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Keepin' it in the Family

Part Three

by Mandy Hall

In a cell in Chao's compound....

Jane whispered to Face, "Probably wants to play twenty questions again. You'd better keep this. I might not be
too awake when I get back." 

Face nodded as Jane slipped the key into his trouser pocket and flopped to the floor and moved in between him
and BA. He shifted his position as much as he could to get closer to her. He could tell from the clanking of a
chain that BA was doing the same on the other side. In response, hands clutched his calf for support. He
remembered doing the same to Murdock's legs whenever the VC interrogators would come across to their
hooch. Murdock flashed a nod of thanks across the cell as they heard a key turn in the door.

@@@@

The cell door opened. Five guards came in, all armed. One held a rifle on the occupants of the cell. Two picked
up Jane and dragged her out, kicking and screaming. 

BA shouted some encouragement, "Get' em, sista! That's right! Kick' em where it hurts." 

The guard with the rifle aimed it at BA's head. BA just smiled innocently back at him. 

The other two went straight across to Murdock and released him. He was handcuffed and dragged out in much
the same state as Jane.

@@@@

Face stayed quiet until the door closed and then looked straight at Maggie, whom he surmised from her
coughing fit, had also guessed the connection. He twisted around as much as he could to try and give Maggie
some comfort. "Maggie, Murdock knows. He won't let any more harm come to her. You have to believe that.
Maybe it is just a coincidence." Face trailed off.

Maggie managed a weak smile. She knew Face was trying to give her some confidence. 

Hannibal picked up on the undercurrents flowing between Face and Maggie. He was confused. Suddenly, his
brain started ticking over: Murdock's behaviour over the last few days, the initials TP on the comic, Theresa's
continuing interest in the Team. He looked over at Maggie and Face, his sharp blue eyes demanding an answer.
"What's going on here? Why did they take those two?" 

Face flicked a glance at Maggie, who nodded her agreement. "Well, I think Murdock thinks that em, Jane is
his..."

BA chuckled. The occupants of the cell turned to look at him. He smiled at them despite the situation, "Spawn
of the Devil, Spawn of the Devil, Hannibal!" 
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"Stockwell or Chao must have guessed or found out." Face trailed off. Chao must have mentioned to Stockwell
Murdock's reaction to the game he played earlier. "When we arrived, Chao played a game of Russian roulette
on Jane. Only the gun wasn't loaded. Murdock's stomach wasn't exactly stable afterwards." 

Hannibal put his head on the cold bricks of the wall behind him. He knew that Chao and Stockwell wouldn't
stop at anything to get what they wanted. He had to chuckle though; all that speculation back then and over
today had been completely wrong. No wonder Decker had been confused about his offer of help! He had
always wondered why Murdock had seemed familiar when he had first met up with him to recruit him for the
Team.

@@@@

Decker had listened to the exchange with dread. He looked at the changing expressions on the faces of the
Team members. He began to be worried that, if what Peck said was true, then it would only be a matter of time
before Murdock would give the location of the papers out. What price their lives then? He exclaimed, "Shit!"
He looked up straight into the eyes of Amy and flushed. He apologised, "Sorry, Ms. Allen, Dr. Sullivan. I
forgot there were ladies in the room." Amy just rolled her eyes at him.

@@@@

Face turned to look at BA as relief from the haunted gaze of Maggie. Their eyes met, and BA continued his
silent prayer. Face matched Hannibal and leaned his head against the stone wall. He closed his eyes and began
silently to say a rosary. The room fell silent, their thoughts and prayers focused on the house. 

@@@@

Outside, Stephen Napier had seen the two prisoners being taken across to the house. He tensed. Their voices
carried quite clearly over the still night air. There was nothing he could do for them at the moment, the final
preparations still being made. He turned back to the meeting that was going on behind him. "Let me know if
there is any more activity." The lookout nodded.

@@@@

Jane tried to keep track of what was happening as she was roughly carried across the yard. She wondered
where the rest of the team had appeared from and how her aunt was tied up with them. She briefly smiled to
herself. Her guess about Bad Rock had obviously been correct, more correct than she had suspected. She
heard Murdock follow her. She frowned. Why hadn't they brought Hannibal? Maybe it was because they
thought Murdock was the weakest link in the Team because of his history. Her musings were rudely
interrupted as she was dumped on a familiar hard concrete floor. She lay there winded for a minute, the spark
of energy that she had sustained herself with guttered away. Everything ached. She felt the now familiar
blackness start to lap at her brain again. She tensed as she felt two hands roughly pull her upright. She willed
her shaky legs to obey as she was stood up. 

She heard a whisper as she swayed and struggled to stay upright, "Muchacha, keep going a while longer. Be
strong. Let me do the talking. Ok?" Jane opened her swollen eyes and nodded. She managed a brief smile in
reply to Murdock's.

@@@@

Murdock turned his attention to the room. It was obviously an addition to the original building. He grimaced at
the bloodstains on the floor, which looked recent. He stole a glance at Jane to see how she was doing. She was
standing proud again. He turned his attention to the other people in the room. His heart dropped to his stomach
when he saw the three people standing at the other end. Stockwell, Chao, and another man he didn't know. He
guessed there would be two to three guards behind them. Even if Jane had kept the key, she was not in a
condition that would allow them to attempt an escape.
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The bad feeling that Murdock had got when he had seen the two ugly sisters together continued to grow. They
had ignored the two of them all the time since they had been brought in. After about five minutes, Stockwell
finished his conference with Chao. Murdock gulped at the look on his face. This wasn't going to be a pleasant
experience.

@@@@

Stockwell looked with interest at the young captain who had given Chao so much trouble. When he looked at
both of them together, he could see the likeness. It wasn't striking, but it was there. He laughed coldly as he
circled the pair of them together. He could tell Murdock was getting anxious. He moved back to behind the
desk. He flicked open a file. "Well, Murdock, you have been a busy bee today. You've managed to call on us
both. Now tell me where you put those documents we need?"

Murdock grinned and said innocently, "What documents?"

Stockwell grinned coldly and said, "I'm giving you a second chance, HM. Where are the documents?"

@@@@

Jane drew a tongue over her dry lips. She couldn't remember the last time she had a drink. Anyway, why
should Murdock have the documents? Or even know where they were? She had eventually figured out what
they were after, not that she had ever seen them. She turned to look at him in confusion. 

@@@@

Jane's slight movement drew Stockwell's attention. He stood up and moved from his chair. He grasped her hair
and twisted it and then pulled. 

Jane couldn't hold the cry of pain in as she was pushed to a kneeling position by Stockwell's knee in her back.
"Agggghhhhh!"

Chao commented, "So she does have a voice!"

Stockwell signalled a guard to come over. The guard took hold of Jane's hair, holding her in place. Stockwell
held out his hand and the guard handed his handgun over. Stockwell silently took it and removed the cartridge.
He smiled; it was full. He showed it to Jane first and then to Murdock before placing it back in the gun.

Murdock paled.

Stockwell laughed at the scene. "Murdock, tell me about Vietnam, 1968."

"Tell you about what?" said Murdock slowly. Jane hadn't registered the question.

"Tell me, did you have any girlfriends back then?" Murdock winced. Stockwell continued as he saw a slight
puzzlement appear on the face of Jane. "Where did you meet her then? Da Nang, Saigon?"

"Meet who, Hunt?" Murdock's tone was deliberately insulting and provocative.

"Surely you remember Theresa Palmer? Or was she a one night or weekend leave stand for you?"

Murdock flicked a glance across to Jane, who was still not fully following the conversation. He breathed in
deeply and again protested his innocence; "I'm not sure what you are getting at here, Hunt, at all."

"Oh, come, come, HM. Didn't she tell you, or did you just abandon her for your precious helicopters?" Again
Murdock looked across at Jane, who gave him a questioning glance as she tried to work out what the
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conversation was about. He smiled back at her, worrying exactly what Stockwell planned.

Stockwell caught the exchange of looks and flicked the safety off the gun in his hand. He turned back to Jane
and put the gun to her head and drew the trigger back. "You know the gun is fully loaded this time, HM."

Murdock looked at the floor. He hesitated, and then he sighed. He wondered briefly what Hannibal would do
in the same circumstances. Murdock realised he had to buy some time for everyone; they had the handcuff
key. Once they got back to the cell, Jane would have time to rest. Once she was rested, they would have a
fighting chance to get free and get to the bank and / or the authorities. He looked at Jane again. He knew that
she had paid dearly for her silence during the day. He just hoped that she would understand what he was going
to do. 

Jane kept her eyes steady on Murdock. Her face was an expressionless mask. 

Murdock briefly looked up at the general. "Promise me, Hunt."

Stockwell smiled and said, "I promise, and the team as well." 

A dry, cracked voice interrupted the pair, "And Decker." Murdock smiled as he realised Jane obviously knew
what game he was playing.

Stockwell sighed. "Yes, and Decker."

Murdock muttered quietly but just loud enough for Stockwell to hear. "They're in a safety deposit box in a
bank. You'll need Face and I to get them out for you." He hoped that Stockwell didn't want the name of the
bank.

Stockwell smiled in triumph. He noticed the omission of the bank's name, but that could wait for a little while.
He knew he would get whatever he wanted after the next demonstration of his control over the situation to the
Team. He knew the Irish would be ticked off with him for not handing the captain over to them, but he could
live with that. He flicked the safety on. Murdock and Jane relaxed. Stockwell looked over at Chao and nodded.

@@@@

Chao turned to Gerald, who had been present throughout. "Gerald, I don't think we need Napier anymore. Get
rid of her." Gerald instantly moved over to Jane and drew his gun. Chao, annoyed, said, "Not in here. It'll make
too much mess. Outside, on the scrub land behind the stables."

@@@@

Murdock looked at Jane in confusion. Her face remained expressionless as Gerald and a guard pulled her up.
Their eyes locked, and Murdock knew for certain. He didn't need any more proof than that. Jane seemed to see
something in his as well. She smiled at him through the silent tears that had begun dripping down her face.
Murdock felt his knees buckling as he was taken back twenty four years to that first meeting in the helicopter.
He started to smile back, and then he realised why they were taking her. He took one step towards the trio but
was hauled back by a laughing guard.

He turned to look at Stockwell in disbelief as Jane was dragged silently out of the room. He turned towards
Stockwell and shouted hysterically, "No! NO! You promised, you promised, you bastard, bastard, bastard." He
tried to reach Stockwell. He wished his hands weren't cuffed as they would be round Stockwell's neck. Two
guards held him securely back.

Stockwell laughed in Murdock's face, "I know, Murdock, but promises are like New Year resolutions, made to
be broken." He added coldly, "It’s just a little reminder to you and your Team that we are not playing anymore.
Stockwell turned to the guards, "Take him back. I don't think you'll need to chain him up." 
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Murdock struggled and shouted as he was dragged back across the yard. Just as they were halfway across, a
single shot rang out from the back of the stables. Murdock went totally limp.

@@@@

Face estimated they had been gone a good ten minutes or so. Nobody had spoke in that time. All of a sudden,
BA chuckled, "I think I can hear them comin' back, well, at least the fool is." Face looked at Maggie and
Hannibal. They both looked relieved.

Face wondered why BA had only mentioned Murdock. Maybe he could hear only Murdock, because Jane was
unconscious. He frowned at that thought. He knew from bitter experience that it would be only a matter of time
before serious damage would be done.

@@@@

Hannibal smiled at Maggie. He was sure Murdock had managed to buy them some time, so he could work out
a plan. He smiled at the thought of the handcuff key now safely secreted in Face's pocket. "Maggie, they'll be
back in a minute." 

His words were broken by the sound of a single shot. It seemed to come from behind the stable block.
Hannibal closed his eyes and prayed for all his worth. He couldn't look at Maggie. He could tell Amy, too, was
only just holding it together.

@@@@

Stephen was still busy sorting out the final plans, when a whispered "Sir" interrupted him. He turned round
and grabbed the night vision scope. He paled as he saw Gerald and a guard drag a familiar figure across the
courtyard. The fact that she was silent worried him. He tensed as he saw the little group go round the back of
the cellblock out of the range of the scope. He ignored the guard as he came back round lighting a cigarette.
Stephen knew that Gerald was under deep cover and even at this stage was under orders to obey Chao whatever
he ordered him to do. 

His eyes flicked over to the house as he heard shouting as a couple of guards brought out the other person had
been taken in with Jane. One of his staff had identified him as Capt. HM Murdock, Vietnam Vet and VA
inmate, supposedly a member of the team, although nothing positive had ever been found against him. Even the
accusations at the Team's last trial had all been hearsay. Stephen's fears knotted his stomach. They were
realised when the sound of a shot echoed through the air. 

@@@@

An anxious silence lay across the cell like a too heavy blanket. They all tensed as they heard the steady tramp
of feet come towards the door. 

The cell door was opened up, and Murdock was pushed in, and the door slammed shut. Face was shocked at
the empty, desolated expression in his eyes. His anxiety rose as Murdock made his way blindly to the back of
the cell and started beating his head against the wall.

"Murdock, Murdock! Captain! What happened?" Hannibal tried to get through to him. He saw the fear that
marked Face's expression and it infected him, too.

A cold, toneless voice came from Murdock's mouth, "He promised, he promised, and then he broke it." HM
turned his face to the wall and curled up into a foetal ball, sobbing his heart out. 

Hannibal flashed a glance over at Maggie, but she had turned her face away from everyone. Her chains shook
as she silently sobbed.

 @@@@
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Behind the cellblock, a relieved Jane was looking up in confusion at Chao's lackey. Gerald hunched down to
check that she was all right. He whispered, "There are some friendlies waiting 300 yards to the west. They'll
take care of you, make sure you are safe." He released her handcuffs. He continued to make sure she
understood, "Attack coming soon. Need you to be safe and out of the way."

Jane shook her head. "No, I have to get the guys who came in for me out." She stared at this man, obviously
some sort of spook. 

Gerald thought for a moment. He couldn't risk taking her across to safety himself. He might be missed or, even
worse, seen before he could get back. He quickly dropped his gaze and nodded. "The boss won't approve but
just make sure you're not seen by anyone. You're supposed to be dead. If you come across any guards, make
sure one of you doesn't get up. Chao isn't a nice man when he's crossed." He pulled Jane up to a sitting
position; he relaxed when he saw in her eyes that she understood the stakes. " I can't give you my gun, ok?
You'll have to find one for yourself." Jane nodded again. He got to his feet. "Good luck." He got up and
walked away.

@@@@

Stephen had kept the night scope focused with difficulty on the corner of the cellblock. Gerald walked round it
a few minutes after the shot, wiping his hands and looking back and shaking his head. Stephen turned to his
assistant, "When we go in, make sure a team is sent to the rear of the stable block. I want that body recovered. I
also want you to confirm to me when you find it." The assistant nodded. Stephen turned back to his plans, his
hands shaking with rage and sorrow.

@@@@

Jane tried to rise and found she had to take it slowly. She staggered to the side of the cellblock and paused
there for several minutes. Her razor sharp night sight identified several suspicious shapes in the scrub around
the far borders of the estate.

She took advantage of the rest to observe the guard movements and noted with relief there seemed to be only
one patrolling the front of the stable block at the moment. She took a deep breath, as she knew she would only
have one chance at this. She crept up on him from behind and decked him with one chop to the neck. She
pulled him inside the building and relieved him of his keys, weaponry, and ammunition. Jane decided to check
his pulse. She couldn't find one. She checked the angle of his neck and gauged that he wasn't going to get up
and chase her. She suddenly found she had to sit for a few minutes to recover her breath. 

@@@@

BA was angry. He would get that pig Stockwell if it were the last thing he did. His ears caught something. He
stiffened as he strained to hear what it was. Someone was walking along the corridor outside. It didn't sound
like a guard though. The feet were unsure and stumbling a bit. 

Hannibal looked at Maggie with concern. She had stopped crying, but there was no other sound from her. He
leaned back and wondered how whether to try and rouse Murdock. Maybe, just maybe, once his handcuffs
were loosed, they could work something out. He looked round at the other men in the room and knew that the
men in the house would pay dearly for what had just been done. Hannibal noticed BA's change in posture and
whispered, "What is it. BA?"

"Not sure, man. Someone's comin', I think."

@@@@

Jane moved along the cellblock, trying to figure out which cell she had been in. Her footsteps sounded
abnormally loud to her as she tiredly and painfully dragged herself along. She knew she only had a thin hold
on consciousness. Her mind was screaming for some relief from the three brushes she'd had with death today.
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Another portion of her mind wondered over the conversation Murdock had had with the man. She was
confused - what did Mum have to do with him? She tried to concentrate on the doors She thought she saw a
dim light from under one door. She stumbled as she slid down to the keyhole to listen closer. She took a deep
breath; she couldn't keep going much longer. She listened at the keyhole and smiled wearily. She could hear
BA muttering something. She looked at the keys in her hand. The corridor was dark, and she couldn't focus
properly. Hopefully, Murdock would be able to pilot the bird out of here. She picked one at random to try. 

@@@@

Everyone stiffened as they heard a key being placed uncertainly in the lock. It wouldn't turn, and then another
one was tried. Eventually, the right one was found. The door pushed open, and Jane staggered in. 

A collective sigh of relief was let out. Maggie was relieved but worried, too. Jane looked as if she was hanging
on by the skin of her teeth. Maggie looked over at the now still and silent figure in the corner. She smiled. He
would get a nice surprise when he woke up.

@@@@

Face thought Jane looked like death. She stood swaying around for a few seconds as if trying to decide what to
do and then went to him to unlock his restraints. As soon as he was free, he made her sit on the floor. He
quickly shut the cell door and then moved to free everyone else. BA picked up the rifle and threw the revolver
to Hannibal. Hannibal knelt down to pick up the spare ammo that Jane had put in her belt.

Her hand caught his arm. He looked at her and gently asked, "Were you hurt?"

She shook her head and smiled slightly, "No, inside job. Hannibal, friendlies coming, going to attack soon."
She blacked out and started shaking.

Hannibal looked at Maggie, who checked her pulse and quickly ran a hand over her body to check for bleeding
points. "I think it is shock, John. She's gone through a lot. BA, can you put her next to HM in the corner? If
we keep them both covered with that blanket, that should be enough for the time being."

Hannibal stood back as BA gently picked her up and moved her to the back of the cell where Murdock lay
curled up against the wall. Decker came up to him and asked, "What do we do now?"

Hannibal sighed. Their only safe way out was by air, and both pilots were in no state to fly. He got lost back in
time, thinking back to Vietnam. Somehow, it had been the same there. The pilots were always the ones who got
the most punishment in the camps. He pulled himself back to the present day. He wondered about these
'friendlies.' He threw the revolver to Face and some of the ammo. "Face, have a scout. Find out what is
happening out there. Bring some more weapons back if you can." His lieutenant nodded and slipped silently
out of the door. He threw the rifle to BA, who took up guard at the door.

He knelt down again by Jane, who was stirring slightly. Maggie hovered protectively. Hannibal gently shook
her. "Jane, Jane, we need to know what happened."

Her eyes opened as much as they could, and she slowly nodded. "Chao's man, I think he's called Gerald, took
me round the back. Chao told him to get rid, rid of me." She paused and then drew a big breath. "He made me
kneel down. There was a guard escorting him. He told him to go away. He must have done. I heard the trigger
pull back and then the bang of the gun. I must have blacked out, I guess. The next thing I knew was that he was
sitting me up. He told me to go west 300 yards. There were friendlies there who would make me safe. I, I said I
had to come back for you guys. He let me. I don't know where he went." She paused, struggling for breath.
Maggie put a comforting hand on her shoulder. "I, I think I killed the guard. I, I am not sure. He told me to
make sure." She curled up in a wave of tears.

Decker knelt down and touched her, shaking shoulder. "You did good, soldier. You did the best."
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Murdock startled the little group as he stirred and drew Jane to him and hugged her close. He rocked her, until
the sobs stopped and she lost consciousness. He calmly looked up at the group and said weakly, "It's nice to
know sometimes that someone else other than Face in this world has some scamming ability." His eyelids
fluttered, and he, too, was lost into sleep. 

@@@@

Hannibal stood up. He still wasn't sure what to do. Face slipped back through the door. He was carrying
another revolver and a rifle and a few bruises to his face. "Hannibal, we have problems. There is a large force
out there. They look like professionals. I couldn't get a count on how many. Stockwell and Chao and another
man are in the study that backs onto this yard. We could take them out easily enough. But getting past their
guards and this other force isn't going to be easy. I don't suppose either of them are fit to fly?" He nodded in
the direction of the two pilots in the corner. Maggie shook her head.

Hannibal came to a decision. He gave Decker the spare revolver and a clip of ammunition. "Stay here, Rod.
Keep guard here. Maggie, Amy, follow Decker's lead. If we're not back in ten minutes, head west try and find
these friendlies. We'll join you if we can." The trio referred to nodded their heads. They all checked their
watches. "BA, Face, you're both with me. Let's see if we can make this attack a little easier for them." BA
nodded his head in glee. Face exchanged a quick glance with Maggie, who smiled and nodded. He followed
Hannibal out of the cell. Decker went over and locked the door. Maggie checked the pulses of her two patients
and found them to be satisfactory. 

@@@@ 

Amy looked at Maggie, who was gently examining the bruises and cuts on Murdock's temple. He stirred
slightly but didn't wake. When Maggie had finished her exam, she stroked Jane's hair and rearranged the
blanket over the pair of them. Maggie sighed as she sat back on her heels.

Amy took this as an opportunity to clear some things up. "Maggie, can you tell me what exactly is going on
here? I mean, between you, HM, and Jane? I'm just a tad confused."

Maggie smiled. "It's a long story, Amy, and I'm still not sure what the ending is going to be." She paused and
shrugged slightly. It wasn't her story to tell, and, without the proof in that envelope, there was no proof. "Let’s
just say, I think that just for once, this job hasn't gone outside the family." Amy's eyes widened in surprise.
Maggie continued, "As I said, I don't know for sure though. The proof is part of that document collection that's
in that safety deposit box.

@@@@

Decker came over from the door. He looked at his watch - five minutes, and he had heard no activity outside.
He looked at the pair on the ground. "How are they, Dr.? Do you think they will be able to walk if and when
we go?"

Maggie frowned. "HM will have a headache, but he should be all right." She paused. She guessed that Jane
had nothing much to eat or drink since she had been there and she hadn't had a proper chance to examine her
for any injuries that might be lurking below her torn clothes. "I don't know about Jane. She looked pretty
exhausted and out on her feet before. Amy and I could support her, but if she couldn't stand up, she would
need carrying." 

Decker nodded. It was the diagnosis he had expected. He smiled to himself. At least he had the Team this time.
They couldn't get out by air, and it sounded as though these friendlies were some sort of government agency.
Maggie noticed the smile and thought angrily, ‘Can't you just leave them just the once?’

@@@@

Outside, the three men slipped unnoticed from one place of cover to the next. Face pointed out to Hannibal a
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maintenance shed he'd spotted earlier. They made their way across to it. Luckily, the door was unlocked, and
they slipped in and relaxed for a moment or two. Hannibal looked around the shelves, and his face fell. There
was little they could use in the time they had. He knew the house was guarded too well to get in without a
firefight. They needed a large distraction. He looked up to see BA staring out of the shed at the two
helicopters. Hannibal went over to join him and followed his gaze to locate the fuel dump. He found it. He
looked at the mooring ropes coiled on the floor of the shed. He looked at BA and grinned. 

BA grinned back and asked, "Are you thinkin’ what I'm thinkin'?"

Hannibal pretended to be serious and said, "Now, now, BA, just because the captain is not here or the fact we
won't be flying out of here, there is no need to take advantage of the fact."

BA smiled, his teeth flashing in the gloom. "Yeah, Hannibal, just a pity Stockwell and Chao aren't in it."

Face joined them, and when he looked at the two smiling faces, he grimaced. "Ok, Hannibal, what's the plan?"

"Well...These friendlies, if they are any sort of government agency, aren't exactly going to be friendly to us, are
they? Except, if we move now, we should be able to get hold of Chao and Stockwell. Hopefully, the explosion
will divert enough attention from the house to let us slip in and grab 'em. The bargaining chip we had in the
bank is going to be worth nothing to them, as they obviously know about Chao and maybe Stockwell. So, what
better to bargain with than the actual people?" Hannibal's eye twinkled at the thought of double-crossing
Decker yet again. Face smiled. The plan might work. 

BA asked, "What about the fool though, Hannibal? Decker's going to be able to work on him in the meantime."

Hannibal laughed and said, "Oh, I am sure Decker will be kept busy trying to explain why he went along with
us in the first place." Face and BA smiled. The three collected the ropes and set off across to the helicopters.

They knotted the ropes together and placed them so that the ropes would act as a fuse taking the fire from the
fuel dump to the fuel tanks of the helicopters. Hannibal took one last draw on his cigar and threw it on a little
pool of spilled petrol. The three of them ran.

@@@@

Out in the scrub, an observer saw the actions and reported them. Stephen took up the scope and smiled.
"They're trying to set a diversion. Obviously, they think they can get to Stockwell and Chao before us." He
turned to his assistant. "As soon as the helicopters go up, move in. Send a squad to get the three of them. I
want them alive. I want to know why they are mixed up in this. Send the squad that is assigned to the rear of
the stables to escort the four others to safety." The assistant nodded.

@@@@

Decker was starting to get nervous - nine minutes were gone. He looked at Maggie and nodded. Maggie bent
down and started to wake Murdock. He came round almost immediately. He smiled at Maggie and then at the
person curled up against him. Maggie bent down to wake Jane and found she was very unresponsive. She
looked at her pupils. They were slow to respond. She felt for her pulse. It was quite rapid, and her skin felt
clammy. She chewed on her lip in frustration. She had feared this was going to happen. 

Decker saw her expression and came over. He pulled Maggie and Amy away. He didn't want to alarm
Murdock. He wasn't sure how he stable he was yet. "What's the matter?" he whispered. 

"She needs to be in a hospital, probably just a reaction to everything, but I can't be sure she hasn't got internal
injuries. I won't be able to rouse her here." 

Decker nodded. Murdock was in no state to carry her; he would have to do it. He gave the gun to Amy. Amy
just looked at it, shocked. 
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"I am sure you have had experience with the weapon before, Ms. Allen." Amy smiled and nodded. She knew
Decker was referring to all the times she had been with the team.

@@@@

Maggie had pulled Murdock up, and Decker bent down to pick Jane up. He found to his relief she was quite
light for her size. The blast came from nowhere. The stables were rocked from end to end. The group moved
quickly outside. Maggie kept a hand on Murdock, as he was shaky and not quite in touch with reality. They
stopped by the entrance to the block, as they saw groups of guards race across to the source of the blast. 

@@@@

The three men moved back towards the house. They made it to the halfway point before the helicopters went
up. They ducked down. Hannibal and BA turned round to watch the fire burn. Hannibal's eyes twinkled as he
felt the jazz rising in his veins. BA just chuckled; he could just imagine the comments that the fool would be
making just around now. Face kept a watchful eye out on the activity of the guards. He searched the darkness
for any sign of movements from the 'friendly' forces. He felt a tap on his shoulder. He turned it was Hannibal.
He nodded, and they moved out. They retraced their steps, flitting from cover to cover.

@@@@

After a few minutes of slow progress, Murdock began to take notice of where he was. He smiled at Maggie as
she walked by his side. He looked ahead and saw Amy lead the group and frowned at that and the sight of the
gun in her hand. He knew that Decker wouldn't have had any choice, but he still didn't like it. He frowned
again. Decker shouldn't be at the front carrying a casualty; he should be at the rear. Oh, well, he thought as he
looked at the stars, which were shining clearly, and brightly, at least they would be safe soon, and they could
get Jane checked up at a hospital. He looked up again at the stars. He wanted to check they were telling him the
right story. 

Maggie bent towards Murdock to listen to what he was muttering. "HM, what was that you said?"

The pilot looked up from examining his sneakers and said, "Decker's going east, not west. Will you tell him, or
shall I?" Maggie looked around in panic.

@@@@

Hannibal checked his watch as they ran towards the house. They had been gone twelve minutes. Decker should
be on the move by now. He stopped short at the sound of multiple rapid-fire weapons being discharged. He
guessed from the direction of the sound that battle had been joined at the helicopter site. He smiled grimly at
the chaos erupting around them, with guards and whomever this special attack force was, fighting it out. A
shout from BA interrupted his thoughts. "Damn fool Decker! He's bringing them over to us, towards us!"

Hannibal looked up in shock. He could tell from a glance that BA was right. With a sigh of relief, he saw
Murdock move forward to tell Decker of his mistake. He chuckled to himself as he saw Decker and Murdock
talk for a few seconds. He saw Decker signal to the party to turn round. He was also relieved to see Murdock
take over the carrying of Jane. Hannibal decided to stay put until the party was safely on their way again, in the
right direction. He turned to signal his intention to BA, who nodded, and then to Face, who nodded also. He
suddenly turned as his sensitive ears heard something in the distance. He turned towards the noise. All of a
sudden, a spotlight shone out, catching the retreating party by surprise. Hannibal rose from his cover, cupping
his hands around his mouth to shout a warning...

@@@@

Murdock felt much better as he made up the rear of the column, which had just started to go back in the right
direction this time. He looked down at his burden as he heard a quiet moan that was repeated. He smiled as he
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saw her eyes open briefly. He gripped her tighter, just to make sure she didn't start to move. As soon as they
were under some cover, he would get Decker to stop and get Maggie to check her over. Maybe she would be
up to walking the rest of the way to safety. Suddenly, the hackles on the back of his neck started to rise. He
turned as he heard something and then was blinded by the sudden glare of a spotlight. His mind connected the
noise he had heard with a trigger. All of a sudden, life slowed up. He shouted at the top of his voice, "Hit the
deck! Take cover! Decker, shoot that light out now." 

He watched as the others reacted to his shout. He began to dive to the ground, thinking he would shield Jane
with his body. Too late; the bullets began hitting the ground. One hit his leg as it went past him. He fell to the
ground, the sudden agony of his wound making him drop Jane. He watched as she rolled away from him into a
patch of shadow. He lay as flat and as still as he could. He heard, over his pain, the gunfire being returned. He
was relieved when he heard the light explode. He rolled onto his back. He could just about locate Jane's
position from where he was. He could see that she was on her side, turned away from him; fear began to grow
in his stomach again, as she didn't move. He couldn't call out to her, for fear of drawing more gunfire into their
area. Whoever was firing was just spraying bullets randomly now that the light had gone.

@@@@

Hannibal shouted, "Damn!" as he heard the trigger pull and started firing at the light source. He smiled grimly
as BA hit the light with his first shot from the rifle. Face and BA gave him covering fire as he ran over to the
incident. Hannibal heart raced, as he saw that none of the figures lying on the ground had moved.

As he arrived at the scene, Decker finally moved and started to fire at the source of the gunfire. Hannibal
looked at the Maggie and Amy, who were both lying as close as they could to the ground. They didn't look as
if they were hit. He shouted at them to make sure, "Are you two ok?" Two raised heads and hands reassured
him. Hannibal smiled and turned to the other two who were lying on the ground. His ears told him that Face
and BA had arrived. He also realised there was another source of supportive gunfire that had appeared close
by. He ignored it for the time being as he crawled over to the two other potential casualties.

He smiled as he found Murdock conscious and singing softly to himself. Hannibal whispered in Murdock's
ear, "HM, are you hit?" 

Murdock turned to him. "Leg, don't think it's too bad. Maybe it's just a graze." Murdock smiled at Hannibal's
concerned gaze. He then frowned and grabbed Hannibal by the arm, "Jane's over there, Colonel. When I went
down, I couldn't keep hold of her, and she rolled away. I think she may have got hit, too." 

Hannibal smiled confidently at the captain, a confidence he did not feel. Presumably, Jane had been either still
or unconscious or at best semi-conscious. In either state, she wouldn't have been able to take avoiding action
like the others from the bullets that had strafed the ground. He patted Murdock on the arm to reassure him.
"I'm sure she's all right. I'll go and see how she is, ok?" He glanced over to where he could see the hunched up
body. It was just about visible in the dark.

Murdock smiled and resumed his singing, "I'm a lumberjack, and I'm ok." 

Hannibal shook his head and moved on to check Jane. He heard someone crawl up behind him. From the
murmuring between Maggie and Murdock that arose behind him, he guessed Maggie was checking Murdock
over, even though the firing hadn't stopped. He smiled to himself. He had picked one hell of a lady there. He
reached Jane. Hannibal was relieved slightly when he heard faint groans of pain. He rolled the hunched body
over.

He took his gloves off to check her over. His fingers quickly found a moist warm patch around her left
shoulder. A louder moan resulted from his touch. He checked her pulse; it was thready and rapid. He asked,
"Captain, are you hit anywhere else?"

A weak voice came back after a short pause. "Colonel? My leg, I think. Shit, it hurts!" 
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Hannibal looked at the pale pain filled and bruised face. He looked back to summon Maggie over. He took his
jacket off and slid it under her head. Two familiar brown eyes looked at him, though they were glazed over in
pain. She smiled through the pain and commented, "You missed your chance to go, Colonel. You should have
just left us."

Hannibal smiled, "I couldn't leave four of my favourite people in trouble."

"Four?" came the weak reply.

Hannibal chewed his lip and admitted, "Ok then, five. How did you guess?"

"Decker and you have too much fun not to like each other." Hannibal smiled ruefully. Jane had certainly
inherited her sharp insight from both her parents.

"And what's wrong with you, Miss?" asked Maggie as she arrived by Hannibal's side.

Jane grimaced and said weakly, "Got a couple of hits, I guess." 

Hannibal moved to the other side of Jane as Maggie started to examine her. He smiled as he realised Jane was
humming the same tune as Murdock. His attention wandered, as he realised that that the gunfire had ceased.
He also realised that there was a gun sticking in his back. He raised his arms and was quickly handcuffed.

@@@@

Maggie looked at the soldier securing Hannibal and asked, "Do you have a medic? There are two casualties
here." 

The soldier nodded. Without taking his eyes or hands off Hannibal, he spoke into a throat microphone. He
smiled at Maggie. "On their way, ma'am." 

Maggie nodded her thanks and gave a Hannibal a quick glance of support as he was pulled up and taken away
from her. She guessed from the shouting behind her that BA and Face had been taken in the same manner. She
was disturbed from her thoughts by some very familiar footsteps behind her. She didn't believe her ears and
certainly not her eyes as the camouflaged figure knelt down by Jane.

@@@@

He ignored Maggie for a minute or two; he was still in shock. He had heard the soldier's request for two
medics and the count of five non-combatants. He was on his way down to check with the rescue team anyway.
He looked at the bruised face and knew just how brave his eldest had been. He laughed. She wasn't 'his' and
never referred to him as dad or father, but that's how he felt about her. He smiled grimly. He was pleased that
Chao and Stockwell had been taken alive, he would have great pleasure in delivering them to the NSA / FBI
interrogation team waiting for them. At last, he noticed Maggie tearing some material off Jane's shirt to act as a
pad on her shoulder wound. He looked at her and said, "Thanks, Mo. I don't quite know how you got involved,
but thanks for being here." Stephen reached down to stroke Jane's hair. She was barely conscious now and
didn't seem to notice him at all.

@@@@

Maggie cursed at him under her breath as she felt to find the other bullet wound. She cursed again as she felt a
large warm wet patch on the left thigh. Instinctively, a hand came up to try and grab her arm to stop her
touching the area. Maggie laid it firmly back on the ground. She nodded in thanks to Stephen when he took
hold of the hand as it weakly tried again to stop Maggie touching the wound. She tried to feel if there was an
exit wound. Memories of a conversation she had with Theresa many years ago invaded her mind; she had told
her about her suspicions about Stephen's real job. Why hadn't he moved earlier? Why had he let Theresa die?
She flashed an accusatory glance at him.
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@@@@

Stephen wilted. He watched Maggie work for a moment or two and knew what she was thinking. "We've had a
team here for a week or so. I flew here two days ago. That call I made to you this morning was from the
watchpost here." He looked down at his hands. "No, I didn't know then she was here." He looked down and
smiled at Jane, who had drifted off again. 

@@@@

"Excuse me, ma'am, sir." Someone identified as a medic by the Red Cross on his sleeve pushed past them. The
medic put a bright torch down by his side to light the area up. He tsked under his breath as he started to triage
his patient. Maggie paled at the sight of the pool of blood lying under Jane's left thigh. The medic was already
at work padding and bandaging the wound up. The movements brought little groans of pain from Jane.

Maggie turned to check Murdock was being looked after as well. She smiled when she heard Murdock loudly
complaining to his medic about something. She thought, ‘Well, at least his throat seems all right.’

@@@@

She turned back to Jane. Her eyes were open again. Maggie knelt back down, deliberately ignoring Stephen,
and stroked her hair. "You're going to be all right, sweetie."

Jane grimaced at the administrations of the medic, who by now was tending to her shoulder wound. "Mo, is
Murdock all right? " 

She relaxed a little when Maggie nodded. Jane struggled to say something and pulled at Maggie's hand.
Maggie bent over closer to Jane. Jane whispered hesitantly over the pain, "Mo, Mo. That horrible man in the
room, Hunt somebody, he was saying something to Murdock about mum. Is it true?" Jane suddenly tensed as
she felt the medic insert an IV catheter in her uninjured arm. 

Maggie gripped her hand, glad of the distraction and said, "Just a little needle. They'll need to give you some
fluids and maybe something for that shoulder and leg." She was relieved as she watched Jane slip into
unconsciousness. Sorting out ancient history wasn't the best thing to do when your adoptive father was
watching, and your probable father and you have both been shot. 

@@@@

The medic gave the unit of plasma to Stephen to hold. He then checked the dog tags round Jane's neck. They
both heard the medic swearing under his breath and then starting a second plasma infusion via a second IV
catheter. Maggie looked at the tags and groaned as she read the blood group that was on them. She looked
across at Murdock in panic; he, too, had been bleeding pretty badly from his leg wound. 

Stephen, as he held both bags, looked at Maggie sharply. Her actions and the whispered question of Jane that
he noticed Maggie hadn't answered prompted him to ask a question. "Mo, what did Jane mean? What did
Stockwell say?" 

Maggie looked down at the floor and decided to be honest, well, at least as honest as it would appear Stephen
had been. "Um, Jane and Murdock were taken for questioning. I don't know what was said." She paused and
asked a question of her own, "Where's John?"

Stephen looked at her and asked, "Who?" He smiled thinly as he worked out whom she meant. Well, that
cleared one mystery up. He turned and signalled to one of his men. The man came forward.

@@@@
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Murdock was glad his pain had disappeared. The medic that attended to him had been quick and efficient,
giving him IV analgesia as soon as the IV catheter had been sited. After that, the discomfort of the pressure
bandage on his leg had gone away. He knew that he would probably need to go to theatre. The bullet was
probably lodged in the muscle. He had felt it go in but not out of his calf. He started singing again as he was
lifted onto his stretcher and was moved to the helicopter. 

His medic connected him to a monitor and checked his infusion. He smiled and commented as he saw a bag of
blood being removed from a refrigerated container. "My, the army believes in luxuries these days, AB- blood
on board a medivac helicopter. In my day, you had to wait until base hospital for it." The medic smiled at the
comment and started to set up the blood ready for infusion. Murdock relaxed further. He wondered about Jane
but had seen a medic go over to her as well, so she must be alive, and he had vaguely heard Maggie and
Hannibal talking to her, so she must have been conscious. He smiled at the medic and said, "Make sure it is at
the right temperature. I like my blood to be at, oh, about 98 or so." The medic laughed, as he was already
setting up the heater. 

The mood was broken by the appearance at the door of a second stretcher. The stretcher was quickly lifted in.
"Two gunshots, left shoulder and left thigh. Both are bleeders. She's AB neg." 

Jane's medic commenced Jane on oxygen as Murdock's secured the nearly empty bags of plasma on to
purpose built hooks descending from the ceiling. Murdock's guts twisted as he briefly saw the bloodstained
clothing before the medics covered most of Jane with a survival blanket. His medic turned and grabbed the bag
of blood that he had removed earlier for Murdock and quickly started it going through one of the plasma lines.
As soon as he had done that, he found a second unit and, after conferring with the other medic, set that up on
the other line. Murdock knew that if they were running it in cold, she must need it, badly. 

His medic briefly turned back to Murdock and started a unit of plasma running through his IV. 

Murdock looked around the compartment, anywhere but at the person on the other stretcher. He felt that it was
his fault again, just like when Face was shot. His eyes met a man who had clambered in after the medics. He
shivered when he saw the hostile expression that met his questioning one. Murdock began to drift, listening to
the muttered comments by the medics as they relayed monitor readings and observations back and forth
between them. 

At last, Murdock realised they must be coming in to land. Before he felt the helicopter settle onto the ground,
the door was opened, and Jane's stretcher was being removed. He grimaced inwardly. He always hated the
medics doing that in 'Nam; it upset the balance of the helicopter. Another group of medics climbed in and
removed his stretcher. He was rapidly taken through a series of corridors into a small very well equipped
emergency room. A nurse hooked him up to a monitor and checked the pressure bandage and his pain levels.
Murdock lay back after she had left him, wondering who the man was in the helicopter. He was a little too old
to be involved with her in a romantic way, and he definitely wasn't conventional military. He shrugged the
questions away and welcomed the darkness that was tugging at his brain.

@@@@

Maggie and Amy anxiously waited for anyone to come in to the room in which they had been placed after they
had reached the base. The door had been locked from the outside. 

Amy put her ear to the door every so often to see if she could hear anything. She looked with concern at
Maggie, who just sat with her head in her hands. Amy decided to venture a question, "Were they hurt bad,
Maggie?" She had seen the two medics working and the IVs going up as she was being taken away from the
scene. 

Maggie let out a sigh and nodded. "HM took a hit in the leg. I couldn't find an exit wound. Jane was hit twice,
shoulder and leg." Maggie paused and looked at Amy and continued, "Trouble is, Amy, they've both got the
same rare blood group."
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Amy thought about this for a moment or two and then said, "Well that's ok, BA's got the same blood group
as…" She paused and then said, "Oh. I see. But that doesn't mean anything, does it? Blood groups are not
conclusive. I mean, if you follow that logic, she could be related to BA as well."

Maggie grimaced. "I suppose not, Amy."

@@@@

They both jumped as the door opened, and a man stepped through. "Come with me, please." They followed
him silently through the corridors and into the emergency room. They were directed to where Murdock lay. He
had been prepped for surgery but was conscious. Amy flew to his side and squeezed his hand. Maggie nodded
a greeting to him as she assessed what was going on elsewhere. She noted with relief that he had a unit of
blood going through. That must mean they have plentiful supplies. She saw Stephen exit from a room and
instantly went over to him.

"How is she, Stephen?"

Stephen grasped Maggie's hand and thinned his lips. "They're stabilising her finally. Good job they've
adequate blood supplies here though. She's conscious but hasn't said anything. Can you go in and stay with
her? I've, I've got things to do..."

Maggie nodded and went through the doors that Stephen had indicated. She hesitated just inside them, but one
of the medics in the room nodded and indicated she could enter. Maggie went up to the head of the gurney.
She noticed the brown eyes acknowledge her presence and then close. Maggie sighed and picked up Jane's
right hand and held it. Her eyes ranged over the monitors and nodded at the readings. They weren't good but
were just about ok. She looked down at the pale bruised face and noticed the tears creeping out from under the
swollen lids. 

Without opening her eyes, Jane whispered, "Why, Mo? Why?"

Maggie sighed. There were several questions contained in that statement. She stalled, "Why what, Jane?"

Jane turned her head slightly towards Maggie. Her eyes were open again. Maggie could tell she was having
trouble focusing her thoughts. Jane started to say something but couldn't get any power to her voice and
blacked out. Maggie passed a glance over the monitors and noted with relief they didn't change. She stayed
there until they took her to the OR. When she left the room, the same escort they had originally took her to
another room.

@@@@

Hannibal was anxious. Amy had been back for about 40 minutes. She had reassured them Murdock was going
to be ok but hadn't heard anything about Jane. She just said that Maggie had gone to talk with an oldish guy
and then had disappeared into a room and not re-emerged. Hannibal guessed the oldish guy was the leader of
the attack force that had gone in. He and an aide had questioned them for about an hour. Not that the team
members had told him anything, well, not until Decker had decided to spill the beans, that is. Hannibal had
been interested to note the expressions that had crossed the man's face, especially when Decker had relayed the
little information they knew about when they had taken both Murdock and Jane. Decker was now sitting
looking satisfied with himself. 

@@@@

Everyone looked up as the door opened to let a very tired looking Maggie in. Hannibal embraced her in relief
and took her to a chair. Unfortunately, it had to be next to Decker. Hannibal knelt in front of her and grasped
her hands. She looked at him and gave a half smile. 

Before he could say anything, Decker butted in. "How is the captain doing, Dr. Sullivan?"
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Maggie looked at him as though she had forgotten his presence. "Holding her own, Colonel. They've taken her
to the OR. She'll be ok." Hannibal hugged her as she fought the tears. 

Decker grunted. "Tough kid."

Maggie looked at Hannibal, as he tensed when Decker spoke. Hannibal noticed the look and whispered,
"Decker told the head honcho all about the conversations in the cell. He didn't have to, I know; I wanted to keep
it all unofficial. Now it'll probably be down in the official report."

Maggie smiled at Hannibal for his caring thought for Jane and Murdock. He didn't know the beans had
already been partly spilled by Jane. "It's ok, Hannibal. Thanks, but don't be too hard on him." Maggie smiled
again as she watched Hannibal's expression become confused. She turned to Decker and casually commented,
"Hey, Rod." She waited until she had his full attention. "Hear you've been questioned by the head guy here.
Did he by any chance tell you his name?"

By now, everyone in the room had turned and was listening to the conversation.

Decker, unaware he was being set up, coolly said, "Yes, we have. I decided to give him the full facts about the
case, just in case it has to go down on anyone's records." He paused as he tracked back and then shook his
head. "No, he didn't."

Hannibal shifted as he suddenly got an inkling of what Maggie was about to reveal. Maggie smiled evilly as
she replied, "Well, in the future, I'd think you'd better ask first. His name is Stephen Napier."

Decker flushed and then coughed out, "You mean as in...." Maggie nodded. "Shit!"

Hannibal shook his head. "Damn! Have you seen him since?" Sounds of choking appeared from behind
Maggie. Maggie looked at BA and Face with amusement. Hannibal creased his eyebrows and asked, "Did you
know that Stephen was...?"

Maggie shook her head, her mouth a thin line. "Theresa once told me years ago she had suspicions about what
Stephen really did when he was abroad on an assignment. He was freelance, too." She paused as she looked
with amusement at the pale face of Decker. She touched him on the knee to attract his attention. "It's ok. I think
his suspicions were already raised by something Jane said. Obviously, Stockwell had a discussion with
Murdock about Vietnam journalists. Jane asked me about it whilst Stephen was there."

"Crazy fool. The jibber-jabber must run in the family."

Face commented, "We don't know whether it is true yet, BA. Don't go drawing conclusions. That's the last
thing the two of them need, hasty conclusions. What if everybody's wrong, Maggie? Anyway, nothing we can
do about it now. I think we ought to start thinking how we're going to get out of here. Obviously, we don't have
the protection of Stockwell now, so we're on our own again." 

Everyone looked at Face with concern. He sounded angry, not worried or concerned, but angry. Maggie
thought about it for a second or two. She opened her mouth to say something, but Hannibal got there before
her. 

"Hey kid, don't worry about it. You never know the powers that be might be very grateful for us helping out."

Face snorted. He followed the noise up by a muttered comment that Hannibal asked him to repeat. Face sighed
and did so. "I ain't nobody's kid." Maggie groaned inwardly. She suddenly realised why he was so angry and
probably jealous, too. She tried to stop Hannibal before he replied. Too late.

"Yes, you are. Your father was A J Bancroft. Don't you remember when Murdock got Stockwell to find out
the…" Hannibal stopped mid-sentence, wishing the ground would open up underneath him. He turned to look
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at Maggie and wished he hadn't. The look rapidly shrivelled any remaining jazz in his veins. He grimaced and
stiffened when he heard Rod laugh behind him. He turned to BA, who had got up and embraced Face. BA
shrugged at him and purposefully led Face away to the opposite end of the room. Hannibal sat with his head in
his hands. Silence fell on the room.

@@@@

Two Days Later:

Face came out of the room and walked dejectedly down the corridor. He lay his head against the wall as he
listened to BA try and persuade Murdock to eat something. He'd hardly eaten a thing since he'd woken up
from the operation to remove the bullet. He just sat and stared out of the window. He and Amy had tried to talk
to him about the whole situation, but Murdock would either simply ignore them or pretend he was asleep. BA
and Amy looked to him for guidance about what to do. He'd tried to talk to Maggie about it, but she was too
worried over Jane, who was still in a light coma. Hannibal was too wrapped up in some sort of negotiation
process with Stephen Napier to pay the problem much attention to Murdock, apart from to shrug as if to say,
'What problem?' 

He began to walk down the corridor as the usual mealtime conversation played itself out.

@@@@

"Fool, just eat. This has been specially ordered in for you from Captain Bellybusters. Folks have gone to a lot
of trouble to get this. Be grateful and eat."

"BA, I can't, don't feel hungry. Where's Face gone?"

"He's gone to get some rest. Just eat." 

"I told you don't feel hungry. Have you seen Billy around?"

"How can I see an invisible dog, fool?"

"He's run off. I haven't seen him in days, since…"

Face winced at the next calming words of BA. "Probably decided that you're such a crazy stupid fool that you
weren't worth staying with."

He almost went back as he heard a sobbing noise break out. He relaxed when Amy chided BA, "BA, just give
him some space. He’s under a lot of pressure at the moment. "

"Well, if he would just eat somethin'… "

"BA's right, HM. You need to eat. You won't get well otherwise."

"Is she awake yet?"

"No, not yet. Now eat something please, darling."

@@@@

Face looked at his watch and decided he needed to get something to eat as well. Maybe Maggie would like
something. He popped his head round the door to Jane's room. Maggie waved him in.

"Hi, Face. How's the other patient?"



Tuesday, December 7, 1999 Keepin%5fit%5fin%5fThe%5fFamily Page: 18

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

"Not eating or talking very much." Face shrugged. He sat down heavily in one of the other chairs and regarded
the silent figure of Jane for a few moments. He continued, "I think he's scared, Maggie."

Maggie looked across at Face and, not for the first time, registered how strained he was over the whole
situation. She leant over and lay a hand on his arm. "It's understandable. It's also ok for you to be feeling what
you feel, Face."

Face sighed, "Thanks." He smiled a little. "I really don't know what I'm feeling. That makes dealing with
Murdock that much more difficult." He paused for a little while and then asked, "How is she? Have the doctors
indicated when she should be waking up?"

Maggie sighed, "Any time, they say. But knowing Jane, she will probably take advantage of the fact she's
officially in bed to get some sleep in."

Face laughed a little. "Erm…how's her father taking the situation?"

Maggie hesitated a few moments, as if confused by the question. "Oh…Stephen? Well, he's coming round to
the idea, I suppose. Jane's is the one little chink in his armour, more so than Paul is. I really think he fell in love
with her before he fell in love with Theresa." Maggie smiled to herself. "I wouldn't like to be in Stockwell's
shoes now. Hannibal's told me that the mole has already got a big promotion!"

Face chuckled to himself. He remembered the relief he had felt when she stumbled through that door. Maggie
seemed to very knowledgeable about events. He looked at her. "What exactly is Hannibal talking about with
Stephen?" A very nasty suspicion ran through his head.

Maggie chewed her lip. "I'm not exactly sure, but there is the possibility that Stockwell may have been holding
back on more than your pardons. A search of his safe revealed a whole stack of documents relating to
Vietnam." Maggie held her hand up to forestall more questions. "You're not to pass that on, and I don't know
anymore. Hannibal's going through them with someone from military intelligence. Besides that, I don't know,
but I do have to warn you that he's got that ‘I have a Plan!’ face on!"

Face grinned, "Oh, dear, and I thought we'd get some peace now!"

Maggie grinned with him. She suddenly wondered why Face had popped in. She turned to him and was about
to ask him, when a low moan came from the bed. She flew out of her chair and was at the bedside. "Jane?
Jane?" 

The sleeper twisted a little in the bed and then stilled. Her eyes were resolutely shut. Maggie sighed and
stroked the hand in disappointment. "Don't worry, Maggie. I am sure she will be awake soon. If she takes after
her father, she'll wake up in her own good time."

Maggie looked round at Face, who was by her side with a question in her eyes. "I thought you were the sceptic
in our little band."

Face shrugged. He unconsciously reached out a traced a finger lightly over Jane's face and turned back to
Maggie. "I guess until we know for sure what's in that envelope, it is all circumstantial, but Murdock believes it
to be true." Face paused. "Murdock is a pretty good judge of people. I bet he knew as soon as he saw her." He
paused and asked, "Does she look much like her mother?"

Maggie smiled and nodded. " In some ways, very much. In other ways, no." She smiled to herself as she felt
Face relaxing. She turned to face him. "Face, could you do me a favor? I know you've had a bad couple of days
with HM, but..."

Face's eyes flicked from Maggie to Jane. "You want me to stay with Jane overnight, just in case she wakes?"

"Well, yes. Hannibal would be no good and BA too… They are not very subtle, and Amy, well, she's too close
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too HM."

"I'm not too close to HM?" Face lowered his eyes.

Maggie rolled her eyes to the ceiling and thought, Theresa, if you weren't already dead, I'd kill you for landing
us in this mess. "Yes, but she really only knows me, you, or Murdock."

"What about Stephen?"

Maggie sighed. "Well, you know what happens when any of you get injured doing something stupid?"

He grinned. He remembered the little debriefing he got after recovering after the attorney general incident in
that restaurant. 

"Wondered why Stephen hasn't visited yet?"

"Not visited? I thought he just hadn't been to see Murdock because of all the speculation."

Maggie shook her head. "Hannibal says he's really angry with her. Also, I don't think he would the best person
for Jane to ask, do you?"

Face shook his head. "Let me get some dinner and say goodnight to the child in the room down the corridor,
and I'll be back."

Maggie smiled and nodded. She chewed her lip as she sat down again. She really had expected a bigger fight
than that, considering the expressed feelings of two days ago. Her eyes slid to the door and then back to the
bed and then to the door again. She shook her head. She already had too much to think about without adding
to it.

@@@@

Jane tentatively opened her eyes. It was dark with a small dim orange glow coming from behind her head. She
groaned as she felt the ache in her shoulder and leg. She couldn't exactly remember what had happened, but
decided whatever it was, hadn't been a pleasant experience. She felt the cold air going up her nose and guessed
it was oxygen. She remembered it from the time she had been in that crash trying to prove to her instructor that
a certain manouveur could be carried out safely at near ground level. She was startled from her drifting by a
small noise.

She decided to try out her voice. "Who, who's there?" Her heart raced with fear, as she suddenly became
confused with another dark room.

"Face. You're going to be ok, Frog." 

Jane felt a strong hand cup her right hand. She relaxed. Her head was starting to be filled with images and
sounds. "What happened? How long?" She coughed as her throat began to register the fact it was dry.

A drinking straw was pushed into her mouth, and she gave a little suck. She nodded in thanks.

"You've been here two days. Get some rest. It's not long 'til morning."

"Ok." Jane drifted for a while. A thought struck her. "Why frog? I'm not French, at least I wasn't when I last
checked my passports?"

She heard a small chuckle. "It just seems appropriate. Go to sleep, will ya. There are lots of people waiting to
see you."
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"Don't want to see anyone."

"Why?"

"Because."

Face sighed. He leant over and could almost see the pout in the dim light. "Pouting is childish."

"That's no way to speak to a superior officer."

"Funny, Murdock has never objected."

"Well, he wouldn't, would he. Probably too away with the fairies to object. OUCH! Turn that light off!" 

Face had pulled unintentionally at Jane's left arm at that remark. He turned up the bed lamp to check he hadn't
disturbed the wound bandage. Instantly, the captain turned her head away and tried to hide it in the pillows.
Face sighed - the two of them had to be related; they both tried the same childish tactics. He turned to the
bedside cabinet and found the envelope that had been liberated from the deposit box. He put it on the pillow
next to her head.

"What's that?"

"Something for you. From your mother. It was in the brown suitcase. She left instructions with Maggie that
you were to be given it, and only you could open it. So here it is."

"Are you sure Stephen hasn't steamed it open already?" Face smiled, somehow she must have guessed or
found out about his real job.

"99.9%. Do you want me to open it for you?"

"Don't want to know, don't want to open it. Mother didn't want me to know. If she wanted to tell me, she would
have done. Why can't I just carry on being who I am? Hey, what are you doing?" 

Face decided to take the direct approach, so he pressed the switch so that Jane was raised to a sitting position.
He smirked as she pressed her head away from him. He suddenly wondered at the reason why Maggie had
pressed him to take this shift and decided that she knew that Jane would probably not speak to either her or
Stephen about 'it.' He commented, "This IS part of who you are. Look, people are going to want to know now
that you're awake."

"Nosey Parkers." 

Face sighed. He could see this rapidly degenerating into a repeat of the last two days with Murdock.

"What are you sighing about? This has nothing to do with you. This is my decision, my life, and I can do what
the hell I want."

The statement ended with a bout of coughing. Face held her upright until she had finished and gave her some
more water. The embrace lasted for a while. Eventually, he felt her body relax, looked at her face, and noted her
eyes had closed. He lay her back down in the bed. He brushed back some of the dark hair that had strayed over
her face. He muttered to himself, "Both of you are being crazy. Murdock especially should know that after
Bancroft."

A weak voice startled him, "Who's Bancroft?"

"No-one - it's not important. Go to sleep."
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"No, I think I've slept enough. Tell me."

Face grinned at her. "Was your mother this stubborn and ornery?"

"Yes, I think so. So who was Bancroft, and what has he got to do with Murdock and me?"

Face paused. "He was my father. Look, it's a long story, go to sleep, and I'll tell you in the morning." He
reached up to switch the bedlamp back down to the night setting.

Jane caught his arm, "No, tell me now. I told you I'm not going back to sleep, so either it’s I tire myself out by
talking to you 'til morning, and you getting into trouble with Mo, or you keep me quiet by telling me."

Face laughed, "I guess she told you all about emotional blackmail, too."

"Well, she was a reporter. Ever wondered how Amy attached herself to the Team?"

Face laughed again. "Ok, but just the short version for now."

Face sat down and told Jane the short version about A J Bancroft. It was a long time before she commented. "I
guess I should look."

Face looked at the clock and knew that she sounded weak and tired. It was only a couple of hours before the
shift changeover. "Maggie will be here in a couple of hours. Do it then."

"No." Jane's voice had firmed up "I don't want to do it then, not with Mo or Stephen or, or… Can I do it with
you?"

Face nodded. He suddenly realised that it was the first time she had mentioned the possibility of who it could
be. He turned the lamp up again. He squeezed her hand and helped her to open the seal on the envelope. He
tipped the envelope up, and the contents flew out over the bed. There were several newspaper cuttings, pile of
old airmail envelopes with various addresses on in unfamiliar and familiar writing; two white letter sized
envelopes. He helped Jane open the one addressed to her and idly looked through the pile of envelopes. He
smiled as he remembered Murdock's ritual at mail call. He would look through the envelopes and pick out
maybe one or two and re-direct them then and there. 

He turned back to Jane, who had put down the letter and was looking through the newspaper cuttings. Face
noted that most of them were from Texas and described the heroic flying of a local boy. There were a couple
from '72 that had headlines about the raid and its aftermath. She seemed to be frantically looking for something
in the text. 

In the end, she looked at him. "Mum didn't know his names, so she couldn't put them down on the birth
certificate. She was writing to him to ask him. She didn't want anything else, like, like to get married to him. I
was an accident, and she didn't want to tear him away from his first love. She said she couldn't compete with
the flying. In the end when Stephen adopted me, it didn't seem to matter as much and then, then." Face nodded
as he again squeezed her hand. She continued after a short while and asked tiredly, "Face, I want to see
Murdock." 

Face nodded and looked at the time, 5.45 AM. He would be awake. "I'll go and get him now." He smiled at the
horror struck face, "No time like the present. Anything you want from the nurses?" He registered the shake of
the head and the tense gripping of the bedclothes. Face knew that to delay would mean both would have their
defences back up. He walked out of the room and smiled at the nurse sat at the desk along the corridor. He
walked past her and told her that Jane was awake. He watched as the nurse went into the room to check on her
patient. 

@@@@
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Face wandered along to Murdock's room. He sighed as he saw Murdock where he had left him last night, in a
chair, his injured leg resting on the bed, his head resting on the windowsill, eyes staring out into the desert. 

Face walked up to him and touched him on the shoulder. No reaction. "Murdock, she wants to see you. You
can either do this now or in front of everyone later on in the morning. Which do you prefer?"

He got in reply a little whimper. A tired voice replied, "Face, I, I don't whether I can do this yet. Give me a few
days off these meds, and I'll do it then." Murdock turned his head. "I need the support of the wee people and
Billy and Fluffy."

Face, despite himself, asked, "Fluffy?"

"Yeah." Murdock smiled, "She was my first pet. A lesser spotted invisible caterpillar. I even introduced
Theresa to her. I carried her around all the time in a matchbox until Decker got hold of it and squashed it one
day. Anyway, I've been on these meds too long already. I am sure I am getting side effects." His eyes pleaded
with Face.

Face smiled evilly and decided to let out the secret he'd been carrying for three months. "You can't be getting
side effects, Murdock. The pills are sugar. Richter stopped all your medication about six months ago. The side
effect you're having is the side effect of being completely sane as the next person."

"WHAT?"

"I found out three months ago when you were staying with me. I had a hangover and accidentally took one of
your pills. It tasted a bit suspicious, so I asked Richter about it. He said that you had some mild anxiety when
we brought you back, but that was probably due to living with BA for three years in Washington. He didn't
really have the heart to turf you out, not while we were on the run again, so he ended up giving you these pills.
You've been on them for six months, right?" Face laughed as he saw the anxiety rise on Murdock's face as he
went back over the last six months over what he had done or said under the cover of being crazy....

Murdock said in a small voice, "Who else knows?"

Face knew he could go in for the kill now, "Oh, I am sure Maggie and Amy suspect something in their own
way, but Hannibal and BA...." He paused. "I am sure they would be very glad to know though..."

"Erm…Face, can we come to a deal on this?" Face nodded but didn't say anything. Murdock continued, "Is
there a wheelchair around here? If Jane is awake, it would be nice to see her."

Face grinned and brought the wheelchair he had found up to the chair. Murdock hopped into it.

@@@@

Jane looked up as the door opened. She looked away as she saw who it was. She heard the door close again as
Face left. 

She felt his hand cover hers and the voice say, "Hi, how are you doing, muchacha?"

"Ok, ok, I guess. Won't be flying for a while, I suppose."

Murdock chuckled, "Neither will I."

Jane looked down at the bandaged leg, "Oh, nobody told me anything as usual."

Murdock looked down and said, "It was my fault you got hit. The bullet caught me by surprise, I, I dropped
you...."



Tuesday, December 7, 1999 Keepin%5fit%5fin%5fThe%5fFamily Page: 23

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

"Sssh, you don't have to apologise." Jane paused. "For anything." Murdock looked up into her eyes for an
explanation. Jane continued, "You gave me the best of yourself, my life and the ability to fly. " Murdock
smiled; he remembered saying something similar to his dad when he was dying. Jane continued, "There's a
letter for you from Mum, and she wants you to read her letters. They will explain things." Jane dissolved into
tears. 

Murdock leant over and held her to him. He knew there would be one question she would want answering but
maybe couldn't ask. As he held her, he whispered the words into her ear. For a second, the crying stopped. Her
eyes wide, she nodded as Murdock warned her not to repeat them to anyone. Then the crying resumed again.
Neither of them noticed the daylight growing stronger through the window.

@@@@

Maggie walked, smiling, into Jane's room. The nurse had already told her that Jane had woken during the
night. She smiled even more at the sight that greeted her. Murdock had somehow managed to transfer himself
onto the bed and the pair of them were tangled up together. Both of them appeared to be asleep, with the same
sleepy half smile on their faces. She also noticed the piles of paper that surrounded them both. She turned at
the sound of feet coming through the door. It was Hannibal, BA, and Amy, followed by a sleepy Face. Face
nodded and smiled at Maggie. Maggie smiled back.

Hannibal explained, "We went to see Murdock and found Face asleep in his bed instead. So were we right?"

"Looks like it. We'd better go and find Stephen. He'll want to know Jane's been awake."

They were just turning out of the room, when a noise from the bed stopped them, and the group turned round
as one. It was Murdock. He was moving to a comfier position for his leg. He blinked at them for a few
moments and then looked down and smiled at the figure in his arms and then back at the group at the door.

"Hi, guys," he said softly, not wanting to wake the sleeper up. "Have you met my daughter?"
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