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SYNOPSIS:

For a little while now, Captain Blue and Symphony Angel have talked about
marriage. In vacations together in the Nevada, they have decided to make it happens,
without Colonel White’s knowledge of it. But as they stop in a town in the desert, before
arrival in Las Vegas, Blue encounters a man from his past, who brings back painful
memoties to him. After an altercation with the man, Blue is arrested, and then disappears
suddenly, and Symphony could only count on the help of Captain Scarlet and Destiny
Angel to help her find him. Meanwhile, Colonel White, suspecting something is afoot be-
hind his back, goes to Vegas with the intention to stop the twosome from doing a mistake
that would endanger their careers.
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Following an idea already started in the “Captain Scarlet” TV series, and further developed in
the Mary J. Rudy and Kimberly Smith-Murphy’ stories.

As “Spectrum is White” served to explore some aspects of Colonel White’s life, this one will do
the same for Captain Blue’s, who, like the Colonel is also one of my favourite characters (/t
seems a lot of “Captain Scarlet’”” fans are fond of the guy). Son of a wealthy American
financier, Adam Svenson has been all but disowned by his own father when he choose to follow
up a career as test pilot instead on following him in the family business. Things then became
even more complicated when Adam joined Spectrum...

In this story, Blue and Symphony’s project serves more or less as a pretext to learn more about
Blue’s life (at least, like | envision it) as well as a part of his past. Two new supporting characters
are introduced: Amanda Wainwright, Symphony’ sympathetic mother, and the not-so-



sympathetic John Svenson, Captain Blue’s father. We also explore not only the stressed
relationship existing between Blue and his father, and his love for Symphony, but also his
friendship with his partner, Captain Scarlet, and his relationship with his commander, Colonel
White.

This story will also show a more human side of the otherwise stern Colonel White, thus continuing
what was already began in “Spectrum is White”. It is not necessary to read “Spectrum is
White” to appreciate “A Symphony in Blue”, which is not its direct follow up.

Captain Blue and Symphony Angel thought they could keep their relationship a secret on
Cloudbase, especially from Colonel White. But as revealed on “Spectrum is White”, the
Colonel already knows about it, and even suspects that there isn't many people onboard who
doesn’t know. Personally, | don’t think ANYBODY can fool White. So why Blue and Symphony
should be able to hide their true feelings for each other’s from him?

If not for the hard time Captain Blue has in this, this story would be a fun one, as it contains
scenes that are much more light-hearted than in the atmosphere of the most darker “Spectrum
is White”.

Further acknowledgement - if any — and following parts will be added to this page as they
come along.



Chapter 1

“I think we made a wrong turn back there.”

Karen Wainwright — who was known in the Spectrum organisation as Symphony Angel —
looked with frowning dismay at the large unfolded road map she was holding in front of her, trying
to figure out where the hell she had gone wrong earlier. Behind the wheel of the car, her
companion cast her an annoyed look.

“Leave it to an ace pilot not to be able to read a simple map,” Adam Svenson — Captain
Blue — muttered curtly.

"Hey, at least there WAS a map in the glove compartment!" she retorted. "And while we're
on the subject, leave it to a test pilot not to TEST the onboard computer before signing off on the
rental car!"

Blue smiled sheepishly. "Touché."

She sighed. "I'll bet the last customer had trouble with the computer too, but didn't bother
to report it."

“You realise that last crossroads is at least an hour and a half behind us?”

“Who had the bright idea of going from El Paso to Las Vegas by heading straight into the
desert?” the girl replied coldly.

“I know, | know. It's all my fault... | take full responsibility.”

“Well, don’t fret too much over it, Big Blue... At least, it gives us some more time alone
together.” Symphony unsuccessfully tried to fold the map back into its original format and then,
giving up, threw it down on the dashboard. “We will just have to continue on this road. We'll get
there eventually.”

“You’re sure about that?” Blue asked, uncertain about it himself. “How far off course has
this taken us?”

“We’ll be three hours late,” his girlfriend answered matter-of-factly.

“Great!” Blue mumbled. “The others will surely wonder what's happened to us...”

“You’re angry with me?” Symphony asked him.

“No, absolutely not.” He glanced at her, momentarily taking his eyes off the road. Then he
extended his right arm and drew her to him. She cuddled against his shoulder. “You’re right,” he
said, smiling warmly. “It will give us some more time alone together. It's just that a desert road
doesn’t seem like a very romantic place.”

“Every place is romantic to me, so long as I'm with you,” Symphony sighed longingly.

Blue’s smile widened. “Flatterer. Continue that way and | might ask you to marry me.”

“Isn’t that what we’re up to right now?” the girl grinned.

Both of them chuckled over the thought. Captain Blue and Symphony Angel had been
seeing each other since they first met, over three years ago, during the Spectrum organisation’s
recruitment. Theirs had been an off again, on again relationship, but for a little more than a year
now, they’d been together fairly regularly... And for some months, they’'d realised they were in
love, and had had thoughts of going further with their relationship. The word “marriage” had
come up on more than one occasion. There were just a few little problems about it.

On Cloudbase, Spectrum’s flying headquarters, where they were both stationed —
Symphony as an Angel fighter pilot and Captain Blue as one of Spectrum’s senior staff officers —
not many people knew about their relationship. Well, some may have guessed about them going
out together, since they were almost inseparable when off-duty, but nobody could know how
serious they really were. Blue and Symphony had been very careful not to let that be generally
known to Cloudbase’s personnel. Only a few chosen ones had been in their confidence...
Among them was Captain Scarlet, Blue’s best friend and habitual field partner.

Scarlet’s situation was somewhat similar to that of his friend: he too shared a close
relationship with one of the Angels, namely Rhapsody, his compatriot from Britain. Like Blue and
Symphony, Scarlet and Rhapsody were keeping their mutual love a secret from just about
everybody on Cloudbase. The reason for both couples was the same: they didn’t know for sure
how Colonel White, commander-in-chief of Spectrum, would react upon learning of their
relationships.



Colonel White was a very stern man, very strict on discipline... It was feared he would
follow strict regulations regarding married couples being stationed together on military bases One
of the spouses could very well be reassigned somewhere else, despite the fact that White needed
every member of his staff. Symphony and Rhapsody, as part of the Angel team, were almost
irreplaceable, and the same could be said for Blue and Scarlet, who were Spectrum’s best team
of field agents. And while the colonel might be very upset upon accidentally discovering that two
of his senior officers were romantically linked to two of his Angel pilots behind his back, there was
also another reason that would lead the young couples to think he would be against it.

Captain Brown had been a fellow officer to Scarlet and Blue, and a friend to both of them.
Shortly after joining Spectrum, three years before, he fell in love with a young telecommunications
operator. Colonel White granted them permission to get married. But some months after the
couple had wed, something terrible happened.

The Mysterons launched their war of nerves on the people of Earth.

The Mysterons were inhabitants of Mars. Two years earlier, an Earth exploration
expedition, led by Spectrum’s Captain Black, had discovered their city complex and destroyed it,
mistakenly believing the Mysterons were about to attack their vehicle. The aliens had then vowed
revenge upon the entire human race, and stopping their multiple acts of terror on Earth had
become Spectrum’s principal mandate. Unfortunately, during Spectrum’s first strange encounter
with the Mysterons, Captain Brown became one of their first victims... Captain Blue was the one
to break the news to Becky Evershaw, his friend’s wife, who was then expecting their child. He
still remembered the look on her face when he had gone to see her, in London. She knew what
had happened before he could say a word.

Colonel White had eventually gone to visit the young widow. Years ago, he had himself
lost his wife, under tragic circumstances. The colonel knew the pain of losing a loved one...
Upon seeing Becky Evershaw trying so hard to be so brave, the commander in chief of Spectrum
had felt somewhat guilty about what had happened. Granted, he had sent agents to face death
before — and after — that incident, but he blamed himself for the young woman’s predicament. To
lose a husband at so young an age and to raise a child who would never know his father...
Captain Blue had heard Colonel White say that he should never have given Brown permission to
marry in the first place. Knowing the daily danger faced by all Spectrum field agents, it wasn’t a
wise move to even consider it.

Hence the decision of Captains Blue and Scarlet not to inform their commanding officer —
or anybody else, for that matter — of their feelings towards their respective girlfriends. In the
beginning, it all seemed like an amusing game of hide and seek, but as the months passed by,
and the war against the Mysterons continued to rage on, Blue and Symphony had begun to grow
bored with it and had expressed the need to move on with their lives.

The next logical step would be marriage. Blue knew that Scarlet and Rhapsody had
already talked about it between them, but that they had mutually agreed to wait until this whole
business with the Mysterons was over with before actually going through with it. But for Blue
himself, that was not something to even consider. Nobody knew how much longer this war would
go on... One year, five, ten... Scarlet was fooling himself if he thought for even one minute he
would be able to wait THAT long. Blue didn’t want to take that course. He was now impatient to
go on and felt himself ready for it. And Symphony felt exactly the same way.

Colonel White was the major obstacle to their plans. How to tell him about all this without
having him objecting vehemently to it? That was a risk neither Blue nor Symphony wanted to
take.

They simply decided they would not have to. As soon as they were able to go off-base
together, they would get married, secretly, without Colonel White ever knowing about it.

Captain Scarlet, when they took him into their confidence, found the enterprise rather
hazardous. Keeping such a secret from Colonel White? If he were ever to find out, there was
little doubt both Captain Blue and Symphony Angel would face court-martial, even get sacked
from Spectrum. Their commander would never forgive such disregard for Spectrum regulations...
or the respect due to himself.

But Scarlet could see his friends were ready to risk everything, careers and way of life, to
profess their love for each other. “You know what you're risking, don’t you?” he had said to them,
after pointing out what it would mean, if they were to be found out.
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“Yes, we know,” a determined Blue had responded.

“Eventually, HE'll find out, you know.”

“We know that too.”

“And there’s no telling what he might do...”

“We’ve already talked about all this, Paul. Don’t feel compelled to help us, but please, don’t
try to convince us to change our plans. Nothing you can say or do will stop us.”

Scarlet had sighed deeply. “You've got more courage than | have,” he had simply noted.
“All right. I'll help you, however | can. Don't think for one instant | would miss your wedding.
THIS | have got to see.”

The occasion soon presented itself. Blue and Symphony each arranged for their personal
furlough to be due on the same time. They had announced their intention to go to Texas, as they
had to specify their location to Spectrum in case they should be recalled for emergency duty. The
plan was relatively simple: from Texas, they would travel through the desert to Las Vegas,
Nevada... While it may not be the most romantic spot on Earth for marriage, it was still the best
place to get it done fast and simple.

Captain Scarlet would be there. At the Los Angeles Headquarters for a routine security job,
he had arranged for a few days furlough in order to join his friends in Las Vegas, after his work
was finished. The only drawback in this was that Rhapsody Angel, who was in on the secret,
could not attend. She was not able to liberate herself from duty. Destiny Angel was to
accompany Scarlet.

Despite the fact that Captain Blue and Symphony would have preferred Rhapsody’s
presence at their marriage, they were quite satisfied with Destiny. Captain Scarlet’s oldest friend
in the Spectrum organisation — and an ex-girlfriend of his — Destiny knew about Blue and
Symphony’s relationship, though she had never talked about it openly. Taken into the confidence
of her fellow pilot and Blue’s plan, she had shown herself pleasantly surprised... and not at all
concerned by all the problems it could raise. “Oh! A conspiracy!” she was reported to have joyfully
said to Scarlet. “That certainly sounds exciting! Count me in. | wouldn’t miss it for the world!”
That was not a surprising reaction coming from Destiny: sometimes, she had the tendency —
which annoyed Scarlet intensely — to take life as a game. The professional military pilot then
gave way to the child in her, and it was all she could do not to get carried away. Fortunately, she
had the discernment to know when it was time to be serious — and she took her job VERY
seriously when it counted — and when it was time to have some fun.

Destiny was to join Captain Scarlet in Las Vegas. Blue had arranged for rooms to be
reserved for the four of them at a good, but not too sumptuous, hotel. No sense in drawing too
much attention by staying at Caesar’s Palace, he had said to his friends. The Svenson name
carried some weight and influence, he had found out during his not-too-frequent leaves off-base.
As the eldest son of one of America’s wealthiest financiers, it seemed people thought he was
entitled to some privileges. While he generally didn’t care very much about that, he didn’t mind
THIS time around. It helped him to make quick reservations and ask for — and obtain — total
discretion.

“l feel bad, though, doing this to the colonel,” Symphony sighed, cuddling closer to Blue in
the speeding car.

“Yeah, me too,” Blue replied. “But it seems more cautious to act this way. You know Paul
still says it's a crazy move.”

“He should know about crazy moves,” Symphony smiled fondly. “I think he would rather
face ten Mysterons all at once than Colonel White’s wrath, if he was in the same situation as us.”

“Want to bet he will be before long?” Blue laughed out loud. “l don’t think he and Dianne
will be able to wait for this war to end... They’ll be marching down the aisle too, before we know
it!”

“Do you think he’s arrived at the hotel already?”

Blue glanced at his watch. “Probably. When | called him this morning, he told me that he
was waiting for Juliette to arrive in L.A., and that they would head off for Vegas soon after.”

“Maybe we should call them, as soon as we can,” Symphony suggested. “Just to make
sure they don’t worry about us...”

Blue glanced at her, wondering what was on her mind. He could see she was very serious
about this. “I'll call them,” he said. “If that’s what you want.”
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“Just don’t use your Spectrum communicator. You never know: what if the communication
was to be intercepted?”

“By whom, may | ask?”

“I don’'t know... Some Spectrum official... Lieutenant Green... Colonel White.”

“Don’t fret over it. | won’t use the communicator. Besides, if | did, | wouldn’t say anything
to ‘incriminate’ us, you know that.”

“I's not somebody else learning about our plans that's got me worried. | don’t want
anybody taking the opportunity to call us back to duty before we’re through.”

“Stop worrying about that. It won't happen.” Blue cast his fiancée an amused glance. “I'll
use a phone when we reach the next town or gas station.”

“Good idea.”

“Mind if | ask you a question, now?”

“What question?”

“What makes you think Paul and Juliette would worry about us?”

Symphony sighed. “You know, with our kind of job, there’s always some possibility that we
may run into some kind of trouble...”

“Mysteron trouble?”

“Please! Don’t even mention them! Paul once told me he and Steve were actually
discussing them before their car crashed, two years ago...” Symphony shivered at the mere
thought of her friends plunging into a ravine to their deaths, in a blazing car. That one of the two
men should have been brought back to them afterwards was simply a miracle. “I hope they’ll give
us a rest, until we are actually married,” Symphony added grimly.

“l just can hear them right in the middle of the ceremony...” Blue stopped suddenly, when
Symphony angrily punched him on the shoulder with her closed fist. “Ow! What's that for?”

“You're really terrible, Adam Svenson! Hearing you talk like this makes me wonder if you
really want to get married!”

Blue laughed and drew her closer still to his heart. “Honey, I've never been more sure of
anything in all my life,” he assured her. “And nothing, not even Colonel White, nor the Mysterons,
would be able to prevent me from marrying you.”

The St-Maurice wasn’t a hotel with an international reputation, which was one of the main
reasons people, famous or otherwise, stayed there. That certainly was why Captain Blue had
chosen it, anyway. He was very conscious that his real name could be tracked right back to his
father. The reputation of the family firm, Svenson and Sons, was renowned all over the financial
world, not just on Wall Street, and his father and brothers had almost celebrity status. Blue could
just see the news in the papers if he was careless enough to chose a hotel where reporters had
the habit of camping in the lobby, just to get their hands on some good exclusive.

Nevertheless, the St-Maurice was a very good hotel. Excellent food, congenial employees,
marvellous services, very clean rooms. Captain Scarlet, who had taken rooms there with Destiny
Angel, under their real names of Paul Metcalfe and Juliette Pontoin, had no complaints. And he
knew that Destiny had been well pleased upon discovering that the hotel was run by genuine
French people. He was fairly certain that the hotel manager had developed an immediate
attraction toward the very beautiful pilot.

“We don’t receive very much foreign visitors,” he personally said to the British-born Scarlet,
with an accent heavier than Destiny’s. “Our clients are mostly American people, desiring to live
up a little ‘exoticism’, as they say. Why anybody would think that French are exotic people is
beyond me!”

The thought of the little man brought a smile to Scarlet's face as he stepped out of the
shower and dried himself. He was almost certain the man would have asked Destiny on a tour of
the city if he hadn’t thought she was the imposing Scarlet’s girl. That was funny, smiled the
British Spectrum captain to himself. Some years ago, that would have been true. Today, Destiny
was a very dear friend, but no more than that. Captain Scarlet’s heart was taken by another
Angel.



Scarlet consulted his watch, which he had put on the sink previous to his shower. He
nodded thoughtfully. The day was still young. Adam and Karen were not due to arrive for
another two or three hours. The other guest at their little get-together would arrive before them.
Her plane was due at the airport in about an hour and a half. That gave him and Destiny some
time off. Las Vegas had some shows going on twenty-four hours a day. Maybe he would invite
the Angel pilot to go see one of them. She must still be in the other room, Scarlet mused. Like
him, she had craved a good long shower upon their arrival at the hotel, something none of them
were really able to do on Cloudbase. Must have finished now, though. He would dress and
knock on her door, to ask her what she thought about going out.

His clothes being in the bedroom, Scarlet wrapped a towel around his hips, opened the
door and stepped through...

...only to quickly retreat back into the bathroom.

“Juliette!” he cried out.

Destiny was in HIS room, obviously browsing around. She had turned around when he had
stepped in and got only a glimpse of him. She laughed out loud when he disappeared so hastily.

“Really, Captain Scarlet! You don’t have to be so shy!”

Scarlet only poked his still wet dark head into the room, casting an angry — and surprised —
glance toward her.

“What are you doing in my room?”he snapped at her.

She smiled at his use of French, even though he was shouting it at her, recalling how she'd
complimented him on his accent when they'd first met. Even now, years later, they spoke her
native language whenever possible, because she was much more comfortable with it than
English.

“l was waiting for you,” Destiny answered in French. “I thought maybe, before the others
arrive, we’ll have time to catch a show.” She rolled her eyes at him and added, with a wicked
smile: “Although I think | had a very good one...”

“Oh! Very funny!” Scarlet grumbled, amused despite himself.

“Oh, come on, Paul!” Destiny protested. Then, reverting back to English: “That would not
be the first time | saw you naked!”

Scarlet could feel himself reddening. “I am not naked!” he objected. He took a look at
himself, searching for a smart repartee. “I am just at some... disadvantage, here.”

Destiny chuckled a little, trying very hard not to burst out laughing.

“That’s the English reserve for you,” she retorted. “Always so uptight, so prudish...”

Scarlet scoffed. “I'm not uptight!” he protested again. “Or prudish... Well, to a certain
extent, perhaps. For God’s sake, Juliette, you should understand how embarrassing this is! You
were educated in a convent, for crying out loud! Please, | have to dress. Go back to your room.”

“I could swear I've just heard Papa!” Destiny sighed.

“I'm not your father.”

“No, you're an ex-boyfriend of mine who has a sudden case of shyness with me.” Destiny
sat down on the bed, demonstrating rather obviously to a distraught Scarlet that she had no
intention of going away. “What’s the matter, anyway?” she asked again in French. “Are you afraid
of me?”

“Why should | be afraid of you?” a dismayed Scarlet replied.

“Well, that would be rather strange now, n'est-ce pas, that a man that has no fear even of
death should be afraid of little old me...” Destiny looked mockingly at a silent and very annoyed
Scarlet. She narrowed her eyes at him again. “You think | would get you in trouble,” she added
quietly.

“What are you talking about?”

“You're not afraid of me. It's Rhapsody who frightens you so.”

Since Scarlet did not even answer her remark, Destiny gave a victorious smile.

“That’s it, isn't it true?”

“I really don’t know what you're talking about.”

“Oh, you don'’t? Paul, it's me, Juliette. | was the one who presented you to one another,
remember? If you recall, | already noticed some sparks flying between the two of you at that
time...”

“Juliette, that was three years ago...”



“Well, some people take longer than others...” Destiny smiled. “How long has it been going
on, exactly? I've suspected something for quite some time, but...”

“Do you really expect me to confide in you, while I'm dressed like this?” Scarlet asked,
frowning with perplexity.

“Well, since you're at a disadvantage... as you put it yourself.”

This time, Scarlet laughed. He pointed toward his clothes spread on the bed.

“Give me something to put on. I'll admit anything to you afterward.”

“Is that a promise?” Destiny asked him.

“Yes, it is.” Scarlet sighed. “Please, Juliette, I'm about to freeze to death, here.”

“Fat chance of that.” Destiny got to her feet, taking up Scarlet’s clothes, and walked toward
the half opened door of the bathroom.

“Don’t come any closer!” Scarlet suddenly urged her, stopping her right in her tracks. “Just
throw me the clothes.”

“Vraiment, Paul! You really have turned shy on me!”

She obeyed anyway and threw each piece of clothing one after the other. Scarlet expertly
caught them on the wing, save for the shirt which he received squarely in the face. He smiled at
Destiny.

“This shouldn’t take very long,” he announced before disappearing completely into the
bathroom.

Destiny nodded and turned away toward the window, checking out if they had a pretty view
of the city.

“So, how long have you had your suspicions?” came Scarlet’s voice from the bathroom.

“About you and Dianne? For some months, now.” The view wasn’t so bad, Destiny thought.
Well, the manager didn’t lie about that. “They became certitude when | saw that rock on her
dresser.”

“Rock?”

“The ring you gave her. A big ruby, surrounded by smaller diamonds... | thought the
colour of the principal stone was a dead giveway to who gave it to her.”

“Oh!” There was a short moment of silence, before Scarlet continued: “Maybe | should tell
Dianne to be more careful with that ring.”

“Don’t bother,” Destiny replied. “I have seen it only once, and only for a moment.”

Scarlet came out of the bathroom, fully dressed with trousers, shirt and socks. He was still
busy buttoning his cuffs when Destiny turned to him with a faint smile.

“So,” she said, “| take it you're engaged now?”

Scarlet nodded. “Yes, we are. Since Valentine’s Day.”

“You always were the romantic one,” Destiny remarked fondly. “Who knows about this?”

“Only Adam and Karen.” Scarlet shrugged. “I haven’t told my parents yet, and Dianne
hasn’t told her father, either. In fact, they don’t even know we’ve been seeing each other.”

“I hope your father won’t be as difficult with her as he was with me,” Destiny noted. She
remembered vividly how Scarlet’s father, General Charles Metcalfe, commander of Winchester
Air Base, had reacted to his only son going out with her. He didn’t seem to trust the young
woman’s real feelings toward Paul. She shook her head. “No, | don’t think he would object to you
marrying Dianne. She’ll find a way to charm him. Why | didn’t succeed in that is still puzzling me,
though.”

“I think you tried too hard,” Scarlet retorted, smiling a little.

“What about Colonel White?” Destiny asked.

Scarlet scowled. “What about him?”

“Don’t avoid the question. You know what | mean. He doesn’t know, évidemment?”

Scarlet made a face and shrugged again. “You know how it is, Juliette. | haven’t worked up
the courage to tell him about it yet.”

“So,” Destiny smiled, “You may just decide yet to do like Blue and Symphony and go get
married without telling him...”

“Are you kidding?” Scarlet started to protest. Then he shook his head. “| must admit, the
thought had crossed my mind,” he finished.

“Then it's a good thing it's ME who is here with you, today.” Destiny continued. “What, if
Dianne had come with you, this adventure may have ended up as a double wedding.”
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“Don’t joke about that. | tried hard to talk Adam and Karen out of it. Can you imagine if the
colonel happened to find out? There would be Hell to pay.”

“Yes, for us as well as for them, since we would be regarded as ‘accomplices’. But | think
we were very cautious about this. Karen and Adam having gone in Texas before coming over
here, and us coming on our own from Los Angeles... | don’t think anyone could suspect this was
planned all along.”

“l don’t know. The colonel isn’t a fool, you know.”

“Then why don’t you tell him about YOUR situation with Rhapsody?”

“Would you believe I'm SCARED of the old man?”

“That, | would believe.” Destiny smiled. “Well, whatever you decide to do, let me be the first
to congratulate you... after Blue and Symphony, of course.”

Scarlet grinned broadly when Destiny came to him, with her arms opened, and hugged him
warmly, kissing him on both cheeks. There was a time, he thought, about two years ago, just
after he snapped out of the Mysterons’ control, when she would not even give him the time of
day. She did not trust him, did not even consider him the real Paul Metcalfe, since his original
body had been destroyed in the car crash, and then recreated by the incredible powers of the
Mysterons, into a clone whose only purpose was to follow the orders of his masters. That Scarlet
should have broken free of their influence was due merely to a twist of fate and thinking about it
now only brought up one more concern to his mind.

“You don’t know how happy | am for you!” Destiny was saying in French, still hugging him.
“You and Dianne, | think you were meant for each other.”

“Yeah, I'm happy too,” Scarlet stated. “But you do realize, of course that there is ONE
major drawback to all this...”

“Whatever do you mean?”

“You know what | mean. My... particular condition?”

Destiny broke the embrace and looked at her friend, realizing what he was implying.

Since his encounter with the Mysterons, Captain Scarlet had become virtually
indestructible. He had acquired the ability to heal from any injury, even a fatal one, in a matter of
hours... He could not be killed and had proven this amazing power repeatedly over the last two
years, putting his life on the line and taking on missions that would have meant certain death to
anyone else. Destiny herself had seen him ‘die’ before, and then come back to life again, his
body completely unscathed, and himself seeming to be totally oblivious to what he had gone
through.

Destiny knew for a fact that his condition had caused him a great deal of distress. For a
long time, and even now, she realised, he had felt apart, different from other, normal human
beings. He had confided in her, in the first year following his initial ‘death’, that he was afraid he
could eventually lose his sense of identity, that he would not be able to relate to the rest of the
world. In that respect, he felt desperately alone, and she was particularly grateful that, for
Scarlet’s sake, he was surrounded by some very good friends. The fact that he had fallen in love
with Rhapsody Angel and eventually became engaged to her was a very good sign.

“Now, Paul,” Destiny said in a soothing voice, “I don't think that should be a problem for you
and Dianne. I'm quite sure she thought hard about it before...”

“l don'’t think you understand,” Scarlet interrupted abruptly. He hesitated and sighed
heavily. “Juliette, for the past two years, have you noticed anything different about me?”

“Anything different? Well, apart from the fact that you seem a little more at ease with your
indestructibility...”

“I mean about my appearance, Juliette,” Scarlet cut in again. She looked at him, puzzled,
and he shook his head. “l don’'t seem to have changed much, do |?”

“No... At least... | don’t see anything different.” Destiny frowned. “What are you trying to
say?”

“Don’t you think I should, at least, AGE, Juliette?”

“Are you saying...”

“Yeah,” Scarlet sighed. “l haven'’t told anyone about that, beside Doctor Fawn, Adam...
and Dianne, of course. And without being sure about it, | think the colonel might know too. | may
be stuck forever just the way | was looking when the Mysterons took me over.”

“That would mean that in twenty years...”
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“I would STILL look like this. And fifty years from now, it would be the same.”

Destiny was amazed. She could not take her eyes off him. “Diable!” she murmured. “We're
not talking only invulnerability, here, but... what? Immortality?” The word seemed so strange, yet
accurate enough.

Scarlet nodded grimly. “What good is immortality if you've got nobody to share it with?” he
grumbled.

Destiny shook her head in disbelief. “What does Docteur Fawn have to say about this?”

“Nothing much,” Scarlet answered curtly. “He said there’s nothing really conclusive yet.”
He stuck his fists into his trouser pockets, sighing. “But here | am, two years later, feeling
absolutely the same physically, absolutely unchanged. Damn it, | don’t even have grey hair yet! |
think that with our kind of job, and the Mysterons to boot, | should at least have some!”

“How old are you, Paul?” Destiny asked him.

“Thirty-three... Well, technically. | was thirty-one when the Mysterons... well, you know.”

“So, you're at an age where physical differences often are not so apparent,” the French girl
remarked. “And you don’t have grey hair? That doesn’t prove a thing. Lots of people don’t have
any before their late thirties. Others have it before their twenties. Look at Captain Magenta.
He’s about the same age as you. His hair is as black as yours... | don’t think he has grey ones
either.”

“He’s about two years and a half older then me,” Scarlet replied, musing. A sudden thought
came into his mind. He looked at Destiny, narrowing his eyes. “How do you know about him not
having grey hair?” he asked.

He saw the young woman blushing violently. “A lucky guess, maybe?”

“Mmm... Perhaps Blue and | aren’t the only ones around Cloudbase with a secret
girlfriend...” Scarlet said jokingly. He instantly received a thump on the chest in protest and
laughed out loud. “Hey! Striking a superior officer! | could have you court-martialled for that!”

“Try it, and I'll sing like a bird about you and Rhapsody, Captain!” Destiny hissed mockingly.
“Seriously, Paul, about Magenta and me...”

“Your secret is safe with me, you know that.”

“But there is nothing serious going on!” Destiny protested indignantly. She could see by the
expression on his face that Scarlet didn’t believe her in the least. She gave up. Anyway, her
personal life wasn’t the subject of the conversation, here. His was.

“Anyway,” she said clearing her throat, “you shouldn’t worry too much about all those
thoughts that seem to be troubling you. We live very fast lives, Paul. All of us. Who knows what
tomorrow might bring? You should reach to every available moment of happiness you can find...
and hang on tight to them!”

“A bit of a poet now, aren’t you, Destiny Angel?” Scarlet smiled raggedly.

“Well, I'm French, Capitaine Scarlet. And after all, the best poets are French. Won't you
agree?”

“Whatever you say, chérie.”

“And somebody should try to raise your spirits, since you’re being so depressing.”

“Me, depressing?” Scarlet scowled. “| was rather, wasn’t 1?”

“Oui. Enormément.”

Scarlet sighed. “All right. I'll take your advice to heart.” He smiled broadly. “This is no time
to feel down, anyway. After all, Adam and Karen are about to get married. That should be a
happy moment!”

“Now you're talking!” Destiny said joyfully.

The phone began to buzz at that moment. Scarlet lifted the handset.

“Hello?” he called into the receiver. A wide smile came upon his face when he recognized
the voice at the other end. “Oh, hi, Adam! How’s it going?”

At the other end of the line, Adam Svenson was standing in a corner of a small smoky bar,
using a public phone. He was trying to block out some bad country music, coming from an
antique jukebox not very far from him, as he spoke into the receiver.

“I'm calling to tell you that Karen and | will arrive late at Vegas,” he said, plugging his free
ear to muffle out the music. “We took a wrong turn at a crossroads that sent us a few hundred
miles off course...”

“Who had made a mistake like that?” a bemused Scarlet asked.
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“Would you believe Karen did?”

“Sure it wasn’t deliberate?”

“I admit | have my doubts about that myself!”

Scarlet noticed his friend was almost screaming into the phone. He also noticed the
muffled music.

“What's that noise?” he asked.

“Country music,” Blue replied. “At least, it sounds like it.”

“It's positively awful!”

“Yeah, well... The place is awful as well. I'm in a small bar, at a gas station, in the middle
of the desert. ‘The Bull’'s Horn’, it's called. | won’t describe it to you. Just think of the worst you
can imagine of those kinds of places... And | can assure you, it's even worse.”

Blue could almost see his best friend frowning at the other end of the phone line. “You've
taken our Symphony into a dump like that?”

Blue laughed. “You sound exactly like a worried big brother or something like that!” he
noted with amusement.

“Well, you know | regard Karen as the sister | always wanted...” Scarlet replied, rather
primly.

“Then keep your shirt on, bro! She’s not in here.” Blue looked around, glancing over the
few men strolling around the place. None of their faces were really pleasant ones. They all
looked like rugged, tough characters. “She’s out at the gas station, filling up the car,” Blue
continued, addressing Scarlet. “We’ll find something to eat when [ finish this call and then be on
our way.”

“Not too nervous?”

“No, she seems fine.”

“I'm talking about you, Adam.”

Blue smiled. “Are you kidding? | can’t wait to be in Las Vegas so we can get on with this.
By the way, did you check out any of the chapels on the list | gave you on Cloudbase?”

“Yes, | did. [I've still got one or two left to check... But so far, there are two which seem
very nice... and they’re available for a ceremony tomorrow.”

“Great! I'll tell Karen right away. She’ll be glad to hear we will really make it.”

“When do you expect to arrive, anyway?”

“At seven... or eight tonight, at the latest.”

“That IS a long way off track! Well, at least it gives you and Karen some time alone
together.”

Blue smiled, nodding thoughtfully to himself. “You know, you really could be her brother.
She told me the exact same thing, earlier.”

“Great minds think alike, Adam, you know that.”

“Yeah, that's what they say. We’ll see you in a few hours. Did... our ‘special guest’
arrive?”

“Her plane should touch down at the airport in about a hour and a half. Juliette and | will
pick her up, don’t worry.”

“Karen will be so pleased to see her. What will you and Destiny do in the meantime?”

“Probably go to a show.”

“We really appreciate your help, buddy. Yours and Destiny’s. Give her our regards.”

“Give Karen our love. And try to be here as quick as you can.”

“Will do, buddy. See you soon.”

Captain Blue hung up the phone, sighing. Well, he thought, things were looking up. Paul
and Juliette had already arrived at the St-Maurice, a couple of the chapels he had looked at in the
brochures were available for the next day and he and Karen only were a few hours away from
getting married. No Mysteron threat, no call from Spectrum, and no Colonel White to oppose
their plans.

Now to get out of this godforsaken place and get back on the road...

Blue walked toward the exit, at a very determined pace. He was about to open the door
and go outside when he suddenly bumped into the shoulder of a big man who staggered under
the shock and turned around to face him.

“Watch where you're going, mister!”
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Blue turned too, fully aware that he was the one at fault here. “Excuse me,” he started
politely, “I didn’t see you...” He stopped in the middle of his sentence.

The rugged man, of about fifty, with greying beard and hair, particularly sharp blue eyes
and a short scar that crossed his left cheek right through to the bridge of his nose, was staring at
him blankly. Blue’s face became pale, as he recognized the face. He knew those piercing eyes,
that scar...

And the memories of them suddenly made him very uncomfortable.

“Excuse me,” he croaked.

He tried to turn away from the staring man, who then put his hand on his shoulder, stopping
him. His grip was like iron, like he didn’'t want to let go of Blue.

“Is that you, kid?” the man said, still staring at the younger man with a querying look.

Blue shivered, upon hearing that voice. He drew back from his touch, looking at him
nervously. Then he turned away. Without even answering the question, he shouldered his way
past the man and pushed the door to get out.

Fresh air, he thought. He desperately needed fresh air... and to get the Hell as far away as
possible from this place.

As he walked toward the car, where Symphony was waiting, Blue cast a quick glance over
his shoulder, toward the bar he had just left.

He could see the man with the scar, standing in the opening of the door, still looking at him.

Blue quickened his pace toward the car, feeling as if he had just seen a ghost.

A ghost he had thought had been dead and buried for twenty-five years...
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Chapter 2

“I'm very sorry, Adam. It shouldn’t have turned out this way.”

The young boy on the passenger seat gave a gloomy look at the tall blond man driving the
Jeep. He then glanced over his shoulder toward the fishing equipment on the back seat. There
was a single fish in the basket, the only one, caught by his father.

“S’all right, Dad,” the boy noted, trying to keep his voice as steady as he could. “It's not
your fault, really. At least, we had a couple of hours together at the lake.”

“I know you must be disappointed, son... After all, | promised you the whole day, just you
and me.”

“Told you, it's no big deal,” the child replied, shrugging his shoulders as if he couldn’t care
less.

“That’s good. You're being a big boy.”

The man took the phone from the dashboard and punched in numbers before putting it to
his ear; he didn’t notice his son staring at the device with a look of dismay. If only Dad had left
that home for the day, young Adam Svenson was thinking. No, he had to take it on that fishing
trip... Had to keep in contact with his work...

“This is John Svenson,” Adam’s father said into the phone. “I'm almost home. [I'll drop my
son there and go to the office after that...” He took a good look at himself, before adding with a
grin, “...Just give me some time to change clothes. Unless you want your boss to smell like
fish... Yes, that’s it. Get everything ready, then. See you later.”

He hung up, his son following his gesture with a look in which it was easy to read
disappointment. Svenson shook his head.

“Again, I'm sorry, son. But this can't be helped. This situation at the office requires my
presence.”

“It couldn’t wait 'til after the weekend?” the boy asked tentatively.

“No, it couldn’t. Immediate action has to be taken. Adam... | feel bad already as it is.
Don't be difficult about this.”

“I'm not, Dad. | was just curious.” Adam lowered his gaze.

“What will you do with the rest of the day?” his father asked him. “Go see Andy or the
young Coltrane boy? Now, what'’s his name...”

“Tommy. No, Dad. Andy’s gone with his folks for the rest of the week. And Tommy isn’t
home either. He’s at football camp.”

“The rest of your friends?”

“It's Sunday, Dad. They've all got other things to do.” Like | had too, Adam added to
himself. With my father. He shrugged. ‘I guess I'll catch up on my reading.”

Svenson smiled broadly. At nine, his son was able to read stuff that would deter even
some adults he knew. He had caught him reading ‘Moby Dick’, the month before. Not an easy
book to read, even for an adult.

“And what are you reading, these days?”

‘James Bond.”

“Oh really?” Svenson frowned. “Isn’t that a little heavy for your age?”

“No, not really... Ilove it, you know. I'd give anything to live a life like that when | grow up.
Excitement, adventures, secret missions...”

“..Chicks?”

Young Adam grumbled. “Maybe that | can do without...”

His father chuckled indulgently. “Over time, you'll change your mind about girls. And
sooner than you realize, | bet.”

“Whatever.” Adam hesitated a few seconds, before looking up at his father, worry in his
clear blue eyes. “Dad, | was just thinking... You will be home next Saturday, right?”

Svenson glanced at the boy. He gave him a reassuring smile. “Don’t worry, | didn’t forget.
| promised you I'd be there.” He tousled the young boy’s blond hair with his right hand, in a
teasing gesture. “I wouldn’t miss my son’s big game, now would 1?”
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“Stop that, Dad! | really hate it!” Nevertheless, Adam’s tone was a lot happier. At least, he
was thinking, his father being there at the baseball game next week would more than make up for
this disastrous fishing trip!

“You think your team will win, Adam?” John Svenson asked.

“I'm the best hitter they have, Dad!” Adam replied with a broad grin. “We’ll destroy the
other guys!”

“That’s the spirit!” Svenson laughed. “Look in the glove compartment, son. There’s
something in there for you.”

The curious little boy eagerly opened the compartment. Something made of black cloth fell
into his lap; Adam immediately recognized what it was and picked it up, a satisfied smile widening
on his tanned face. “A Red Sox cap! Thanks, Dad...” He noticed two small pieces of cardboard
that were pinned inside and took them to get a closer look. “Tickets for the next game... against
the Blue Jays!” Adam’s eyes widened. “Wow, Dad! That's cool!”

“Just behind the Red Sox dugout, son. Happy?”

“Am | happy?” The ecstatic boy put the cap on. It was just a little too large for his head
and the visor almost completely covered his eyes.

Svenson smiled. “Some adjustment is in order, it seems. Ask your mother to do it for you.”

“l will, Dad.”

“Isn’t ‘Blue Jays’ the name of your team, by the way?”

“Yeah, that’s it... That’s funny! We'll go to the game together, right?”

“Sure we will.”

The Jeep pulled off the road into the driveway leading to the Svenson house, an old
ancestral mansion that had been built some four or five generations earlier. Adam looked up
front as the vehicle rolled quietly between the trees bordering the drive.

“Will you be home late, Dad?” he asked his father.

“I'll be busy for the rest of the day, Adam. | have to prepare for an important trip to New
York.”

“You're leaving?”

“Just for a couple of days.”

Adam’s expression was one of total disappointment. His father looked curiously at him.
“I've gone on business trips before. You should be accustomed to this by now. Why do you look
so gloomy today?”

“l was just hoping... that you would throw a few balls with me. You know, | could use the
practice before the big game next week-end.”

“Well, I can’t. And I'm about sure | won't have a single minute for myself until next week-
end.” Svenson cast a glance at his son. The boy was keeping silent, but it was obvious how he
felt about this. His father had put work before his son too many times.

At the side of the driveway, Svenson saw a tall, bulky man, who was busy pruning a small
tree. Seeing the Jeep passing by, the man waved at the driver and the young passenger,
welcoming them back home. Adam didn’t seem to notice him.

“Why not ask Grover to play ball with you?” Svenson asked his son.

Adam frowned. What a singular idea! Grover was the resident gardener, newly hired by
his father at the beginning of summer. “Why would | ask him?”

“Well, | talked with him the other day... He was watching you practising baseball with your
friends and seemed very interested by it... And | learned he actually was a professional player in
the Minor Leagues, some years ago.”

“Yeah, | know,” the boy grumbled with bad humour. “He was with the Trenton Thunder, the
Red Sox double-A team. He keeps telling me that. Always wants to give me tips...”

“He could give you some pointers,” Svenson insisted.

“l don’t want to play ball with some gardener!” Adam protested. “I want to play ball with
Your

“l told you, Adam, it's not possible...”

“Besides, | hate him.”

Svenson stared at his son, wondering about this obviously despicable statement, so
unnatural coming from him. “Now, that’s new. Why do you hate Grover?”

Adam shrugged. “Don’t know,” he mumbled.
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“There must be a reason, Adam,” his father insisted. “He seems nice to you...”

“l don’t know, Dad, it’s just a feeling | have... | know he’s trying to be nice, but...” Adam
sighed heavily, unable to explain himself. He didn't trust that Grover guy. It was creepy, how he
was always butting in when he was playing with his friends. He didn't like seeing him around his
family, especially his mother and little brother Peter. He didn’t believe his affected niceness and
the forced smile he displayed whenever he addressed him or his father. It was just too much...

“He looks neglected, and he always wears dirty clothes and... | just don’t like his face,
that’s all,” the young boy finally told his father.

“That’s enough,” Svenson said sternly. “You can’t go on in life hating people just because
you ‘don't like their faces’. That’s not how decent people act, Adam. Life has been kind to us...
We are privileged with riches some people like Grover can only dream of... but that doesn’t mean
we’re better than them, or that we shouldn’t regard them as our equals.”

“Yes, Dad...” Adam lowered his gaze. That was the kind of speech he hated hearing from
his father. He thought he must have heard it thousands of times. “You want me to be nice to
him?”

“l suppose you weren’t?”

“Well... I just ignored him... Dad, | can’t pretend, you know that!”

“Make a little effort,” Svenson said sharply. “I'm disappointed in you, Adam. Granted,
Grover has a neglected look. His clothes are worn out and dirty... but he’s a gardener. He works
the soil for a living and he does it well. It's normal that he should look that way. You're lucky,
son. YOU'll never have to do those kind of jobs for a living.”

“No. I'm gonna be a test pilot.”

“Don’t change the subject.” Svenson sighed. The week before, Adam wanted to be a
scuba diver. Next week, and judging from his current reading, he’d probably set his sights on a
secret agent’s career. That was becoming quite annoying. “You should never judge a person by
the way he looks or the work he does, Adam. You understand that?”

“Yes, Dad,” the boy murmured, looking down in shame.

“And | do want you to be nice to Grover from now on, right?”

“Okay, Dad. Whatever you want...”

“You'll be a good kid. | know you will...”

“Would you mind telling me what’s wrong with you?”

It had been more than a half hour since Blue and Symphony had left the gas station. The
young woman had been completely taken aback by the rude way her boyfriend had suddenly
decided to take off, without even having something to eat, as they’d previously planned. Blue
hadn’t said one single word ever since and was keeping his eyes on the road. Something was on
his mind, that was for sure; something that was upsetting him greatly, and that he didn’t want to
share with Symphony.

“What is it, Big Blue?” she insisted. “Why the silent treatment?”

When he didn’t answer, she sighed heavily.

“You did reach Paul in Las Vegas, didn’t you?”

He simply nodded.

“Did he say something to upset you?”

She didn’t think it would be that. Paul and Adam were the closest of friends, almost like
brothers. Neither of them would never do or say anything to hurt the other, at least not
intentionally. There were the occasional wisecracks, of course, but never anything really mean.

“What could he have said to upset me?” Blue muttered.

Well, at least he’s talking again, Symphony thought. “What is it then?” She sighed once
more. “Did something happen in that bar?” She saw his right brow twitch. “Okay,” she said,
nodding. “Something happened in the bar...”

“Nothing happened in there!” Blue snapped suddenly at her.

Symphony’s eyes widened in surprise. Yelling in anger was so unlike him. And she knew
he wasn’t angry with her.
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“Then what is it?” she asked again, more forcefully. “Adam, | think | know you fairly well.
I've never seen you like this before! Not even with your father...”

Blue scowled. He and his father didn’t get along very well. It had really started when Blue
had decided not to follow in the paternal footsteps, working as a successful financier, and instead
chose to become a test pilot at the World Aeronautic Society. He disappointed and worried his
father even more when he later accepted the job of a security agent at the WAS, and things got
again more complicated when Blue announced, about three years ago, that he would join
Spectrum. NOW he even had to relinquish his family name of Svenson. He'd had to adopt the
colour-code name of Captain Blue, and no one outside of his immediate family was permitted to
know his real identity. To John Svenson, that had been the last straw. He had barely spoken to
his son for the better part of these past three years. And Blue was despairing of ever making
peace with his father. These days, when they met, it was always brief, with heated words
between them each and every time. Blue had about given up trying to convince his father that he
had chosen his own path, and that he was happy with it.

“Don’t bring my father into this,” Blue muttered coldly.

“Well, what then?” Symphony asked again. “Are you angry with me? Have | done
something wrong?”

“No!” Blue looked at her, and she saw the anguish in his features. “Don’t you ever say
that, Karen... You know you could never do anything to make me angry with you.” He turned
back up front and blew a deep sigh. “It’s not you... it's me.”

“Adam, please, talk to me.” Symphony put a hand on his arm. She felt him tense under his
sleeve. “If we are to get married...” She stopped suddenly and a glimmer of concern passed
through her eyes. “Thatis... if you still want to get married.”

Blue violently pressed down the brake. The car came to an abrupt halt. He turned to the
young woman, obviously shocked by what she had just said. He took her hand in his and looked
longingly into her eyes.

“How can you ever doubt I'd changed my mind about that?” he asked her, his voice hoarse.
“Karen, my feelings toward you haven’t changed. | promise you, nothing will ever prevent me
marrying you.”

“Nothing?”

“l swear to you. I'm sorry if | caused you to doubt that.”

He hugged her and kissed her. She let herself be washed by his love.

“I want to believe you,” she answered, cuddling into his strong arms. “But | do so want to
know what just happened to you back there.”

“That was nothing to concern yourself about,” Blue replied, his voice having returned to his
normal, gentle self. “Anyway, it’s finished, now.”

He started up the car; Symphony could not help but notice that he was casting a nervous
glance at the rear view mirror. She looked over her shoulder. Theirs was the only car on the
road.

“You're really sure it's finished?” she asked him.

Blue looked at her. Nothing escaped her, it seemed. He nodded. “Sorry. Old habits die
hard.” He paused a second, then sighed again. “Do you believe in ghosts, Karen?”

She scratched the back of her head, looking for a smart answer. “Let’s see... | live in the
sky, in an aircraft the majority of people would think is an impossibility. | fight alien invaders from
Mars, who destroy people and things so they can recreate them for their own use... and | work
daily with a man who has died and come back to life numerous times... Do | believe in ghosts?
Why not?”

Blue frowned. “Well, until about an hour ago, | didn’t believe in them. Then | just saw one
in that bar.”

“What are you talking about?”

“Did you see that man who was looking at me when | got out of that joint?”

“A big guy, of about fifty, with brown hair, greying on the temples, and a beard?”

“You still have a good sense of observation, | see.”

“Years in training at the Secret Service can do that to a girl. Beside, he was hard to miss.
Especially with that limp of his.”
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Blue looked at Symphony, intrigued by the remark. “I didn’t even notice he was limping,”
he said, shaking his head.

“Well, he was,” Symphony insisted. “You wouldn’t have noticed, because you were just too
busy jumping into the car to get away from there...” She looked at Blue. “You were running away
from that guy, weren’t you?”

“Yes, exactly. And if you ever encounter him again, you’d be wise to do like me and get the
hell away from him.”

“That’s strange. I've never known you to be afraid of anything or anybody before. You
didn’t seem to know the meaning of fear.”

Blue snorted. “That’s a misconception! | don’t know any of us in Spectrum who isn’t
frightened by the Mysterons and the extent of their powers. | know | was scared as hell when |
found out exactly what they’d done to Paul, to take him under their control.”

“But that man over there,” Symphony said softly, “It seems he frightens you even more.
That's the ghost you were talking about?”

“Yeah, sort of.” Blue shuddered. “He’s bad news, Karen. As bad as they come. To think |
would run into him here, in the Nevada desert. God! What were the chances?”

“Who is he, Adam?”

“I told you: only a ghost. The ghost of a man | met twenty-five years ago.”

“Twenty-five...? But you were just a kid, back then!”

“I tell you, he made an indelible impression,” Blue mumbled. He shrugged the thought of
that man away. At least, he tried. “Let’s not talk about him now. It brings back too many bad
memories. And today isn’t a day for that.” He smiled. “l almost forgot: Paul checked out some of
the chapels on the list | gave him. He said there are two which seem very nice... and that are
available tomorrow.”

“Tomorrow?” Symphony repeated. “What about tonight?”

“Oh boy! You're in a hurry!”

“Adam, we don’t know when we might be recalled for duty. It could be tomorrow!”

“You're right. Well, when we get to Vegas, we’ll see if one of those chapels can marry us,
as soon as possible.” He looked at Symphony. “Are you satisfied with that?”

“I'am if you are.”

“You know the answer to that. Now is there anything else you want?”

“Well,” Symphony grumbled, “I would like to eat something.”

“Eat...” Blue scowled. “Oh God, we didn’t get anything to eat back there, did we?”

“You should ask?” Symphony scoffed. “You were too busy pushing me back into the car to
listen to my protests!”

“I'm sorry. | only thought of myself, | guess. You're hungry?”

“Hungry? I'm famished, Adam!”

“What'’s the next town?”

Symphony took the road map on the dashboard and unfolded it. She followed the road
with her finger and found what Blue was asking for.

“Los Lobos,” she announced. “About one hundred miles from the station we’ve just left.”

“Nothing in between?”

“Nope. It seems | am condemned to die of starvation before we reach there.”

“Come on, we’ll be there in about a half-hour.”

“Are you crazy? You're going to break the speed limit?”

“Hey! | drive faster than that when I'm in pursuit!”

“This car isn’t reinforced like an SPV, Big Blue.”

“But the road is smooth and straight. So why not have a little fun? And a rush of
adrenalin?”

“You know, we could do that in a jet. We could go a lot faster and at least, at 40,000 feet
there aren’t many telephone poles to collide with.”

“Coward,” Blue smiled mockingly.

Symphony shot him a murderous glance. “Nobody calls me a coward,” she replied curtly.
“Burn some rubber, Svenson. Let’s see how fast this car really is.”

“Well, at least as long as it stays in one piece,” Blue quietly replied.
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He shifted into gear and pushed down the pedal to the floor before Symphony could utter
one single protest over his last remark.

Meanwhile, one of the causes of Captain Blue’s and Symphony Angel’s concerns about
their impending wedding was working on some reports in the Control Room of Cloudbase. Since
Spectrum had succeeded in thwarting the last Mysteron threat, things were keeping pretty quiet
around the world and Colonel White was taking advantage of the opportunity to complete delayed
paperwork with Lieutenant Green.

Somehow, White could not focus on his work. He’d read the same paragraph of the report
spread in front of him four times now. Something was bothering him, but he could not quite put
his finger on what it could be.

Frustrated by his lack of concentration, Colonel White threw his pen down on his circular
desk and sighed. Resting his chin in his hands, he cast a distracted eye toward Lieutenant
Green, still working at his station.

What was bothering him, anyway? Did he find that things had been too quiet for the last
couple of days? He had been in this kind of business far too long not to know that such periods
often preceded a violent storm of some sort. And since this whole business with the Mysterons
had started off, about two years earlier, nothing had ever proved itself truer.

White certainly was feeling uneasy that his two best agents, Captains Scarlet and Blue, had
gone on a prolonged furlough at the same time... But White had thought it best to let it be that
way, so his best team would be on hand and still working perfectly when the time came for it.
They had already worked around the clock too often these last months. White couldn’t very well
ask them to continue that way much longer before seeing one of them breaking down at one point
or another. In the case of Scarlet, Colonel White knew that the man, due to his particular
condition, needed far less rest time than an ordinary man. But even he needed some time out, if
not physically, then emotionally.

It was those thoughts of Scarlet and, by extension, of Blue, that were puzzling White. The
colonel had been present that very morning when Scarlet had called Lieutenant Green to report
that Destiny had just arrived in Los Angeles to join him and that they were going together to Las
Vegas, where they intended taking their furlough. That call was standard procedure, of course...
Even on vacations, Spectrum agents had to report their changes of location, and stay available in
case of emergency calls. White generally tried his best not to disturb any vacationer, but, more
often than not, it couldn’t be helped.

White was still looking Lieutenant Green’s way, still wondering what was bothering him so.
“Tell me, Lieutenant,” he suddenly asked his aide, “has Captain Scarlet called since this morning
to confirm his arrival in Las Vegas?”

Lieutenant Green looked over his computer screen and tapped some keys. Having found
the information, he nodded. “He called at ten A.M., local time, sir. He and Destiny have taken
two rooms at the St-Maurice Hotel.”

White nodded thoughtfully. “And Captain Blue must still be in Texas,” he said, more to
himself than as if to ask a question.

Lieutenant Green’s answer had the effect of taking his superior aback. “No, sir. According
to Captain Blue’s last report this morning, he and Symphony have decided to leave El Paso, to
travel by car to Las Vegas, through the desert.”

“To Vegas?” a puzzled White repeated.

“Yes, Colonel. They left early this morning.” Green smiled. “They must be on their way to
join Captain Scarlet and Destiny.”

“Must be, yes,” Colonel White mused. “l should imagine those four will have quite a time
together in Las Vegas...”

“I should think too, sir.”

Green went back to his work and White picked up his pen. He tried to take up his reading
where he had left it.

Without any success.
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Lieutenant Green’s report had stirred up more puzzling questions. Blue and Symphony
were going to Las Vegas through the desert? Now that was an odd decision to make. The road
must be a long one...

“Why not charter a plane?” White thought out loud.

“Sir?”

Lieutenant Green raised his head to his superior. Colonel White was distractedly playing
with his pen. “Captain Blue and Symphony are both pilots... Why not charter a plane to go to
Vegas instead of travelling by car through the desert?”

“I don’t know, sir.” Lieutenant Green gave a perplexed gaze at his commander. “Maybe
they wanted to do some sight-seeing.”

“Lieutenant, have you ever been to the American Southwest?”

“Er... No, sir.”

“Well, don’t bother. It's a desert climate, quite inhospitable. Murderously hot by day,
bitterly cold by night, and there’s nothing to see out there for hundreds of miles.”

“Oh!” Lieutenant Green gave it some thought, then smiled broadly. “Then maybe they just
want to spend some time alone together.”

Green’s remark was meant as a joke. Since he went back immediately after to his work, he
didn’t see the odd look his superior was giving him.

Some time alone together? Yes, that was quite possible, White thought. He wasn’t a fool.
For a long time now, he had known something was going on between Blue and Symphony, and
he knew of the two’s efforts in trying to keep it a secret. But unbeknown to them, they weren’t
very successful, and White suspected that it was more than probable than everybody onboard
Cloudbase knew about it. They even had Scarlet as an accomplice, having him on the look-out
just outside the Promenade Deck whenever they went to meet up there. White almost caught
them red-handed once or twice, but Scarlet always managed to distract him in one way or
another. Of course, White reflected, Blue was also helping Scarlet in kind, as he himself was
involved in a quite similar relationship with Rhapsody Angel. The colonel had found that out a
few weeks earlier, quite by chance. And THAT secret, until that moment, he had not suspected.

Since the game of cat and mouse seemed to amuse all of them so greatly, White had
played along, letting everyone believe he was none the wiser about what was going on behind his
back. So far, it hadn't interfered in any way with their work, so he had really nothing to say
against it. He was just a little disappointed that they all should think so badly of him as to believe
he would be against this kind of relationship.

Now another thought, specifically concerning Captain Blue and Symphony, was forming in
Colonel White’s mind as he mulled over what he had just learned from Green...

Scarlet and Destiny had been in Los Angeles, then went to Las Vegas... and Blue and
Symphony were in El Paso, and then decided to take the road to join the other two.

White wondered if that hadn’t all been prepared all in advance.

What was the name of that hotel where Captain Scarlet and Destiny were staying?

The St-Maurice.

Colonel White had a terminal built into his desk, connected to Lieutenant Green'’s
computer. He turned away from his reading, tapped a few keys on the keyboard, and looked
down at the screen. Even if he wasn’t a computer genius like Lieutenant Green, or Captain
Magenta, Colonel White certainly knew his way around computers too, and with one as
sophisticated as the one on Cloudbase, it was fairly easy to find any information he wanted in the
world.

He gained entry to the registers of the Las Vegas St-Maurice Hotel and searched the
reservations records.

There. Reservations for two connecting rooms, made by Adam Svenson...

Three days ago.

So. This travel through the desert hadn’t really been decided this morning, just as White
suspected. Why would Blue lie about it to Lieutenant Green?

White cast a wondering look toward the young Black man seated at his console and going
on with his work. A sudden amusing thought seemed to suddenly cross his mind and White saw
him chuckle — although the young man was trying his best not to show it.

The Colonel looked at him inquisitively. “What is it you found so funny, Lieutenant?”
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“Just... a crazy thought, sir. Quite trivial, to be honest...”

“Would you care to share it with me?”

The Colonel’s tone was pleasant enough. Green hesitated just one second; he addressed
his commanding officer with a broad smile. “l was just thinking, sir... You know Las Vegas has a
lot of chapels and that people can get married very quickly there...”

“I| fail to see what you’re driving at, Lieutenant,” White noted, his interest waning.

“Well, Captain Scarlet and Destiny Angel were engaged once...”

“A LONG time ago, yes.”

“Wouldn't it be funny if they tied the knot whilst they're there? They would have the
opportunity.”

Green’s remark was innocent enough, but the odd way the Colonel looked at him and the
apparent twitch over his left eye made Green wonder if he had done well telling him that. “No,
Lieutenant, that would NOT be funny,” White replied rather curtly. “I'm quite sure Captain Scarlet
and Destiny Angel have NOT rekindled their relationship. And it's not because Las Vegas is full
of chapels that it automatically means people who go there get married.”

Green cleared his throat, somehow uncomfortable. “Yes, sir,” he said piteously. “I'm sorry
to have bothered you with that...”

White shook his head, without answering. The lieutenant’s reflection had somehow stirred
some more thoughts to his mind.

What was so interesting in Las Vegas, anyway? White thought. Lots of casinos... Neither
Blue nor Scarlet, nor the girls, were the gambling kind. Granted, there were also some pretty
good shows... And dozens of Elvis Presley impersonators who were still going strong nearly a
century after the so-called king of Rock n’ Roll’s demise.

There were also wedding chapels, as Green pointed out... Plenty of them. Las Vegas was
renowned throughout the world for the quick, easy and varied ways people could marry there. It
was the town’s second most important industry.

White frowned deeply. He wasn’t worried about Scarlet and Destiny getting married there,
as Green had half-jokingly implied. He knew about Scarlet and Rhapsody being engaged. He
had inadvertently seen the ring the captain had given the Angel pilot. He didn’t know if they had
made specific plans about it already, but if it had been Rhapsody instead of Destiny who had
gone with him to Vegas...

Oh no! the colonel suddenly realised, as a sudden thought crossed his mind. Blue and
Symphony... THEY would not dare to do THAT, he hoped. It was one thing, trying to deceive him
about their fooling around, but another altogether to go and get married behind his back!

Colonel White shrugged the thought away and took his pen to return to his work. He had
let his imagination get the better of him, he thought. After all, they were reasonable people...

He threw his pen down again.

Right. Reasonable. Symphony was certainly the most reckless of all the Angel pilots, and
she had found herself in more than one desperate hot spot in the past. And Captain Blue was no
better. His worst stunt to date, White recalled, was when he and Scarlet deliberately disobeyed
orders, by staying in Base Concorde, trying to stop a rocket programmed to strike the very same
spot they were standing on.

“No,” the colonel muttered to himself, even as the doubt sank deeper into his mind. “They
wouldn't...”

He didn’t know how far Destiny Angel would let herself be involved in a foolhardy plan like
this, but he knew far too well that he couldn’t count on Captain Scarlet to try and prevent it.

He would certainly go along with it.

“They WOULDY!”

Colonel White smacked his hand loudly on his desk. Lieutenant Green jumped at his
station and turned to his commander, who was looking anything but serene.

“Something the matter, sir?” he asked, astounded by White’s outburst.

The colonel had been pretty quiet and thoughtful since he had asked those questions about
Captains Blue and Scarlet, ten minutes ago. What could be bothering him now? Green could
see he was upset.

“Where’s Captain Grey, Lieutenant?”
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Colonel White’s voice was hard and his blue stare was blazing with inner fury. Yes,
thought Green, something is definitely bothering him. Something, or, more probably, someONE.
Green certainly would not want to be in that person’s shoes.

“Captain Grey? Er... he’s in the officers’ lounge, sir. He was about to fly down to New
York Headquarters...”

“Cancel that flight,” Colonel White interrupted abruptly. “Call him and tell him to come up
here.”

“Right away, sir?” a puzzled Green asked.

“No, Lieutenant, next Christmas!” White almost snapped at him.

Oh, boy! Green thought, better be careful not to get on his bad side. The lieutenant went to
his mic and made a call to the officers’ lounge, summoning Captain Grey to come to the Control
Room — immediately. Then he took a chance by turning once again toward his commander, who
had just closed the folder before him, in one decisive gesture.

“If  may ask you, sir...”

“Yes, Lieutenant?” White was standing up, his anger still fairly apparent, but cooling down
a little. Green swallowed hard before continuing.

“Is something bothering you?” he asked. ‘I don’t know, maybe because of what | said
earlier... About Captain Scarlet and Destiny...”

White sighed. It was wrong of him to let Lieutenant Green take the brunt of his temper, he
thought. The kid wasn’t the one responsible.

“No, Lieutenant,” he said. “There’s nothing wrong... not much, anyway, and that’s got
NOTHING to do with your earlier reflection.” He paused a second, then continued: “l just
realized | needed a holiday of my own.”

“Sir?” Green was perplexed. For Colonel White to actually admit he needed a vacation,
something was definitely wrong.

“You don’t agree with me, Lieutenant?” White asked, seeing his aide so unnaturally silent.

“No, sir. | mean... yes, sir.” Green sighed. “Sir, it's a fact that you have worked harder
than anyone else on Cloudbase, these past few months. And your last vacation turned out...
well... rather badly.”

“Tell me about it,” Colonel White grumbled.

At that moment, Captain Grey entered the Control Room and Colonel White turned to greet
him.

“That was fast, Captain. Did you run all the way from the officers’ lounge?”

Captain Grey wasn’t quite sure if question was meant as a joke, which, in itself, would feel
really unnatural coming from his commander. But he could sense the bothered tone in Colonel
White’s voice. He decided to turn around the remark.

“Lieutenant Green’s call seemed rather urgent, sir,” he said, saluting his commander.

“Urgent? Oh, well...” White cleared his throat. “l want you to take command of Cloudbase,
Captain. I've just decided to give myself a few days holiday.”

“A vacation, sir?” Grey’s tone was as perplexed as Green’s had been.

White rolled his eyes. “WHY does everybody always seem so surprised when | decide to
take leave?” he asked.

“Well, you're certainly entitled to it, sir,” Grey responded, trying to smile.

“Glad you agree.”

“But since your last... ‘holiday’ in London, you have to understand that we’re rather
concerned to see you go down there alone.”

“Don’t you think | can take care of myself?” White grumbled. “The last time, | was
surprised. That isn’t likely to happen again.”

“Of course not, sir,” Grey said, quietly nodding his understanding.

“And | don’t intend to take this holiday alone,” White added, almost to himself. He didn’t
elaborate, and neither of his officers asked what he meant by that. He cleared his throat. “Now,
do you accept command of Cloudbase?”

“It would be an honour, sir.”

“Good. So, you're in command, as of now. Have a plane ready for me. [Ill leave
immediately.”

“May | ask where you're going, sir?”
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“Las Vegas.”

Lieutenant Green almost choked upon hearing that. He had the strength not to let his
surprise be too apparent. But he couldn’t help wondering why Colonel White would choose to
take his vacation at the very same place as Captains Scarlet and Blue.

“I'll give you my exact location when | get there,” Colonel White was telling Captain Grey.
“Notify me if there’s any emergency.”

“Of course, sir,” Grey replied.

“Very well. Then I'll be on my way.”

White wasted no time heading toward the exit. A still perplexed Captain Grey called to him:
“Colonel White?”

White stopped and turned on his heel, just as the door was opening before him. Grey gave
him a smile. “Have a good time, sir.”

White grinned back at him, a bit curtly. “I'm sure | will, Captain. Lieutenant...”

“Take care, Colonel,” Green answered.

White nodded and disappeared through the sliding door. Still very confused at how fast the
transfer of command had been done, Captain Grey turned to Lieutenant Green.

“Wow! Talk about being in a hurry! Do you know what motivated such a quick decision,
Lieutenant?”

Green shrugged. As Colonel White’s aide, he often found himself the unwilling witness of
some events that even the captains of the senior staff were not aware of. Green had never
betrayed Colonel White’s confidence in him. Today would not be different. Especially since he
didn’t have a clue what it was all about. He could only suspect that it had something to do with
Captain Scarlet, or Captain Blue. And he couldn’t help himself wondering if HE wasn’t the one
who had set him off after either of them.

“l don’t know, sir,” Green said to Captain Grey. “That was as sudden for me as it was for
you.”

“Oh, well!” Grey sighed and went to sit at the commander’s circular desk. He removed his
cap and put it away. “Have the plane ready for the colonel, then. With the mood he’s in, |
certainly don’t want to make him wait needlessly for it.”

“Neither do |, Captain,” Lieutenant Green replied, refraining from sighing heavily. “Neither
do 1"

Los Lobos was a quiet little town with no more than a couple of hundred houses and
buildings, surrounded by drifting desert dirt. There was a gas station, of course, with its own bus
stop, a general store, the sheriff's office, with its jail, a post office, a little hotel, a bar, no more
commendable than the one Blue had phoned Scarlet from earlier that day, and most importantly,
at least from Symphony’s point of view, a cantina.

Captain Blue had stopped his rented car right in front of it and he and his girlfriend had
entered to order the best meal the house had to offer. Blue wasn’t really hungry himself, but he
gave it a try, if just to accompany Symphony, who was literally famished. And she loved Mexican
food, and proved it double time.

Blue was staring at her, obviously bewildered that so delicate a girl should be able to
apparently inhale so much food. She was finishing her second portion of apple pie when she
noticed that Blue wasn’t eating his first one.

“You're not hungry?” she asked him.

Blue shook his head. He looked in amazed dismay as she took his plate and put it in front
of her. His elbows on the table, he put his chin into his palms and observed her eating, in
complete wonder.

“It always amazes me,” he said with a dumbfounded tone, “that you should be able to eat
so much. You eat... well, like a trucker.”

“You left me to starve, might | remind you!” Symphony replied dryly. “So you shouldn’t
wonder that I'm eating like this now. And not only was | hungry, all this has been absolutely
delicious!”

“And you’ll eat that last piece of pie as well?”
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“Fat chance of leaving it!”

“Speaking of fat... Where do you put it all?”

“'m lucky, | guess. I've got a metabolism that allows me to eat whatever | want without
putting on more than a pound.”

“Lucky indeed. Remind me never to take you to one of those all-you-can-eat places...
Especially if we’re with Paul. Between him and you, any restaurant would be driven to
bankruptcy.”

“Are you somehow afraid I'll put on weight, Mr. Svenson? | can assure you, it won't
happen.”

Blue smiled. “No matter. | would love you, anyway.”

“Yeah, that's what they ALL say.”

“I'm just concerned that you'll get sick just before the wedding.”

“The wedding... or the honeymoon, Big Blue?”

Blue let a smile come upon his face, but didn’t respond. He had no need to. He cleared
his throat and showed the still-eating Symphony the road map he had spread in front of them.

“Here we are,” he said pointing to a spot. “Los Lobos.” He followed the road line with his
finger and stopped on another spot, before looking longingly into the eyes of his fiancée. “And
here it is, Las Vegas.”

“About three hundred miles more,” nodded Symphony. She looked back at him. “We'll
finally make it, Adam.”

He smiled and covered her hand with his. “Yes, darling. We’ll finally make it.”

“Shouldn’t we try to reach Paul and Juliette?” the young woman asked. “To let them know
about our change of plan?”

“About having the wedding performed tonight, if possible?” Blue looked at his watch. “I
don’t know if we would be able to reach them. Last | called, they were on their way to catch a
show.” He gave Symphony a wry smile. “Of course, I'll be certainly able to reach Paul if | use my
Spectrum communicator...”

“Absolutely out of the question,” came Symphony’s firm reply. “Try the phone. If you can’t
reach them, then we’ll have to tell them when we get to Vegas.”

Blue sighed and stood up. “It will be a bit short notice, then,” he remarked. “Well, I'll give it
a try, right now. Finish your meal. I'll be back in a jiffy.”

“You know, | always have wondered how long a jiffy really is.”

Blue waved at her and went to the owner of the place, a sympathetic round Hispanic
woman who had personally greeted them, an hour earlier. When he asked her where he could
make a phone call, she guided him to the back of the restaurant.

Now alone, Symphony was quietly finishing her last piece of apple pie. It wouldn’t be long
before Adam would be back, then they would take a few minutes more to relax a little, before
getting back on the road, to Las Vegas.

And marriage.

Lost in her reverie, Symphony didn’t notice two men entering the restaurant. One of them
went to the counter, while the second came directly toward the young woman, with a limping step.
Symphony didn’t really see him until he stopped in front of her. She raised her eyes and looked
up right at his grinning face.

“Well, hello there!’

It was the man from the bar; the one Adam was apparently running from. He was there, in
front of her, and he was addressing her, with an expression that reminded the girl of an old grey,
cunning wolf. She wasn't afraid, for she had looked death in the face more than once, and it was
certainly a more frightening sight than this man. She was just surprised to see him there.

Surprised, and curious.

“Hello,” she quietly responded, putting down her fork. “How surprising to see you here. Am
| to think it's a simple stroke of luck?”

The man’s smile widened. He didn’t sit, but put his hands on the table and leaned toward
her.

“Where is that boyfriend of yours?” he asked.

“Around,” she answered, looking straight at him. “What is it with you two, anyway?”

“You mean, he didn’t tell you?”
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“He just said that you were bad news... and that if | ever encountered you, | should run like
hell, as far away from you as possible.”

“You don’t seem to be following his advice.”

“l don’t know you. | don’t see why | should be frightened of you.”

“So you're not a coward. Unlike him.”

“Adam is definitely not a coward,” Symphony replied sharply. “If you think that, you don’t
know him at all.” She narrowed her eyes at the man. “He also told me you were some kind of a
ghost ... that he hadn’t seen you in twenty-five years...”

“Yes,” the man said thoughtfully. “It has been that long...” He shook his head. “The kid
and | are old friends...”

“Somehow, | doubt it,” Symphony replied with a cold tone. “Obviously, there is some
unresolved business between you two...”

“You can say that again!”

“...Enough to motivate you to follow us through here.”

“Who said I've followed you? There is only one road through here... There was a fifty per
cent chance that | should go in the same direction as you.”

“Right. And an even chance that you should stop in this town like we did.”

“You understand quickly, pretty lady.”

His tone was mocking and Symphony frowned deeply when she saw him pulling out the
chair opposite her to sit down.

“l wouldn’t do that, if | were you,” she advised quietly.

“Do what?” the man asked, with perplexity in his voice.

“Sit here. Adam is due to come back any minute... any SECOND now. | don’t think he
would appreciate seeing you here.”

“Really? But I'm looking forward to talking about the past with him. We'll be able to
reminisce together.”

“As far as he’s concerned, I'm pretty sure he would much prefer to forget about you.”

The man grinned again. “You're sure he hasn’t told you about me?”

“I'm certain | would remember. You should go now, sir, before Adam comes back.”

The man laughed softly. He put his hand on Symphony’s.

“It seems young Adam knows how to choose his women,” he said. “Not only are you
stunningly beautiful, but you’ve got a brain in that pretty head of yours... and guts to boot.”

Symphony slid her hand from under the man’s. She was surprised to see him taking it
again, insistently.

“I would advise you to stop doing that, sir,” she warned dryly.

“Or what?” the man replied a bit curtly. “Your boyfriend will be angry with me?”

“No. | will be.”

The man laughed again; there was something sinister in that laugh. Symphony tried again
to get her hand out from under his. He grabbed it firmly, imprisoning it. The young woman
frowned.

“What do you think you’re doing?” she asked him angrily.

“Please, don’t talk so loud.” The man’s tone was more warning than request. “l just want
to know you better.”

“And | certainly DON'T want to know you,” Symphony replied with an icy tone. “Now
release my hand this instant!”

“Come on, pretty girl,” the man insisted. “I'm sure you're dying to hear what that
‘unresolved business’ is between the kid and me...”

“Not from you, | don’t!” Symphony said. “Now, let me go, before | do something drastic.”

“Oh!” the man remarked mockingly. “You're really scaring me, little girl!”

There was something in his tone that displeased Symphony thoroughly... displeased and
frightened her. And looking into his eyes brought nothing to reassure her. She tried again to
disengage her hand, without any more success. Now she was really beginning to feel annoyed
and maybe even a little worried.

“Sir,” she said between clenched teeth, “I'm warning you for the last time: let go of my
hand!”
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The man didn'’t really have time to obey her. Suddenly, a firm hand grabbed him by the
shoulder, forced him to stand, and pushed him away from the table where Symphony sat. Blue
stood between the young woman and the older man, looking furiously toward the latter, with a
threatening attitude.

“Stay away from her, Grover!” he shouted angrily.

The few clients of the restaurant turned to look at the obvious altercation between the two
men. Symphony cast a glance at her boyfriend. He was generally a calm man, having no
difficulty whatsoever in keeping his anger in check. But now, she could see he was really fuming.

“Say, kid,” the man Blue had called Grover said, trying to smile congenially. “How are you
doing, these days?”

“Cut the friendly pretence, Grover!” Blue replied sharply. “What are you doing here?
Following us around?”

“As | said to your pretty lady,” Grover answered quietly, “I am not following you.”

“And you expect me to believe THAT?” Blue scoffed, shouting again.

“Adam, please, calm down,” Symphony demanded. “There’s no harm done...”

“No harm done?” Blue replied, turning to her. He pointed at Grover. “You don’t know this
man! You don’'t know what he’s capable ofl | do!” He turned again to the man, and took a
threatening step toward him. “What do you want with me THIS time, Grover? Haven't you done
enough already?”

“Easy now, kid,” Grover said to Blue. “Listen to the girl. You’re making a scene over
nothing here.”

“I don’t care!”

To Symphony’s surprise and dismay, Blue grabbed Grover by his collar and pulled him
closer, looking straight into his face. The older man stumbled on his bad leg and Symphony saw
him wince.

“Adam! Let him go!” she urged.

“Not before he tells me what he’s doing here!” Blue retorted angrily.

“I keep telling you,” Grover said, “It's got nothing to do with you, kid.”

“Stop calling me that!” Blue shouted, shaking him furiously like a leaf. “I'm not a kid
anymore!”

The man who had entered the restaurant with Grover then stepped forward, seeing his
companion in such bad predicament. He put a firm hand on Blue’s shoulder, intending to force
him to let go of the older man.

“That’'s enough, pal! This guy’s twice your age...”

Blue responded with a sudden elbow to the face, which took the man by surprise and drove
him to his knees. Grover thought he saw a chance of freeing himself and tried to aim his fist at
Blue’s chin. The younger man easily evaded the blow and responded with a punch of his own,
right into Grover’s stomach.

Astounded by her boyfriend’s sudden raging violence, Symphony stood up. Grover’s bad
leg had given way, but Blue kept him upright.

“'m not done with you yet, mister!” he said to the man’s face.

“Adam! Stop it now!” Symphony shouted.

Blue turned to her, distracted by the worried edge he heard in her voice. He saw the
concern in her eyes. She was looking at him as if she didn’t recognize him. It was true he wasn’t
feeling like himself right now...

“Look out!”

Symphony’s warning came just in time for Blue to avoid the vicious attack of Grover’s
companion, who was coming toward him with a bottle. The improvised weapon missed Blue’s
head, and the Spectrum agent, letting go of Grover, grabbed the other man and threw him face
first onto the table, knocking it over. The man fell to the floor, amidst broken dishes, and stayed
there, apparently stunned.

Blue heard murmurs surrounding him; the other customers were quickly getting away from
the fight. Great! And | so wanted to keep a low profile... Blue thought gloomily. If it hadn’t been
for Grover... Thoughts of that man made Blue turn to him. Just in time to receive a direct hit to
the face.
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Even if he was much older than Blue, Grover was a little heavier, and apparently as strong
as he was. His blow staggered the younger man and Grover took the opportunity to hit him again
in the groin. Blue’s knees buckled. He heard Symphony’s voice calling for all of them to stop.
Obviously, Grover had no intention whatsoever of obeying her and continued laying into Blue.

A punch to his jaw drew blood in Blue’s mouth and sent him to his knees.

“Trying to play in the big leagues now, kid?” he heard Grover whispering to him.

From the corner of his eye, he saw Symphony moving toward them. Knowing her as he
did, he had no doubt she had every intention of coming to his assistance. He certainly would not
let her face Grover.

The latter was actually bending down in front of him, preparing to hit his opponent again.
Blue did not give him the opportunity to do so. He threw his fist upward, putting all his weight into
it. He connected under Grover’s chin, pushing him away from him. The Spectrum agent stood
up quickly, stopped his opponent from falling over, and continued to pound into him

Blue finally let Grover fall to the floor, at his feet. The young captain was breathing hard,
exhausted by his effort and by the blows he had received. Glaring down with disgust at the man
he was standing over, he wiped the blood from the corner of his mouth.

A half-stunned Grover was looking at Blue with bewildered eyes.

“Stay down!” Blue growled to him. “Stay down or I'll throw you down again!”

He felt a hand taking him roughly by the shoulder. The other man, he thought. Must have
come out of his beauty sleep. Blue didn’t want to give him the chance to try and hit him again
with a bottle. He spun suddenly, throwing a punch...

...And caught a uniformed man, wearing a star, right on the chin.

“Oh, God!” Blue murmured, looking with dismay as the man fell on his back. He realized he
had just hit one of the local constabulary.

“All right, that’s quite enough!” Blue heard an angry voice behind him. He felt a violent
blow at the back of his knees, forcing him down. Then somebody rammed him from behind and
threw him across a table, face down. He was held tightly in this position, the weight of this new
assailant pushing him down, a billy club across the back of his neck.

“Stay quiet, tough guy!” the man said angrily in his ear. “We don’t appreciate your kind
around here!”

“Hey! Let him go!”

Symphony had seen the events developing rather quickly before her eyes. Two uniformed
men, obviously representing the law around there, had entered the restaurant. One had tried to
grab Blue, who had mistakenly hit him. The other had succeeded in subduing the Spectrum
officer, and was now twisting his right arm behind his back. That was when she decided to step
in, protesting vehemently against the kind of treatment imposed on her fiancé.

“You have no right to treat him that way!” she said.

“No? I'm the sheriff around here, lady.” The lawman, a bulky forty-something with a big
moustache, turned angrily to her. “He just hit my deputy!”

"It was a mistake!” Blue tried to explain.

“The mistake was when you stopped here in the first place, mister!”

The deputy, still half-stunned by the blow he had received, was coming to his feet. Blue
hadn’t really been very gentle with him.

“You okay, Harvey?” the sheriff asked him.

“Yeah,” the other man answered, shaking his head. “Yeah, I'm all right, sheriff. Boy, that
guy has a mean hook!”

“All right, then!” the sheriff barked, looking around, still keeping Blue down. “Who started
this mess?”

The witnesses were all pretty in accordance about that fact: they all saw Blue starting the
fight. Symphony was the only one to come to his defence.

“Now look here, sheriff, there is an explanation for this...”

“Keep it to yourself!” the sheriff replied dryly. “I think your friend needs to cool off in a cell
for a while...”

“You can’t be serious! Listen to me: he was defending me!”

“Against what?”
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Grover was starting to get slowly on his feet. He seemed to have some difficulty about it
and he needed to support himself on a chair to finally stand up. Blue, who could see him from his
position, was pretty sure he was exaggerating his predicament.

“I think the young man imagined | was bugging his girl,” Grover said to the sheriff.

“Imagined?” Symphony repeated protesting. “He didn’'t imagine anything!” She turned
furiously toward Grover. “You WERE bugging me!”

“Is that so, Will?” the sheriff asked Grover.

“Will?” Symphony repeated. She realized with horror that Grover was somehow
acquainted with the sheriff. “Oh, give me a break!” she sighed heavily, rolling her eyes.

“I guess the situation could have seemed a little confusing,” Grover said with a sly smile.

“There’s nothing confusing about you, Grover!” Blue replied between clenched teeth.
“You're a creep!”

“Keep quiet!” the sheriff barked at him. “Whatever Will Grover might have done, there’s no
reason to beat him up like you did!”

The deputy sheriff was helping the other man who had attacked Blue regain his footing. He
was still a bit unsure of his balance. He pointed an accusing finger toward Blue.

“This guy’s dangerous, sheriff!” he said dryly. “He was all over Will like a wild animal!”

“You should be ashamed of yourself, fella!” the sheriff noted to Blue. “Attacking a crippled
man like that!”

Blue tried to get free. The sheriff tightened his grip and nodded to his deputy to come over
to help him. The deputy obeyed and snapped his handcuffs on Blue’s right wrist.

“I've got one more question for you, my friend,” the sheriff asked Blue again, very quietly.
“That grey convertible out there, in front of the restaurant... that's yours?”

“Yeah,” Blue answered, gritting his teeth against the pain of the cuff biting into his flesh.
“What about it?”

“We received a report about a smart guy going at nearly 200 MPH on the main road into
town,” the sheriff continued. “And he was driving a car just like yours.”

“Oh, no!” Symphony murmured, looking upward again. She was able to do nothing more
than watch as Blue’s hands were tightly cuffed behind his back and he was forced to stand up.

“All right, now!” the sheriff told him. “Off to a cell you go, tough guy! Until the judge can
see you.”

“No!” The sheriff and his deputy were already starting to push and drag Blue in the direction
of the door when Symphony came right at them, protesting again, most vehemently. “You can'’t
do that, sheriffl What do you have against him exactly?”

“Karen...” Blue tried to call to her.

“What have | got against him?” the sheriff scoffed mockingly. “Assault and battery...
against a cripple, no less! Resisting arrest, disorder in a public place, destruction of private
property... and most probably drinking, speeding, and reckless driving!”

“l only had ONE beer!” Blue defended himself. “And it was in THIS restaurant!”

“Well, if that’s true, it leaves reckless driving and speeding!” the sheriff mocked him.
“Anyway, your place is in prison right now, mister!”

“You’re making a terrible mistake, sheriff!” Symphony said, frowning deeply.

“Oh, yeah?” How so0?”

“You don’t know who you’re dealing with, here...”

“Karen!’

Blue’s loud warning took all of Symphony’s attention and she turned to him. She saw the
anguish in his eyes, but she also saw the firm message that she should keep quiet, that she
shouldn’t reveal their Spectrum identities to these men. Least of all, in front of Grover. He shook
his head negatively. “No,” he almost whispered.

“Adam, you can't...”

“No, Karen,” he replied firmly. “YOU can’t.”

She sighed and gave in.

The sheriff grunted, and he and his deputy pushed Blue through the restaurant door. For a
moment, Symphony stood there, feeling as helpless as she had ever been.

“Seems like your boyfriend is in a bit of trouble here, pretty lady!”
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Symphony frowned and turned toward Grover and his friend, who were still there, looking at
her. The gleam she could see in Grover’s eyes was somehow unsettling and seemed to presage
further trouble.

She didn’t speak to either of the two men, and followed Blue, who was then taken to the
local police station.

“What do you mean, | can't post his bail?”

It was more than two hours later. Symphony had waited all that time in the sheriff's
personal office. She hadn’t seen Adam since he was brought in and taken to the main office, and
then to the cellblock, where he was to be held. The sheriff, Angus McNamara, seemed to have
taken some pleasure in making her wait. When he finally came to see her, he had finalized the
details of Blue’s incarceration.

And now, he had told her that he wouldn’t release Blue on bail.

“You have no right to do that!” she said angrily at the man who was sitting behind his desk
in front of her. “Why would you refuse him bail?”

“Look, Miss...?”

“Wainwright.”

“Miss Wainwright, your friend is a stranger around these parts.” The sheriff sighed. “There
is nothing to tell me he won’t run away the minute | free him.”

“...And then have a criminal record?” Symphony replied. “If you have checked, then you
know he’s never done anything wrong. He’s the most honest man | know.”

“Well, he APPEARS honest enough.” The sheriff looked thoughtfully at her. “But that
doesn’t mean he really is. Besides, checking his records, | also learned he is a very wealthy
man. It would be nothing to him to jump bail and get away with it.”

“Adam is not wealthy. His father is.”

“Well, it’s all the same.”

“No, it isn’'t.”

“Miss Wainwright,” McNamara sighed again, “imposing bail isn’t my decision...”

“No, that’s the judge’s business. YOU have decided to keep Adam behind bars! And you
have no right to do that!”

“It's my job to uphold the law. There is no denying your friend lost it in the restaurant. The
owner is lodging a complaint against him... Will Grover will do the same, | imagine. And that’s
not counting the ones we can hold against him for hitting my deputy and speeding...”

“That last thing you can’t prove,” Symphony replied dryly.

“No, but | know it was him. Admit it.”

“The hell | willl”

“Have it your way. But I'm keeping Mr. Svenson until tomorrow. Until he sees the judge. If
anything, | don’t want to risk seeing him running into Will Grover again. | have some concern that
it could really turn bad if he were to meet him again anytime soon.” The sheriff smiled lightly. “He
could use the night to cool off.”

“That’s your last word on the matter?”

“Yes. | won’t change my mind about it. Come back tomorrow morning, with the balil
money... and | might consider letting him go.”

“You mean you’re not certain you will let him go even then?”

“That’s right. We’'ll see if he’s calmer then.”

“Listen, if we’re willing to pay for damages to the restaurant as well...”

“Don't insist, lady. Anyway, after he’s seen the judge, he WILL certainly pay for damages
to the restaurant... and then some, for the rest of what he did.”

“I'm sure | can arrange things with the judge. If | can just talk to him and...”

“The judge won’t be here to see your friend before tomorrow morning,” the sheriff
announced quietly.

“He’s not in town?” Symphony asked with a frown.

“No. He’s... otherwise occupied.”

“You ARRANGED it that way, didn’t you?” Symphony accused.
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“Now, why would have | done such a thing?”

“You're really all heart, sheriffl” Symphony grumbled curtly. She sighed heavily. There was
apparently no way she would be able to get Blue out of that cell tonight. “Can I, at least, see
him?”

The sheriff got up on his feet. “By all means, Miss Wainwright... That | can arrange for
you.”

Blue was in the last cell of the block. When Symphony came into the place alone, she had
to walk in front of all the other cells to go to his. The other prisoners whistled and called to her.
She feigned not to hear them. She only had eyes for Blue, who was pacing around his cell, like a
nervous tiger. When he saw her, he came close to the bars separating them.

“Am | glad to see you, Karen!”

She looked at his face. He seemed distraught, nervy, ready to blow up... Since being
brought in, his lower lip had swollen and a violet bruise covered his left cheek. He looked like a
prize-fighter who had gone a couple of rounds with the local champion.

“How are you?” she asked him.

“I'll be fine when | get out of here,” he grumbled. “How much did they ask for bail?”

Symphony shook her head, hesitating. “I'm sorry, Adam. The sheriff just told me he won't
let you out before tomorrow morning.”

“What?” Blue looked at her in dismay. “He can’t do that!”

“It seems he can and he’s doing it. You won’t be able to explain yourself in front of the
judge before tomorrow.” Symphony sighed. “I tried, Big Blue. He was adamant about it.”

“Oh, wonderful!” Blue mumbled, looking to the sky and turning away to pace another round
of his cell.

“He said he’s afraid that if you were to run into that Grover fellow anytime soon, you would
attack him again,” Symphony continued. “And frankly, Adam, after seeing how you tore into
him...”

“You agree with the sheriff?” Blue asked her in surprise, coming back to the bars.

“I didn’t say that,” Symphony replied. She hesitated, before continuing in a whisper: “What
is it with you, Adam? You’re not yourself today. What is that man to you? Every time you see
him, you don’t seem to be able to restrain your temper.”

“| did lose it back there, didn’t 1?”

“Yes, you did.”

Blue sighed heavily and put his forehead to the bars, closing his eyes. “I'm a stupid fool,”
he muttered. He looked at Symphony. “I blew it big time. We won’t get married tonight.”

“I's all right.” Symphony tried to smile as if it weren’t really important. “There’s always
tomorrow. And anyway, I’'m not really looking forward to marrying you tonight, seeing you looking
that way.”

“Looking what way?”

“Like you just had a run-in with a bunch of hooligans.”

Blue touched his swollen cheek and gave a wry grin. “How's the other guy?” he asked
jokingly.

“I's no laughing matter, Adam.” Symphony paused a second. She looked around,
assuring herself nobody was listening to what they were saying. “Why did you stop me telling the
sheriff who we were?”

“And compromise our Spectrum identities?” Blue retorted quickly. “Out of the question!
And it's really a good thing that we had left our identity cards and communicators in the car. It
simplifies the problem a great deal...”

“Adam, if | had told him, you would not be in this cell right now!”

“Yeah, thanks to a technicality! Think about it, Karen: if you had told them, they would have
checked us out. Spectrum Intelligence would have found out about this incident. The COLONEL
would have found out. Can you imagine the explanation | would have to give him regarding all
this?”

“I think you're selling the colonel a bit short, here, Adam.*
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“Because you really think he would take kindly to learning one of his senior staff officers
was arrested because of his involvement in a brawl? Especially since the said officer seemed to
be responsible of the whole damned thing!”

“You were not responsible. That guy was bugging me. Besides, I'm sure if you'd explained
to the Colonel what the problem is with that guy...”

“I'd rather not. It’s very personal, Karen.”

“And somewhat painful, | guess, because you still haven’'t told ME.” Symphony sighed
heavily. “Who IS that man?”

Blue kept silent for a moment. He looked around, and then glanced back at her.

“I can’t tell you now,” he said. “This isn’t the place.”

“What could be so...”

“I promise you. | will tell you. As soon as I'm out of here, I'll tell you.” Blue looked toward
the main door, seeming very nervous. “In the meanwhile, you'll have to leave this place.”

“Leave this place?” Symphony repeated, frowning. “Whatever do you mean?”

“ won’t be released before tomorrow morning. | want you out of this town until then,
Karen.”

Blue’s voice had an urgent tone to it. Symphony couldn’t believe what she had just heard.
She shook her head.

“You're not serious!” she murmured.

“Deadly serious,” Blue replied.

“I'm not leaving you here all alone, Big Blue,” Symphony protested.

“You must, Karen.”

“Listen, there is a hotel here, you know, and...”

“No.”

“...I'll take a room here until tomorrow, and then I'll come back to this godforsaken jail to
bail you out.”

“No, Karen!”

What do you mean, ‘no’?” Symphony snapped angrily. “Adam, | won’t leave you all alone.
| don’t want to!”

“No, no, please, listen to me.” Blue gently took the young woman’s hand, which was
gripping one of the bars separating them. He glanced toward the other prisoners, toward the
door again, as if he was afraid that Symphony’s outburst had attracted attention to them. Since
nobody was really paying attention to them, he approached her as closely as the bars allowed.

“Listen carefully,” he murmured, looking straight into her eyes. “Grover is a very, very
dangerous man. What happened today tends to prove me that he hasn’t changed his ways in
twenty-five years. He followed us — ME — here... | don’t have a clue what he wants, but I'm quite
sure he won't hesitate to go after you to get to me...”

“You know | can take care of myself, Adam.”

“I know that, honey, but | can’t bear the thought of you facing him one on one. | know too
well what he’s capable of... And since I'm stuck here, behind those bars, | can’t protect you...”
His voice trailed off. Symphony had to call on all of her strength not to shiver. What could that
man have done to her Adam that he would be so afraid of what he might do to her?

“I want you out of this town as soon as possible,” Blue continued in a grim tone. “Take the
car, go to Vegas, don’t stop anywhere in between. Go to Paul. Tell him what's happened. With
him to take care of you, | won’t have to worry.”

“And what about you?” Symphony asked him with concern.

“Me?” Blue gave her a faint smile. “I've got nothing to fear, behind these bars.”

“Somehow, that’s not very comforting.”

“Karen, you don’t have to worry about me. And first thing tomorrow morning, come back for
me. With Paul.”

“I know that if he was here, I'd certainly feel better,” Symphony sighed. “Maybe | should
call him to ask him to come over.”

“You can’t. | wasn’t able to reach him, just before this whole mess. | suppose he’s out with
Destiny.”

“With a Spectrum communicator, | would be able to reach him.”

“No. No, don’t use the communicator,” Blue urged the young woman.
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“Adam, what would happen if Spectrum recalls us to duty? They'd find out that you are in
jail... They’ll learn about the fight.”

“Well, let’s just hope that won’t happen. Please, do as | ask, darling. | don’t want you to
stay in this town all alone, possibly at the mercy of Grover. I'll sleep better tonight knowing you’re
far away from here, safe and secure.”

“And far away from you...”

Symphony gazed into the blue eyes of her lover. She saw the distress in them. Dear God,
he’s really afraid for me, and it’s Killing him. She was beginning to feel very frightened herself.
Better not let him know, she mused. He’s obviously worried enough as it is. She gently covered
his bruised knuckles with her right hand and tried to smile at him in a reassuring way.

“You really want me to go?”

“Yeah,” Blue nodded. “Right away. Without talking to anyone.”

She sighed. “Well, at least, I've got to tell the sheriff I'll be back first thing tomorrow
morning, with the bail money.”

Blue gave a relieved smile, his eyes suddenly bright. “All right. Go then.” He passed his
free hand through the bars and caressed her cheek, looking longingly into her eyes. “I'm so sorry
| blew things, honey. I'll make it up to you, | promise.”

“I certainly hope so,” Symphony tried to respond with a debonair tone. “You know | was
supposed to be a bride tonight.”

Blue smiled again. Symphony kissed his hand before he took it back through the bars.

“Don’t go away,” she whispered.

“l won’t.” Blue gave a look around. “I'll still be here when you come back.” He paused.
“Be careful, Karen. Remember... |love you.”

“I love you too, Big Blue,” Symphony said, moving backward to the door. “Don’t worry, I'll
be back.”

“I know.”

They gazed at each other’s eyes, as if they were unable to look away, as Symphony
continued to back away toward the door. Then she made a supreme effort over herself to turn
away, and walked out of the cellblock.

She promised herself that she would never, ever, again turn her back on Adam in such
moments of need.
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Chapter 3

The ‘special guest’ Captain Scarlet and Destiny Angel had picked up at the airport didn’t
want to impose on them. Claiming the long flight had exhausted her, she took a nap in her hotel
room while the two went out to see a show. Since they expected Blue and Symphony to arrive
around eight o’clock, the two Spectrum agents came back to the hotel fairly early. They let their
guest continue her nap, ordered a meal to be delivered to one of their rooms and, after dining,
proceeded to pass the remainder of the time by playing some hands of poker, using one of the
twin beds as a card table.

After a time, Scarlet became very annoyed at the game. Destiny proved herself to be a
real card shark, winning almost all the hands herself. That was a side of her he had known
about, when he was going out with her a few years ago; he had completely forgotten about it over
time. He soon remembered, as the young Frenchwoman’s gains of peanuts grew rapidly in front
of her.

They were somewhere around their tenth hand when Destiny, with a very satisfied grin
upon her face, placed her cards face-up on the mattress.

“Three kings,” she announced.

Scarlet glanced at her cards murderously. He checked over the two aces in his hand and
folded the cards, before throwing them down.

“I'm all out of peanuts,” he sighed. “You wiped me out.”

“Too bad we weren’t playing for real,” Destiny replied coyly. “l could have made a fortune.
| wonder how much a captain of the Spectrum senior staff makes in a month...”

“Good for me gambling is against Spectrum’s regulations,” Scarlet stated gloomily.

“That’s just an excuse for you!” Destiny noted in turn, proceeding to eat her winnings.

“l was so sure you bluffed with that last hand,” Scarlet added, without deigning to respond
to her mocking remark. “Where did you learn to play poker like that?”

“It's a natural gift,” Destiny responded, nibbling a peanut. “Et les legons de Sceur
Hélene...”

“Excuse me?”

“At the convent where | was educated, Soeur Hélene was a repenting gambler. Never
quite been able to shake off her ‘bad habits’, as Mére Supérieure used to say.”

“Are you telling me a NUN taught you how to play poker?” an astounded Scarlet asked,
frowning.

Destiny nodded. She took the deck in her hands and played distractedly with the cards,
without really looking at them. Scarlet stared as the cards danced in her expert hands. “Poker,
blackjack... you name it,” the Angel pilot said. “She was a marvellous card player. And | was her
star pupil.” Grinning, she produced the Ace of Spades, put it back in the deck, cut the deck in
two, and spread the cards on the bed, before taking one apparently at random. She handed it to
Scarlet.

It was the Ace of Spades.

“And | suppose she taught you how to cheat,” Scarlet noted, looking suspiciously at
Destiny.

“Captain!” the French woman protested. “She was a nun! A saintly woman!”

“That didn’t stop her leading you down the road of sin!” Scarlet smiled mockingly.

“Vraiment! | don’t need to cheat to win, | can assure you!”

“A bit overconfident, aren’t we now? The French are so full of themselves!”

“Oh, and the English are not?” Destiny replied sarcastically in French.

They heard knocking at the door; Scarlet looked at his watch. Almost eight thirty. He stood
up.

“That’'s bound to be Adam and Karen,” he said, moving toward the door. “It's about time
they showed up, | tell you! | was beginning to take root...”

“Maybe we’ll be able to catch that illusionist’'s show,” Destiny said. “I know Karen loves
magicians...”

“To be perfectly honest with you, Juliette,” Scarlet replied with a broad smirk, “I'm quite
positive that magicians will be the LAST thing on her mind tonight!”
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He turned the door handle, preparing to greet his two friends. He opened the door wide
and stopped dead.

It wasn’t Captain Blue and Symphony who had just knocked at the door, but somebody
else entirely, somebody completely unexpected.

Scarlet nearly jumped out of his skin on seeing who it was. Dumbfounded, he stood there
like a statue, almost unable to think. From the bed where she was still sitting, Destiny glanced at
him with an intrigued look. She didn’t have a good view of the person standing on the other side
of the open door.

She jumped to her feet when she heard the very distinctive voice that was now addressing
Scarlet: “Hello! | suppose it is indeed a surprise to see me here.”

Mon Dieu! Destiny thought, almost panicky over that fact. Ce n’est pas possible! She
quickly went to Scarlet's side... then gasped in surprise upon seeing who was standing in front of
them.

“Colonel White!” she exclaimed, absolutely astounded, not believing she was really seeing
their superior here, in this Las Vegas hotel, wearing casual clothes and playing with a grey hat he
was turning around in his fingers.

“Why, Destiny,” he said mockingly. “l do believe I've surprised you too!”

He had something of an amused grin upon his face, which seemed rather unusual for him,
and it added to the confusion of his two agents. Scarlet was still trying to find something to say.

“Well, sir, | must say... er...”

“It is indeed a surprise to see you here, Colonel,” Destiny said, coming to the rescue of her
stammering friend, and smiling as widely as she could. “May | ask... WHY you're here, actually?”

Scarlet managed to come out of his shock. “Have we been recalled to duty?”

“Eh? Oh, no, no.” White was still turning his hat in his hands. Something’s on his mind,
Scarlet thought worriedly. The question was... what exactly?

“Things were still awfully quiet up on Cloudbase,” White finally said. “So | thought | could
take some time off myself.”

Scarlet gave him a puzzled look. Now, that was strange... He remembered vividly that,
before his departure for L.A., some days ago, his commander had made it pretty clear he wanted
to use the quiet time to settle some overdue business. But now, he was here, and there was little
Scarlet could do NOT to notice the small suitcase standing on the floor, right next to his feet.

“What about your unfinished reports, sir?” Scarlet asked bluntly. He wasn’t a man to beat
around the bush, Colonel White knew that and Destiny too, but that didn’t stop the young French
pilot looking at him with surprise, anger and worry in her eyes.

“Oh, the more important ones are done,” White replied airily, as if he hadn’t noticed the cold
tone in Scarlet’s voice. “Lieutenant Green is quite able to look after the rest by himself.”

“Don’t mind him, sir,” Destiny said, nodding to a still visibly incredulous Scarlet. “He had a
bad experience with cards, recently.”

“Cards?” White repeated, frowning.

“Why yes! | was winning,” Destiny explained, smiling. Obviously, White still couldn’t
understand her and was casting her an enquiring look. She shrugged and stepped slightly away
from the door. “Please, do come in...”

White entered, suitcase in hand, and Scarlet closed the door, almost like a robot. He
narrowed his eyes at his commanding officer, who was standing there, obviously relishing how
his presence had struck the pair. He looked exactly like a cat that had swallowed a big fat
mouse.

That was, in effect, a bit unnerving.

“So you have decided to give yourself a holiday,” Scarlet noted thoughtfully.

“Yes. My presence wasn't really required on Cloudbase,” White answered, putting the
suitcase down next to one of the beds and turning to Scarlet. “And since my last furlough wasn’t
exactly filled with peace and quiet...”

Scarlet nodded his understanding. Indeed, Colonel White hadn’t had any proper time off in
a long time. His last London leave had been a terrible ordeal for him. Kidnapped and drugged by
Captain Black, while visiting his late wife’'s grave, he was led to believe that Military despotism
was still ruling over Britain, and that he had continued to fight it since his younger days. He would
probably have struck a fatal blow in the name of the Mysterons, if Captains Scarlet and Blue
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hadn’t believed enough in him to risk their careers in trying to snap him out of his drug-induced
paranoia and bring him back to his normal self.

“Are you feeling all right now, sir?” Scarlet asked his commander.

“It has been some weeks now, Captain. I've never felt better in my life.”

Yes, obviously, seeing how he was looking, but Scarlet was still intrigued by White’s
presence. Why was he in Vegas, anyway? There was something afoot, here...

“You haven’t come here just to tell us you've decided to take a holiday, have you, sir?” he
asked White.

“Oh! I'm sorry. | haven't told you yet, have I?” the older man replied innocently.

“Told us what?” Destiny asked, really curious.

“When | found out that you were here in Las Vegas, with Blue and Symphony -”

“Blue and Symphony?” Scarlet interrupted nervously, without thinking.

“Why, yes. | know they’re going to join you here.” White smiled. “Captain Blue told
Lieutenant Green this morning.”

“Oh, he did, did he?” replied Scarlet dryly.

“Anyway, as | was saying, seeing that you would all be here... | thought I could... | don’t
know... join you?”

Oh no! Scarlet thought. Of all the rotten things to happen just now...

“Is something the matter, Captain?” Colonel White asked him.

“Er... nothing, sir,” Scarlet answered, apologizing. “l was just wondering... what could have
motivated you to join us?” He gave a weak smile. Destiny shot him an angry look. Where on
Earth did he learn diplomacy, anyway?

“Well, | simply thought | would follow up on your invitation.”

“MY invitation, sir?”

“Yes. You know, after that whole affair in London...”

Scarlet cast a dumbfounded look at his superior, trying to recall what the hell he could have
said to him on that occasion. White glanced at his top agent.

“You remember, don’t you, Paul?”

“Er... Yes, | seem to recall...” a confused Scarlet answered, lying as he did.

“Obviously, | would understand if you'd prefer that | didn’t hang around with you during your
leave. Young people like yourselves certainly don’t want an old fogey like me spoiling your fun...”

Colonel White was smiling quite innocently. There is a trap somewhere, Scarlet thought
quickly. It wouldn’t be wise to let the old man believe he was unwanted... which was actually the
case. Obviously, Destiny was thinking exactly the same thing.

“Who would ever say you’re old!” she replied with her most gracious smile, taking her
commander by the arm. “No, we’d love to spend some time with you... Isn’t that true, mon
cher?

She was casting toward Scarlet a glance that was desperately spelling “Please, help me a
little here.” Scarlet did all he could not to scowl.

“Yes. Love it. Definitely.”

His tone was anything but convincing, and Destiny’s glance became a murderous one.
White was not fooled. Unbeknown to his agents, he was having tremendous fun witnessing them
so uneasy. He pretended not to see anything odd, and addressed a big smile to Destiny.

“Thank you. I'm planning to have a good time in the next few days, you know.”

“Oh, charming!” Scarlet mumbled behind his back.

White heard him quite well. A furtive and devilish grin passed upon his features as he
turned away, pretending to look around the room. Good. Let them stew a little. He’d go in for the
kill later. He suddenly turned back toward Scarlet and Destiny.

“By the way... where ARE Blue and Symphony?”

“They... haven't arrived yet,” Destiny answered uneasily.

“Oh!” White thought about it a moment, then frowned. “Strange... | would have thought
they would be here by now.”

“They took a wrong turn on the road,” Scarlet explained.

“The road?” White repeated.
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Scarlet just had time to hold back a curse. Oh, really good, Paul. Put your head in the
noose, while you're at it. How could he have been so stupid, giving THAT information to the old
man? White was now sitting on the foot of one of the beds, musing over the notion.

“What a peculiar idea,” White noted innocently. “Now, why would they take the road when
they could charter a plane? Do you know what could have motivated a decision like that?”

Scarlet drove his fists into his pockets and sighed. “Beats me, sir.”

“Mmm... I'll have to ask them that question,” White continued. “When do you expect
them?”

“Any time soon,” was Destiny’s response. Scarlet cast her a murderous look. She just
made a face at him, behind White’s back. Now why should she hold her tongue if HE talked,

anyway?

“Where are you staying, Colonel?” Scarlet asked his commander, turning away from the
Angel pilot.

“Ah... | haven't got a room yet... But | thought | could stay at the St-Maurice too.

Lieutenant Green told me you were all staying here.”

Scarlet scowled. He had to remember to wring the kid’s neck when he got back to
Cloudbase.

Provided he got the chance to do so. Between White, who could be very close to finding
out what was really going on, and Blue, who would surely want to kill him for supposedly having
invited their commander to join them at some point, there was little doubt in Scarlet's mind he
wouldn’t survive this holiday...

Thank Heavens he was indestructible.

“What's this?” White had just discovered the cards lying on the bed, next to a pile of
peanuts. He took the deck. Destiny cleared her throat.

“Like | said, sir, we were playing cards, when you just arrived...”

“With peanuts?” a perplexed White asked. “That doesn’t seem very exciting...”

Scarlet shrugged, walking toward the window. “Regulations prevent us from playing for
money... sir,” he reminded his superior. He looked out at the city lights through the window,
before turning to White, grinning. “Anyway, you know I’'m not a gambling man.”

“Yes, | know, but...” The Spectrum commander was still looking at Scarlet with an intrigued
expression. “l don’t get it. You two are in the most entertaining city in America, with plenty of
good shows and entertainments to chose from, and you stay in a hotel room, playing cards... with
peanuts for winnings?”

Scarlet looked squarely at him. “What did you expect us to do, stay in a hotel room all by
ourselves?”

White smiled wryly. “I'm not implying anything, captain. | know the two of you are not
involved... Well, not anymore. Unless... there’s something | don’t know about?”

“No, there isn’t,” Scarlet answered quickly.

White’s grin broadened. Of course, he knew that. Because he also knew, and Scarlet
wasn’'t aware of this, that the captain was involved with Rhapsody Angel now, and that it was a
very serious relationship. He wasn’t the kind of man to fool around. Not only because he would
run the risk of ruining everything with Rhapsody, but simply because it wasn’t his style.

Scarlet gave a very brief glance toward the door, not far behind his commander, that led
into the next room. Don’t open it, he thought, almost willing the person on the other side to hear
him think. Please, don’t open that door, or we're all going to be in BIG trouble... He smiled at his
commander, very eager to distract him.

“Now, what do you want us to do, sir?” he asked him. “Unless you're suggesting we take
Destiny somewhere where they play illegal poker games...”

Destiny scowled. “Vraiment! Who do you think | am? Soeur Hélene would turn in her
grave if she could hear you!”

“Who's Soeur Héléne?” White asked, puzzled.

“The nun who taught Destiny to play cards,” Scarlet answered.

White frowned deeply, and turned a very perplexed look toward a reddening Destiny. Now
that was an interesting concept...”A NUN taught you to play cards?” he asked her.

“And to cheat, no doubt,” Scarlet added quickly.

“She wasn’t a cheat,” Destiny replied dryly.
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“Well, she was a card shark... and so are you, chérie.”

Destiny answered with a shy smile. Scarlet would have smiled too, with a certain
amusement, if he weren’t so concerned about wondering about the real reason behind Colonel
White’s presence. He wasn’t really buying that stuff about his superior ‘wanting to pass some
time with them’. Scarlet couldn’t shake the feeling White knew something was about to happen
behind his back and that he had come especially from Cloudbase, pretending a few days’ leave,
in order to prevent it.

But what could he know EXACTLY, and how the hell would he have found out?

The awful thought that his commander could actually know everything about Blue and
Symphony’s wedding plans came to Scarlet's mind. What would they all do if it were the case?

And HOW in Heaven’s name could he have learned about it?

No, that couldn’t be possible!

Surely there was a way to trick the old man, so Adam and Karen could go and get married
without him ever being aware of it...

“You're not very talkative, Paul,” White remarked, looking at the younger man.

Scarlet almost snorted. Right now, being called “Paul” by his commander was making him
feel really uncomfortable. The friendly tone in White’s voice didn’t sound RIGHT, somehow...

“Sorry, sir.” Scarlet took a look at his watch. “It's way past eight. | was just thinking that
Adam and Karen are late, that’s all.”

“Not worried, are you?”

“Me? Why should | worry?”

There is plenty of reason, Colonel White thought wickedly. And he was pretty sure Blue
and Symphony’s lateness wasn’t really what was preoccupying Scarlet. |f White knew him — and
he knew him well — he was almost certain his young compatriot was looking for a smart way to
get rid of him, so his best friend and partner could move on with his project. The colonel was
really curious to see what Scarlet would come up with. Go and plan along all you want, my young
fellow, thought White. You'll see who has the last laugh over this one.

When he had arrived in Las Vegas some few hours earlier, the Spectrum commander had
gone directly to the St-Maurice Hotel. Upon discovering that his agents weren’t there, he first
thought he had arrived too late. But then, the receptionist had informed him that “Mister Svenson
and Miss Wainwright had not arrived yet, and that the hotel administration had been notified by
Mister Metcalfe that they would arrive by eight, at the latest”.

Good, a relieved Colonel White had thought. There was still time after all. He could still
stop this nonsense.

And a good lesson was in order. A lesson he fully intended to give all the members of this
little gang of conspirators. He had every intention of making sure not one of them would forget it
anytime soon. Discipline must prevail, after all, and they had all taken their commander for a fool.
In addition, there was the fact that White was feeling rather disappointed about all of this. He had
the distasteful impression he had been betrayed, or something very much like it.

He hadn’t noticed yet how Scarlet was casting quick and worried glances toward the
adjoining door, still praying it would not open to reveal the special guest he and Destiny had met
at the airport, some hours earlier.

Calm down, Paul. What could be the odds against that door opening while Colonel White’s
in this room, anyway?

To Scarlet’s and Destiny’s dismay, it DID open.

A woman in her late forties, strikingly beautiful, with fair hair and eyes the colour of honey
entered with a quick pace right to the centre of the room; she was all dressed for the night,
draped in a gorgeous white satin robe.

Scarlet almost groaned, and Destiny looked up to the sky, taking the Saints as witnesses of
their misfortunes.

White looked at the woman in total surprise and confusion.

“Excuse me, children,” the woman said without even noticing the effect her presence had
caused in the room, “I hate to come barging in like this, but | was wondering when you were
expecting -”

She suddenly stopped short, upon seeing the white-haired man seated at the foot of the
bed, staring squarely at her. White’s expression of surprise turned into a broad smile as he stood
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up quickly and went to her. “Mrs. Wainwright!” he said in a joyful voice. “What a MARVELLOUS
surprise!

Scarlet looked down and hid his face in his hands. Well if he didn’t know about Karen and
Adam’s plans before, he thought gloomily, he certainly has a good indication now!

The presence of Amanda Wainwright at the ceremony was meant as a surprise for
Symphony. The woman knew of the relationship between her only daughter and the “good-
looking and so polite Captain Blue” she had been introduced to, a couple of years ago. Adam
had thought that Karen would be so pleased to see her mother, and that Amanda, in all fairness,
couldn’t be kept away from that wonderful moment. So he had arranged for her to take a plane
from her ranch in lowa to come to Las Vegas just for the occasion, without telling Karen about it.

Now the mere fact that SHE was there was enough to bring everything down.

“Colonel White...” Amanda said in a poised yet dumbfounded tone to the tall man who
stopped in front of her. “l wasn’t expecting to see you here...”

She knew about Karen’s intention to keep her marriage to Adam a secret from the
Spectrum commander. Although Amanda Wainwright thought the idea was very risky — not to
mention childish — she had agreed to respect her daughter’s decision in that matter and even to
support it if needed be.

That was the reason why she was so surprised to see Colonel White there.

“l can assure you, madam,” White answered, taking the woman’s hand, “that the surprise is
also mine.”

Scarlet looked on, hoping that, for once, those damned Mysterons would now pronounce
one of their ominous threats... However, there was no loudspeaker in this room so they could be
heard, to begin with. The British captain noticed the presence of Destiny, suddenly by his side;
she had cautiously approached him, and was staring at the older couple talking to each other at
the centre of the room, with the same distraught look.

“How do you say ‘We're done for?’in French?” Scarlet whispered to the young woman.

“On est cuit,” she replied in the same tone, shaking her head in disbelief.

“Yeah, that’s right,” mumbled Scarlet. “We’re cooked. Toasted. Whatever. Please, take a
gun and shoot me.”

“That wouldn’t be fair. For me.”

They watched in concern, wondering when the hammer would fall on their heads. But
curiously, the discussion they were witnessing, between Colonel White and Amanda Wainwright
was taking a strange, unexpected course.

“You look as ravishing as | remember,” White was saying to the woman. “You haven’t
changed a bit, since last we met.” He took her hand gallantly to kiss the back of it. Amanda
laughed.

“Why, Colonel, still charming as ever, | see!” she said. “Now | know why my daughter is so
fond of you...”

“Oh, is she really?” White smiled. “I didn’t know she felt that way about me... Now may |
ask to what | owe the pleasure of making your acquaintance again?”

“Well, I...” Amanda saw Scarlet briefly shaking his head at her, and mouthing the words
‘He doesn’t know behind Colonel White’s back. Obviously, the Spectrum commander’s presence
was not expected — nor wanted — for the ceremony. She smiled broadly. “...I was invited to
spend a few days with my daughter. It has been a long time since we’ve seen each other, you
know.”

“Oh? Why not go home, then?” White asked innocently. “l seem to recall her saying that
you are the owner of a big, beautiful ranch in Utah -~

“lowa. Yes, it's a beautiful spot, even if | say so myself. And this time of year, it's pretty
lovely...”

“I have to remember to go and see it for myself, one day.”

“Please, do visit! It will always be a pleasure to receive you... Business is pretty quiet and
dull, now and then -”

“Business?”

“The ranch is mostly used for tourists, for some years now. | receive vacationers from all
over the States. They want to do some horse riding, cattle-driving, camping and whatever else
you can think may be happening on a ranch...” Amanda laughed softly. “Ten years ago, Harry
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even bought a mechanical bull for some clients who wanted to do some rodeo riding! 1 still have
it.”

Still from a distance, Scarlet and Destiny were watching the scene. Destiny seemed pretty
annoyed; Scarlet, on the other hand, was beginning to find this interesting, and a curious thought
was forming itself in his mind.

“Will they go on like that endlessly?” Destiny murmured in French, trying not to let her
temper get the better of her. “The waiting is excruciating!”

“No, watch closely,” Scarlet whispered back. “They seem to be hitting it off pretty well...”

“Paul, it's only a matter of time!” Destiny replied dryly. “He KNOWS something is going
on... Seeing Symphony’s mother here, he CANNOT NOT KNOW!”

“Well, Amanda seems to be able to distract him,” Scarlet noted, still looking at them.
“There must be a way to use that to our advantage...”

“What do you mean, ‘use that to our advantage’?” a very annoyed Destiny repeated.

“l don’t know yet.”

“Paul Metcalfe, you're worrying me. Me, | say we’re courting disaster! What will happen
when Karen and Adam arrive, and when Karen reacts to her mother’s presence, WHEN SHE
DOESN’T EVEN KNOW SHE'S SUPPOSED TO BE HERE?”

The telephone buzzed at that instant. All the people assembled in the room looked toward
the instrument. Nearest to it, Colonel White had just to extend his hand to answer it. That was
just what he did, much to Scarlet’s frustration.

“Hello, Room 53...” He listened for a moment, then frowned deeply. “Hello?” he repeated.
A pause, then a frustrated “What?” White sighed and said in French, "Could you repeat that,
please?” He held his hand over the mouthpiece and waved the phone at Scarlet and Destiny.
“It's one of the hotel staff. The lady's speaking with a very thick French accent and | can’t make
out half of what she's saying. Can one of you take this call?”

Scarlet took the receiver as White turned his attention back to Amanda Wainwright.

“Paul Metcalfe here -”

“What's HE doing here?”

The sound of Symphony’s furious voice nearly took Scarlet aback. He didn’t have time to
answer before she continued: “Never mind that, now... | need you right now. Come to see me,
in the lobby. We have to talk.”

“Is there... something the matter?” Scarlet couldn’t help but notice the urgency in
Symphony’s tone. He heard her sigh.

“Aside from the Colonel being here? Yeah, you can say there is something the matter...
Come quick, Paul.”

She hung up; a thoughtful Scarlet put the receiver down, wondering what was happening
now. Something was bothering him. Why had Symphony said “Come to see me” and not “Come
to see US™?

He turned to White. How the hell would he be able to go down without having White asking
what was going on?

“You don’t know how glad | am to see you!”

Finding a suitable excuse to get out of the room wasn’'t easy, but Scarlet had pretended
that he had been called down to see the manager because of some problem concerning his
luggage. He considered himself lucky that White was too involved into a conversation with
Amanda Wainwright to notice he was actually lying. Destiny was not so easily fooled. The way
she looked at him was explicit enough of her feelings toward him at that moment.

She was feeling like she actually could kill him for leaving her alone with the colonel.

The problem would have to be dealt with later, anyway. Symphony’s situation seemed
more urgent. She greeted him in the lobby and then took him aside for a little privacy. Scarlet
took the time to give her a welcoming kiss, before looking straight at her with a broad smile.

“Well, it's about time you arrived!” he remarked. “You’re quite late, you know that?”

“I know,” Symphony answered, hesitating. “I'm sorry, Paul, we...”

“I'm the one who should be sorry,” Scarlet retorted. “About the colonel...”
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“How come he’s here, Paul?” a worried Symphony asked. “Does he know anything about
Adam and me or...”

“l frankly don’t know,” Scarlet sighed. “He arrived a few minutes ago... He said he had
decided to take some time off and that he wanted to join us...”

“You believe that?”

“As | said, | don’t know... But I'm keeping my eyes open for whatever he may have in store
for us. Anyway, for the moment, he seems quite occupied with your mother...”

Symphony opened her eyes wide in bewilderment. “What's my mother doing here?” she
exclaimed.

Scarlet sighed again. So much for the surprise. Anyway, it was better that way,
considering the situation. “It was Adam’s idea. He thought her presence at the ceremony would
please you. So he arranged for her to come here and wanted to surprise you with it.”

“Adam did that?” Symphony said in a timid voice. “What a thoughtful thing to do...”

“Karen, | don’t know what to say... I'll sort something out concerning the colonel, but -”

“Paul, excuse me, but right now, the colonel is not the biggest thing I'm worried about.”

At that moment, Scarlet saw that she was not kidding; the concern on her features was too
obvious. He understood that there was something really big troubling her.

“What's wrong, Karen?” he asked softly. “Did you run into some kind of trouble with
Adam?”

“You can say that again!”

“What is it?” Scarlet asked her, frowning. “Isn’t Adam with you?”

“No, he...” Symphony hesitated. “I had to leave him behind, in some little town.”

“What?” an astounded Scarlet exclaimed.

“l had no choice,” Symphony explained quickly. “He insisted that | leave. | didn’t want to,
but -”

“What are you talking about?” Scarlet interrupted her. “I had him on the phone a few hours
ago. He seemed perfectly happy and couldn’t wait to be here! What happened? Did you... have
a fight or something?”

“Oh no!” Symphony protested loudly. “That’s not it at all!” She looked at Scarlet’s face. He
looked confused, and certainly as worried as she did. For her as well as for his best friend. He
could feel the young woman’s anguish.

“What'’s the matter, little sister?” he asked her softly.

She smiled faintly. She always had felt close to Paul; it was nothing like the feelings she
shared with Adam, of course, but a different relationship altogether. He had always shown some
kind of brotherly feeling toward her, almost since the beginning of Spectrum, but he had really
begun calling her “little sister” about two years ago, some months after his Mysteronisation and
not long after her father’'s untimely death. It was as if each of them, after losing something
important in their life, needed that special link to be stronger between them. They were so much
alike. Like him, she was an only child, who had so wanted to grow up with some brothers or
sisters. They also had in common that same recklessness that worried their friends and
colleagues so much.

“It's Adam, Paul,” Symphony finally said. “I'm afraid he’s the one in trouble.”

Scarlet sighed. “Yes, | guessed as much. But what is it exactly?”

“You won't believe it,” a gloomy Symphony continued. “He’s in jail.”

“Say that again?” Scarlet exclaimed, not sure he did believe his ears.

“He’s in jail... and | had to leave him behind. And | am so ashamed that | did!

Scarlet shook his head in disbelief. How did Adam end up in prison? he mused with
concern. And why did Karen leave him there alone?

“We’d better go to the bar,” he muttered. “Then you can tell me what happened out there...
And then we’ll see what we can do about it... |think I'd better get you a drink.”

“I certainly feel like | could use one,” Symphony mumbled.

“There you are!”

The very recognizable English voice boomed behind them before they could actually make
a move toward the bar. Scarlet scowled. What is he doing, anyway, following me around? He
turned around; Colonel White was approaching them, with a big grin upon his face. A perplexed
Symphony was looking at him, not really sure what to do.
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“So the problem with your luggage is resolved?” the colonel asked Scarlet with his most
innocent tone.

“Yes... There wasn’t any problem, after all,” an uneasy Scarlet answered. “lt was a
mistake.”

“Good.” White looked down at Symphony. The girl didn’t dare say a word. That’s a guilty
look if ever | saw one, the colonel mused, most amused by the situation. “l see you have found
one of your missing friends... Hello, Symphony.”

“Co—uh, Mister Gray...” the young woman answered, awkwardly.

“She just arrived,” Scarlet said. “We met in the lobby.”

“Of course you did.” White’s eyes didn’t leave Symphony’s obviously concerned and
worried features. “I'm glad to see you, Symphony.”

“Paul had just told me you were here, sir,” Symphony said hesitantly.

“Yes, | suppose he would tell you now, wouldn't he?” White replied softly, musing.
Symphony didn’t answer, just cast a look of appeal at Scarlet.

The colonel took her silence as a sign of embarrassed annoyance. “So you know I'm not
here on official business. I'm on holiday.”

“Holiday, sir?”

White scowled. Symphony had that same look of perplexity as all the others about that
sole simple fact. He was beginning to find it very annoying. Of course, they’re all concerned
about what happened to me in London, a few weeks ago, he reflected. He looked around.
“Where’s Adam?” he asked, matter-of-factly, as if wanting to change the subject. “Wasn’t he
supposed to be with you?”

Symphony stared at him blankly, unable to answer. It was bad enough that White was
here, but his referring to Captain Blue by his real name only made her feel worse.

It was Captain Scarlet who provided the response. “Symphony just told me, he... ah... ran
into a friend from his days with the WAS. They decided to take a tour of the town together.”

“Really?” Colonel White was apparently perplexed by the concept. He frowned, looking at
Symphony with an inquiring glitter in his eyes. “And he left you on your own? | thought the man
was more of a gentleman...”

She gave him something of a sad smile. “Well, | suppose that one never can know enough
about a friend now, can you, Colonel?”

White had the distinct impression he had just been lied to. It seemed obvious. TOO
obvious. Although he couldn’t guess WHY Captain Blue would not be there, and certainly for
what reason he would have left his fiancée alone, so close to their impending wedding. Maybe
there’s trouble in Paradise, he mused. Anyway, the way Scarlet and Symphony were keeping
this to themselves was a confirmation in itself that something was going on.

He didn’t let on about his suspicion. “So when do you expect him?” he asked.

“Don’t quite know, sir,” Symphony said, shrugging, trying to sound indifferent. She did a
bad job of it.

“Why, all the worse for him,” White replied, still smiling. “At least you’ll have ME and Paul
to take care of you while he’s away...”

“l... don’t know what to say, sir. I'm flattered that you should concern yourself with me.”

“It's only natural, young lady.” White stared at her. “Maybe you’re hungry, after such a
long trip through the desert... Why don’t | invite you to dinner?”

“I don’t feel like going out right now.”

“Then we’ll have something brought up to our rooms, what do you think? Come on up... |
know someone’s waiting there for you, anyway.”

“Lead the way, sir,” Scarlet invited their commander.

White directed his pace toward the elevator, and Scarlet took Symphony by the arm to
follow. She turned a concerned look to him. “Paul...”

“l know, | know,” he muttered. “I'll find a way to get rid of him, so you can explain to me
what happened with Adam...”

“We have to get him out of his jam!” she insisted.

“We'll do that, too, don’t worry...” Scarlet looked at his commander’s back. “Maybe we
could use Juliette’s help... and your mother as well.”
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Symphony stared at him curiously. “What's my Ma have to do with the colonel, anyway?”
she whispered.

“Never mind that, now. Just let me plan along... I'll find something.”

“I sure hope so!” a doubtful Symphony sighed.
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Chapter 4

“But, Dad... You promised!”

Dressed in his baseball uniform, young Adam Svenson was looking in dismay at his father,
standing in the middle of his office at home. The child was ready to go to the single most
important game for his team, with his father, when the latter had called him into his office to have
a talk with him. Adam was almost certain of what he was about to hear BEFORE actually
entering the room. His suspicions had confirmed themselves a few seconds ago, when his dad
announced that he couldn’t go to the game with him.

“Two weeks ago, you said you'd come!” the youngster continued in a hurt tone. “Last
week, you said it again! Why change plans now?”

“It can’t be helped, Adam.” John Svenson was feeling rather uneasy. He didn't like the
accusing look he was seeing in his son’s eyes. “Something came up at the office.”

“We’ve been planning this for a long time. Couldn'’t you just tell them you were busy?”

“Now, Adam... You know it doesn’t work that way.”

“No, I dont. You're supposed to be the boss!”

“Yes, and that’s why I've got to take care of my business.” There was an annoyed edge in
Svenson’s voice. Standing a few feet away, not far from the door, Sarah Svenson was silently
witnessing the altercation between her husband and her son. This wasn't the first time they had
collided, on exactly the same volatile subject; but this time, she realised, it was somehow
different. Looking at the hurt expression in Adam’s eyes, she could see it could take proportions
it never did before. She was growing increasingly uneasy at the way things were going.

“It's not fair, Dad,” Adam said to his father, with a croak in his voice.

“Life isn’t always fair,” John Svenson replied sharply enough. It didn’t occur to him he was
talking to a nine year old kid who couldn’t care less about that kind of remark. He shook his
head. “Adam, I think you can understand...”

“No, | can’t understand!”

Adam had never dared to interrupt his father in the past. But months of built-up frustration
were now too much for him to handle. He felt he couldn’t take any more of this kind of treason.
This was the last straw. He was deeply disappointed and he had every intention of telling his
father.

“It's always like this, Dad. We plan things together, and at the last possible minute, you
cancel everything. You cancel what we're going to do and go to meet someone for your
business, and leave for the office in town -”

“You stop this!” Svenson urged him. “You know my work is important. Adam, I've got a
family to think about!”

“You DON'T think about us!” The outburst surprised Adam almost as much as his father
and mother.

“Adam,” the woman called to him from behind, with a soothing voice. “Now, you’re not
being fair to your father...”

“It's HIM who isn't fairl” Adam replied, much more sharply than he really meant to. “Why
does he have to do this? Why can’t he come to the game? | was counting on him... | wanted so
much to see you there, Dad!”

“It’'s enough, young man!” Even John Svenson’s stern voice was not nearly enough to calm
down the fuming boy who was still staring defiantly at him. “You've talked enough nonsense for
one day! You've got to cool off and be a reasonable boy about this!”

“l don’t wanna be a ‘reasonable boy’!” Adam replied. “You always ask that of me... I'm
tired of it! I...”

“Stop being so selfish!” Svenson suddenly cut him off. He threw his arms into the air. “I
can’'t BELIEVE you would react this way about such a thing! It's only a game, for Heaven’s sake!
A stupid, foolish game!”

“That game is important to ME, Dad! And | wanted to share it with YOU!”

“Damn it... Right now, I've got far more important things to concern myself with than the
trivialities of a nine year old boy... | can't let myself get distracted from my job because a selfish
kid thinks HIS business is more important than mine...”
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Adam stepped back, his eyes widening; his father suddenly realized that he had just hurt
the young boy’s feelings. He gave a quick glance towards his wife and saw the disapproving look
upon her face. That was directed at him.

“Adam, I'm sorry. | should explain...”

“Your job is more important than me, Dad?” the child asked with a catch in his voice.

“I didn’t MEAN it to sound that way, son -”

“But you SAID it! That’s just what you said!”

The look of accusation and hurt in his son’s eyes was almost too much for John Svenson to
bear. To his credit, he tried to make amends.

It only made things worse, as he couldn’t envision that he could be unable to simply buy his
way into the child’s heart.

“Come on, Adam. Forget about today. I'm sorry | can’t go with you. But we still have that
Sox-Blue Jays match we’re planning to see together -”

“Itll be the same,” Adam replied dryly.

“l beg your pardon?”

“Itll be the same, Dad. It's ALWAYS the same. It's not the game. It's got nothing to do
with it. You’re NEVER there when | need you to be there.”

“NOW what'’s the matter with you?” Svenson asked, frowning.

“You always tell me | should keep my promises, Dad. And | do. Always. But YOU never
keep YOURS...”

“Of all the ungrateful -” Svenson became livid with anger. He walked to his son, a glimmer
of anger in his eyes. The boy never lowered his. “All right! We’ll do it your way, then! If you're
going to take that distasteful attitude toward me, young man, you’ll be dealt with accordingly.
You're groundeq!”

“You can't do that!” Adam replied forcefully.

“l can, and | willl” his father snapped furiously. “And don’t you shout at me! You're
grounded. You won't go to that baseball game of yours!”

“The others are counting on me! I'm part of the team!”

“I don't care! They'll have to do without you!”

“How can you do this to me, on top of everything else?”

“I'm your father, that’s how!”

“That’s unfair!”

“Keep your voice down! Adam, | hate doing this... We'll have to see about that Sox game.
If you don’t change your attitude -”

“Sure, keep beating on a guy when he’s down.” Adam’s voice was full of sarcasm and
resentment. His father’s features became absolutely white with fury.

“Stop being so insolent!” he snapped loudly. “What'’s gotten into you, Adam? | swear, | -”
He stopped, looking absolutely distraught. “I'm deeply disappointed in you, son.”

“You always say that!” Adam shouted back with anger. “No matter what | do, or what | say!
I'm always a disappointment to you! But you know what, Dad? That makes two of us!”

“Adam...” the boy heard his mother call behind him.

“I'm disappointed in you too!” Adam continued, looking furiously at his father, without
listening to his mother’s voice. “Why can’t you be the father | want so much? Why can’t you be
like EVERYBODY ELSE's father?”

He didn’t give his father time to answer. He spun round and ran out of the office, flinging
the door wide. He heard his father angrily calling him back. He did not even turn back to look at
him.

“I hate you, Dad!” he shouted over his shoulder.

The words were harsh, he knew, but he couldn’t keep himself from uttering them. And he
would not go back to his father right now; that would have only served to show him the tears of
rage and disappointment that were filling his eyes.

He went directly to the front door and threw it wide open; not even bothering to close it
behind him, he ran out of the house and almost bumped into a tall, bulky man, dressed in working
clothes, who caught hold of him, before he ran straight into him. Adam stared into the glimmering
eyes of Wilson Grover, the gardener he had told his father he hated... The man’s expression was
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one of curiosity, and the boy wondered if, by any chance, he could have heard something of what
had happened in the office.
He brushed the man aside and ran all the way to the other side of the garden...

* k ok

Captain Blue suddenly opened his eyes; he was lying in the cell bunk, staring blindly at the
ceiling. He couldn’t sleep at all. It wasn’t the constant snoring of his neighbours in the other cells
that kept him awake; recurring thoughts about the events of the past day had brought up ancient,
painful memories that he hadn’t thought about for some time... They were now haunting him.
That, and the fact that he couldn’t forget the anguished face of his beautiful Symphony Angel
whom he had forced to leave, for her own safety.

The night was still young, Blue mused gloomily. He had no idea what time it could be.
Ten, eleven... maybe later. He had had to leave his watch at the police counter, with all the rest
of his things. He had the feeling this would be a very long night, until the morning came and he
would be allowed to leave this jail to see the judge.

He heard a door open, but did not move; the sheriff or one of his deputies — assuming he
had more than one — was probably coming to check on the prisoners, he thought. No need to
concern himself with that.

He heard the steps coming down the corridor in front of the cells, until they stopped in front
of his.

“I'm guessing you’re not sleeping, Svenson,” Blue heard the sheriff's voice say to him.

“Leave me alone,” Blue mumbled. “Aren’t your prisoners entitled to any peace and quiet
around here?”

“On your feet, mister,” the sheriff replied. “You’re out of here.”

Blue frowned. “Out? As in ‘out of jail'?”

“Yeah, exactly. You're one lucky fellow, | can tell you.”

Blue heard a key being turned in the lock and jumped to his feet. He watched in
puzzlement as Sheriff McNamara pulled open the cell door.

“l don’t understand. | thought you had decided to keep me here until tomorrow.”

“Well, let’s just say circumstances force me to act otherwise. Follow me.”

Blue didn’t need to be told twice; the sheriff took him to his office where he found his things
spread on the desk. The deputy was there too, his arms folded on his chest; he was staring at
Blue with blazing eyes. Must still be angry with me about accidentally hitting him, thought the
Spectrum officer.

“If you care to take a look at your possessions,” Sheriff McNamara told him, clearing his
throat and taking his seat behind the desk. “See if it’s all there.”

Blue glanced down quickly, took his watch and put it back on his left wrist. Then he glared
at McNamara.

“What's going on, sheriff?” he asked him blankly. “Why let me go now? I'm quite sure it's
not out of the goodness of your heart.”

The sheriff sighed. “Charges have been dropped.”

“Dropped?”

“That's what | said. Somebody paid the damages to the restaurant, so the owner won’t
press charges.”

Blue looked at the sheriff suspiciously. “Who paid?” he asked him.

“Don’t know. But he — or she — also provided for your bail.”

“But you didn’t want to hear about bail before.”

“Paid double the amount normally asked for your kind of offence. The ticket for reckless
driving and speeding’s been paid t00.”

“What about Grover?”

McNamara tilted his head to the side. “What about him?”

“Wasn't he considering pressing charges against me?” Blue clarified with a frown.

“He won’t do it,” the sheriff answered. “Said you obviously were angry because you
thought he was after your girl... So he decided to let go of the charges. He’s really a nice guy.”

“My heart is bleeding, sheriff,” Blue retorted dryly.
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“Will you let the guy alone?” McNamara grumbled. “l hope you won’t go after him after all
the trouble you already had?”

“I'm not looking for trouble, sheriff. And you know what? The further | am from Will Grover,
the happier I'll be.”

“I hope you mean it.” The sheriff tapped a piece of paper on the desk in front of Blue.
“Now, if all your things are there, will you be kind enough to sign this receipt?”

Blue checked the contents of his wallet, then put it into his pocket, along with his keys and
cash. Then, he turned a cool stare back at the sheriff and deputy.

“Something the matter?” McNamara asked him.

“Yes, plenty,” Blue said coldly. “For example, you were so keen to keep me behind bars
until tomorrow... | can’t figure out WHY you’d let me go, now.”

“I must admit, | was really tempted to let you rot in your cell, Svenson. | don’t really care for
bullies who’d attack a crippled man. But seeing as how things were all settled for the better...”

“About the bail and the rest? That’s the other thing that puzzles me. Why not tell me who
paid for this?”

“What makes you think | know who it is?”

“You say you don’'t? | have a hard time believing that!”

“Look, why are you looking a gift horse in the mouth? You're free. So you'd better get the
hell out of here before | change my mind and throw you back in the joint.”

“Was it my fiancée?” Blue insisted.

He suspected that Symphony might not have left as he had asked her, but could have
stayed instead, and that she might have found some way to persuade this stubborn constable to
let him go. Maybe she had even called Paul, like she had said earlier. But McNamara shook his
head.

“She left town just after visiting you,” he replied. “I don’t think she’s come back yet...” A
cynical smile crossed his face. “...if she ever comes back.”

“Why do you say that?” asked a frowning Blue.

“Well, didn’t you have a quarrel, back there, just before she went away? | was told you and
her had a very tumultuous... discussion.”

Blue did not deign to respond. He could see that the deputy sheriff had the same grin on
his face as his superior. What they thought wasn’t true, and it wasn’'t any of their business
whether or not he and Symphony had had a fight. Blue was just satisfied that, apparently, his
fiancée had followed his advice and gone away.

But that didn’t answer the question about WHO had paid his bail...

“May | make a call?” Blue asked, pointing to the phone.

The sheriff nodded and Blue picked up the receiver. On putting it to his ear, he frowned.
There was no dialtone.

“It's out of order,” he said to the sheriff.

McNamara tilted his head to one side and took the receiver Blue was holding out to him.
He listened for a second and shook his head, before putting it back on its hook.

“Must be a local breakdown,” he told Blue. “We had a couple of these the last few months.
Were you trying to call your girl?”

“She’s supposed to be in Vegas,” Blue said, more to himself than in response to the
sheriff’s inquiry. “l have to call her to tell her I'm free...”

“Well, that can’t be helped,” McNamara muttered. “These breakdowns affect all the phones
in the town. Why don’t you go tell her in person?”

“How? She took the car.”

“You could take the bus,” the deputy suggested curtly. It was the first time he had spoken
since Blue had walked in the office. The Spectrum agent glared daggers at him.

“I can’t go off on my own to Las Vegas without telling her!” he replied. “She’s supposed to
come back tomorrow morning.”

“It would be a real shame if you should pass one another on the road,” McNamara laughed
slightly.

“Oh, you're a big help, sheriff!” Blue said dryly.
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“'m not here to help you,” the sheriff replied. “And frankly, | don’t much care about your
problems. We have a hotel here. Rent a room there ‘til morning if you must, but | want you OUT
of this town at that time... Girlfriend or no girlfriend.”

“In the meantime,” the deputy sheriff added, “maybe the phones will be back on line and
you will be able to call her, so she can come to pick you up... If she still wants you, of course.”

Blue cast the man another icy look, then glanced at the sheriff. The unsympathetic way the
two men were looking at him made him feel rather uneasy. He sighed and took the pen on the
desk to sign the receipt as asked by McNamara. He put down the pen loudly.

“Thanks for your hospitality, sheriff,” he said, stepping toward the exit.

He had just opened the door when McNamara called on him. “One last thing, Svenson.”

Blue looked back at the sheriff. “Stay out of trouble,” the lawman warned him. “If you getin
another fight, | guarantee you, you won’t get out so easy next time around. I'll send you back to
jail and throw away the key.”

Blue didn’t answer; but he didn’t turn a hair at the sheriff’'s threat. He turned his back on
him and left, closing the door behind him.

He walked down the main office and went out into the night. Then he stopped on the steps
of the station and sighed, contemplating what he must do.

As he had told the sheriff, he couldn’t leave without calling his friends in Las Vegas. If only
to tell Karen he was all right... Poor girl, he thought, she must be worried sick about me... He
regretted not having his Spectrum communicator with him. This was one occasion he would not
have hesitated to use it. But since Symphony had taken the car, Blue was left without
communicator, weapon or Spectrum identification. He had left it all in the glove compartment.

Well, maybe the phones would be back on line soon... In the meantime, he would take the
sheriff's advice and take a room in the town’s hotel. He really had no choice in the matter.

The hotel was down the main street, just in front of the restaurant where Blue had stopped
with Symphony. He started walking that way. The night was quiet. Everything was closed,
except for the bar, from which loud sounds of music and laughter were coming. Blue took a look
at his watch. It was far later than he had first anticipated... No wonder almost everything was
closed.

As he walked down the street, Blue had the distinct impression he was being watched. He
looked around but saw nobody. Yet, he was quite sure he wasn’'t mistaken. Years of training and
living on the edge had attuned his senses... He could sense impending danger lurking about him.

He felt rather than saw the group behind him, and broke into a run. He heard rapid
footsteps and glanced over his shoulder. Three men were in pursuit. No sense in calling, he
thought. Since his misadventure of the day, he was pretty sure he wasn’t popular with anyone in
this place. The sheriff would not be much help either. He would probably find a way to pin this
thing on him and throw him in a cell again.

Blue tried to make it to the bar. A public place would be the perfect hideout in the
circumstances. But then he saw two other men coming from the shadows right next to the door
and walking quickly toward him. Blue changed direction and went down a small street.

More like a dark alley, he realized, the instant he entered it. It was obvious he had
purposely been pushed that way. And with five men now hot on his heels, he didn’t have much
choice but to continue running in the same direction.

He stopped suddenly. Just ahead of him was a wall. A dead-end. Naturally. It was so
obvious, he should have seen it sooner.

Blue turned on his heel to face the five men who had stopped running and were now
approaching slowly, taking their time, knowing full well he was trapped and couldn’t hide
anywhere from them. He didn’'t care who they were or what they wanted, although that last
question was very obvious to him. In fact, for the present, he didn't have the time to think it
over... The only thing on his mind was that he didn’t intend go down without a fight.

“Nice to see you again, kid.”

Blue froze on the spot upon hearing those words. He turned to his left to see the shadow
of a big man lurking in the dark. He didn’t need to see his face to know who it was.

So, that answered the question about the identity of the person who had prepared this
ambush... Not that it was any surprise to Blue
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He didn’'t have the time to act upon that discovery. He didn’t see another shadow that
came bolting from the other side of the street and violently rammed into his back, sending him
face down on the ground. The five men who had pursued Blue to that spot then rushed up to
him. Brutal hands seized him and dragged him back to his feet. He struggled and succeeded in
getting free of two of them; but they were too many, and he already had been shaken by the first
attack. His arms were seized and pulled tightly back, and the Spectrum officer soon found
himself defenceless against a series of blows that began raining on him, catching him on all
sides, dazing him.

He saw Grover coming slowly out of the shadows, limping on his bad right leg, and coming
toward him. The man stopped at a safe distance and looked upon the scene. He quietly lit a
cigarette and blew out some smoke with obvious satisfaction. Blue saw the evil smile crossing
the older man’s face.

The scum is enjoying this tremendously...

It was about the last thing Blue was really conscious of before some kind of a rag was
clamped over his mouth and nose. A distasteful odour hit him and a mist came down over his
eyes. He desperately fought to stay awake, but the combined effect of the pain from the beating,
and the chloroform, began to take their toll on him. He mercifully passed out just as his
aggressors let him fall to the ground.
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Chapter 5

“He’s gone? What do you mean, ‘he’s gone’?”

It was about six-thirty in the morning when Symphony presented herself at the office of Los
Lobos’ sheriff. She wasn’t alone.

The evening before, somehow finding an opportunity when Colonel White was otherwise
occupied — with her mother and Destiny Angel — she had explained to Captain Scarlet what had
happened during her journey through the desert with Captain Blue. She told him all about their
two encounters with the man called Will Grover, how the second one had degenerated, the
ensuing jailing of Blue and his insistence on seeing her leave town without delay.

Scarlet had carefully listened to the whole story, before making another one of his quick
decisions. The single most important thing, he had stated, was to get Blue out of jail. Without the
colonel knowing anything about it. To Symphony, that appeared quite difficult, but it turned out
Paul already had an idea of how to proceed.

He was to go to Los Lobos with Symphony, at the crack of dawn. Destiny and Amanda
would stay behind to distract the colonel and keep him occupied. If Symphony’s mother was very
happy to comply, it was definitely not the case with Destiny. Already, she had a bad feeling that
they were going to fail miserably.

“What do you think | am, suicidal?” she had replied vehemently. “Maybe he doesn’t know
anything about the wedding plans, but there’s no doubt in my mind he’ll wonder WHY you have
sneaked out on him... Maybe that'll make him think. That may make him very angry, Paul.”

“Why would he get angry, Juliette?” Scarlet had answered negligently. “As you said, he
doesn’t seem to suspect about the wedding. He seemed to be in a good mood all evening, |
daresay maybe even enjoying himself.”

“THAT was tonight. HOW am | going to keep him occupied all day tomorrow? That’s an
impossible task!”

“l thought ‘impossible’ wasn'’t a French word. Or so the French say.”

“Oh, very funny, Paul Metcalfe!”

“Relax, girl... | don’t think you'll have much trouble. You'll have Amanda to help you.”

“Yes, well... At least SHE doesn’t have anything to fear from Colonel White...”

“Yes, he appears to like her a lot.”

“That's NOT what | meant! He can't discipline HER! He won't put HER in front of a court-
martial! He won’t risk wringing HER neck!”

“Oh, really, Juliette... He won'’t do any of those things to you. He likes you too, you know.”

“Paul... Can't you be serious about this?”

“I AM serious, chérie. Listen, there’s no reason for the old man to get angry. At you or at
any of us. We're going to Los Lobos early. We'll be back as soon as we get Adam out of jail.
We’'ll be here before the colonel has a chance to miss us.”

“You WON'T use the opportunity to go to a chapel with Adam and Karen and get them
married, | hope?”

“No, | promise you. Time is of the essence, here. We won't waste any of it. Not right now,
anyway.”

“It’s still pretty risky, it you want my opinion.”

“Maybe so, but we're in Spectrum, girl. Risks are part of our job.”

Destiny had finally given in, AFTER Scarlet had promised he would call her the minute Blue
was released from jail.

That settled, there was only one complication left. With Blue absent, the colonel, who was
unable to get a room before the next day, was sharing Scarlet’s room. Scarlet would have to
sneak out of there without awakening his commander.

That had Symphony worried, but she needn’t have bothered. Scarlet was as good at
stealth as she was at observing details. He was waiting for her at the car. “Piece of cake,” he
told her with a reassuring smile.

All the way back to Los Lobos, Symphony was trying to figure out what Blue’s reaction
would be to finding out about their commander’s presence in Las Vegas. It wasn't really hard to
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work out he would be upset. Not only were his wedding plans with Symphony delayed due to his
arrest, but now, they were in grave danger of being put on ice. Scarlet had tried to reassure the
young woman by telling her they would surely find a way for her and Blue to get married despite
the trouble posed by their commander. But Symphony was not really convinced. For the
moment, however, her only concern was to see Blue out of his cell and safely back in her arms.

That was why she was so astounded when Sheriff McNamara told her Blue was already
out.

Captain Scarlet had accompanied her to see the sheriff. He waited discreetly behind her
while she talked to him. If he was surprised by the sheriff's announcement, he managed not to
show it. Symphony didn’t even try to hide her feelings.

“Let me get this straight,” she continued, addressing the sheriff in an upset tone.
“Yesterday, you weren’t going to let him out before this morning... and even then, you weren’t
sure you would let him go. Now you’re telling me he’s been out since late last night?”

“That's exactly what | said, Miss Wainwright,” McNamara answered patiently. He was
looking very tired. Can’t have been up for more than half an hour or so, thought a silent Scarlet,
still a few steps behind a fuming Symphony.

The sheriff pointed to the phone, clearing his throat. “He did try to make a phone call,
before leaving, but the lines were down.” He looked up at Symphony. “Hasn’t he reached you
since then?”

“Would | be here with you if he had?” the young female pilot scoffed. “Do you have any
idea where he could be?”

McNamara shrugged. “He could have taken the bus. We suggested it to him, last night.
Or he could be at the hotel.”

“You mean you’re not sure?”

“Look, it's not my job to follow miscreants around when they get out of jail. | just have to
make sure they don’t cause any more trouble, that's all. In the case of your boyfriend, |
specifically told him to be out of town by this morning. Now, where he’s gone and what he’s done
since then, | don’t know.”

“In any case, Sheriff, he would have called to inform us,” Symphony replied. “When did the
phones come back online?”

“I honestly can’t tell. Mine hasn’t rung at all, since yesterday. Only once this morning, just
before you arrived.”

“Isn’t it a little strange that your phone should stay so quiet, since you're apparently the only
law enforcement around here?”

The sheriff looked up at Scarlet, who had just spoken. So far, the tall man accompanying
the young woman had kept quiet, letting her do all the talking. He looked like the strong, silent
type, and McNamara was pretty sure he was listening carefully to all that was said. The sheriff
had recognized an English accent in his voice when he had finally spoken.

“This is a pretty quiet county, sir,” McNamara explained to Scarlet, keeping a barely polite
tone. “About the only problems we encounter around here are speed freaks and barroom
brawlers... and troublemakers like your Mr Svenson.”

Scarlet did not respond to the remark. He looked thoughtful. “If you didn't want him out
before this morning, why did you let him go last night?”

“Miss Wainwright asked the same question,” the sheriff noted.

“You didn’t answer it,” Scarlet replied quietly. “So I'm asking it again.”

The sheriff narrowed his eyes at him. “Yes, well, the answer should be obvious: Svenson
got out because his bail was paid off.”

“Adam paid the bail?” Symphony asked.

“I didn’t say that,” the sheriff sighed.

Symphony frowned. “Then who?”

“l don’t know, and even if | did, | don’t see why I'd tell you.”

“So we are to assume that person wants to keep his or her identity a secret,” Scarlet
nodded.

“You understand fast. That person paid not only the bail, but also the damages to the
restaurant, the speeding ticket and so on...”

“And the charges against Adam?” Symphony asked quickly.
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“They were dropped”.

“All the charges?” Scarlet asked in his turn.

“All the charges,” the sheriff answered.

“Even the one for assault and battery on that Grover guy?” Symphony insisted. “You
wanted so much to pin that rap on Adam.”

The sheriff sighed again. “The victim chose not to press charges. He didn’t want to sue.
And as for me wanting to ‘pin that rap’ on your friend, you must admit, Miss Wainwright, that he
was definitely guilty. Somebody who beats up a cripple is a creep in my book.”

That was the last straw. That was more than Symphony could bear at the moment. She
suddenly snapped in anger. “Look here, Sheriff, | have no intention of standing here listening to
you insulting my friend without...”

“That’s quite enough now,” Scarlet interrupted her quickly. He had a feeling that she was
about to lose her temper, and it seemed to him that it wasn’t such a good idea under the
circumstances. She looked at him with surprise in her eyes, not understanding why he was
interfering with her righteous anger, as he firmly took her by the shoulders to direct her toward the
door.

“We'll follow your advice,” Scarlet said to McNamara, opening the door and pushing
Symphony outside of the office before she had the chance to utter a word of protest. “We’'ll check
the hotel, and the bus station. Thank you for your time, Sheriff.”

McNamara stood up from behind his desk. “If | may give you another piece of advice,
Mr...”

Scarlet stopped to turn to the sheriff. “My name is Metcalfe,” he presented himself, as the
lawman was obviously waiting for that information.

“You and the lady don'’t intend to get into any trouble now, | hope?” McNamara asked
suspiciously.

“Do we look like we’re looking for trouble?” Scarlet innocently replied.

McNamara refrained from scowling. He had his doubts about that. There was something
strange about that guy. Something unclear about him... The sheriff could not put his finger what
it was exactly, but he was sure of one thing.

It spelled trouble.

“Be sure to remember that, sir,” McNamara advised Scarlet, pointing a warning finger in his
direction. “Keep a close eye on that girl.”

“Don’t worry, Sheriff. We’'ll leave your charming town the minute we find our friend.”
Scarlet reached for the door handle. “Good day, sir.”

McNamara watched doubtfully as the Englishman left, closing the door behind him. He
rubbed his chin thoughtfully and sat down. He then saw the door open again and his deputy
enter. The man nodded toward the other room from where he came.

“Who was that guy with Svenson’s girl?” he asked.

McNamara looked grim. “Trouble, I'm afraid. Is Grover anywhere around in town?”

“Haven’t seen him yet.”

“Good. Better he doesn’t run into the girl, especially if her friend is with her.” The sheriff
looked up at his deputy. “They’re searching for Svenson. | suggested the hotel and the bus
station.”

The deputy frowned. “What do you want me to do?”

McNamara thought about it for a moment. “Keep an eye on them,” he finally said.
“Discreetly, of course. Make sure they don’t cause any trouble.”

“And if they do?”

The sheriff grunted, and smiled slightly. “We’ll act accordingly... After all, we’re the law
around here, aren’t we?”

Alone in her room at the St-Maurice, Destiny Angel was a nervous wreck. The last hour —
since Colonel White had woken up — had been nothing short of a nightmare, from her point of
view. Not that anything exactly wrong had happened... But she had the very deep feeling that an
impending catastrophe was going to fall upon her head any minute.
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She didn’t know how she had managed to keep up a strong and carefree fagade so far, in
front of Colonel White; of course, as she had assumed, he had wondered about Scarlet and
Symphony’s absence. And it was not surprising that he would seem upset by it. Upset and very
annoyed, if Destiny knew him well. Somehow, he had managed to keep his temper down, but the
Angel pilot wasn’t fooled and could see it was screaming to get out. It was only a matter of time
before the storm broke, she was sure of it.

She had told him, rather matter-of-factly, that Scarlet and Symphony had gone into town,
together. White asked about Blue, whether he had come back last night or not. The Angel pilot
couldn’t help but notice that the question seemed to concern him. She couldn’t figure out exactly
why. And she couldn’t provide him with an answer that would be satisfactory enough for his
taste. She could see that.

Breakfast was taken in a heavy enough atmosphere. How Destiny had managed to distract
White with a suggestion to go out and visit the town was beyond her. She certainly had noticed
how her commander seemed reluctant to agree, until Amanda stepped in to save the day, and
insisted upon him coming with them... Vegas was a beautiful city to visit, but certainly, it wasn't
safe for two women to walk its streets alone... The argument was rather feeble, and certainly,
Colonel White would not have reason to worry, for Destiny Angel surely knew how to take care of
herself. But Amanda Wainwright used her most charming smile and batting eyelashes... He was
hopelessly hooked.

They each had left her to go back to their respective rooms, in order to shower and get
ready. Destiny was still in her robe, and was on her way to take a good, well-earned shower
when the telephone rang. She nearly jumped on it to answer. It was the man at the St-Maurice
reception desk who announced to her that “Mr Metcalfe was on the line”. She was relieved when
she heard her friend’s welcome voice:

“Hello, Juliette.”

“Paul, am | glad you called!” she said, sighing deeply.

“Is it safe for you to talk?” Scarlet asked carefully.

“Yes, it’s safe,” Destiny answered. “The colonel is in your room, taking a shower... We just
had breakfast in here, with Amanda.”

“Taking a shower?” Scarlet teased her. “You didn’t get a peek at HIM, | hope?”

Destiny gave a dubious frown. “l swear, Paul, sometimes your sense of humour is WAY off
base!”

“How are things going?”

“Fairly well, Grace au Ciel,” Destiny sighed again. “The colonel awakened about an hour
ago... Naturally, he was searching for you... and Karen, of course. He seemed... | don’t know,
annoyed that you weren’t there.”

“What did you tell him?” Scarlet asked.

“That you’d gone for a run. The two of you. He seemed to believe me. At least, he didn’t
ask too many questions about that. But he DID ask for Adam. He was wondering if he had come
at all last night, while we were sleeping. | told him that, since | was sleeping so soundly, | didn’t
know... and asked him if HE noticed him coming in.”

“Nice touch, Destiny!”

“A nice touch that could see me in front of a court-martial... Paul, | lied to our commander!”

“Not really... And it wasn’t on duty.”

“Oh, I'm sure that will make ALL the difference!” Destiny scoffed loudly. “So... when are
you and Karen coming back with Adam?”

“l... think there’s a problem, chérie,” Scarlet started cautiously.

“How BIG a problem?” Destiny asked, worried and annoyed.

“Blue wasn't in jail anymore when we got here...”

“What do you mean, ‘he wasn't in jail'?” Destiny snapped suddenly. “Where is he?”

“I was rather hoping you’d say he was with you,” Scarlet answered.

“No, he’s not here...”

“He didn't call either?”

“No... Paul, what’s going on?” There was a worried edge in Destiny’s voice.

Scarlet sighed, hesitant. “Well... We don’t know that yet.”
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“Oh, great!” Destiny mumbled dryly. “You don’t know... Would you care to elaborate a
little?”

“It seems he was released from jail last night.”

“What? Yesterday? Why didn’t he call us, then?”

“Well, for starters, the phones weren’t working here yesterday. As for where he could be...
Karen and | are still searching for him. We've already checked the only hotel, and he wasn'’t
there. He doesn’t seem to be anywhere in town, but we’ll have to check that out more thoroughly.
We’'ll check if he took the bus, by any chance, as soon as the bus station opens... That’'s as much
as | know, right now. So it could take us a bit longer before we come back to Las Vegas. Do you
think you can hold your own with the colonel for a bit?”

Destiny was pacing in the middle of her room, the phone in hand. Of all the times for Adam
to disappear... “I'll do my best, Paul, but I'm not really sure | will be able to keep him busy for
much longer,” she sighed, rubbing her eyes. “But it seems | don’t have much of a choice, do ?”

“It's really out of our hands, you know,” Scarlet noted.

“I know, it's not your fault... How’s Karen?”

“Well... you know her, when it comes to Adam...” There was a short pause. “She says
she’s having one of her feelings,” Scarlet answered, concern apparent in his voice.

“It certainly not like Adam to disappear this way,” Destiny noted in turn. “But do you really
think there is reason for concern?”

“No, | don’t think there is... There’s nothing to suggest anything is wrong, really. | told
Karen not to worry too much.”

“That didn’t do too much good, did it?” Destiny sighed again. “Find him. [I'll take care of the
rest, here.”

“You really are an Angel, Juliette.”

“Keep that in mind. | hope you find him quickly, though. | don’t want to press you, people,
but I'm in a hot spot.”

“We really appreciate your help. Thanks again.”

“And... if you ever need help out there...”

“We'll think of you, don’t worry. Bye.”

Destiny heard the phone being hung up at the other end of the line and put down the
receiver too, very thoughtful, and wondering how she would have to proceed now with Colonel
White.

That was when a distinguished English voice suddenly boomed behind her: “Is anything
wrong?”

Destiny literally jumped, her heart missing a beat, quickly muffling a cry of dreaded
surprise. She spun around; Colonel White was standing just a few inches behind her and was
staring at her curiously.

“Good God, Destiny!” he said, frowning in surprise seeing her reaction to his presence. “I'd
swear, | nearly gave you a heart attack!”

Nearly, thought the Angel pilot. But not quite. How long has he been there, anyway?

“Colonel White,” she replied with a faint smile. “You did surprise me!”

“l can see that.” White pointed to the phone. “Was that Captain Scarlet?”

“Yes,” Destiny answered, uneasily. “Yes, it was...”

“Are Symphony and Captain Blue with him?” White asked, curious.

“l... didn’t ask him the question, sir.”

White nodded quietly, eyeing the girl. Truth to tell, he was upset. REALLY upset, and on
the verge of losing his temper. He had woken up early to discover that Scarlet was already up...
and gone. Gone also was Symphony Angel, who was supposed to be sleeping in the other room
with Destiny. And then, he couldn’t find out if Captain Blue had showed up at all since the
previous evening. He was beginning to become concerned. He was worried that the three had
found a way to sneak off — literally ditch him — to go to one of those awful chapels Las Vegas was
so full of. As far as White could tell, Blue and Symphony might already be married right now and
he would have been unable to prevent it.

Destiny was left behind... undoubtedly, to provide the necessary distraction, Colonel White
realised. He didn’t know for sure how far Amanda Wainwright was involved in this all-too-obvious
little conspiracy, but he was fairly sure she had helped. After all, she was the mother of one of
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the culprits... and she would have thought it was worth it, to sacrifice her presence at the
ceremony, if it meant that her daughter could get married. They've taken me for the fool that |
am, a frustrated White mused. [ was too good a sport. | waited too long. | never ever imagined
they would go to such foolhardy lengths to carry out their plans. | wasn’t conscientious enough,
and | have been had. Maybe | deserve it.

“All right, Destiny,” he told the French girl. “Where are they?” His tone was still very
courteous. He was still trying to keep his temper in check. Now was not the time to get angry,
not just yet.

“Sir?” Destiny said, opening her eyes wide.

“Where are Scarlet, Blue and Symphony?” White repeated patiently, stressing every word.
“Surely, you must know...”

Destiny carefully weighed her answer. “Well, Captain Blue, | can’t really be sure about,”
she said truthfully. She tried to sound very cool, almost indifferent. “You did say to me you didn’t
hear him come into the room in the middle of the night, sir?”

“No, I...” White shook himself. That girl was playing innocent, but he was way too smart for
her. She was trying to gain some time, obviously. “I slept like a log,” he answered. “l didn’t even
hear Scarlet going out this morning...” Must have tiptoed his way out, he grimly added to himself.
“Why did HE sneak out on me, anyway?”

“I's probable Paul didn’t want to wake you up, sir,” Destiny replied.

“I bet,” White mumbled, that realisation being the only thing he was really sure of so far.
“m normally not such a sound sleeper, you know...”

“It must be jet lag.”

“Excuse me?”

The door behind White opened; Amanda Wainwright, having finished preparing herself,
walked in, a cup of coffee in her hand. She closed the door behind her and approached the two
people standing next to the bed. Neither of them seemed to notice her presence.

“Or maybe accumulated fatigue,” Destiny continued, addressing White. “You know what |
mean? All that work on Cloudbase, you never take time to relax... and | bet you don’t even know
HOW...”

“Destiny...”

“So when you take vacation time, well...”

“Destiny, please...”

“...I guess you fell like a rock.”

“That’'s enough!”

Losing what little what was left of his eroding patience, White slammed his open hand on
the table next to the bed, with such violence that the phone upon it jumped up and the receiver
fell off its hook. Amanda, who was taking a sip from her cup, almost choked on it, surprised by
the sudden outburst. A startled Destiny froze instantly.

“l tried, | REALLY tried to make it nice and easy!” White growled, pointing an accusing
finger in the Angel’s direction. “But | just CAN'T play along in this little game of yours!”

“What game are you talking about, Colonel?” Destiny asked timidly.

“In God’s name, what's going on here?” Amanda said in turn, widening bewildered eyes at
White.

The latter feigned not to hear her.

“Where are they?” he asked Destiny with contained anger in his voice. “You'’re keeping
something from me, that’s obvious... What is it?”

“Sir,” a hesitant and uneasy Destiny replied, “I assure you, | can’'t see why you seem so
angry about...”

“STOP taking me for an old fool, girl!” White hissed between his teeth. “I’'m not enjoying
this in the least!”

“But, sir,” Destiny protested, blushing violently. “I’'m not taking you for a fool...”

“Well, if you’re not, you're doing a bloody good impression of it!” White snapped furiously.

“Really, Colonel...” Amanda tried again.

“Please, keep OUT of this, Mrs Wainwright.” Flashing with righteous anger, White’s blue
eyes gazed into Destiny’s. “Let’s get a few facts straight, shall we? First of all, Symphony arrived
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here yesterday evening. ALONE, when she was supposed to be with Captain Blue. | am not
mistaken when | say you and Scarlet were waiting for them to join you, am 1?”

“No, sir... | mean, you’re absolutely right, sir.”

“Right. Last night, Symphony seemed preoccupied, depressed, even on edge. Did you
notice how she kept AVOIDING any discussion with me? | thought she was UPSET, even
ANNOYED by my presence here... as if | was disturbing some plans she may have made?”

“Er... Colonel, I...”

“Don’t answer that. Yet. You know, that excuse she gave about Captain Blue having met a
friend of his here in Vegas? | didn’t believe it. Not even for one minute. Too far-fetched, if you
ask me... | don’t know where he was, but I'm pretty sure of one thing: he NEVER came to the
hotel last night. Am | still right?”

“Y-yes, sir, you are.”

“Good. | THOUGHT | couldn’t be such a sound sleeper... It’s a relief to have confirmation
of that. Now, one last thing I'm sure of: Scarlet and Symphony have quietly, but surely,
SNEAKED OUT on me. And it’s probably to go and join Blue. Isn’t that true?”

Destiny hesitated. Damn you, Paul, she thought. I'm really going to get you for this! She
hated being grilled this way...

“You stayed behind to keep me busy, am | right?” Colonel White insisted, in an accusing
tone.

Well, that was true, but for Destiny to admit it to her commander was like putting her head
into a lion’s mouth...

“What's the matter with you now?” White grumbled. “You couldn’t keep yourself from
babbling earlier. You suddenly don’t know what to say?”

“No, sir... | mean, yes... | mean...” Destiny was frankly at a loss for words. That was
irritating for Colonel White. And frustrating.

“You're wasting my time, Destiny,” he warned her. “And I'm on the verge of thinking that
you’re doing this on purpose.”

“Sir, | don’t -”

“Why?” White snapped impatiently. “Why did they sneak out on me like that? You KNOW
why! And you will TELL ME!”

“Oh, for Heaven’s sakes! Will you stop YELLING LIKE THAT?”

It was Amanda protesting vehemently. Astounded by her outburst, White turned to stare at
her; he saw the anger flashing in her eyes.

“Don’t you see you're SCARING the girl?” the American woman told him sternly.

“'m scaring her?” White snorted at the remark. “l should hardly think so! That ‘girl’ is a lot
tougher than she looks... If she wasn’t, she wouldn’t be in Spectrum!”

“Well, it's obvious that in front of you, she’s still like a little girl!”

Destiny felt herself reddening violently. This was embarrassing enough, without having
Symphony’s mother adding to the situation by trying to help her out.

“Amanda, please, | don’t need -”

“Shut up, Juliette!” Destiny closed her mouth and watched in dismay as Amanda
Wainwright stood her ground and openly confronted a still furious Colonel White. “Now, Colonel,
| don'’t care if you presently are one of the most powerful men on Earth, | won’t stand idle and sit
on my hands and watch you tear into that girl like a shark with a piece of meat!”

“Seigneur, aidez-moi!” Destiny whispered, rolling her eyes. She could hardly believe
anybody would stand up that way to her commander, and even less have the courage to speak to
him in such a manner. “Please, tell me it’'s not true...”

“I haven't finished with you yet, Destiny,” the colonel told her, before turning his attention
back to Amanda, with an annoyed glance. “Mrs Wainwright, | don’t really appreciate being
admonished that way in front of one of my people! | would appreciate it if you would keep out of
this.”

“And why, pray tell, should | keep quiet about this?”

White scowled. “My dear lady, | know why you feel compelled to interfere here...”

“Oh, you think you do?” Amanda waved toward an uneasy-looking Destiny. “You can't
honestly expect that young woman to betray her friends’ confidence in her? She’s loyal to them!”

“What about her — THEIR loyalty to ME?” White almost barked. “I'm their commander!”
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“Is THAT what this is all about?”

“PLEASE, Mrs Wainwright!” White sighed with annoyance. “Stay OUT of Spectrum
business!”

“I would gladly do so!” Amanda retorted. “But | don’t see any Spectrum business here! |
just see a man who feels his ego has been hurt so badly that he’s lashing out in anger and is
about to make a complete fool of himself!”

“WHAT?”

“This is a nightmare,” Destiny moaned. She dropped onto the bed, taking her head
between her hands. She was feeling a headache coming on. This argument between the colonel
and Symphony’s mother reminded her just a little too much of the way her own parents often
behaved toward each other. Thank God, she had to leave for the convent at an early age, to
receive what her father called ‘a proper education’... So she didn’'t have to witness too many of
those scenes.

You're really lucky you're indestructible, Paul Metcalfe! Because now it’s certain I'm going
to kill you for putting me in this spot!

“How dare you speak to me like that?” White growled angrily, addressing Amanda.

“I'll talk to you any way | want!” the woman snapped back. “I've always spoken my mind,
and I’'m not changing that now! Now, if you can’t handle the truth, well, too bad! For you!”

“Well, I've never...”

“If you two want to be alone,” Destiny then tried, standing up, “ | can go, and leave you to
continue this conversation...”

“Stay!” White ordered. Destiny sat back, piteously. The colonel stared back at Amanda,
who was still defying him. She was not about to let go easily, he realised.

And maybe, with reasons good enough for her.

“Now | know where your daughter gets her fire,” White muttered sombrely.

“That’'s because you’ve never met her father,” Amanda replied.

“I believe | did meet him,” the colonel retorted. “Three years ago, when your daughter
received her commission.” He sighed heavily. His anger had dropped some degrees, but he was
still upset. “l didn’t mean to snap at you, Amanda. | just HATE it, when people keep secrets
behind my back... especially when I’'m fully aware something is going on!”

Amanda nodded slowly. “So | was right when | said you had been hurt...”

“If I have, dear lady, it wasn’t in my ego,” White answered. “I'm... well... disappointed.”

“That nobody confided in you.”

“That’s about right, yes.”

Amanda nodded again. “You want to know where the three of them are?” she asked
abruptly, sitting next to Destiny. The French girl gave her a distraught look that White noticed
instantly. He grumbled and shook his head of silver hair.

“l don’'t want you to feel obligated to tell me, Amanda,” he answered the American woman.
“If it stirs up trouble between you and your own daughter -”

“Los Lobos,” Amanda said quietly.

“Los Lobos?” White repeated. He stared at the two women with a puzzled look. What an
odd name for a chapel, he thought, a bit confused. Even for Las Vegas.

Destiny sighed and then seemed to finally give in.

“It's a little town, about two hundred miles into the desert,” she explained. “All | know of it
is... that’s it’s not a really interesting place.”

White was dumbfounded. Into the desert, away from the glamour and excitement of Las
Vegas? Why would Blue and Symphony go to all the trouble of coming here in the first place, if
they were going to get married in an unknown little town in the middle of nowhere?

Because of me, probably, he thought. But since he wasn’t totally convinced of that...

“What are they doing there?” he asked carefully.

“That’s where Karen left Adam yesterday,” Amanda answered briefly.

More and more puzzling, White mused.

“WHY would she have left him there?”

Destiny looked at him uneasily. “You did notice how distraught Symphony was, last night?”

“Yes...”
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“It wasn’t because of you,” Amanda said. “In fact, she was far too worried about Adam to
be really upset by your presence.”

“'m not sure how to take that,” the colonel grumbled. He stopped, wondering about the
first part of Amanda’s sentence. “What do you mean, ‘too worried about Adam’? What's the
matter with him?”

He was wondering if, by any chance, the two lovebirds had had a quarrel or something like
that. Well, that would be a shame, he thought, because deep down, he didn’t bear them any ill
will... But he couldn’t help but think that it would make his job easier... If the wedding were called
off, he wouldn’t have to stop it.

He saw the still hesitant Destiny looking down a brief second, before staring at him
uncertainly. Here it goes, the French pilot was thinking, with an impending sense of catastrophe
hanging over her head. At this point, there can be no turning back.

“l... dont know how you would like hearing this, sir,” she cautiously warned her
commander.

“I don’t think it can get any worse, Destiny,” White replied dryly. “You’d better continue.”

“All right then.” Destiny gave a deep sigh, just like a skydiver preparing for the big jump.
“Captain Scarlet and Symphony have gone to Los Lobos, to retrieve Captain Blue from the local
jail.”

The surprise — and doubt — in Colonel White’s features were fairly apparent. That wasn't at
all what he had expected to hear.

He frowned deeply. “What? Jail? Captain Blue? How... what happened?”

“From what Karen told us — when she was able to get away from you yesterday — Adam got
into a fight with a guy...”

“A fight?” White repeated in disbelief.

“He was out of luck,” Amanda added quickly. “It seems that guy was an acquaintance of
the local sheriff... who threw Adam in jail for the night.”

“A fight.” White shook his head. “I don’t understand... Blue’s not a brawler. He’s not the
type...” If it had been Scarlet, on the other hand... he’s the impetuous type. White shrugged.
“That’s it? You're telling me the truth?”

“Sir!” Destiny protested vehemently.

“Why would we lie to you about something this important?” Amanda asked.

White dismissed the suspicions forming in his mind with a wave of his hand. “Forget | said
anything. | was just... surprised by the revelation, that's all. Why didn’t you tell me straight
away?”

Destiny blushed. “We were all afraid you would get angry, sir,” she admitted.

“Because Captain Blue got into a fight like a common brawler?” White grumbled. “Because
he ended up in prison? Well, yes, | would have been angry! But it's nothing compared to what |
have felt — and still feel — about the lot of you keeping this a secret!”

“I told you you should have told him,” Amanda said, elbowing Destiny. “Your commander is
not such an ogre, you know.”

“I may not be an ogre,” White muttered, “but I'm still your commander, Destiny. Don’t you
have any RESPECT for me?”

“Sir, you shouldn’t have to ask that question!” Destiny answered, hurt.

“Well, I'm asking it. And I intend to ask it of all your co-conspirators... If you DO have
respect for me, show it. | don't like being toyed with.”

“l understand, sir,” Destiny whispered, looking down in shame.

“I'm deeply disappointed, in all of you.”

“'m... sorry, sir.”

“You should be.”

“'m... If you think you should take action, sir...”

“We’re not at that point, yet.”

Destiny looked up, gazing inquisitively at her commander. He looked straight into her eyes
and sighed deeply. “No, | really don’t think you understand,” he noted. *“l said | was
disappointed. I'm disappointed that you did not trust me enough to confide in me. That hurts me,
Destiny. Didn’t you think I could be understanding enough to actually listen to you and maybe
help you out with your problems?”
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“Sir?” There was a puzzled tone to Destiny’s voice.

“You should know by now, Destiny, | may shout sometimes...”

“...And then some,” Amanda added in a murmur behind his back.

“...But I'm not unreasonable,” White finished. “Now, you should have told me, without
being afraid of the consequences.” He smiled ruefully. “And for the moment, I'm on holiday,
remember? | don'’t think there’s any reason right now to take disciplinary action against you or
the others.”

“Really, Colonel?”

“Just don’t push your luck. For now.” White sighed. “All right,” he added, rather tiredly.
“The others will be coming back shortly, then? | trust Captain Blue’s release this morning was a
simple formality?”

“Well, sir...” Destiny hesitated for a moment. Both the colonel and Amanda Wainwright
looked at her with curiosity and concern.

“What is it, Juliette?” Amanda asked.

“There may still be a problem,” the Angel pilot said timidly.

“Wonderful!” White mumbled, rolling his eyes. “WHY didn’t Captain Blue use his Spectrum
identity, or call Cloudbase to get out of this, to begin with?” Destiny was about to say something,
but he stopped her right away. “Don’t answer that, | know why not. And anyway, that's a
question I'll ask him personally.” He shook his head. “l knew it. That was what the phone call
earlier was about, right?”

“Yes, sir... It was Scarlet. It seems Captain Blue has somehow... disappeared.”

There was a heavy silence; Amanda, who was not used to this kind of situation, gave a
distraught look to the Spectrum commander, who was staring sternly at the Angel pilot.

“Disappeared?” he repeated, with an even tone.

“For lack of a better word, sir... yes.” Destiny shook her head. “I don’t know much about it,
and it may be nothing but... when Symphony and Captain Scarlet arrived to get him out of prison
this morning, he was already gone. Since yesterday evening, it seems. They're presently
searching for him.”

“In Los Lobos?”

Destiny nodded. “There’s probably nothing wrong, sir, but...”

“Great,” White grumbled again, pinching the bridge of his nose. “I've got the feeling it's
going to be another one of those days... Why is it never easy?” He paused a second, looking
thoughtful. Then he turned his attention back to the Angel pilot. “All right, then, you’d better get
dressed, Destiny. After that, | want you to give me a complete briefing of what you know about
this. And | want you to remember every detail Symphony may have told you of what happened
yesterday, and what Scarlet told you over the phone this morning.”

“Yes, sir’, a startled Destiny answered, getting to her feet. “Er... May | ask what you plan
to do?”

“I don’t know yet,” White murmured. “It depends on what you’re going to tell me...”
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Chapter 6

“Thank you for taking me to the ball game, Mr Grover.”

Adam was in the passenger seat of the speeding van. Behind the wheel, the big, bulky
gardener gave him a quick glance and a rueful smile. “Ah, don’t mention it, kid! | had to go into
town, anyway, to get those new plants for your mom.”

Adam nodded sombrely. His feelings were in turmoil at the moment. He was on his way to
his big game, and he should have been happy about that. But it wasn'’t the case at all. He was
feeling guilty, for having disobeyed his father and sneaked out of the house to go, when he had
been forbidden to do so. He was sad, and certainly still angry with his dad for having acted the
way he did. Disobedience was a way for the boy to get back at his father, and he knew it
perfectly well. It didn’t matter that he would have to take the bus, walk, or hitchhike his way to
town. He just had to go.

That Wilson Grover was to pass in his van about a mile away from the Svenson mansion
could have been viewed as a kind of a blessing. So determined was Adam to go to his game that
he didn’t hesitate one second to put his suspicion and aversion for the man aside and gladly
accepted his offer to take him to his destination.

“Aren’t you afraid my Dad’s gonna be sore at you for giving me a ride there?” Adam asked
the gardener.

Grover shrugged negligently. The boy’s father had shouted loud enough for him to hear all
about the conflict that had arisen between the two. He was outside the open window tending to
some bushes. He would have had to be deaf not to hear anything.

“He doesn’t know about it,” Grover replied. “Anyway, if | had been afraid of that, do you
think | would have suggested it?”

“Well, | sure appreciate it, Mr Grover.”

“Your team’s counting on you, right? | can relate to that. You don’t want to disappoint
them.”

“Yeah, you can say it’s that...” Adam lowered his gaze, looking down at his ball and glove
he had put on his lap. He really just wanted to stand up to his father. That his friends were
relying on him for the match was second on his mind.

“Aren’t YOU afraid your father will be angry at you?” Grover asked in turn.

“I don’t care,” the boy murmured. “He’s already angry enough as it is. It can’t be any
worse.”

“If you want my opinion, he shouldn’t have grounded you. It was bad enough he was
unable to live up to his promise, he didn’t need to stoop so low as to forbid you to go to the
game.”

Adam didn’t reply. He was just thinking that none of this was Grover’s business. He didn’t
voice that.

“A man’s gotta keep his promise,” Grover continued. "No matter what. You're keeping
yours, to your teammates. Too bad your father doesn’t know how to do the same to you.”

Adam looked up at the big man. “Did you ever have problems with your dad when you were
a kid, Mr Grover?”

The gardener gave him another quick glance. He pointed a finger to his face, drawing the
contour of a scar.

“See that? It's a gift from him.”

Adam stared at him quizzically. “Your father did that to you?” he murmured.

Grover nodded. “He was a tough man. Drank a lot... Beat the hell out of me whenever he
got the chance.”

“Why?”

Grover shrugged. “Didn’t matter. No matter what | did, it was a good enough reason to hit
me.”

Adam stayed quiet. He couldn’t conceive that any man would ever beat up on his kid.
Even at his angriest, his father never raised his hand to him or Peter. He did yell a lot on some
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occasions — like he just did during that dispute about an hour ago — but it never lasted long. And
in this particular case, Adam was aware that he had provoked his father.

“Does that shock you?” Grover asked the boy.

“No... Well, yeah, a little.” Adam looked down again. “I guess my situation with my dad
isn’t that bad, after all.”

“Your dad is a rich, lucky sucker. You live in a house | could never even dream of having,
and you get every toy a kid your age could desire. NO, | would say your situation is not bad at
all.”

Adam could have sworn he had heard an edge of contempt in Grover’s voice. He stared at
the man, but didn’t see anything wrong in his face, as he watched the road ahead. The boy
thought it was probably only his imagination.

“Did you ever get to settle things with your dad?” Adam asked, clearing his throat.

“Oh, yeah... |settled things with him all right.”

“Well, I'm glad for you.”

“You really mean that, kid?”

“Sure. Why do you ask?”

“Because | know for a fact that you don't like me much.”

Adam blushed violently. Seeing him so uncomfortable, Grover laughed loudly. That made
the boy even more unsettled.

“Don’t feel bad about it, kid. | suppose that if | were your age, | wouldn't like a guy like me
either!l”

“l... I suppose | judged you too quickly,” Adam said with a shamed tone. “I'm sorry, Mr
Grover.”

“S’all right, kid.”

The boy cleared his throat. He wanted nothing more than to change the subject. “You
talked to your dad, lately?”

“My, aren’t you a curious little boy!”

“Just trying to make conversation...”

Grover shook his head. “My father’s been dead for a long time.”

“Oh! Sorry...”

“Don’t be. I'm not,” Grover replied very quietly. “He’s better off where he is.”

The bitterness in the gardener’s tone didn’t escape Adam.

“At least you made up with him before he passed away.”

“I didn’t make up with him.”

“But you said...”

“l said | settled things with him. That's not the same,” Grover almost snapped. “That old
bastard, always on my case... Said | would make nothing of my life. Said | never would make it
big. | wonder what he'd say right now.”

Adam was feeling more and more uncomfortable. He tried to shrug it off. “Wasn’t he proud
of you when you played with the Minor Leagues?” he asked tentatively.

“You actually remember me saying that to you?”

“Well... Yeah, | do.”

“Funny. | didn’t think you were listening.” Grover shook his head. “My old man died before
that, kid. He never saw me in the Minors. Never saw me throw one single ball either, when | was
a boy. Didn’t care enough about me, ‘cept to beat the living daylights out of me.” He stared at
the boy who was watching him intensely. “One day, he tried once too often. | was fifteen. He
thought he could still handle me. Too drunk to notice | had grown big and strong. When he tried
to hit me, I hit him first. Never laid a hand on me ever since.”

“You... hit your father?” a disbelieving Adam asked the gardener.

“Yep. Didn't hesitate at that,” Grover answered coldly. “HE never did when he beat me up.
Why should 17"

“l... could never do a thing like that,” Adam said, shaking his head.

Grover chuckled mockingly. “Too much of a good kid for that, eh? Maybe you think that
makes you better than me. Along with all that money your family has. Am | right?”

Adam thought he heard it again: the contempt, the resentment. And this time, it was so
vivid, he could almost smell it. The boy felt even more uneasy, to the point that he wished the
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van would arrive at its destination. The more he listened to the man, the more he had that creepy
feeling about him.

He shouldn’t have accepted his offer to take him to the game.

Adam looked ahead through the window, to see how far away they still were from the
playing field. He frowned, noticing the van was not following a route he was familiar with.

“That’s not the way to the field,” he noted.

“l told you your mom asked me to pick up some new plants,” Grover answered.

“But the playground is on the other side of the city,” Adam insisted. “We’re going in the
exact opposite direction.”

“You think so, kid?” Grover asked innocently.

Adam glanced suspiciously at him; why did he have the feeling that the guy was up to
something? He wasn't feeling safe, but he couldn’t say why.

He dismissed the thought and unbuckled his safety belt.

“Please pull over, Mr Grover,” he asked politely. “I'll just take a bus to the field.”

“I can’t let you do that,” Grover replied, shaking his head.

“Look, I'll be all right,” Adam retorted. “It's not like | never took a bus before...”

Grover scoffed mockingly. “You surprise me. | would have thought you had your own
personal chauffeur to drive you whenever you wish!”

The insolent tone surprised the boy. Seeing that Grover didn’t seem about to obey his
request, he turned toward the door and put his hand on the handle. Maybe if he showed the
gardener he meant business when he asked him to pull over, the man would stop the vehicle. He
felt a strong hand grabbing him by his T-shirt, pulling him away from the door he was trying to
open and back to his seat. Adam turned around to stare at Grover’s angry face.

“Stay quiet, you little brat!” the gardener growled at him. “What do you think you’re doing?
Get yourself killed? You’re much too precious to me to allow that!”

Adam was stunned by the way the man spoke to him. It made him worried, and at the
same time angered him. He wasn’t used to people addressing him that way.

“Let me out of this van!” he demanded, in an annoyed voice.

“You're used to seeing everybody obey your every whim,” Grover replied between his
teeth, with a mean enough grin. “How’s it feel to face someone who ain’t at your command, kid?”

Adam turned pale; that heinous, contemptuous glance Grover was casting on him, the way
he was hanging on so tightly to him, the boy was suddenly very afraid for his own safety. The
mistrust he had entertained toward the gardener came back to him with a vengeance. Could it be
he was right to doubt this man like he did?

He grabbed Grover’s hand, which was holding his T-shirt, and made a commendable effort
to break loose.

“Let go of me!” he ordered furiously.

“If that's what you want...”

Before young Adam could understand what was happening, Grover violently pressed down
the brake. The van stopped suddenly; Adam was thrown forward, and hit his head very hard on
the dashboard; Grover had made no attempt to stop him. The boy slumped on the seat, almost
completely stunned. Through a haze, he heard a cackling sound coming from the driver.

“Didn’t your mother ever tell you to keep your seat belt fastened?”

Stunned as he was, Adam was nevertheless astounded to hear the mocking tone in the
gardener’s voice. Grover’s hand brutally took the boy by the arm, and without any apparent effort,
lifted him up, and tossed him behind, from between the two seats. Adam fell on the van’s floor
with a loud thud. He felt something warm and damp running down his forehead, as pain
reverberated throughout his skull. Grunting, he tried to raise his aching head. He saw a dark red
substance staining the floor, where his head had been. He was horrified when he realised it was
his own blood.

Adam heard creaking coming from the front of the van and looked in that direction; he saw
that Grover had left the driver’s seat to come in the back. He slowly moved toward the boy who,
his eyes wide-open with terror, started to back away from him. Adam didn’t get very far, as he
quickly reached the side of the van. His head was spinning, and he had trouble keeping his eyes
in focus. He looked with dread and disbelief as Grover crouched in front of him; the man quietly
lit a cigar, before looking down at the terrified boy, and smiling coldly at him.
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“l sure hope your Dad ain’t as angry at you as you think, kid,” Adam heard Grover tell him,
through a deepening haze. “Because | intend to cost him plenty, before | consider returning his
precious little brat to him...”

The gardener blew some smoke directly in the weakening boy’s face. Adam didn’t even
cough, his strength drained from him by the pain and the sheer horror of what was happening to
him.

“My old man would be so surprised,” Grover added, staring icily at the boy. “I'm about to hit
it pretty big, thanks to you.”

Those were the last words young Adam heard before consciousness left him, and fell
mercifully into a pool of blackness.

Captain Blue’s head was spinning. He had an awful taste in his mouth and every nerve
and muscle of his body ached.

Slowly awakening, he found himself lying on his back, on a thin, uncomfortable mattress,
still fully dressed. He tried to lift his head, but let it fall back heavily, unable to even do that. That
move only sent a wave of nausea through his stomach. He frowned, puzzled. What is wrong
with me? he asked himself, trying to recall how he could have ended up in such a state. It felt like
a bad hangover, but he didn’t remember drinking anything the day before. That bad taste in his
mouth didn’t remind him of any alcohol he had ever drunk. It had a strange taste; like a mixture
of blood and something medicinal. Like ether...

Or chloroform.

It suddenly came back to him. The jail. The ambush. The beating he took. And that piece
of chloroformed rag somebody put over his nose.

The face of Grover.

That memory triggered a reaction within Blue and he tried to sit up straight; he could barely
lift up an inch, and fell back on the mattress, grunting. He couldn’t move his arms. His hands
were tied up over his head, to one of the metal bars of a headboard he could feel under his
fingers. He couldn’t open his eyes either. Something was covering them, like an adhesive tape
or something similar, completely blinding him.

“Wonderful,” Blue muttered, sighing heavily. He moved his hands, pulling on the ropes
binding him. He succeeded only in hurting himself, and making the headboard rattle loudly.
Which immediately brought another sound to his ears.

A key had been turned in a lock, and then a door creaked, as it was opened. Blue stopped
his efforts and pricked up his ears. He heard somebody cackling. “Don’t try so hard, kid. You'll
break your hands.”

Blue felt his heart miss a beat, and shuddered. He heard steps approaching, limping
steps... Then another creaking, like somebody sitting on a rickety wooden chair. He could feel
the man next to the bed, looking at him. He could almost SEE him.

“Still up to your old tricks, eh, Grover?” Blue asked, trying to sound casual. “Why the
blindfold? It’s perfectly useless. | know it’s you... And | know what you look like...”

“Don’t you find me changed, after all those years?” Grover asked mockingly.

“Yes. You’re older. Greyer. But | still recognized you...”

“Well, YOU've changed too, kid. You're a lot tougher that you used to be.”

“| was a kid back then, Grover.”

The man chuckled. “l thought the blindfold would be a nice touch. A reminder of the good
old days...”

“Yes,” Blue mumbled bitterly, almost to himself. “Still the same scum you were twenty-five
years ago.” He paused a second, trying to get himself a little more comfortable, without much
success. “So, when did you get out? | thought you were sent up for life.”
