The Brat in a Hat Chapter Two

Chapter Two
Model Behaviour – Not
Next morning, Julia woke me at 7am by tickling me.

Groan. It’s too bloody early for that, woman!
I called room service and ordered breakfast in bed. When it arrived, we discussed the day ahead over tea, toast and coffee. As we sat there in bed, Miri came flouncing out of her room next to Julia’s. She stopped in her tracks when she saw me. 

“Well! It’s not fair Julia! How come YOU end up with some rough and I don’t get any?”

“What? Hey, excuse ME” I snapped angrily, getting up and heading for the washroom “this bit of rough needs a shower!” I slammed the door behind me.

Bloody nerve

“Miri, don’t be so rude” Julia snapped, “I’ve gone to a lot of trouble to persuade Danny to help us.”
“Oh yes, I can see that, all night. What do you mean, help us?”

Julia told Miri a bit of my background; how I’d worked my way up from being a poor street kid to a millionaire. She paused, wondering if she should tell Miri I was in FORCE, but decided to ask me first.
“Danial is tough Miri, he grew up on the streets here. He’s the best body guard you could have.”

“Body guard? Aunty, I don’t need a body guard?”

Before she could say any more, I emerged from the shower, wearing just a towel round my waist. Miri eyed me up and down lavisciously.

“Mmmmm....on the other hand...” she mused, staring rudely at my pecks.

 “Don’t get any ideas Miri,” Julia frowned. “I asked him to be your body guard. Nothing else!”

“Spoilsport” pouted Miri.

“Yeah, spoilsport!” I grinned at Julia. Miri giggled.

“Now look here, Danial-“ Julia began.

 “Don’t worry Julia” I laughed. “I promise to behave myself”

Miri looked disappointed
“Most of the time” I added wickedly.

Miri smiled. Julia gave me a filthy look.

“Miri go and get dressed” she snapped, “we’re meeting the rest of the crew in the lobby in half an hour.”

“But I’m hungry” Miri complained.

“Too bad. You should have been up earlier then you could have shared our breakfast. Shoo! Hurry up!” she commanded. Miri slunk off to get dressed.

“I told Miri a little bit about you, Danial, but I didn’t say you were in FORCE.”

“Thanks Julia. That’s ok, I’ll tell the kid myself. Where’s today’s photo shoot?” I asked, pulling on my jeans and t shirt.

“At the harbour. I want the statue of liberty in the background.”

“Cool. Miri can ride with me in my car, so I can guard her.”

“Good idea. Miri did you hear that?” as Miri came out of her room, dressed in a white crop top, candy pink leather mini skirt, high white boots and a large white tam-o’-shanter hat. 

Marshmallow tart.
“Yes I’m ready. Come on Mister Body guard.” 

“Ok. We’ll wait for you in the car, Julia. I’ll follow your convoy.

I took Miri down to Kittan. On the way, I lifted some fruit and bread from an unattended trolley, stuffing it in my pockets.

“Must you stay with me ALL the time?” the kid moaned, as we got in the car.

“Yeah. Till we’re sure you’re safe, you mustn’t go off alone again. Once I’ve caught this nut whose stalking you, you’ll be ok to go off alone.”

“I’m sure Julia’s making a big thing out of nothing. I wanted to go off exploring New York by my self.”
I handed her the food I’d pinched.
“Here. How d’you like your coffee?”

“Oh! Thanks. Err, white with two sugars. Where are you going to get- oh!”
She stared amazed, as I pressed a button on the dash and out came two coffees from the synthesizer tray. 
I handed her one, then drove off after Julia’s convoy of trucks towards the harbour.
“That’s a neat trick” Miri said, drinking her coffee, “what other gadgets have you got in here?”

“That would be telling. How well d’you know New York then?”

“This is my first visit.”

“Ah, let me show you round then. I’ll show you bits the tourists never see. The real NY.”

“That’s kind of you, thanks. Er, sorry I was so mean to you last night. How’s your leg?”

“It’s a nice shade of blue, thank you miss.” I grinned.

She winced.

“Sorry. I had a lot to drink last night. I didn’t, err, do anything too awful last night did I? I can’t remember.”

“Uh, no” I lied. I drained the last of my coffee, flattened the cup and shoved it in the side pocket.
I must clean that out later.

“Thank goodness. How long have you known Aunty Juli?”

“A few years. Actually, I met Angela first.”

“Oh, Aunty Angi. We’re all cousins you know.”

“Uh huh. What’s it like, being in line for the throne of England?”

“I hate it” she said, with a real bitterness, “but one can’t choose ones parents. Why is Julia so keen on having you as my bodyguard? From what she told me, you’re a self made millionaire. What would you know about protecting someone?”

“So Julia didn’t tell you about me then?” I asked.
“You mean, there’s more?”

“Yeah. But can you keep a secret?”

Miris eyes lit up.

“Oooo, I love secrets. Of course I can.”

“Promise?”

“Yes, yes, I promise. Now fess up!”

“Ok” I grinned, “I’m a kind of under cover agent for-“

“A secret agent?” she gasped. “You’re pulling my leg!”

“No I’m not. Look.” I showed her my ID card.

“This is so cool. ‘FORCE’ – what’s that? Like the CIA?”

“Kind of; it’s joined to the CIA.”

I explained a bit more about FORCE, with Miri hanging on every word.

“And so, we end up doing the jobs no one else will. The CIA wouldn’t have given you a body guard on the story Julia gave me.”

“I see. Did you say that all Forces agents are reformed criminals?”

“Yeah, that’s right.”

Reformed most of the time any how...

“Oh, what did you used to be Danny, do tell!”

“Uh, I was a car thief” I said, slightly embarrassed.

“How exciting. Show me how it’s done?” she asked.

“What? No way – you’d get us both in trouble.”
“Oh go on. Please?”

“No.”

She leant over and kissed my cheek.

“Pretty please” she pleaded, all big eyed.
“NO!” I snapped.

“If you don’t promise to show me, I’ll scream” she pouted sulkily.

The convoy pulled in at the harbour location, so I parked up too.

“Don’t be so childish Miri” I frowned, “Anyway we’re here now and-"
Miri let out an ear splitting scream, worse than a banshee on heat.

OWWW my ears!

“Hey cut it out!” I yelled, putting my hands over my ears. Miri paused for breath, then let loose again. Julia, climbing out of her mobile office trailer, heard the racket and started towards Kittan. I hurriedly clamped my hand over Miris mouth.

“Will you shut up – OUCH!” as she promptly bit me. “Ok Ok! I promise to show you later!”

I conceded hastily. She let go.

“That’s more like it” she smirked, as I rubbed my smarting hand.

Little bitch

Julia tapped on the window. 

“Is Miri alright? I heard a scream”.

I opened the door and got out. Miri got out too.

“I’m fine aunty” she said, “I was just demonstrating my singing exercises to Danny. Let’s get this show on the road, then. Keep your eyes peeled for trouble, Mr Body guard” she called over her shoulder, as they went over to the large dressing room trailer. I glared at her.

Cheeky little broad

“Be with you in a minute Julia” I grated, getting back into Kittan and slamming the door. Hard.

*Calm down 0009! You shouldn’t let the child get to you like that.*

“Easy for you to say” I muttered, rubbing my sore hand.

*I hope you are not really going to show her how to steal a car. That was a stupid promise.*

“Thanks. Not if I can help it, Kittan. Ok, scan the area for anything unusual please.”

*Yes Danial. Do you want a band aid on that?*

“NO thank you! But I know what I do need.” 

I slid the bottle of martini out of its place in the side door compartment, and took a large swig.

That’s better.

*You're not going to make a habit of that are you?*
“Anything on the scanners?” I asked, ignoring her question.

*No, unless you count Julia’s clothing designs.*

“They’re not unusual Kittan, they’re sexy” I grinned. “Well, we’ll just have to be on our guard for trouble. I’m going over to the shoot now. Stay in surveillance mode, I might need you pronto.”

*Certainly. At least help is close at hand if we need it, with the COD just over there in there harbour.*

“Yeah, that’s true!”


Taking my binoculars with me, I wondered over to watch Julia at work. Miri and the other models were posed in various places around the harbour, with the statue of liberty in the back ground. Julia smiled as I walked up to where shed set up her camera.
“Hello darling. Isn’t it a wonderful backdrop? And it ties in with my show; I’m staging it around a model of the statue.”

“Sounds great. When’s the show?”

“This Friday. Then we go on tour around Europe for a month.”

“A month? Look, if I solve this case before that, will you let me go?”

“If I must" she looked pained, “but I was hoping you’d stay for the whole tour, whatever?”
“Maybe I will. It depends...” I mused.

“On what?”

“How much fun I have; and how well my boss treats me!” I grinned.

“Don’t be insolent darling!” Julia laughed. She went back to her camerawork. I got back to my work, keeping an eye out for trouble. Julia called a break at 12.
“Alright, everyone, lunch! Back here for 2 o clock sharp please.”

Everyone went off in small groups to find some chow, chatting and laughing. Julia and Miri joined me. Miri poked me in the ribs.

“Come on Mr Street kid; show us a good place to eat.”
“Ok your highness, follow me.”

I took them to an authentic box car diner on the harbour side. It’s been there since the 1950’s, and it’s very popular with the locals; construction workers, dockers, truckers, kids; and our FORCE agents when they are working on board the C.O.D. in the harbour! I recognised several faces. As we sat down, Julia looked around haughtily. She obviously thought we were slumming it.

“How quaint!” she sniffed.

“This is cool!” Miri enthused, soaking up the atmosphere. She proceeded to put away a large amount of authentic American food. I stared at her, amazed, as she devoured her third hot dog.

“How can you be so skinny if you eat like a horse?” I asked rudely.

Julia looked affronted. Miri just giggled.

“Don’t be so impertinent, Danny, you’ll get the sack! Its ok, I never put on weight. Oh, waitress?” she called over to the girl at the counter, “I’d like your special four ices desert, please?”

“Just wait till you get older dear” Julia said, tartly.

She’s jealous.

Julia paid for our chow - makes a change! – and we went back to the photo shooting.
     Shes a Model

 Julia had hired out a boat earlier to be used as a setting. She shot several photos of other models aboard the boat, and then it was Miris turn for a solo shot. The cameras remained on the dockside, while the models had to climb up and down some steps to get on and off the boat.

I don’t like this situation

Before Miri boarded it, I made sure there was no one else hiding on board. Then I helped her down onto it, and joined Julia back behind the cameras.

“Alright darling, pose for me” Julia called down to her.

Unknown to us, while we were at lunch, someone had furtively unwound the rope that secured the boat. Across the bay, a man studied the scene through powerful binoculars. He waited until Miri was perched precariously on the front bow of the boat, by herself. Then he picked up a remote control set and switched it on.

“What’s the matter with this camera?” Julia muttered in annoyance, “The dam boat keeps going out of focus.”

“What?” I frowned. Then I realised the boat was gradually drifting away from the quay.

Shit, I better check the mooring rope

I ran to where the rope was supposedly tied up - to see it slithering over the edge of the quay. “Damm!” 
I made a dive for it, and just managed to catch hold before the end disappeared over the edge. At that moment, the boats engine roared into life. “What the hell?”

The boat accelerated away from the quay. Miri lost her balance, and fell across the bow where she had been standing.

“Help!” she screamed.

I quickly wound the rope round my waist, and jumped into the harbour.

Oh boy
As the boat sped away, the rope snapped taunt, towing me behind the boat. Miri, hanging on for dear life to a handle on the bow, screamed
“Help! Someone stop this thing!”

THIS IS KITTAN SPEAKING:


I don’t believe Danial has described our floating headquarters in the harbour at New York before, so I will do the honours.


The USS Codfish is a world war two class one battleship. She should have been called Devastation, but the painters couldn’t spell it. Humans. After honourable service in the war, she was de-commissioned, and would have been sold for scrap, if it were not for the CIA buying her - for the grand sum of $700 - as a handy cheap base for their new department FORCE, until such time as a building could be found for it. The Admiral had a lot to do with that decision, as it happened to be his ship! And he was already part of the Firm at that time. It was also decided at that time to make him the head of the new department, although he was only 22 at the time. He was well known in the Navy as something of a martinet (Means, sadistic S.O.B). This made him the perfect choice for keeping the reformed criminal agents in line, as he ran his ship - he still does - with a steel hand. In 1967, the first time machine was installed deep in the main bulkhead of the ship. That machine still has a few glitches occasionally, which is why Danial prefers to be sent on Time missions from the now main HQ at Philadelphia. If at all. Anyway, now I have filled you in on some detail, back to our story, as told by 0009....
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