
Wednesday March 4, 2009
Porter’s report was there on my computer, in my Dr Ibrahim mailbox, when I woke up. 
The previous day I had gone to the bank and, putting down Dr Ibrahim as the remittent 
and paying for the transfer in cash, I had wired Porter the money I owed him. His services 
didn’t come cheap, but this was more than compensated by the quality of his information.

With great interest  I  began reading Porter’s  report.  Rathbone had been born in a 
working-class environment.  His family had been poor.  His intelligence and hard work 
eventually allowed him to graduate from law school with honours. So far, so good.

After  a  couple  of  unimportant  employments  with  established  law  firms,  he  had 
started  his  own at  the  tender  age  of  twenty-nine.  It  was  really  unheard  of,  a  lawyer 
starting his  own firm that  young and inexperienced.  Nevertheless  Rathbone had been 
extremely successful managing his firm. Fifteen years later he had assets worth millions of 
pounds, which he inexplicably had sold, much below their value, in July 2008.

Porter listed dozens of court cases where Rathbone had represented Arexim, mainly 
tax issues and a handful of litigations. Three of the latter had been withdrawn when the 
defendants had died in accidents. There was proof of his connection to fifteen separate 
businesses that Porter claimed laundered huge amounts of money and a list of repeated 
trips he had made to visit a bank on the Isle of Wight.

In addition,  there were a  few more pages detailing Rathbone’s  activities  the past 
fifteen  years  and some photos  of  him.  One  of  these  was  a  close-up apparently  taken 
recently.  

Besides  being  interesting  reading,  I  really  couldn’t  see  how I  could  use  Porter’s 
information to eliminate Rathbone as a threat. There was too much risk that the Russians 
would get involved, and I definitely didn’t want that to happen. 

What should I do? What alternatives did I have? I finally concluded that I only had 
one, a difficult one, and it created an even bigger question.

How could I get Rathbone killed without getting myself involved?

Thursday March 5, 2009
Posing as Mahfouz, I called Flint at his office to tell him we should meet. I reminded him 
of our previous dealings. He told me grumpily that there was nothing wrong with his 
memory – I was that bloke who had visited him last summer wearing a yellow trench coat 
and a silver-handle umbrella.

“I’m not sure I want to meet you again, Mahfouz”, he continued. “What would be 
the purpose?”

“I imagine you’d like to meet me, if only for the sake of the debt that Callaghan owes 
you. I know how to make Callaghan cough up your money.” I made a brief pause. “Of 
course I expect you to pay me a handsome bonus for presenting you with the solution.”



“That sounds beyond fantastic”, Flint said with sarcasm. “How do I know that you’re 
not playing me for a fool? Bonus! When do you expect this supposed bonus to be paid to 
you?”

Flint went on in the same vein for another four or five minutes before he finally ran 
out of arguments.

“Listen, Flint, I’m only trying to do you a favour here, with the expectation of earning 
a reasonable commission. I can set this up for you, and of course you don’t have to pay me 
a penny before you receive your money. Do you really think I would waste my time unless 
there was something in it for me once the issue has been solved?”

This was language that Flint understood.
“All right, I’ll give it a shot”, he finally confirmed. “But mind you, you won’t see a 

penny for yourself until I have been paid what I’m owed.”
“You’ll get paid, all right”, I lied. “Just give me some time to set it up. I may have the 

need to contact you urgently, so why don’t you give me your mobile number?”
Finding my request reasonable, he gave me his number.
“Good. I want you to meet me tomorrow so we can discuss the terms face to face. 

Wait for me sitting on the left bench on the northeastern corner of Hyde Park, the one near 
Marble Arch. Do you follow me?”

“I was a Londoner long before you were born”, Flint grumbled. “Of course I know 
where it is.” 

“Be there at noon. And don’t forget your mobile.”

Friday March 6, 2009
I arrived on my motorbike at the corner of the park not far from where Flint was sitting 
flanked  by  Thumps  and  Charlie.  With  the  motor  running  and  without  removing  my 
helmet, I called his mobile wearing headphones with a microphone connected to my own.

“Hello Flint, it’s good to see that you and the boys arrived on time”, I teased him. 
“Are you ready to make the deal and get your money?”

“You bet I am!” he barked.
“Then you need to carefully follow my instructions. You will get up from the park 

bench – alone. I stress that those two ugly looking back-watchers of yours need to stay put 
or the deal is off. Do you understand?”

“Yes”, Flint replied and reluctantly rose from the bench. 
“Then you walk over to the blue motorbike with its driver dressed in black that you 

can see waiting on the corner. Yes, that’s me, Flint.”
“All right, all right, I got you.”
I  could  see  how  Flint  instructed  his  two  bodyguards  to  stay  behind.  Sensing 

prospective customers, a vendor with a cart selling doughnuts and hot dogs moved in 
their direction.



“I warn you. If anything unusual takes place before you arrive where I am, I’ll simply 
take off. Do you think you stand a chance of intercepting me in this traffic, Flint, with me 
driving this powerful motorcycle?”

“No, I don’t”, Flint admitted.
“Good, then we both understand how this works. Now, walk up to me slowly. Then 

stop one arm-length away with your mobile turned off.”
Flint  did  as  he  had  been  instructed.  I  revved  the  bike’s  engine  just  to  let  him 

understand I could run off at any time. All Flint could see of me was my black leather 
motorcycle  suit  and  my  completely  opaque  helmet.  To  confirm  I  was  the  person  he 
thought I  was,  he unconsciously relied on his  recognition of  the Mahfouz voice I  had 
invented when I was wearing Mahfouz’s face.

“Look, Mahfouz. You told me I was going to get paid for Callaghan’s debt”, Flint 
began when he was standing next to me, sounding somewhat unsure of himself without 
the company of the two hooligans seated fifty yards away.

“And so you are, Flint”, I replied. “But before we conclude this whole business, there 
are a few other things we need to discuss.” 

Flint looked at me warily. 
“To not waste your time or mine, I’ll spell it out for you. You want to collect on the 

promissory notes that Callaghan signed before his death. Tough deal, unless you get help 
collecting. How much do you reckon his debt amounts to now?”

“Eight hundred and seventy-five thousand quids”, Flint croaked.
“All right. There exists a possibility that you can collect on your debt”, I said, still on 

top of my motorcycle. “But if you want to, first there’s something you should be aware of. 
Have a look at this.” 

I clicked on the video viewing function and handed him a smartphone on which I 
had copied an edited recording of Thumps stabbing my father in the Croydon restaurant.

“I  believe  the  protagonist  of  this  brief  documentary  is  now sitting  on  the  bench 
behind you munching on a hot dog that it was possible for him to buy because of the 
salary you pay him. Wouldn’t you agree?”

Flint managed to keep a straight face while he looked at the one-minute-plus movie I 
had prepared for him.

“So?”
“So in exchange for you getting paid the eight hundred and seventy-five thousand 

you’re owed, along with the original and all copies of the video you just watched – which I 
assure you is linked to you personally in every which way – I want three things.”

“How can I trust you?”
“Wait for my request and you’ll know for certain that you can trust me.”
“So what is your request?”
“It  consists  of  three  conditions.  First,  you  need  to  give  up  any  document  that 

Callaghan signed and handed over to you, be it a confirmation of debt or of any other 
nature.”



Flint lowered his shoulders and looked relieved.
“No problem. If I get paid, you’ll get the papers.”
“Second, I want a ten per cent commission on any money I recover for you.”
“Five”, Flint responded automatically.
He couldn’t see me smiling behind the huge black helmet, but that was what I was 

doing, knowing that I had got to him.
“Before trying to save pennies while getting paid in pounds, why don’t you listen to 

the rest of it?” I said.
“You’re right. Go ahead.”
“The third and final condition is somewhat more delicate, Flint. Come closer and I’ll 

tell  you.”  Again  I  revved the  bike’s  motor  in  case  Flint  was  wearing  some recording 
device. 

“Listen closely, Flint”, I shouted into his ear over the sound the motorcycle made. 
“My third and last  condition to  complete  our  transaction is  that  you take care  of  the 
demise of a certain Charles Rathbone before the end of this month. Here is his picture and 
his contact details.” 

I handed him a computer-printed card with the information along with one of the 
photos Porter had e-mailed me. Flint looked at me in awe.

“If Rathbone is dead by April first then I’ll personally see to it that you’ll receive the 
money you say Callaghan owed you.”

“I  don’t  go around and order  people  killed”,  he shouted back at  me.  He looked 
uncomfortable.

“Sure you do, Flint. Just have another look at the movie I gave you,” I laughed back 
at him. “By the way, keep it as a souvenir. I’ve got plenty of them.”

His eyes began fluttering sideways. I could see that he was thinking hard how to get 
out of his uncomfortable situation. No doubt it was the money that finally convinced him 
that he had to go along with my proposal.

“All right, assuming that this Rathbone bloke has an accident, how can I be certain 
that I’ll get paid what’s owed me? And how will I know that all copies of the video will be 
given to me?”

“I’ll make sure that the money you’re owed will be deposited in a bank account of 
your choice.  Our joint signatures will  be necessary to dispose of the money. That way 
neither you nor I nor anybody else can touch it until we agree that you can withdraw it. As 
for the video, do you really think I would want any copies to pop up on YouTube or reach 
the police if I’m needed as co-signee for a bank account that you’re the beneficiary of? If 
something happens to you because of Rathbone or anybody else, I’ll go down with you. 
The police may be stupid but not that stupid.”

I could see that Flint accepted the logic in my explanation. 
“Well, let me think about it, and I’ll call you in a couple of days”, he said over the 

noise that my motorcycle made as I kept accelerating. “Can’t you turn off that wretched 
machine!”



“No, I can’t, Flint. I’m leaving now anyway.”
“I’m not sure what can be done, but one thing should be clear. Callaghan owed me 

the money, and I’m going to collect. I don’t care if it’s his son or somebody else who’s 
going to pony up the cash.”

“You’ll get paid, Flint, as long as you comply with the conditions. If not, count on it 
that  this  little  Hollywood  production  of  mine  will  find  its  way  to  the  police.  It’ll  be 
accompanied  with  very  detailed  information  how  Thumps  has  been  obeying  your 
instructions for the past fifteen years. We wouldn’t want that, would we?”

Flint studied me with a glimpse of respect, I thought, but he didn’t say anything.
“On the back of the paper I just gave you you’ll find my mobile number. Call me 

when you’re ready.” I put the bike into first gear. “But do be aware that my offer only 
stands until the end of the month, Flint.”

I raced off into the London traffic without waiting for his response.


