock, who reluctantly pulled his out. By pooling resources, there
would be enough. Face moved the van out and pulled into the line of cars waiting to go through.

Amy woke up with a start. She took a minute or so to orient herself. When she finally remembered where she
was and why, she shivered. She wondered what time it was. Her hand flicked up to her left wrist automatically.
She smiled when she felt the shape of the watch. It was the one Murdock had given her when they had come
back to LA. He had told her then that it was a special watch, one for a true Nighthawk commando. She smiled
at the memory. She wondered what was so special about it. The alarm on it started beeping. Damn! She had
missed the Editorial meeting. The alarm had been set for 4 PM. She stretched her finger up to switch it off and
missed the button and pressed another one. She then pressed a whole series as she tried to find the right one.
She tsked in frustration. She hated watches that had so many things like lights, stopwatches, and stuff on them.
Why she ever wore this watch she didn't know. 

Face and Murdock were happily tucking into their Big Mac's and milkshakes. Suddenly, a beeping noise
appeared. They both looked at each other with queries on their faces. Murdock's face lit up. He reached under
his seat and drew out a small electronic box. 

Face smiled in recognition of it. It was a proximity locator, and the green light was flashing weakly. He
frowned. "Murdock, did you give Amy one of those watches? Hannibal and Stockwell are going to be so
mad."

Murdock slyly smiled and nodded. "I liberated one from the warehouse. I couldn't think what else to give her."
He paused and said, "Shall we go and pick her up? We'd better do that now before Stockwell goes mad, 'cause
Decker's picked Hannibal up. 

Face weighed things up and nodded. They followed the proximity beacon, which varied in loudness and colour
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depending on distance and direction. They found themselves in a small and exclusive area of downtown LA.
The house was invisible from the road. The pair of them liberated a couple of rifles from the weapons chest
and slipped over the back fence. They slipped unnoticed past several guards, just as they were used to doing in
Virginia. Face looked at his watch anxiously, wondering whether Stockwell would have managed to get here by
now. He hoped not. They found an open window and climbed in. They found themselves in a small anteroom.
Murdock crept to the door and opened it a crack. He made an OK signal with his hand and indicated some
stairs. Face nodded. They both knew Stockwell tended to keep his 'guests' comfortable. They both crept out
and worked their way upstairs. Face covered Murdock. He wondered where all the internal guards were and
then heard a burst of cheering from downstairs. They must be watching something on the TV. Murdock had
reached the bedroom corridor and started trying the doors. He found several that were unlocked and empty. 

Face stood guarding the stairs. He turned when he heard a hiss behind him. Murdock was indicating a locked
door. Face raced down and got his selection of lock picks out and quickly opened the door.

Amy was drifting into sleep again; the alarm had eventually stopped. All of a sudden, she heard a slight
scraping at the door. She stiffened. What would they want her to do now?

She heard the door open and soft footsteps cross the room. She opened her mouth to say something, and a
hand clamped over it. She smiled when the hand was followed by a light kiss on her temple. Murdock! Her
blindfold was taken off. She blinked for a few seconds. She could see the worried faces of Face and Murdock.
Face had fished a master handcuff key out of his pocket and was opening her handcuffs. Murdock had gone to
the door. His figure stiffened as he heard someone coming up the stairs. Face had seen the movement and had
gone to the window. He smiled when he saw an ivy trail past the window. He motioned Amy over to the
window; she looked down and nodded. She felt just like the old times, the Jazz coursing through her veins.
Face went over to the door and locked it from the inside. Murdock slipped down the ivy. Amy followed him
down. Face followed as soon as Amy reached the ground. 

Murdock turned and headed for the outer wall. The others ran with him. They knew it wouldn't be too long
before the escape was discovered. They had just about reached the wall, when the shots started flying over their
heads. Murdock boosted Amy over. He managed to scramble to the top of the wall and reached down with a
hand and pulled Face partly up the wall. Murdock jumped down; Face landed about a second after him.
Luckily, they had just come out near the van. They all ran to it and jumped in. Murdock gunned the engine and
raced off. As they raced down the road, they passed a sleek black limousine.

Stockwell was content. The flight was quicker than he thought. He smiled and wondered whether he should
negotiate with Chao or just hand them over to the meeting himself. Which would gain him most power? He
noticed the black van out of the corner of his eye and did a double take. His eyes widened further as he saw his
men running across the grounds, guns out. He leaned back into his seat; Smith would pay for this.

Once Amy recovered her breath, she looked around. Her brows creased in puzzlement at the lack of other
personnel in the van. She coughed to attract the attention of the two men in the front seats. "Excuse me, guys,
but could someone tell me what's going on here?" 

Face and Murdock looked at each other. Murdock looked around and saw another MacDonalds. He
suggested, "Shall we get a drink? Amy, got any money on you? We spent all ours on lunch."

Amy sighed and felt in her pocket. Her wallet, luckily, was still there. She nodded. Murdock pulled in. Amy
popped out and brought three shakes and brought them back out. She guessed the explanation would be better
heard in private.

Murdock took a large swig of the milk shake, knowing it was his second of the day, but the ones that the VA
dished up were not as good as these. He nearly choked when he tasted it. Vanilla! "Amy, you got me a vanilla
shake!" 

Amy leaned over the back of the seat and said artfully, "Of course. I know how much you like vanilla, and I
thought I'd get it for you." She leaned over and nibbled Murdock's ear. Amy continued, her voice getting lower
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and lower. "You know you promised me last time that you'd show me how good vanilla was good for the
skin."

Face grinned slyly as he caught the last remark and wondered why Murdock was panicking so much. Amy and
he had been together on and off for ages, and HM knew that Face knew that the relationship had resumed its
pre-Stockwell status. He laughed to himself again. Murdock had shown him the vanilla trick on one of their
first R & R expeditions together. It was very messy but very effective, rather like his rib tickling of the
yesterday. He always wondered where Murdock had picked it up from.

Murdock was back in Vietnam.

They almost crushed the small bunch of flowers that had been left at the door as they exited the apartment
when they were on their way out to get some air. Theresa laughingly told him they were from Decker. They
called into Harry's Bar but decided to go back to the apartment after they had had one drink. On a whim,
Murdock got a vanilla milk shake to go. He sipped at it slowly. They both headed for the bedroom when they
got back, he took it with him. A good old vanilla shake just like Mama used to make was a rarity over here.
Unfortunately, TP jogged his elbow and spilled a little bit over herself. Not wanting to waste a bit, Murdock
turned round and licked the small amount of spillage up...

Murdock moaned. They had been so careful otherwise, but that time somehow they had forgot.

"Murdock, Murdock, are you all right?" He felt an arm shaking him.

He shook his head and smiled at Face, "Yeah. Sometimes having a shake as good as this makes me want to go
back small town America."

"Umm," came the sceptical reply. Face had noticed the again the zoning out that Murdock was doing and was
sure it wasn't small town America Murdock wanted to go back to. He didn't call him on it though. He sighed
heavily. This case was far too complicated to speculate on anything that Murdock was thinking about as well.
There would be plenty of time for that later, he hoped. He turned round to look at Amy, who was finishing up
her drink. He could tell it was nearly finished, because she was making those childish noises through the straw.
Another habit she'd picked up from Murdock.

Face and Murdock explained everything they knew, well, almost everything, to Amy. She shook her head. She
looked at the two in the front seat. "So what do we do we do now?"

Murdock suggested, "Why don't we pay Chao a visit?"

Face wasn't sure. "HM, why can't we find out about Hannibal, BA, and Maggie first? "

Murdock thought about this for a second and shook his head. "Decker's bound to have them tucked up tight in
his headquarters. It’s going to take ages for us to get a strong enough plan to get them out of there. I think it is
more urgent to release Jane first."

Face nodded, though he still wasn't sure. But he recognised the validity of Murdock's argument. Decker's
bound to have them locked up somewhere tight; there would be plenty of time later to worry about them. His
mind wandered, thinking about the pretty young officer. A thought occurred to him. "HM, how do we find out
where Chao is? "

Murdock turned and smiled, "Well, he's not in Burbank, according to the TV, but I think I know where he is.
I've been there before, did a job for Stockwell out here once that scared me to hell. Now I know why."

Face looked into Murdock's face and then Amy, who just shrugged. He swallowed. He hated it when Hannibal
wasn't around. Even back in 'Nam, he never really had much practice as being in command, as Hannibal was
usually there to make the decisions. He sighed and nodded. He, too, felt more anxious about Jane than
Hannibal, BA, and Maggie at this moment in time.
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Murdock smiled grimly and put his foot down on the gas and sped out of the parking lot. 

 

Decker smiled at the three silent people who were seated in front of him. It had been an hour since he had them
back at his headquarters. He had spent most of that hour trying to see if there had been any developments
trying to trace Chao and also if there were any reports of the movement of the van. There were none. 

@@@@

He clasped his hands. Smith looked anxious. He looked at the two people flanking Smith. "Care to tell me
what is going on here? What is the connection between you and Napier?" 

Hannibal looked carefully at Decker. He couldn't work out what Decker was implying. Maggie caught the
question in Decker's voice, too. She raised her eyebrows. Did Decker know something about Theresa and
Hannibal? Her suspicions were raised by Hannibal's next remarks.

Hannibal coughed nervously. "It's a long story, and I don't really know most of it. I can tell you though, we
have two kidnappings on our hands."

"Two? Who?" Decker sat back in surprise.

"Well, we know for definite that Jane was taken by Chao." He paused as Decker's face fell. "Amy Allen has
been kidnapped by a certain member of the US intelligence community. We have documentary proof that both
he and Chao and various others are involved in a drug racket to finance their operations. We believe," he stole a
glance at Maggie who nodded, "that Theresa Palmer died because of this information. Jane brought this stuff
out to California with her, because she thought it held important family documents. She gave it to Maggie to
keep until she saw her again on weekend leave when they would go through it." 

"So Ms. Allen, " Decker spat out the name in as gentle a way as he could, "has been taken to ensure your
co-operation in returning the information?"

Hannibal nodded. "I know the likely location for Stockwell's headquarters. I believe that three or four men
could sneak in and liberate Ms. Allen, without too much trouble. We could also assist you in liberating the
captain when Chao's located." Hannibal ignored the rumble from BA when he said that.

"In return for what?" Decker was confused and tempted. He knew the Team’s skill in these sorts of situations.

Hannibal smiled. "Well, I am sure you will be very grateful. Besides, we've got control over this information." 

Maggie glanced at Decker and then Hannibal in confusion. ‘Grateful for what?’ she thought?

Decker echoed her thoughts, "Grateful for what?" Hannibal just sat there coolly smiling.

Decker thought for a moment and reached over for the phone. He barked into it, "Get me the LA Times." There
was a pause. "Ms. Amy Allen please." He listened to the reply and said, "Thank you."

He looked up at Hannibal and commented, "Ms. Allen hasn't been seen since early afternoon. They've found
her car down at the federal building where she was attending a press conference. She's also missed an editorial
meeting at 4 PM." He took a deep breath and said, "Ok, I believe you. What do you suggest about getting her
out?" 

Hannibal smiled, "Well..."

Less than forty-five minutes later, Hannibal and Decker were debating entry possibilities. They jogged back to
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the jeep that was discreetly parked behind a bush. They hadn't noticed the camera that was hidden in one of the
trees. 

@@@@

Stockwell looked at the image and chuckled. He wasn't quite sure what was going on, but it looked like the
team had split up. This was going to be fun. He watched as BA, Decker and Hannibal shimmied up the wall
and dropped down into the garden. He knew that his men were more than on alert now. He had seen to that. He
turned to his aide at his side, "Check the vehicle. We don't want any more surprises." The aide nodded and left.

@@@@

Hannibal didn't know what hit him, when someone jumped on him and stunned him. He fell to the floor. He
chuckled to himself; Stockwell must be training them better. He could hear BA muttering in pain. He checked
Decker by turning his head. Decker looked bleary eyed but nodded. They were pulled to their feet and pushed
forward. They were pushed into an opulent study. Hannibal turned as the door opened and Maggie was
brought in. He wanly smiled at her. She just glared.

The door opened again. Stockwell walked in and looked them all over. He sat behind his desk and looked at
some papers.

Hannibal decided to open the conversation. "Stockwell, I think you must sack your interior decorator. I am
sure Face could recommend someone more skilled than whoever did this." Decker shifted, thinking Smith
really has a mouth on him sometimes.

Stockwell looked up and grimaced. "No, thank you. Peck has caused me more than enough trouble today."
Stockwell leaned back and surveyed the group. Damn Decker and his interfering. "By the way, where is the
fair lieutenant and his insane sidekick?" Stockwell was worried because of all the Team, he was sure that
Murdock would have a fair idea where Chao's bases were in the city. He had known it was a mistake to have
him fly that delivery in even back then. 

Hannibal shrugged. "I'll be honest with you, I don't know. We got separated by the good colonel here."

‘Blame it on me, Smith. I would,’ Decker thought as he watched Stockwell get angry. Stockwell snapped at the
guards, "Take them away and keep them secure." The guards instantly complied with this request.

Stockwell wondered what to do with the team or the half of the team that he had got. He worried about what the
other half were up to. Damn! He knew he should never have sent Murdock over here with that package.
Maybe, just maybe, he wouldn't link any of the places that he had been to on trips over here with Chao, but
somehow he doubted it. In some respects, HM Murdock was the sanest, most perceptive and intelligent
member of the team. Stockwell sighed. He would have to warn Chao that potential trouble was headed his way.

@@@@

Upstairs in the bedroom recently vacated by Amy, Decker and Hannibal were staring each other out. BA and
Maggie were just sat sparing into space. Maggie was thinking over Hannibal's comments to Decker. Thinking
about what they could mean. She flexed her wrists to try and adjust them so that the cuffs were more
comfortable. She decided to cut the silence to ask, "Does anybody have a clue what is going on here? Or a plan
for an escape?"

Hannibal and Decker broke off the staring match and looked at Maggie. They both shook their heads.

BA muttered glumly, "Thought so."

Hannibal commented, "At least, it looks as though Amy is free. That comment about Face must have meant that
the two of them must have managed to get her away." Silence reigned again in the room. 
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@@@@

Downstairs, Stockwell was still wrestling with his problem. He knew that this was maybe the second or third
time the team had strayed into the work of the organisation. The group wouldn't be happy at the meeting
neither with them or him, especially as he had claimed to have them on a leash. Maybe he and Chao could work
out a deal. In fact, he knew Chao might be very grateful if he delivered the team to him. For the first time in a
long time, he wasn't sure what to do. 

@@@@

The journey to the estate where Murdock predicted Chao would be took a long and silent forty-five minutes.
They had taken a circular route to make sure they didn't run into any Military Police patrols. They circled the
perimeter of the estate slowly to see if there was any way that they could get in. They eventually found a road
that led up a hill that allowed them to look out over the main buildings.

@@@@

Face hunkered down in the grass and swept over the area with his binoculars. Two guards discreetly patrolled
the front of the building, but to the rear, the extensive grounds had been dug up and concreted over. One part
had been put to use as a small helipad. There were several small temporary buildings dotted here and there.
Face turned as he heard a small noise and relaxed when it was Murdock coming to join him in his
observations. Face swept his binoculars over the stable block that was slightly to the right. There were two
guards patrolling outside it. As he watched, one of the guards looked at his watch and then ducked inside. Face
guessed that he wouldn't be checking on horses.

@@@@

Jane stirred. For a few seconds, she thought she was home in bed. She shivered and tried to pull the covers
over her. That was when she discovered that she was handcuffed. She groaned as the memories came flooding
back. At least, her bruises only mildly ached now. She stiffened as she heard someone enter the room, cell,
wherever she was. 

She smelt the foul breath of the man as he bent over her. She tried to pretend she was still unconscious. He
must have suspected something, because he pulled her head back by her hair. Jane couldn't help opening her
eyes at the sudden sharp pain. 

"Thought you were awake." The man turned and shouted out into the corridor. "Run and tell the house that
she's awake." 

@@@@

Jane stiffened again as the man used the muzzle of his rifle to trace a line down her body. She lay there waiting
to see what was going to happen. She guessed that she would be playing Mastermind again. She wondered
exactly what her mother had put into that suitcase. She sighed as she could hear another man approaching.

She heard the man say as he entered the cell, "House said to bring her over now." 

She tensed as the first guard pulled her up. She kicked feebly at him and was rewarded with a slap to the face.
She still continued to struggle, making both guards drag her out of the cell. Her instructor's voice rang in her
brain, 'Always struggle. Even if you are hurt, keep struggling. It'll annoy the hell out of people and put them on
edge. Go peacefully, and they will think the battle is half over.' As she was pulled across the yard towards the
house, the hairs on the back of her neck stood up. She looked up briefly around her. She looked at the small
hill that she could see that overlooked the house. Was that a flash of binoculars? She quickly lowered her head
again. She didn't want the guards to notice what she was looking at. Suddenly, hope surged through her body.
Someone knew she was here.
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@@@@

Both the watchers saw the movement of the man across from the stable block. He was hurrying and soon
disappeared into the house. He came out again five minutes later and retraced his steps. Within a minute or
two, two men brought a third smaller figure out between them. Face head a sharp intake of breath as Murdock
focused in on the figure. She was weakly struggling. Face focused on her and saw that her face was covered
with bruises, and the fatigues that she wore were torn in places. As she crossed the square, she seemed to look
around her and straight at them. She quickly dropped her head down. The party disappeared into the house.
Both Face and Murdock looked at each other. This was going to be difficult.

@@@@

Chao had woken from his sleep fresh and relaxed. His headache had gone. Gerald was away on some task or
other. He was pleasantly surprised when a guard came in to tell him that the captain had woken up. His study
looked out onto the yard and watched them bring her across. His eyes narrowed when she looked around and
specifically up at something. The drop of her head was too quick to be natural, he thought; she must have seen
something. He quickly went out into the hallway to catch them before she was taken down to the basement.
The guards stopped at his signal. 

He went up to her and looked at her. He realised he was seeing her properly for the first time. There was
something about her. She hung her head and refused to meet his gaze. He grabbed her chin and asked, "What
or whom did you see out there?" 

She didn't answer. 

Chao tried again. "Have you got some friends out there? I'd hate them to miss out on the party." Chao grew
nervous. This woman was not reacting how women in his care usually did. He grabbed her by the throat. He
shouted, "Tell me."

Jane opened her eyes in response. She looked at the man in front of her coolly, and as she knew he would, he
backed down. She was thrown to the ground, where she promptly curled up to avoid kicks to her abdomen.
Surprisingly, none came. All she heard was Chao saying, "Keep her there until I get back."

Chao was shocked when he looked into the brown eyes that confronted him. The look in them was so familiar.
He couldn't place the person that she reminded him of. He rushed out in to the yard and gauged where she had
been when she looked up. He squinted into the sky that was just starting to dim. He couldn't see anything, but
still the hackles on the back of his neck were raised. He turned and went to find his guard commander. 

@@@@

Murdock spotted the movements that quickly followed Chao coming out of the house. He whispered to Face.
"Muchacho, we've been made, or he suspects. Time to make a strategic withdrawal, I think." Face nodded, he'd
been watching something that had moved further down the slope. He quickly lost it though. He felt in his
pocket. The key he'd used on Amy was still there. He decided to stow it somewhere safe, somewhere that was
never checked. He needed a safety pin; there were some in the first aid kit in the van. The pair ran back to the
van. Amy had already started the engine when she saw them head back. She dove into the back. Face climbed
in the passenger seat and opened the kit up.

Amy screamed, "Are you hurt?" Face shook his head as he sorted himself out. 

Murdock briefly looked at him and guessed what he was doing. "Watch what you're doing with that, Face. You
might hurt yourself." Face gave him an evil grin as he tidied himself up and made sure his weapon was loaded.

@@@@
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All of a sudden, several rounds of gunfire messed up the ground around the van. The van rocked as a bullet hit
a tire. All three occupants put their hands up as a helicopter flew low over them and hovered in front of them.
Armed men jumped from the helicopter. They were pulled from the van. All three were searched and cuffed
and loaded into the helicopter. 

Murdock leaned over to Face, who hung his face down in defeat. He whispered, "Good job BA isn't here. I
don't think they would appreciate his attitude on air transport." Face grinned. Murdock was roughly pushed
back in his seat. The trip back to the house took only a couple of minutes.

@@@@

The other observers on the hillside breathed a sigh of relief, as it appeared that their operation hadn't been
discovered. The binoculars were trained on the house ready to try and identify the party that had prompted
such action from Chao. They tracked the movement of the three prisoners across from the helipad to the house.
The observers dictated their observations into throat microphones that fed directly to the hidden watchpost.
Stephen Napier listened to the descriptions with interest. The blonde one sounded familiar but not the other
man or the woman. He sighed - yet another complication. This simple operation was fast becoming very, very
complicated and more risky by the hour.

@@@@

They were quickly in the house. They stopped in the middle of a large hallway. In front of them stood Chao
with a kneeling figure in front of him. Chao held a gun to the head of the figure. The face was bruised, pale,
and expressionless. Her eyes were fixed on a spot on the floor.

Chao looked at the trio and smiled. "Is this what you've come to collect?" He waved the gun at Jane. "Nice of
you to drop in and see me. Haven't seen you in years." Murdock took a step forward but was yanked back by
his guard. Chao continued, "I was just explaining a game we used to play in Vietnam to the captain here. She
has been rather stubborn in giving me some information. She doesn't really seem to enjoying her stay here. So
I thought I'd cheer her up." Face and Murdock tensed; they knew exactly what 'game' he was talking about. 

Chao flicked the safety off and drew back the trigger. Jane moved her eyes from the floor and looked straight
ahead. Her expression remained the same. She didn't appear to notice the new arrivals. Amy couldn't look. She
closed her eyes and twisted her face away. 

Murdock and Face forced themselves to look on. Memories of other times, other games like this that they had
'played' flooded through their minds. 

Face looked straight into Jane's eyes and was shocked. He had suspected, yes, but now he knew. He heard an
intake of air next to him that was quickly quieted. Face heard the trigger flick forward. Face steeled himself.
His eyes became unfocused as he concentrated on keeping the memories at bay. He breathed a sigh of relief
when he didn't hear a bang.

He re-focused his eyes to see Chao stroke the revolver down the cheek of the still silent woman. He heard a
cruel laugh, "Don't worry, my dear, it wasn't loaded." 

Face switched his attention briefly to Murdock. He looked pale and as if he was about to vomit. He looked
back at Jane, unwilling to draw attention to Murdock's reaction. She had fallen forward, resting her head on the
floor. Face was proud; she still hadn't made a sound. Chao pulled her head upright by her hair and laughed
again in her face. She spat at him, which resulted in a fist to her chin from one of the guards. She sprawled on
the floor, struggling against the blackness that was overwhelming her again. It won in short order. Chao wiped
the spit off his face and shouted, "Get them out of here. Chain these three up, leave this," Chao kicked the
captain, "cuffed. Ah, Gerald, we've got some work to do." Face saw Chao enter a room off the hallway with the
new arrival. The guards pushed the threesome out of the building. Another guard picked up Jane and carried
her back to the cell.
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@@@@

Gerald wondered who the new arrivals were. He looked at his employer, who obviously knew them of old.

Chao noted Gerald's glance and said, "Oh, they are 'old friends' of mine. They make up half of what is
laughingly called the A-Team. I wonder where the rest of them are? Maybe I should send a search team out to
go through that hill." Gerald started; that was definitely the last thing he wanted Chao to do. Chao thought
about the silent confrontation he had just had and decided he needed some more background on the woman
and knew the very man that would be able to supply it. "Gerald, get me Stockwell on his private line." Chao
knew that wherever Stockwell was, the phone would reach him. Gerald hurried to obey.

@@@@

Murdock just about made it outside before he vomited. The guards immediately drew their weapons and
shuffled Amy and Face off towards the stable block. Face smiled as he heard Murdock comment, "Sorry, guys,
just had too many milkshakes today, I guess." 

@@@@

They were shoved into a cell and chained to the wall. The position of the anchoring rings meant that they had to
stand with their arms above their heads. Murdock was brought in and chained up opposite Face. Another guard
threw Jane in and locked the door. The light disappeared. 

Face whispered to Amy, "Are you ok, Amy?"

A very subdued Amy whispered back, "Yeah, thanks." She was confused. Why had Murdock been so scared?
She had seen him in similar situations before, and he had never reacted like that. She ventured, "Murdock? Are
you ok?"

It took a while for him to answer. His voice was uneven in tone and nervous when it came, "I think so, Amy.
Thanks for asking. Face, I, I am sorry I lost it back there."

"It's ok, Murdock, I understand. She did great though, didn't she?"

Murdock understood what Face meant. How had he guessed? "Yeah, she did great. She must be good on the
target range."

Amy just listened to the conversation and the breathing of the unconscious person in front of them. The trio
fell silent. 

@@@@

The guard in charge of the prisoners decided he'd better tell Chao about the reaction of one of his new guests.
He knew the general would be amused to hear about it. He went back over to the house. 

He was right; Chao was amused. He dismissed the guard as he saw Gerald signalling that he had got Stockwell
on the phone. He took a deep breath, as he knew this conversation was going to be difficult. He didn't like
asking for help.

@@@@

Stockwell listened to Chao on the other end of the phone. He was surprised that Chao had come to him for
information about the background of someone that he held. The captain must really be giving him some bother.
He soothed the anxious man down, "Of course, I'll get it for you. By the way, have you had any visitors?" He
smiled as he heard the answer. "General, I guess we have a mutual problem. I've got the other half of the
quartet. I think I can guess that they know more about where these documents are than does the captain." 
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Stockwell leaned back and listened as Chao described the reactions to his little game by Peck and Murdock.
Stockwell was only half listening to Chao as he was leafing through the contact file on Theresa Palmer. He
flicked through it to the dates towards the end of her stay. He noted with interest the names that came up. His
attention flicked back to what Chao was saying. He smiled as he thought, ‘Well, I never!’ He interrupted his
business partner, "General, I think we may have just solved our mutual problem. Tell me your location, and I
will meet you there in about an hour. Make sure you have some secure accommodation set up for our guests."
He discontinued the conversation and shouted for his chief of staff.

@@@@

Upstairs, BA heard the movement and shouting downstairs. He quietly alerted Hannibal, "Colonel."

Both Hannibal and Decker lifted their heads up and listened. Hannibal heard the rotors of a helicopter start
rotating outside. He switched his attention to inside the building and heard feet mount the stairs. They all
tensed as the door opened. The guards motioned with their guns, and the four slowly stood up. They were
hustled down the stairs and into the waiting helicopter. Hannibal thought feverishly about where they could be
going. He turned to make sure BA got in the helicopter ok. Stockwell got in next to the pilot. Hannibal
wondered why he had such a self-satisfied smile on his face. It was just as if he had figured the end of a
mystery story three pages into the story. He looked outside at the sky and saw that it would be dark soon.

@@@@

A tall, camouflaged figure rose from the grass and looked down at the estate. His hands reflexively tightened
on his binoculars as he focused on the stable block. He observed the change of a guard shift. No, it wasn't a
change but simply a doubling of it. A hand pulled him back down into the undergrowth as a helicopter swept
over head. Once the immediate danger was over, he got up again to observe the passengers of the helicopter
disembark. He recognised BA Baracus and Colonel Smith; the tall army guy must be Decker. He had seen the
wire noting his disappearance earlier in the evening. He focused on the woman and drew a breath in. Mo!
What was she doing here? His smile returned when he saw that Stockwell had disembarked from the cockpit;
at the end of the night, he would have both Stockwell and Chao either behind bars or dead. He didn't mind
either. Jane would be safe as well. His face twisted when he thought of the explanation that he would have to
give to her. Why he hadn't guessed what Theresa had been investigating? Why, despite his position as one of
the most powerful intelligence chiefs in NATO, he had failed in his job to protect his wife and daughter? 

@@@@

The inside of the cell was silent. Even the breathing of the four occupants was silent. Face was wondering what
they should do next. He heard a small moan, which was repeated. He opened his mouth to call out to her.

Before he could say anything, Murdock called out softly to Jane, "Jane, what was that you said?"

There was a slight pause. A quiet voice asked, "Murdock?" She answered his question, "Helicopter landing."

Murdock listened out and heard the same thing. He smiled thinly. He tested her out. "What model?"

The tired voice said, "Bell 345. Eight seats plus two crew. Never flown it, but I've heard it handles like a cow."
The voice paused. When it came again, it was tentative. "Murdock, this isn't just a bad dream caused by that
injection, is it?"

Murdock chuckled, "No, sorry. This is reality."

"Oh, right, I thought it was real, just wanted to check. Who else is in here with you?"

"Just two, Faceman and Amy Allen. She met you yesterday, but you were asleep at the time."
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"Ok." 

Face was just about to ask Jane something, when they all heard noises outside the door. Face called out to Jane
and Amy, "Shield your eyes."

@@@@

The door opened and light flooded into the room. Face opened an eyelid to see Hannibal walk past and then
the rest of the missing personnel. Face watched as the new arrivals were chained up in the same fashion they
had been. He looked across to Jane, who was pretending to be unconscious still. The guards quickly left them,
this time with a dim light shining.

Maggie looked down at the curled up figure with concern. She had noted Jane's bruised face as she been
pushed past her. BA tested the chains out; they were strong. Hannibal acknowledged Amy, Face, and
Murdock. He noticed that their looks were focused on the comatose figure on the floor. He decided to see to
wait to find out what was happening.

@@@@

Face called out softly to Jane in the silence that reigned after the guards had left them. "Jane. Erm…could you
do me a favour?"

There was a small gasp from Maggie as Jane sat bolt upright. "MM. Ok. I think I could manage a small one." 

Face glared at Murdock as he chuckled dirtily at Jane's remark. 

Face coloured; this was going to be embarrassing. "I've got a spare handcuff key. But I can't get to it. It’s…em,
em…" He was distracted by a small collective chuckle from the other three members of the team, who knew
exactly where the key was kept. He coloured even more.

Jane got to her unsteady feet and crossed the room. She looked into his face and commented tiredly, "It's on a
safety pin attached to your shorts." Even Amy and Maggie chuckled at Face's predicament.

"How, how did you guess?"

"One place never searched by male guards. Can someone listen out for us?" BA was nearest the door, he
nodded. 

Most people in the room turned their eyes away. Luckily or unluckily for Face, Jane had been handcuffed so
that her hands were at the front of her body. He looked steadily into her swollen brown eyes as she smoothly
brought the zip down and popped the button on his slacks. "Which side did you put it on?"

Face, acutely aware of the female presence, got confused. "Right, right, right." Jane's fingers strayed across to
her right. Face looked into her face and got the impression that she was taking great delight in teasing him,
despite her injuries and the situation they were in. Having thoroughly explored the right side, she shook her
head and moved over to the left. Face let out a small moan. I'm never going to live this down, certainly not with
Maggie and Murdock. 

"Got it!" Face felt her open the safety pin. The key fluttered in front of his eyes. "Better make you presentable
again." He felt his zip go back up and his button fasten. For some 'strange' reason his trousers didn't feel as
comfortable as they did. Jane stood in front of him for a second longer than necessary. He leant forward and
kissed her gently on her swollen lips. He was pleased she didn't seem to flinch much.

She held the kiss until a soft voice interrupted them, "Hey, Muchacha." 

Jane turned round quickly, shocked, and said to Murdock over the sound of Maggie coughing loudly, "How



Tuesday, December 7, 1999 Keepin%5f%5fit%5fin%5fthe%5fFam Page: 33

http://f15.mail.yahoo.com/ym/us/
ShowLetter/

did you know my second name?"

Maggie asked herself why she had never thought of it before. She'd heard Murdock say it often enough! She
started coughing as she suddenly recognised the voice that was in the background of that phone call so long
ago.

Murdock smiled and said, "Lucky guess, I suppose. Just didn't want you to get too caught up with the
Faceman."

Before Face could protest his innocence, Jane coloured and said jokingly, "Yes, dad!"

This remark made Maggie cough even more. Hannibal looked at her in concern. "Are you all right?" 

Maggie nodded. "Just a bit dusty in here, that's all." She looked at Jane's and then Murdock's profiles in the
dim light and thought, 'Ah-ha, caught you now!' She knew that Jane had always used the term 'Dad' if anyone
hassled her about anything. 

BA interrupted the moment with a low growl. "Someone's coming. Sounds like four or five." The tension in
the room grew again.


