
“THE BLACK VENUS” 
 

By Percy W. Chattey 
 

A FREE SAMPLE CHAPTER 

 

ISBN-10: 1480091626 ~ ISBN-13: 978-1480091627. 

A NEW THRILLER BOOK - Released Winter 2012 

SYNOPSIS:  
When two people meet for the first time there is an instant reaction, love, dislike or 

hate. This is a story of all three from a terrible event in the Balkans, but then one would 
ask what has that got to do with a small market town in Southern England. 

PAPERBACK AVAILABLE TO BUY ONLINE 
- AMAZON.CO.UK or KINDLE eBOOK 

WEBSITE: WWW.PERCYCHATTEYBOOKS.COM 

 

© 2012 Percy Chattey Books 
No reproduction, copying or use of this work is permitted 

without the express permission of the Author  



Chapter One 
 

 
 
 

A period of unrest in the Balkans 
 

Ever since the Eighteenth century and before, conflicts in the group of countries known as the 
Balkan Peninsula have taken place, most of which were disputes over land borders. Some of which 
became serious conflicts from time to time, especially in the periods of the Balkan Wars and the First 
and Second World Wars. A long while before that, the Romans had first invaded the area in 160BC it 
was part of their Empire for almost one hundred years. Since that time the area has been in constant 
conflict and it has not been unknown for people to be massacred in their hundreds over land or 
religious disputes, one of which took place in the later time of 1999.  
 

In the last one hundred years the security forces in each region have been involved in trying to 
form a peaceful solution between the warring parties, but from time to time outside military forces 
have been involved in trying to quell the unrest amongst the various countries which later became 
known as Yugoslavia, it is here the story begins. 

 
The small ancient village nestled in the valley of a mountain range - part of this community 

clung to the side of a steep hill with a paved main road leading up and finally out of the area, the 
surface of which had cracked and split over the years through lack of repair. About two hundred 
metres up this road was a turning on the right hand side, on the corner of which stood an old run down 
red brick detached house. In its prime, three hundred years before, it would have belonged to a 
wealthy merchant who had traded in the area. The current occupiers were the third generation to live 
in the property as it was passed down through the male side of the family, but times had changed and 
the family had fallen on hard times. 
 

The side road was little more than a track - unpaved and rutted from the traffic that used it to 
reach the houses further up the hill, the mud from the road running out onto the road junction. On the 
right hand side of the track was a long old dirty red brick wall, the pointing peeling away adding to its 
shabbiness. On the other side of this two metre high boundary wall the noise of hens clucking could 
be heard and through a wire gate the unkempt area could be seen with a poorly maintained chicken 
house at one end of the yard, and a dilapidated shed beside it. At the other end of this area, a rear door 



to the house, wide open despite the chill in the air, but a closer look showed that it had not been closed 
for a long time as the top hinge was broken and the outer edge was touching the ground.  
 

Most of the house was now dirty and had had not been decorated for years. Just off the yard 
was a run down kitchen with a wood burning stove for cooking, a broken porcelain sink stained 
brown by the cold water dripping tap, also shelving along the walls. There were two more rooms off 
the kitchen, one of which would have been a very grand dining room a long time before.  
 

Further on towards the front of the property, there was the main room, this had also lost its 
splendour from what was once a very well tastefully furnished living room. Now the curtains were 
filthy and torn, the windows with so much grime and dirt on them that it was impossible to see clearly 
through them. To the inner wall a large stone surround fireplace with two very old and badly stained 
grubby arm chairs in front of it. There was a small fire trying to establish itself in the grate the little 
flames lapping around the wet logs that had been used to light it. 
 

Anna Pasha, a small lady was wearing a badly worn out old army great coat which was too 
long, so that besides her head, the only other part of her that could be seen was the dirty flat black 
shoes which had seen too much wear to be comfortable any longer. She struggled out of the house in 
which she had lived in all her married life, through the old door with blistered paint work leading on 
to the street. The door was a struggle to close as it also scraped the floor where the hinges had become 
worn. Lowering her head she started to walk down the hill wearing a dark blue woollen hat offering 
very little protection against the drizzling rain. 
 

She struggled down the street with a large canvas bag in one hand, because of its size it 
occasionally dragged along the ground. Anna was making her way to the market square where the 
stalls of traders were laid out with farm produce, and some of the merchandise was still in boxes 
straight from the fields.  
 

The town’s market was at the bottom of the hill. It covered the square at the centre of four 
roads. In the past the area had been levelled so, to one side, steps led up to the trading area. Stalls of 
all sizes and shapes were arranged in rows selling not only food, but other items required for the 
home. Some had separated wire fronted cages with rabbits or chickens inside, the hardware stall had 
been on the same corner since people could remember. Further down the row was a children’s toy 
stall that also sold pushchairs, bedding and the like, with the used clothing stall next to it. 
 

Some of the stalls had coloured bunting hanging from them trying to cheer up a dull, cold and 
wet day, and to help them keep warm most of the sellers had small stoves so that, when they were not 
serving the few customers that were present, they would hold their hands over them. The stoves had 
various fuels, logs or coals making them glow from their heat in the muggy atmosphere of the square. 
 

A little way from Anna’s door, as she struggled down on the uneven pavement, a mud 
spattered dark green army jeep went past. She watched it as it slowed down and finally came to a stop. 
Two soldiers alighted from the vehicle and stood beside it. They wore different uniforms to the local 
army and were studying the activity of the stall holders, most of whom were standing around waiting 
to serve customers and trying to warm their hands over the makeshift stoves. In the meant time others 
were busy especially on the food stalls serving people their daily needs. 
 



She could not help wondering when it was all going to come to a stop. Ever since she could 
remember some form of fighting had taken place, people being killed over some small dispute and 
now foreign forces had been drafted in to try and quell the disorder as another group of activists tried 
to overthrow the government.  

 
At the bottom of the hill and just before entering the market, a small butchers shop stood on 

the corner of a row of retail premises. Anna entered the brightly lit area and ordered some cheap cuts 
of meat placing the wrapped package inside her bag. 
 

Anna felt cold and stiff and was leaning forward as she made her way up the few steps to get 
to the first stall. She found herself a little out of breath. Looking round she saw the two soldiers 
watching her. She could hear someone running and then a man bumped into her nearly knocking her 
over. She stumbled to one side and was aware he was putting his hand into her bag, she smiled to 
herself as there was nothing in there but a few scraps of meat, her money was safely tucked into her 
belt holding up her old dirty trousers below the heavy coat she was wearing. 
 

She moved along the stalls looking for the few vegetables they would require for the evening 
meal which she would cook for her husband Goren. She stopped and chatted a few times with some of 
the stall holders many of whom she had known for years. Whilst talking she would be warming her 
hands over their stove, and thinking to herself that the meat suddenly feels heavy, but she put down to 
age. 
 

For some reason she felt very uncomfortable, she could not help the feeling of being watched. 
It was not until reaching Carla, who was dressed almost identically as her, except for the piece of 
string tied around her waist. Thirty years previously the two had been great friends and used to attend 
the same school together. Her friend said to her with a grin on her face, “There’s a soldier not far 
behind you, he must fancy you as he has been watching you and seems to be very interested in what 
you are doing.” 
 

“I don’t know what he wants, I’ve got nothing, and also I’ve nothing to hide. He came down 
the road past our house in one of those jeep things.” 
 

Anna looked round wondering where the other soldier was, and then she saw him at the far 
end of the market where she had entered it. He had stopped the man who had put his hand into her 
bag, she thought to herself serve him right for trying to steal from an old lady. 
 

At the vegetable seller she said, “Got anything cheap today Carla?” She was walking around 
the stall as she said it. “Goren’s not feeling too good this morning and a bowl of hot broth with a little 
bit of meat in it would do him the world of good.” 
 
From behind her a voice boomed, “Woman is that some form of code?” 
 

She was surprised at the interruption and looked at her old friend shrugging her shoulders, “Is 
he talking to you?” 
 

Before Carla could reply the voice said, “I’m talking to you - the one with the bag, what have 
you got in it?” 
 



Anna was suddenly very frightened, now that he had mentioned the bag; she thought to 
herself once again, it feels different as if it were heavier.  
 

She looked around her wanting to run, she had never been in trouble with the police or the 
army before, why was he following her? 
 

She was grabbed  on the arm by the soldier snatching the bag from her, and then she knew 
there was something in it as it swung to his side, That cannot be possible, it was empty when she left 
home and she had only bought a little meat. A feeling of horror came over her, that man he was not 
trying to take something out but he was putting something in.  
 

The soldier put his hand into the bag and brought out a small revolver, a nasty black looking 
thing that he was holding it by the barrel.  She was looking up at him as he was a lot taller than her. 
She was stuttering as she said, “I don’t know where that came from.” 
 

He grabbed her arm. “You are coming with us. We’ve already got the other one you were 
working with.” 
 

A feeling of being in deep trouble came over her. How was she going to explain that she had 
nothing to do with it? Would anybody understand and believe her that you can carry a gun round and 
not know it is there? Anyway it was a very small gun, and when you have pains in your arms and legs 
you are more worried about them than what is in your bag. 
 

He was treating her roughly pulling her along the path between the stalls. She was dragging 
her feet as she could not keep up with his long strides. Stallholders she had known for years, some 
since she was a child, were shouting “Leave her alone” and banging boxes and anything that would 
make a noise. 
 

Through her tears she saw another army jeep arrive. The man who had given her all this 
trouble was being bundled into it. She was sobbing “Please don’t take him away I want to talk to 
him.” The soldier just ignored her and continued towards the other vehicle. 
 

They arrived at the jeep where another soldier was waiting who had the three chevrons of a 
Sergeant on his arm. By now the crowd had started to follow and were becoming menacing. Someone 
from the rear tossed a stone which bounced off the kerb in front of the soldiers. 
 

The two men pushed Anna into the jeep manacling her wrist to the vehicle and quickly drove 
off. The stall holders were no match for their speed as they pulled away, but nevertheless a group of 
them started to follow. 
 

The army jeep stopped outside her house. Releasing her hands they dragged her from the 
vehicle. One of them stood to the side of the front door - a machine gun in his hand and kicked the 
door open moving in ready to spray the inside with bullets if there was a need. But there was no 
response - just a frightened old man looking at them with his hands held out to a small fire in a grate 
where he had been trying to keep warm. 
 

The Sergeant, holding a pistol in his hand which he had drawn from a holster on his army 
belt, shouted to the soldier that had first entered the house. “Get upstairs and make sure it is clear.” He 



pushed the woman inside, “You sit over there.” She sat in a chair close to the fire where in normal 
times she spent most of her life knitting or exchanging the odd word with her husband. 
 

The third man said “The CO is coming, he is just coming up the hill” At that moment an army 
staff car pulled up behind the Jeep. 
 

Goren had stood up and moved behind the chair he was sitting on. “What is going on? There 
is nothing here for you people.” There was a look of horror on his face and he was trembling trying to 
hold on to the back of the chair. 
 

“Shut up.” The Sergeant replied. They could hear the footsteps above them from the one who 
had gone up to the bedrooms and crashing noises as he was searching the rooms. 
 

The Colonel pushed his way into the door, the Sergeant turned round to greet him. “Hello Sir, 
with respect Sir why are you here?” 

 
“I was just passing Sergeant and saw the commotion. What is happening”? 
 
At that moment Anna leaning to one side reached to the side of the chair. The Sergeant seeing 

the movement out of the corner of his eye turned and fired the revolver he was holding in his right 
hand, the noise echoing around the room, rattling the windows, dust rising from the neglected 
furniture. 
 

Goren was horrified the noise of the shot echoing in his ears.  He saw the Sergeant turning the 
gun towards him. He turned, stumbled, as he made for the door to the rear room. The gun went off 
again and he felt a tug at his arm. Fear drove him forward and out of the house. He hid in the old shed 
certain that they would find him. 
 

Out in the street the crowd which had followed from the market and had been shouting, 
stopped. Suddenly everything went very quiet as they looked at each other wondering what had 
happened.  
 

The Colonel instructed one of the soldiers to go out and control the crowd. He looked at the 
Sergeant, “I think we have a problem?”  
 

Anna had slumped forward - the blood pumping out of a wound in her back. 
 

The Sergeant looked at his superior officer and said, “She was reaching behind the chair - she 
must have been going for a gun...The old man he’s escaped through that door. Where is he?” In the 
confusion and the noise no one had followed to see where he had gone. 
 

“We had better recover the weapon she was reaching for.” The Colonel, followed by the 
Sergeant walked over to where Anna had been sitting in the chair beside the stone fireplace. 
 

The two soldiers walked around the back of her chair expecting to find a firearm, there was 
nothing, but hanging to the side of the chair in front of the fire was a set of Rosary Beads. The two 
men looked at each other. “Earlier on, you said when you picked her up in the market she had a gun, 



go and get it and put it in her hand, and let’s get out of here. We will call the local police and tell them 
that she tried to shoot you.” 
 

The crowd had been following up the steep hill and were angry, two of the leaders were 
trying to attack the car the CO had arrived in and were being held back by two soldiers with bayonets 
fixed to their rifles, and with a sigh of relief they heard the order to leave. 
 

 The soldiers filed out of the house and quickly climbed into their vehicles and sped away 
going up the hill away from the crowd of market people, which by now had swollen in numbers.  
 

When the first of the crowd went into the room they found Goren leaning over his wife 
rocking her gently and crying.  
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