
Good and Evil has no passport;
 it wears many skins, speaks in different tongues,
and exists everywhere, even in the same person





Prologue

 I’ve never been alone. Since I was only a 
child I felt a presence and it always frightened me.

‘It’s just a phase’    I heard my step-father say once 
when I was in my bedroom trying really hard to force 
myself to sleep.

‘It’ll pass. Don’t worry honey’
But it never did. I’m not scared anymore though, I 

got past that. But the feeling of someone watching me 
still irritates me, even when I was with other people, 
or in public. I always felt an extra presence.

Spotting out of the corner of my eye something in 
places where it’s impossible that anyone or anything 
could be. Within time I learned to be less reactive to 
it. The last thing I wanted was to spend my life in an 
asylum, or be questioned by other people or even my 
own friends and family.

I was seventeen when I found out why I felt that, 
and when I did, I knew my life would never be the 
same again.

The lesson was learned. No matter who you are, 
it’s not always who you’ll become.
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ChaPter 1
First Side of the Story

A tense day started. At the police department 
everyone was waiting for the meeting to 

start. It was unlikely because nothing before had ever 
occurred in the same manner; a robbery that turned 
into something else.

They managed to cover up what had happened, 
and they managed to deal with it in the most efficient 
way that a situation such as that could be handled. 
Consequently, no-one would know other than them 
and the people who are involved, making it hard to 
obtain a straight version of the story.

Half an hour ago, Solomon, a lieutenant at the 
department, was examining the surveillance tapes 
retrieved from the scene and preparing a presentation 
for his superiors. An hour should have been enough 
to prepare a presentation if it hadn’t been for what 
Solomon had witnessed on those tapes. 

The event took place at the International Bank 
of Abu Dhabi. It happened in the afternoon, when 
everyone is at work and the streets are empty except 
for the cabs. It is the best time to stir-up one’s 
diabolical scheme.

After waiting for a long time, all the people related 
to the gathering were in place.

‘Can we start please?’ the Chief Director spoke the 
first words.
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‘Solomon?’ 
Solomon responded to his superior and stood 

up. In his hand he held a remote for the projector. 
On the table was the remote for the screen for when 
he planned to view the surveillance tapes he had 
retrieved. He clicked the remote and an image of a 
convicted felon appeared.

‘These are the people who started all this. We 
identified them through their wallets and they carried 
Turkish IDs’

Solomon kept clicking on and on, defining each 
one of them and the weapons that they were carrying 
came up.

‘Some carried a 9mm or a SOCOM as a side arm, 
and they all had old fashioned AKs. Their passports 
showed that they entered the country two weeks ago, 
and there’s a ticket for today’s flight on Lufthansa.’

An officer drew his eyes from the screen and 
looked at Solomon.

‘They couldn’t have smuggled these of course, they 
must have a weapons dealer here’ the officer pointed 
out. He was one of the sergeants under Solomon’s 
command, who went by the name Nabil, and also his 
most intelligent operator and occasionally his driver.

‘That’s right’ Solomon nodded.
‘We got the call from one of the hostages. His name 

was David Tenkilsten. He was shot afterwards and if 
wasn’t for him they may have taken their flight…’

‘…they entered through the security entrance with 
the help of one of the security guards; he said that he 
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was threatened by them. They have his family too, but 
we still can’t seem to locate them’ 

‘Well until you do. You are to keep him in custody 
‘the Director said.

Solomon was convinced that he had nothing to do 
with it. He saw the burglars roughing him a couple of 
times on the retrieved surveillance video, but still; he 
was the one to let them in, that’s what matters to his 
superiors, and until his family are found, he was to be 
put in a cell.

‘I understand that a robbery took place that then 
turned into a homicide …’ the chief director said.

‘… but I also understand that there was more than 
killing to it… am I right?’ 

The Director eyed Solomon and waited for an 
answer which he was sure that he would get from the 
screen.

‘Yes sir, I’m afraid there was more to it…’ 
Solomon clicked on the remote and the screen 

showed an upper and a lower level of the bank. The 
upper level showed the hostages and three masked 
men. The lower level showed four masked men, three 
holding firearms and one is crouching slightly.

‘Solomon …’ the Chief said with a hint of 
confusion.  ‘… I’m seeing seven; you just showed us 
six pictures of them’  

‘I know sir, there are seven, but one is not with 
them, he’s someone else, the one with the white and 
black mask over there’ Solomon pointed with a laser 
pen. 
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The Chief Director eyed the image facing him.
What in god’s name??This guy is sneaking? The 

director thought. He noticed a knife being held by the 
crouching figure with the distinctive mask. Come to 
think of it; he noticed that he now hiding behind a 
column. 

What am I going to witness?
‘Shall I start, sir?’ Solomon said, noticing the 

curiosity on their faces.
‘Please’ answered the director, Solomon did so 

and all the attendants fell silent.
The video shows:-
In the upper level, one was standing near the stairs 

and two were arguing over a dead body.
The lower level, one was near the stairs listening 

and the other two were standing still facing toward 
the noise. The figure with the distinctive mask was 
hiding behind a column. He was looking at something, 
looked like he was waiting for something, then, he 
nodded and suddenly he moved so quickly towards 
the nearest to him. He got the first one. 

The second and third burglars were now alerted.
 He went for the second nearest to him, and face 

to face now he grabbed him and used his knife and 
aimed towards his…

Suddenly, the tension was broken by an officer 
barging in. Solomon pressed pause.

‘Sir ….’ The officer said. 
‘There’s a women who want to see you regarding 

the robbery  ... She says that she’s from Interpol’.  
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Interpol? Solomon thought, and looked to Nabil, 
and they both communicated the same thoughts 
between them.

So it happened someplace else too. 
‘Let her in’ 

* * *
A woman entered the hall looking tense and 

displeased. She had been calling and no-one had 
answered her, telling her to wait while what they are 
really doing was ignoring her. They were ordered not 
to let anything get out of the office, therefore trying to 
make her wait and pretending to forget about her was 
their first choice of how to deal with her. 

‘Since when does Interpol have to beg for a piece 
of information about international thieves?!’ She said 
rapidly. 

The Chief looked at her, unhappy with her reaction 
and her seriousness, but of course, she wanted to 
prove a point and to make sure they start to take her 
seriously. 

‘We didn’t want this information to get out at all. 
Besides; they won’t be going anywhere’ 

‘Do you have them in custody right now?’ 
The Chief hesitated before he answered, then he 

said. 
‘Yes, but they are at the morgue’  
The Interpol lady’s face went blank. 
‘Is it the department’s policy to kill everyone 

without trying to catch and question them?’ she 
finally said.

‘Weren’t you able to detain them?’
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‘Is it your policy to assume we killed them?’
‘Well…’ Solomon said.
‘We were just watching how before you came in. 

If you want to know how, we can show you. Just have 
a seat ma’am’ 

Solomon pointed to an empty seat. 
‘I think I’ll stand up thank you very much’ she 

replied firmly.
 Solomon rewound and played the tape from the 

beginning. 
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ChaPter 2
What Can One See?

It was Thursday, my favorite day of the week.  
Just finished school and couldn’t wait to get 

home and recharge for a football match this afternoon.
I was going to have lunch on my way home, and as 

I walked, I felt as always that someone was walking 
with me; no one was around of course. 

I started to walk faster until I was ten metres away 
from a fast food court that I always went too. 

And suddenly, for the first time, the feeling was 
gone. I stood still, looked around and found no one as 
usual, but this time, I was sure there’s no one, then, I 
saw her, a woman behind a glass window. 

She was terrified, I was confused; she looked and 
dressed strangely, I didn’t notice it at the time, not at 
the first glimpse anyway.

She pointed to a building and I followed where she 
indicated. A fourteen storey building. It had a window 
with one of the biggest English football club’s flag, 
Manchester United, that surely belonged to a huge fan. 
Another had a smiley face that says (any problems?), 
and… one, a young woman was peering through it, 
halfway out. 

I looked at the women behind the glass and looked 
back again.‘HELP!  Anyone, please, help!!’

A woman on the eighth floor was screaming her 
lungs out, and her hands I finally noticed, were red in 
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color, a red liquid that didn’t belong to her. Someone 
with her needs help.

I ran, holding the phone to my ear, and when I 
reached the building’s hall I had finished describing 
the location to the police. It was the eighth floor, I 
reminded myself. I pressed the eighth level’s pad and 
hoped it was not too late. 

I reached the eighth floor. No one could hear her 
in the hall, I thought, since there’s no one outside. I 
was hardly able to hear her from where I was, I had 
to check the doors one by one, and I found it after my 
fifth attempt, apartment number 817, a number that 
has stayed in my mind until this very day.

When I reached for the handle, the feeling came 
back to me again; that someone was with me, then I 
felt a chill running down through my spine. I felt that 
I should not go inside; my instincts said I should pull 
back.

I have to, something bad may have happened in 
there. 

With that thought I opened the door. 
First thing I saw was the living room I took two 

steps when suddenly, the door slammed. 
The breeze from the opened window in her room, 

I explained to myself. I walked towards her voice 
that was coming from the corridor. I walked fast and 
after a couple of paces, my footsteps started to sound 
different. I looked down and saw a red viscous liquid, 
blood. I could even smell it, a prominent, strong odor, 
too strong; I could even feel the metallic taste in the 
back of my tongue. 
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It came from the left. I almost turned to see the 
source, but suddenly, something came from behind 
me and stood in front of me. 

It came literally from behind me and emerged 
from my chest. A person went through me. My blood 
ran cold and my heart started to pump its way through 
my throat. A hazy looking man, I could almost see 
through him, was pointing anxiously, to my right. I 
took a step back when suddenly; a bat hit my forehead. 
I went down, feeling dizzy, and started to crawl on my 
back. 

The blurry ghost figure was multiplying and all of 
them were gesturing for me to run. Then a skinny man 
pushed through them holding a bat. He looked at me, 
not noticing the others in the room. 

‘So you’re the one taking them away from me?’
The guy with the bat said to me, his eyes were 

red and he was babbling more than talking. He was 
stoned. 

‘If I can’t have them, then neither can you. You’re 
not taking my wife and my daughters from me’  

One of the ghosts, the woman who I saw behind 
the glass was next to the others. She was crying in 
fear and was yelling something, but I couldn’t hear 
her or any of them. One of the translucent figures tried 
to tackle the guy, but only passed through him like an 
unfelt breeze.

I was very scared now from what I was seeing. 
What in god’s name are they??

One came near my face and I read his lips. 
‘Run!!!’
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But I was frightened to death when I suddenly saw 
the guy raising his bat 

‘No! Please! Please!’ 
I begged for my life and the guy’s reply was this  
‘Don’t beg for anything, you know you deserve 

this’ a reply that made no sense whatsoever, no logic 
could condemn me of that, but that didn’t apply to 
him.

He swung his first blow and my sight went blurry. 
I couldn’t hear a thing, the woman’s scream was gone 
and I thought I lost all feelings and sense. Until the 
second blow came and with it my world turned black.

* * *
I woke up and realized I was in an ambulance. 
‘He’s awake …’, one of the two paramedics said. 
‘Hang on young man … we’re almost there’ 
‘Get them off me!!! Help!! Help!’ 
I was scared at what I was seeing. These things 

I saw are watching me very closely with their faces 
almost stuck to mine, a tremendously frightening 
scene, a nightmare one can’t wake from.

‘Keep them off me!!’
I started rattling and struggling, like a fish brought 

on land.
‘Hold him’ one of them said. 
I felt a pinch but I kept acting like a fish until my 

body started to respond less. 
‘Poor kid…’ 
That was the last thing I heard when I closed my 

eyes, and the last thing I saw was those eight strange 
figures I had seen back in number 817.
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I woke up in a hospital. I tried to get up but 
couldn’t because I was strapped to the bed. My father, 
my step father, was asleep next to my bed on a chair 
that looked rather uncomfortable.

‘Father... ‘Father!’ 
My father looked at me, then his eyes widened.
‘Son, Are you alright?’ 
He jumped in his chair placing his hand on my 

shoulder. 
‘What happened?’ I asked, wanting to make sure 

what I saw was not a dream. 
‘Someone attacked you with a bat … you would 

have died if wasn’t for the woman who came and 
saved you’ 

‘What woman?’ 
‘The one you called the police for.  After you 

passed out, she came and stopped him’ 
‘Where is she?’ 
My father said nothing.
‘He killed her and her daughters’ a man said to 

me, standing at the opposite side of my father, at the 
room’s door steps. 

‘We came in just in time to save you’
Poor woman, I couldn’t save her, neither her 

daughters. I remembered the sticky floor and the 
smell of the salty rust, they died before I came. 

‘He was a jealous husband and they were divorced. 
So it was a crime of jealousy’ 

‘Why am I tied up?’ I said. 
‘You were a danger to yourself; you were shouting, 

kicking and screaming on the way here’ 
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‘What happened son?’ my father asked.
‘I saw something’ and suddenly I saw them again
Two of them were shushing me when I noticed 

them and I looked at them in fear. 
‘What is it?’ 
I pointed to my father towards the corner of the 

room. 
‘There’s nothing there, son ...are you sure you’re 

okay?’ 
‘Father, get them away’ and suddenly they went 

through the wall.
‘There’s nothing there’ my father said. 
‘They’re gone now’ I looked at my father and he 

was shocked at what I had just said. 
‘Father, I’m telling you there were two people in 

here’  
‘Sir, may I have a word?’ the officer said to my 

father and went out. 
‘Son, I’ll be back in a minute, you’ll be fine, there’s 

no one here but us, your mother is coming tomorrow 
from your grandmother’s house. I’ll be back, okay?’ 

He went out and I was alone on the bed, tied 
up. I closed my eyes; I didn’t want to see anything, 
no more ghosts. My mind was in chaos. I’m seeing 
things, I almost got killed, I was in pain and everyone 
thinks I’m crazy now. I sobbed silently. 

‘Son, listen …’ my father came back and I opened 
my eyes. He looked at me in a sympathetic way. 

‘… you just had a ….’ My father paused ‘Very bad 
day… me and Mister Solomon want to help you’ I 
didn’t like the sound of that, I thought. 
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‘He’s going to help you … he’ll take you to see a 
couple of doctors’ 

‘I’m not crazy!’ 
‘Son … I know you’re not… your stressed, and 

you had a trauma
‘But father… ‘ 
‘Hassan! You’re seeing people who aren’t there!’ 
I couldn’t reply to that 
‘Don’t worry son. It’ll be okay … time heals all 

wounds, physical and mental …. I’m doing this for 
your own good’ 

‘Father?’ 
‘Yes son?’ 
‘What happened to that guy, the one who attacked 

me?’ 
‘He won’t bother you anymore… they got him, 

just relax son’
* * *

The day after came, they took me to a mental 
hospital; I was scared at the Idea that I’m labeled 
as mentally unstable. I had that feeling of someone 
watching me now, and for the first time I knew what 
the things stalking me were. 

‘Hello Mr. Hassan… nice to have you here’ a 
woman in reception said. Her name tag says Mrs. 
Judith, Chief Nurse. 

‘Dr. Eta, your doctor, is not on duty right now, so 
why don’t we show you where will you be staying?’

She led the way to a room with a single bed and 
a window.
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‘Just relax and tomorrow the doctor will see you’ 
I went inside and sat on the bed. My father told 

me that my mother couldn’t find an empty seat so 
she’s going to have to fly tomorrow. She must have 
been worried sick about me. After that I thought of the 
woman I wasn’t able to save. I thought of her losing 
her two daughters and how grateful I am to her.

You would have died if wasn’t for the woman who 
came and saved you.

I thought about that guy, the murderer, and 
wondered where he was and what was he doing right 
now. 

Suddenly, I felt the presence again and started 
thinking of the ghosts I had seen earlier. I recalled the 
events in my mind. If I remembered correctly; they 
wore military clothes, except… her

I walked to the door and looked through its 
window and made sure no one could see what I was 
about to do. I stood in the middle of the room and 
looked around. 

‘I know you’re here. Whatever you are, I want you 
to come out’

I remembered what they did; I remember them 
warning me about him. I also remembered them 
trying to conceal themselves when I looked at them 
in the hospital. 

They don’t want to hurt me … at least they can’t. 
This gave me the courage to try to summon them. 
Otherwise they would have stopped that guy, I 

remembered the one who tried to stop him but he only 
got past by moving through him. 
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‘Please I’m not scared anymore’ I tried again, I 
stood for have an hour. They won’t show themselves, 
I thought.

I went to my new bed, it was 5 pm and I was not 
tired. I lay on the bed and closed my eyes, enough to 
see through my eyelashes, and waited. 

Will they show up? I thought, am I really imagining 
them? Am I crazy? No... I saw the first one before I 
was attacked, it’s not a physic trauma; I really saw 
them.

Suddenly I felt someone coming from my left side 
of the bed. Slowly she started to appear. It was her. I 
didn’t open my eyes, I kept watching her. She sat on 
the bed next to me, and looked at me.

I inhaled a big amount of air; I had held my breath 
the moment she appeared. This made my lungs 
expand, and forced my chest to move accordingly. 

She backed up and looked at me, she thought that I 
was waking up and she didn’t want to scare me again. 
She stood still and I kept my eyes almost closed. I 
had to act… I didn’t want to scare her off, this is my 
chance. 

While my eyes were closed, I raised my hands, 
gestured to her. She backed away. 

‘Wait, don’t go’ 
I opened my eyes and said it again with my hand 

and with my lips.
‘Don’t go! Stay’ 
She did, and suddenly more appeared. Eight, I 

counted six men and two women. I wondered why I 
was seeing military ghosts. 
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Why me. Why am I the one who see’s these ghosts?  
I can’t talk to them and they don’t talk to me, we cannot 
understand each other. What do I do now? Why me of 
all people, what am I going to do now with my life? I 
couldn’t think of an answer at that time. 


