
Orenda Books
16 Carson Road
West Dulwich

London se21 8hu
www.orendabooks.co.uk

To Safie 

First published in the United Kingdom by Orenda Books 2016
 

Copyright © Brandon (Yusuf ) Toropov 2015

Brandon (Yusuf ) Toropov has asserted his moral right to be identified as the author 
of this work in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act, 1988.

All Rights Reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced in any 
form or by any means without the written permission of the publishers.

A catalogue record for this book is available from the British Library.

ISBN 978-1-910633-31-1

Typeset in Garamond by MacGuru Ltd
Printed and bound by CPI Group (UK) Ltd, Croydon cr0 4yy

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents are either 
products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to 

actual events, locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

sales & distribution
In the UK and elsewhere in Europe:

Turnaround Publisher Services
Unit 3, Olympia Trading Estate

Coburg Road
Wood Green

London
n22 6tz

www.turnaround-uk.com

In USA/Canada:
Trafalgar Square Publishing

Independent Publishers Group
814 North Franklin Street

Chicago, IL 60610
USA

www.ipgbook.com

For details of other territories, please contact info@orendabooks.co.uk

Jihadi.indd   4 19/01/2016   13:43



j i h a d i  9

2 In Which Liddell Engages in Fashionable Howling

During the first hour of September 9, 2005, he showered, dressed, 
ate his breakfast in the middle of the night, gathered his things, 
stared out the window to make sure his limousine was there, and, 
after a suitable delay, climbed into the back. He enjoyed making the 
limousine wait, then making it hurry. He told the driver he preferred 
to do at least eighty on these predawn jaunts to Logan.

When his plane touched down in the Islamic republic, nineteen 
hours later, Wafa A––, a twenty-one-year-old pregnant mother-to-
be, had not yet begun her breakfast. Wafa happened to live in a 
disputed region of the Islamic republic. She did not have an appe-
tite. She was thinking about her sister fatima.

Wafa reminded herself that she must call fatima and congratulate 
her for being hired as a translator for the Bureau of Islamic Investiga-
tion. Wafa sat on a plastic lawn chair in an overgrown green area, at 
a bone-white plastic table she shared with her husband and mother-
in-law, drinking tea with them in the sun, thinking this thought of 
reaching out to her sister fatima, of warning her again about the 
dangers of working with men, when hundreds of tiny metal darts, 
their points tight and sharp as needles, tore into her flesh and the 
flesh of her unborn baby.

According to Wafa’s husband, the tea drinkers heard a strange col-
lapsing sound. Almost an inhalation.

PLOOf.
followed by screams. He turned in his chair, intending to see 

whatever it was that had made the odd noise, but never had the 
chance. He only heard the sound of metal projectiles finding their 
way, at high speed, into his body, leaving him in a state of shock.

THWOCK.
There were not enough darts embedded in Wafa’s husband’s flesh 
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to kill him. Nor was Wafa’s mother-in-law hit by enough darts, in 
the necessary points, to lead to major organ damage or blood loss. 
Wafa, however, facing that wave head-on, strafed by that barrage of 
tiny darts, saw herself and her unborn, unnamed daughter shredded.

The miniature metal darts were called flechettes. flechettes are less 
than an inch in length, about the size of a finishing nail. Pointed at 
the front, they carry four fins in the rear, designed to accelerate their 
speed. To the casual observer, they resemble small sporting darts.

On that warm, pleasant morning in the village of D—, seven 
thousand five hundred flechettes had been packed into a shell which 
was fired from a tank rolling behind a stand of trees near Wafa’s 
home. The shell disintegrated in midair with that PLOOf sound, 
the sound of air sucking into itself.

The shell scattered its darts in a conical pattern over an area about 
nine hundred feet long and three hundred feet wide. Only about four 
feet of that three-hundred-foot-wide arc had disrupted the tea drinkers.

flechettes are designed to maim and kill concealed enemy sol-
diers: soldiers hiding in dense vegetation, for instance. flechettes 
will pierce a pine plank or a thin sheet of steel. Once they reach high 
velocity, they curve and hook into every available surface, including 
human flesh. When flechettes reach maximum speed, they travel 
with such force that sometimes only the fins at the back are left 
sticking out from walls.

At the moment Wafa and her unborn child were being peppered 
with flechettes, Thelonius Liddell was not yet ready to deplane. His 
aircraft was coasting to a stop on a runway no one was supposed to 
know about. He was reading, scribbling in the margins of a long 
briefing about his mission in the Islamic republic. Thelonius, un-
certain about this mission and preoccupied with it, read his brief 
for the third time. He found something in it unpersuasive, and sus-
pected it contained factual errors.

A few miles away, Wafa and her daughter were preoccupied with 
dying.

As Wafa died, another shell from another tank penetrated the 
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room where laughing Hassan D., aged two and a half, sat with his 
taciturn eight-year-old brother, whose given name will not be re-
peated here.

Their father, Atta D., an attentive man, had spotted two Ameri-
can soldiers on a hillside, gathered up both boys, and escorted them 
inside for safety’s sake. When Thelonius Liddell’s unnumbered plane 
touched down on its unnamed runway in support of its classified 
mission, Atta’s boys were preoccupied with learning a new board 
game. Atta was teaching this game to them when he noticed a large 
hole in the side of his home.

The shell that made that hole in Atta’s home disintegrated and 
released its own thousands of flechettes, hooking into the toddler, 
his brother, and his father.

KA-THOK.
Little Hassan, who resembled his late mother, was the closest per-

son to the brand-new hole in the wall. Despite being the smallest 
one in the room, he accumulated the largest number of flechettes. 
Hassan, who was Atta’s favourite, was preoccupied with dying, too.

Of the three, Atta, the father, took the fewest hooks. None of his 
flechettes was fatal.

Much later, investigators from the United Nations examined the 
bloody wall near which Hassan was killed. They noted that it was 
studded with flechettes, but that there were some blank spots. Some 
of the investigators conjectured that these blank spots on the wall 
corresponded to the positions of the two boys as they had crouched 
on the floor.

The game they had been playing there was called Sorry!
Sorry! is an American board game adapted from something Mus-

lims invented and started playing in about the year 1400. Sorry! was 
first sold in 1940 by Parker Brothers, a company based in Salem, 
Massachusetts.

v. Sorry!  
And awake. Here, the first of many fatal discrepancies. There are scores, hundreds of examples 
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of Liddell’s clinical disregard for plain fact from which to choose, but the one offered here, his 
embarrassingly verifiable ignorance of the datum that the British version of the board game Sorry! 
was patented in 1929 and marketed in the UK under that title the following year, is worth examin-
ing closely. Sorry! was first sold, under licence, in the United States in 1934 – not 1940, as Liddell 
claims. On such slips empires fall. The sheer volume of such factual errors in the manuscript, many 
of which take the form of seditious libel, gives rise to a host of grave security concerns. Note that 
Liddell used verifiable names for all his main characters, and then, lacking internet access, simply 
made up whatever information he could not research properly in captivity. I operate under no such 
constraints. This telling Sorry! slip is brought to you by our Wi-Fi-enabled Motel 6, to which we 
are warming. Here, inexhaustible white stacked sugar packets attempt to atone for the execrable 
coffee. Clean white sheets, clean white sink, postcard-perfect view of the pool: loving shades of 
aquamarine and deep blue, colours Mother favored.

At the moment Thelonius’s plane landed, sixteen-year-old Islam 
D., Atta’s third son, was walking home from a friend’s house. Islam 
knew the road well and was staring into space, not attending to 
where he was going. He was preoccupied. focused as he was on 
the physical beauty of the female human form, he did not hear the 
PLOOf or notice any of the nearby tanks.

Islam happened to be standing at the very furthest edge of a vast 
wave of incoming metal projectiles. At the moment he was struck by 
his flechette, he was thinking of a pretty girl he liked. That girl was 
fatima A—, Wafa’s sister, the one who had just gotten that job at the 
Bureau of Islamic Investigation. She had visited yesterday. Islam had 
seen her. He had never spoken to her.

fatima was out of Islam’s league and he knew it, but he liked 
thinking about her just the same. He’d been thinking about her a 
great deal lately. The very last thought he had before getting hit by 
his flechette took the form of a question mark and an exclamation 
point about fatima.

Islam had posed a question to himself, and answered it for him-
self, in less than a hundredth of a second. The question concerned 
the quality and placement of fatima’s hair. Because she wore a heads-
carf, usually gold, Islam had never seen it. That was the question 
mark.
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vi. Islam  
Presumably Islam Deen, eldest son of a known terrorist leader. Liddell’s straight-faced claim to 
have insights into this (dead) young man’s amorous longings during his final moments suggest 
the scale of his, Liddell’s, broadening problems with schizophrenia.

Islam imagined fatima’s hair as fine and silky, straight black and 
very long, extending down to the precise midpoint of her back. He 
imagined a small mole on the small of fatima’s back, just below the 
point where her hair stopped. That was the exclamation point. He 
happened to be right about all of that, which was remarkable.

In Islam’s case, there was only one wound. A single flechette 
struck a vulnerable spot in his neck. He began the process of bleed-
ing out from a tear in his jugular vein, which takes less time than 
you might think. Within just a couple of minutes, Islam was preoc-
cupied with dying, too.

There was something different about this mission. Something 
wrong with it. Thelonius couldn’t quite put a finger on what it was. 
He got off his plane.

Jihadi.indd   13 19/01/2016   11:19


