Chapter Two
Parties ‘n Penguin Suits

TIME: Jan 5th 1994 10:00

PLACE:  FORCE H.Q Philadelphia, USA

Three days later, I was back in the admirals’ office to get a new brief.

“Now 0009” he said, handing me a file, “we have rather a delicate situation to deal with. The British and French are co-operating on some kind of scientific defence project, and they’re being very cagey about it with us over here. Our diplomats haven’t been told anything. All the leads we have so far are in that file. Their official line is that it’s a scientific study of marine wildlife. But our CIA guys have found out its some kind of defence program.”

“Do we know where this is yet, sir?” I asked, reading through the blurb.

“No, they won’t tell us. Our best bet is if somehow, you can get into the embassies, plant some bugs, and hopefully read a few of their top boffins’ brains over there, at those high society parties they’re so fond of. Then we’ll see about sending you down there to spy on them, wherever it is.”

“I take it this is a covert operation, sir?”

“Yes. We mustn’t let the Brits or French find out we’re spying on them. If you bump into that friend of yours from British intelligence, clam up ok?”

“Yes sir.”
James aint gonna like this if he finds out

“Right. Their embassies have a lot of high society parties. I want you to contact that English lady you know over there” he looked at his notes, “Miss A.Brackenbury. See if she can pull some strings and get you into some of those parties. She’s very well connected in those circles, as you know.”
“Sir, I don’t like the idea of involving my friend. How much can I tell her about what I’m trying to do?”

“Nothing! Make up some cover story about why you want to attend those functions. I’ll leave that up to your fertile imagination.”

“You mean, I have to tell her a pack of lies? I don’t like it. Sir.”

“Cant be helped, 0009. She’s not to know the truth. If you did tell her, shed probably shop you to MI6. Don’t risk it. Understood?”

“Yes sir, understood” I sighed.

I hate lying to my friends...

“Good. Be extremely careful 0009. If you get caught committing espionage against our allies, you know the rules.”

“Yes sir. Deny everything, admit nothing, and you’ll deny any knowledge of me. I’ll be completely on my own.”

“Right. Now go and see the quartermaster, she’s got some new equipment for you. Keep in touch at all times. We aren’t the only country who’ll be interested. There will be other agents around, so watch it.”

“Ok”

“And try and keep a low profile over there.” he added, as I left his office.
I nodded, and went off to the armoury, where Captain Travers was waiting for me, along with HS; our quartermaster. James has Q, we have HS. Her names Hilary Sharp, nick name hotshot. There’s a legend circulating the agency that she one shot the pips out of an eight of spades at 200 yards. Well, I’m not going to argue with her about it!

“Hi HS, hi Cap. What’s new?” I said, walking into the large armoury room.

“Morning Wilde” the captain nodded, “I believe HS has some new gear which you’ll find useful in this – err - covert operation.”

“Hi trouble oh nine” smiled HS,”have a look at this.” 

She held up what looked like a blue American express card.

“Yeah? I’ve got several of those, thanks.”

“Not like this one” she shook her head, and led me over to the test safe in one corner of the room. 
She held the card up against the metal and pressed the hologram on it.  Suddenly it was like looking through a mini plastic window into the safe.

Cool

“Saves time so you don’t have to open things un-necessarily. It also works on normal thickness doors; try it.” She handed it to me.
I went and tried it on the outer door. I could see straight through the wood into the corridor.

“Hey, very handy for seeing who’s tying up the bathroom” I grinned, “thanks.”

“Be serious, will you?” she complained.  “It will also work as an explosive device by pressing the hologram three times; there’s a 10 second delay. Or you can put it into any electronic door lock and it will open it up. Just swipe it through and press 0009 on the key pad.”

“Can I charge on it too?” I asked cheekily, putting it carefully in my wallet.

“No of course not!” she snapped. “And for heavens sake don’t get it mixed up with your ordinary card; you could blow up a cash point.”

“Don’t worry” I grinned, “mine are gold & platinum cards, they’re different.”

“Humph! Right, let’s see the state of your weapon while you’re here.”

“Pardon? Oh – my gun” I shrugged, and handed her my old automatic. “Here, it’s not much good anymore. It fell in a canal and got clogged up.”

“What do you mean, it fell in a canal? Honestly, can’t you be more careful with our equipment, dropping it in-“

“Ur, actually, HS, I happened to be wearing it at the time” I said, kind of embarrassed. 

Captain Travers bit his lip trying not to laugh, as Hot shot’s face was a study. 
“I suppose Id better issue you with a new one” she sighed.

“Thanks. Have you got anything a bit lighter, that won’t show up on a detector screen? I might have to go armed into the embassies.”
HS thought for a moment

“Hmmm. Ah, I know the very thing." 
She went over to the gun cabinets, and pulled out a tray. She picked out a silver looking gun from this, and handed it to me. 
Gosh that’s light!

“Try this. It’s a new weapon. All parts made of a special polycarbonate material; that’s a kind of plastic, Danial.”
I knew that

 “Hard as metal, but undetectable on metal detector screens. It’s a stun gun on the lower setting. The high setting is not to be used on people except in a dire emergency. Come on, let’s see you try it.”

We walked along the corridor to the firing range next door. HS set up the target.

“Ok, try it Danny.”

I put it on low setting, took aim, and fired. A bright green laser beam shot out.

Hey that’s different!

I pushed it up onto the high setting, and fired again. The target figure shot up in flames.

“Wow, cool. I can use this to light my barbi with!”

Captain Travers quickly put out the flames with a fire extinguisher.

“Be careful with that thing 0009!”

“Sorry sir. Err; I think I need an ordinary gun as well, for normal use.”

“Right” HS nodded, as I stashed the stun gun in my holster. It was so light, I hardly knew it was there.

Hmm, not much good for cracking over guys heads.

Back in the armoury, HS gave me a new automatic, which I had to sign for, and various pieces of bugging and surveillance equipment. Captain Travers gave me a plane ticket to England.

“Be careful over there. We don’t want to cause any international incidents.”

“Ok Cap. See you round, Hotshot.”

“Bye, trouble.”

I spent the afternoon doing some ‘ordinary’ work, at my finance company office in Philly.

TIME: Jan 5th 1994 19:00
PLACE: Danny’s Philadelphia pad, USA
That evening I sat outside by my poolside, flipping through my address book.

Ah got it

I called Angela over in England. We chatted awhile. She seemed quite pleased to hear from me again. She was at a bit of a loose end, as her fiancé Richard was away again. 
Perfect opportunity for me. 
I crossed my fingers.
“Listen, Angi, I wonder if you could help me out with something?”

“Maybe” she laughed, “what is it, have you got a girl into trouble?” she teased.
“No” I laughed “nothing like that. It’s a bit embarrassing really; y'see, I need to attend a few of those high society balls and parties they hold at the embassies? Its part of a jewel smuggling case I’m working on” I lied, “but you know what those affairs are like; you don’t get invited without some kind of high class connections, and I don’t have any.”

“Ah, I understand. You’d like to come with me? Of course, Danial, I can do that. Id be delighted actually; I’ve been invited to several balls recently. I was going to turn them down, as Richard is away, but now you can be my official escort instead.”

“Escort? Are you sure that wont raise eyebrows? Why don’t I pretend to be your bodyguard or something?”

“I’m afraid that would definitely raise eyebrows” Angi giggled, “no; you’ll be quite acceptable as an escort. Lots of women hire them for these do’s. As long as you keep in your place and behave properly!” she added, primly.

“Cheeky. Ok, we pheasants know our place. When and where’s the first ball?”
“This Friday, at the French Embassy in London.”

Perfect!

“Great. What should I wear?”

“Hmm. Perhaps you’d better come over first. I’ll put you up at my flat. Then we can get you kitted out.”

“Right. Is it ok if I arrive sometime Thursday?”
“Yes of course.”

“Thanks. You don’t have to put up with me though; I’ve still got my pad in Chelsea.”

“Very well, whatever suits you best, Danny. How is Kittan?”

“She’s fine; she’s coming over too.”

“Give her my regards. Now do excuse me, I’ve loads of work to do. See you Thursday.”

“Thanks, Angi. I appreciate this”

“That’s alright. I owe you a favour for getting me and Julia out of that mess last year. Bye.”

“Bye, Angi.”

I had a leisurely swim in my pool, and then packed a case for the mission.
Angela fell for me in Italy 5 years earlier; quite literally! She had been coming down some steps from a museum, just as I was going up them. Her high heel shoe suddenly snapped. She fell forwards down the stairs and right into me, knocking me backwards and ending up sprawled on top of me; with us both flat on the floor. She was lucky Id broken her fall!  She insisted on buying me lunch; she was so embarrassed and grateful that neither of us got badly hurt, just bruised. Our friendship just blossomed from there. The Brackenburys are an old English family with distant connections to the royal family, though Angi never boasts about it. They are old money, or ‘benastarte’ as they say in Italy! 

Id got her and her man eating sister Julia out of a very sticky blackmail mess in 1993, which could have caused a big scandal in their circles if it had got out. 

Angela is very sweet, but also very sharp.

 I’ve nick named her ‘Blackberry’; small, dark, sweet and juicy.
 With thorns. 
TIME Jan 6th ‘94

PLACE England.London, Chelsea.

Next day, I got a plane over to England, with Kittan travelling in the cargo hold as usual. I arrived at my pad in Chelsea about 1.30, stopping on the way from the airport to stock up on supplies of Martini, mars bars, pizzas and Losley ice-cream to stock the freezer with. Kittan was now happily installed in her new garage I’d had built, so she couldn’t complain about being left out in the rain anymore. I phoned Angi to let her know Id arrived.

“I’m glad you’re over here again Danny; tell you what, I’m terribly busy, would you mind waiting and meeting me at the shop tomorrow?”

“No that’s ok. What time?”

“12 o’clock. We can have lunch, and then I’ll take you to Mos Bros to get you suited up for the ball.”

“Suited up?” I frowned, “I’m not sure I like the sound of that.”

“Now Danny, you’ll have to wear a dinner jacket and a tie for these functions you know.”

“But I can’t stand wearing a tie, can’t I just-“

“No buts! I know you hate wearing those sorts of clothes, but it’s the only way you’ll be allowed in.”
“OK” I sighed, “I guess I’ll have to put up with it. See you tomorrow then, bye.”

TIME Jan 7th 13:30

PLACE: London, England
Next day we met up as planned. We had lunch at the Italia restaurant, then Angela dragged me into 
Moss Bros. When I saw the square suits in the window, I stopped in horror.

“I changed my mind!”

Angela took me firmly by the arm and pulled me inside.

“Oh come on, it’s not that bad” she laughed.

She sat and gave direction to the store assistants. I stood there and let them dress me up like a turkey.

“It wont spoil the look if I, err, wear a mobile phone under here, will it?” I asked the assistant casually.

“No sir don’t worry. All our executive suits these days are given extra cut for that purpose; your phone will not show up.” he assured me.

“Thanks.”

Thirty minutes later, I stood in front of the store mirror, wearing Angi’s final choice.

“Yes” she mused at last, “I think this is the one. Thank you, Mr Tawn.”

I stared in the mirror with dislike, and ran a finger round the collar and tie which were strangling me.

I look like a penguin!

“Do I have to wear these square funeral duds?” I moaned at Angi.

“If you want to be my escort, yes you do. Now stop complaining and go and pay the man!” she scolded.

The things I have to do in the line of duty.

With penguin suit in a carrier bag, we went back to Angela’s shop in Bond Street; Chic Antiques.

“Why did you ask about wearing a phone? You don’t usually carry a mobile?” she asked, over our coffee.
I gave her a serious look, and shook my head.

“Uh-uh – not a phone”

She stared at me a few seconds, and then cottoned on.

“Oh!” she gasped, shocked, “Danial! You can’t go armed into the embassy! They have those metal detector things on the door, like I have here. You’ll get us both arrested!”
“Don’t worry. If it didn’t set yours off, it won’t set theirs off.”

“What?” she looked puzzled; then gasped as I took the stun gun out from my jacket.

“This.”

“Put that away!” she snapped angrily, “Anthea might come in!”

I did, grinning.

“Sorry, you did ask.”

“Why do you need that?” she frowned.

In case of MI5...

“Err, these jewel smugglers are dangerous guys. I can’t afford to take chances. Besides, it’s only a stun gun; I don’t go around killing people, Angi.”

“I’m glad to hear it!”

I spent the rest of the afternoon back at my place, preparing for my mission, stashing all the gear I needed into my penguin suit. Then I had a soak in a cold salt water bath for an hour, breathing in the water and flexing my tail fin. 


After a snooze under water, I hauled myself out of the bath – this isn’t easy with a tail! – And Changed back into my human form. Then I had some lunch, along with three sea-weed tablets.
Urgh! I hate these things

Finally, I got dressed up in the penguin suit, making doubly sure that my holster with the stun gun was well hidden under the jacket, along with the other gear.

TIME: 20:50

PLACE: French Embassy, London England
I picked up Angela from her London flat in Mayfair, and drove us to the embassy. I let Kittan drive off to park herself, and escorted Angela through the large glass doors of the French embassy. She showed the doorman her invitation. He ushered us inside. I kept my fingers crossed as we passed through the detector barriers, but needn't have worried, it didn’t go off. Angela looked great, quite at ease, and very glamorous in her elegant satin green ball gown with matching gloves. We entered a large, mirrored ball room, full of high society socialites. I stiffened up. Angela felt it, and patted my arm affectionately. 
“Just stay close, and leave me to do the small talk; you’ll be alright. And do try not to be as flippant as usual!” she added.

I relaxed again.

“Yes, mam!” I grinned.

Gee I’ve never seen so many walking stiffs Ok, let’s concentrate on the job now...

As we mingled with the guests, mostly officials, diplomats and civil servants, I dipped briefly into each likely persons mind, looking for any sort of clue to a secret project. After half an hour of politely listening to trivial chit chat and political gossip, without getting anywhere, I got fed up.

“Will you excuse me for a bit, Angela? I need to go and freshen up”

“Alright, Danial, don’t be too long.”

I went and found the rest room. In the privacy of a cubical, I called Kittan.

“Hi, Kittan.  Where’s the communications place in here; can you find out where I need to look please?”

Kittan scanned the building.

*Top floor. 3rd door in left hand corridor. There is also a safe in that room on the far left wall.*

“Thanks partner.”

Making sure the coast was clear, I headed upstairs. Avoiding the security guards, I got into the communication centre on the top floor, and carefully planted a bug in the computer/fax. I found the safe. Using my ‘card’ to look inside, I pulled on my gloves. It seemed to have a lot of papers in, so I opened it. Looking through them quickly, I took pictures of a few things that looked interesting, using my comm. link watch. Then I put everything back carefully. Removing my gloves, I dodged the guards again, and went back down stairs to re-join Angi in the ball room.
“You took your time, didn’t you? “Here” she handed me an empty glass, “go and find me some more champagne please dear.”

“Ok” I nodded, taking it and going over to the bar nearby. As I was getting the drinks, I overheard one of Angela’s companions, an elegant older lady, talking to her behind me.

“You certainly have a well trained escort, darling” she remarked, “Is he expensive?”

“Oh yes” she nodded, “very expensive; but it’s a very exclusive agency you see. They go to charm school for three years, I believe. Ah, thank you, Danial” as I turned and handed her the drink.

I noticed her companion tapping her foot longingly to the music. I offered the lady my hand.

“Excuse me a moment, Angela. Would madam like to dance?”

The older woman nodded in delight.

“Yes, thank you young man; Id love to!”

“But you-” said Angela, who didn’t think I could.
“Don’t worry, my dear, I wont steal him for long? Lead on young man”

Angela looked on in astonishment, as I waltzed off across the ball room with her companion.

Four minutes later, we came back. I helped the lady to a seat, as she was out of breath.

“Thank you so much young man, I haven’t danced for ages.”

“You’re welcome.” I smiled. 

As the music struck up again, Angi took my hand. 

“I believe it’s my turn now!” she demanded. “You’re full of surprises, Danny!” she said as we danced,
 “I didn’t know you could waltz. Where did you learn?”
“Charm school” I pouted.

“Sorry about that” she laughed. “no really, where did you learn?”

“Oh, I guess I picked it up, somewhere along the way” I replied vaguely.

Vienna, 1896 actually 

She gave me a quizzical look, but didn’t press me further. 
“How is your case going so far?”

“I’m working on it, no worries. Had enough?” as the music finished.

“Thank you, I enjoyed that.” She looked at her watch. “Actually I’m feeling rather tired. Would you take me home now please? That is, if you’ve had long enough to do whatever you were doing?”

“Sure. I’ve finished here. Thanks for getting me in tonight, Angela.”

“That’s alright, what are friends for? Now” she smiled, “would my escort drive me home, please?”

“Certainly, madam; its all included in the service charge. Extra services however” I grinned wickedly, “may be charged at $200 an hour. At least, I think that’s the going rate – OW!” as she thumped me on my sore arm.

“Don’t be crude!” she laughed. “If you’re not good, I’ll hire you out to Mrs Ginade for the next ball; 
I think she took quite a fancy to you!”

“Yeah, I noticed. Sorry, Ill be good. “Hi Kittan” I said into my comm. "we're ready to leave now.”

When Kittan arrived, I helped Angela into the passenger seat, making sure that her ball gown wasn’t shut in the door. I got in to drive, undoing my shirt front and yanking off the tie with great relief.

“Phew! That’s better.” 

*I must say, it is nice to see you looking smart for once, Danial* remarked Kittan as I drove off towards Mayfair, heading for Angis' flat.

“Don’t start” I muttered, “this gear’s been strangling me all night.”

“You know, that’s the first time I’ve ever seen you wear a tie!” laughed Angi.

“And the last too if I had my way, but; when’s the next bash?”

She looked in her diary.

“Monday night. It’s a British Science Council dinner dance, at the College of science and technology.”

“That’s great, thanks. Is it ok for me to wear the same stuff?”

“Yes, you’ll be fine in that suit again. All these affairs have a similar dress code.”
“Really? So do Mafia conventions” I muttered, to her consternation.
I dropped her back at her Mayfair place. We had a night cap before I drove back to Chelsea.

I had to put a new plaster on my bullet wound, as Angi’s thumping it had opened the stitches up.

TIME: Saturday Jan 8th
PLACE: Danny’s pad, Chelsea, London.

Next day, I looked through copies of the papers Id taken. Most of it was useless, but there were memos for funding for something called the Epensteine Project which I decided to look into. Using Kittan as a relay so as not to be detected, I spent most of the day watching the information coming in from the bug at the embassy, on my computer. Kittan translated things for me, as my French isn’t that good when it comes to technical stuff. Project Epenstien came up several times. Two defence labs in Kent and France were mentioned, and a connection with Portsmouth in England. There was a list of scientist’s names too. Tapping into the computer, I checked out if any of them were attending the social do’s I was going to. 
I struck gold; a Dr Prendergast, heading up the Brits side of the project, was going to the do on Monday night.

Hmm, I wonder if I should risk a look at the lab in Kent. Better ask first.

I called the Admiral, reported what Id found out so far, and asked for instructions.

“No, don’t go near the lab in Kent at the moment, 0009, we don’t want you caught for industrial spying. See what you can get out of this Prendergast’s mind first. Any problems with British intelligence?”

“Not yet sir. I’ve worked out a cover story about investigating diamond smuggling, which is working well with Ms Brackenbury.I’ll use the same story if I run into MI5 or 6, ok?”

“Good idea; keep me informed. Out”

Hmm, nearly 22.50. Guess I’ll call it a day.

I cleared the debris of paper plates, pizza box and mars bar wrappers away from around the computer, throwing it all in the bin.
 I never eat properly when I’m working, it’s a bad habit I picked up on Wall Street. After a shower, I went out on the town, to Ronnie Scots bar. 
Kittan had to drive me back at 2.30 in the morning. Too much Martini.

TIME: Sunday Jan 9th 11.30am
I was woken next morning by a phone call from Angi.

“Come over for Sunday lunch, Im at the Manor for the weekend.”

“Great! I’ll be there about 1.30.” I yawned, rubbing my aching head.
I left my computer recording the incoming information from the embassy bug, and took the day off, spending it with Angela at her manor house in Surrey. I had to elaborate a lot on the ‘diamond smuggling’ story, as she wanted to know all about it. I had to make it up as I went along, loosely basing it on a case Id taken a few years earlier.
 
I felt pretty guilty telling Angi lies, but there was nothing else for it.

If she finds out I’m spying on the British, she’ll have my hide!
TIME: Monday 10th Jan 20:30
PLACE: British Science Council Party, College of Science & Technology, London.

That Monday night, I escorted Angela to the party as planned. During the do, I endeavoured to find Dr. Prendergast. He was attending the party with his wife. I managed to manoeuvre Angi and myself onto a sofa nearby the Prendergast table. I chatted to her for a while, and then Angi spotted an old high school chum across the room.

“You don’t mind if I stay here awhile, do you Angi? I’ve got a head ache.” I lied.

“Oh dear. No, you sit there and I’ll come back in a bit with my friend and introduce you to her.”

“Ok, thanks.”
I leaned back and closed my eyes, as if resting. Actually, I was tuning into Prendergast mind. The guy was a mine of useful information. He was working on some kind of electrical device, to do with the Epenstiene paper, and working with a French physicist, a Dr Legslaloose. They had been working on and off in a lab in France for the past 6 months, and were due to join another three scientists on a test of the project in? - in – the Atlantic, in two weeks time. 

Where?

I concentrated, and got the names ‘Hattaras’ and ‘Bermuda Rise’

I’ll have to look those up on my ocean maps.

I dug deeper still, and got the location of the French lab; in Auverne.  For some reason, it sounded familiar, but just then I couldn’t place the connection. My concentration was broken by Angela tapping me on the shoulder.

“Danial?”

I opened my eyes and blinked.

“Uh. Yes, Angi?”

“Are you alright?”

“Yeah I’m better now thanks. Who’s your friend?” I asked, looking up at the tall, slim blonde with Angi.

“Danial, Id like you to meet Susan Keeper; we were at Rodean together. Sue, this is Danial; he’s an American whiz kid on the stock market.”

I smiled, and stood up.

“Hi Sue, nice to meet you.” I said, shaking her hand. 

“Pleased to meet you too, Danny” Sue replied.

She was wearing a beautifully cut red silk Chinese dress, and smelled faintly of – cinnamon.

 She looked vaguely familiar. I frowned.

“Have we met before, Sue? San Moritz, maybe?”

“No,” Sue shook her head, “Id remember if we had.”

“Must’ve been another girl; sorry.” I shrugged.

I’m sure I’ve seen her face somewhere

However, I put it out of my mind for the moment. Id got all the info I needed out of the scientists mind, so just enjoyed the rest of the night.  At around 11pm, Prendergast and wife left the party.
Well let him go, I know where to find him now

Angela and Sue were still busy chatting about their old school days. Sue looked at her watch.

“Oh dear, I’m terribly sorry Angi, I’ll have to leave you. I must get home; I’ve got to be up early in the morning to get to work in Essex. But I’ll ring you so we can get together again soon “

“Oh, alright darling. Lovely to see you again” Angi said, kissing her, as I helped Sue on wit her jacket in the foyer. “Bye,”

“Nice meeting you Danny, bye.”

We stood and waved as she drove away; oddly enough, straight after the Prendergast' car.

Funny co-incidence?

At 12.30, Angela decided shed had enough of the party, so I drove her home again.

“How’s your head ache, Danny? I’ve got some aspirins in my bag if you need one.”

“No, thanks, I’m fine now.”

“Oh good. Well, have you had enough of these parties yet?”

“Err; well, I don’t suppose you’ve got any invites coming up over in France, have you?”

“Funnily enough, yes! At the British embassy in Paris. If you can stand another embassy bash?”

“Sure I can. And that’s just what I need next, thanks.2

“Gosh, those diamond smugglers do get about, don’t they?”

“Yeah, it’s an international cartel, very up market." I lied. So when's this next party?"
She consulted her diary again.

“It’s on Thursday. Gives me a chance to do some work first.”
“Hm, me too.”  I’ve got to get over to that defence lab in Auverne- “Auverne!” I exclaimed loudly, startling Angela.

“Uh, sorry” as she looked at me, “just thinking out loud.”

Auvernes where the Countess lived; talk about co-incidence!

After dropping Angela back at her place, and declining to spend the night (Richard would kill me if he found out) I got back to my pad and checked on the details id got from Prendergast. First I checked the address of the lab in Auverne. And got a shock. It was situated in the same chatoe that I had rescued Marianne from in 1943. Next, I got out my undersea ocean charts to find the Hattarass Trench and the Bermuda Rise; and got another shock. They were off the coast of Florida. Close to Cape Canaveral and NASA. But that wasn’t the only thing that worried me. An area called the Kelvin Sea Mounts, which is an undersea mountain range, are not that far away from there. And they house a large population of Mer-folk. 

Id better send them a warning message as soon as I can Whatever those scientists are doing in that area, it wouldn’t do for them to discover Eashanth’eause.

Then I hit the sack, but couldn’t get to sleep for ages. Something was still bugging me; where had I seen Sue Keeper before? She swore we hadn’t met, but I knew Id seen her somewhere. Still puzzling, eventually I fell asleep.
*A TECHNICAL NOTE FROM KITTAN*


One of the drawbacks of being a merman that has to live out of water most of the time is that 0009 needs to soak under salt water, and breathe it in, for at least 30 minutes every three or four days to stay hydrated.


Any longer than 10 days without this soaking in salt water and he would become really ill.*
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� This was in the 1990’s, when mobile phones were still large and bulky!
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