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“A well thought out plot lends for a thrilling adventure” – Ebook Tops reviewerAgainst the façade
of pre-war Tunisia, an office worker finds his life irreversibly changed when a package arrives on
his desk from one of his co-workers.That package, a detailed espionage report, will ultimately
transport Leon into another world, where gentlemanly spying has long been forgotten.Caught
between the local police, British, French and German authorities, he is accused of spying and
must go on the run in an attempt to clear his name.Leon is surprised to find that this new life,
which he is so unaccustomed to, comes quite effortlessly to him, and he soon finds himself
running a deal with a British undercover network in order to clear his name.“A gripping adventure
which demonstrates the frailties, humanity, and potential in all of us. “PRAISE FOR UNDER AN
IRON SUN“It seems as though we may have a new variation on the James Bond/Jason Bourne
prototype, but Leon Afflelou Baker is a bit more complicated - and that makes for terrific reading”
– Ebook Tops reviewer.“Your book is excellent” – Ebook Tops reviewer.“A well thought out plot
lends for a thrilling adventure that compliment strong characterization and a well-designed
backdrop” – Ebook Tops reviewer.“A lot of elements combine to make this one fine, taut thriller” –
Goodreads reviewer.



Under the Iron SunPart One of The Eisen Project CARL NATTRASS This is a work of
fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents are either the products of
the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living
or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. Copyright 2014 Carl Nattrass All rights
reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form
or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods,
without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations
embodied in critical reviews and certain other non-commercial uses permitted by copyright
law.For permission requests, please contact the author by submitting a comment on the
following webpage: Chapter 1 Police Headquarters, Bizerte, TunisiaMonday August 10th
1936 The blow landed on the side of his head with such force that Leon felt himself falling. Then
there was nothing.Suddenly he was conscious of cold water filling his nose and mouth; he was
drowning. He kicked and writhed, but his hands were bound. He tried to sit up, his back was
resting on a solid surface and he managed to raise his head. All around him was darkness. His
breathing came in rasps, and water still entered his nostrils, but he was no longer drowning; air
was coming to his lungs.He could see a faint light ahead, in fact, in all directions. Then the light
was moving and he thought that he was falling. Like an explosion, the light suddenly appeared,
permeating his eyes from every angle. He collapsed back down, breathing harshly.Minutes
passed, as he became more and more aware of his surroundings. He was still in the police cell,
the table and chairs in front of him. One chair was occupied; he could see a pair of feet under the
table. He raised his head from the cold floor to look around, and was suddenly lifted roughly
under the armpits, and slammed down on the up-righted chair. Out of the corner of his eye, he
could see a soaking linen hood lying on the floor; this must have been what was over his head
he thought.A man behind him checked his bonds, tugging at whatever held him as it cut further
into his wrists. Leon, his eyes slowly adjusting to the brightness, looked up at the man sitting
opposite him. Leon recalled that he had been brought to the police cell some hours earlier and
unceremoniously bound and left in the chair. He had sat for what seemed like hours, having no
concept of time; the only thing that he could discern was the changing sounds outside the cell
door; they had lessened, the end of the day-shift he thought to himself.Then they had come to
him, perhaps he had dozed off. He had started with fright as the two men entered the room,
banging the door behind them. These were not the two men he had seen before; they had been
the runners. These two carried themselves with an air of authority, an air of confidence. The first
man sat down on the chair opposite and introduced himself formally as Monsieur Renaud. He
went on to say that he was responsible for internal security for the Tunis area, but did not
announce his title. The second man, middle aged, slightly overweight, still formidable, stood at
the doorway as if on guard; he said nothing.Renaud had smiled at Leon and had simply said
“We know that you have been spying.”It was a matter of fact statement, and Leon did not know
whether he was expected to reply. Even if he had wished to do so, he had dared not open his
mouth fearing he would not be able to speak. His mind was racing.“A spy…” he thought, “…what



an absurd idea.”“You do not deny it?” shouted Renaud in an explosion of rage. Renaud had
placed his face right up to Leon’s, his breath stinking of cigarettes and bad teeth.“Of course I
deny it” Leon stammered, “It’s…, it’s a ridiculous suggestion… I work in an office in town
for…”“We can prove it…” interrupted Renaud “… undeniable proof, there is no way you are
getting out of this.”Leon balked. The man seemed to have moved from a conspiratorial tone to
open aggression and then back again.“How we handle this lies entirely in your hands” Renaud
continued, now more gently.Panic was setting into the gut of Leon’s stomach – he stifled a
retch.“Proof” he stammered, “What proof?”Renaud rose from the chair, and nodding to the
second man, who followed suit by making for the door. Just before he shut the door, Renaud
looked back into the room and spoke quietly to Leon; “We’ll give you time to think.”Leon sat, his
mind in turmoil. He kept repeating to himself that the whole thing was so preposterous. What did
he know about spying? He had only left Bizerte a handful of times in the past few years. He
wondered when Mehdi would come, and how he could help.Later, he awoke. He was hungry,
thirsty and in desperate need of the toilet. He looked down on the table to see a metal cup of
water, and a plate of food; rice and fish. He realized that his hands had been unbound, and
looking down at them, examined the red rings around his wrists where the cord had dug in. He
went to rub them but found them painful to the touch. There was no fork or spoon, so he ate with
his fingers. When he had finished, he still felt hungry. He realized that a bucket had been placed
on the floor, and assumed what it was for. He relieved himself into it. Feeling better, he sat back
down and waited. They must have been watching him, as seconds later, the two men entered
the room again.Leon felt that he should take the initiative, “I really don’t know what you men want
from me, I am an office manager for a company called ….”“We know who you are.” said Renaud
sharply.“Yes, we know who you are” nodding now.“What your cover is, how and where you work”,
he hesitated, “but not why.”“We know who you are working for, and that you have contacts within
Tunisia. We know how you operate.”“What we do not know is who your spies are, and where they
are.”“And you, if you value your life, are going to tell us that.”“My life?” Leon exclaimed.“Spying on
the French is still a capital offence” Renaud stated, “An offence which is punishable by death,
whether officially or unofficially, either can be arranged.”“But I’m no spy, I’m not” shouted Leon,
beginning to feel out of his depths “What is this proof you mentioned? You have no proof!”The
two men looked at Leon. He had the distinct impression that they were both enjoying the game.
Leon grew angry. He had known power go to the heads of men from past experience, but had
never been at the receiving end of their egos; affecting them in ways that they no longer
see.That is when the beatings had begun.Chapter 2 Café D’Algerie, Boulevard De La Marne,
BizerteWednesday August 5th 1936 Five days earlier Leon Afflelou Baker sat back and
examined the scene. The day was like most days in Bizerte, hot, sunny, and dusty. From his seat
in the Café D’Algerie, where he was a regular customer, he could see an almost uninterrupted
arc of 180 degrees of cloudless, pure azure sky.Leon visited the Café D’Algerie most afternoons
when the heat got too oppressive in his office. Here, he could sit in the shade of the buildings,
cooled by the afternoon breeze, enjoy a drink and watch the world go by. Sitting there, he felt a



sense of belonging somehow, accepted by the locals as one of their own, yet equally accepted
by the French. Yet he held affiliations to neither group, and he could move easily amongst either
as a native. His childhood had had a profound effect on his need to feel accepted, and his habit
of visiting the café had come about partially because of this; whilst he was there, he felt less
alienated from society. He was a man who was comfortable to be doing nothing in particular, a
rare trait in modern day life which he had probably inherited from his mother, who despite her
beauty had been an insular person. Today was another of those days when he felt quite content
with the world, not least because of the four pastis he had consumed, but also because he was
getting paid whilst he sat there; Leon held his employers in mild contempt.

Chapter 1 Police Headquarters, Bizerte, TunisiaMonday August 10th 1936 The blow landed on
the side of his head with such force that Leon felt himself falling. Then there was
nothing.Suddenly he was conscious of cold water filling his nose and mouth; he was drowning.
He kicked and writhed, but his hands were bound. He tried to sit up, his back was resting on a
solid surface and he managed to raise his head. All around him was darkness. His breathing
came in rasps, and water still entered his nostrils, but he was no longer drowning; air was
coming to his lungs.He could see a faint light ahead, in fact, in all directions. Then the light was
moving and he thought that he was falling. Like an explosion, the light suddenly appeared,
permeating his eyes from every angle. He collapsed back down, breathing harshly.Minutes
passed, as he became more and more aware of his surroundings. He was still in the police cell,
the table and chairs in front of him. One chair was occupied; he could see a pair of feet under the
table. He raised his head from the cold floor to look around, and was suddenly lifted roughly
under the armpits, and slammed down on the up-righted chair. Out of the corner of his eye, he
could see a soaking linen hood lying on the floor; this must have been what was over his head
he thought.A man behind him checked his bonds, tugging at whatever held him as it cut further
into his wrists. Leon, his eyes slowly adjusting to the brightness, looked up at the man sitting
opposite him. Leon recalled that he had been brought to the police cell some hours earlier and
unceremoniously bound and left in the chair. He had sat for what seemed like hours, having no
concept of time; the only thing that he could discern was the changing sounds outside the cell
door; they had lessened, the end of the day-shift he thought to himself.Then they had come to
him, perhaps he had dozed off. He had started with fright as the two men entered the room,
banging the door behind them. These were not the two men he had seen before; they had been
the runners. These two carried themselves with an air of authority, an air of confidence. The first
man sat down on the chair opposite and introduced himself formally as Monsieur Renaud. He
went on to say that he was responsible for internal security for the Tunis area, but did not
announce his title. The second man, middle aged, slightly overweight, still formidable, stood at
the doorway as if on guard; he said nothing.Renaud had smiled at Leon and had simply said
“We know that you have been spying.”It was a matter of fact statement, and Leon did not know
whether he was expected to reply. Even if he had wished to do so, he had dared not open his



mouth fearing he would not be able to speak. His mind was racing.“A spy…” he thought, “…what
an absurd idea.”“You do not deny it?” shouted Renaud in an explosion of rage. Renaud had
placed his face right up to Leon’s, his breath stinking of cigarettes and bad teeth.“Of course I
deny it” Leon stammered, “It’s…, it’s a ridiculous suggestion… I work in an office in town
for…”“We can prove it…” interrupted Renaud “… undeniable proof, there is no way you are
getting out of this.”Leon balked. The man seemed to have moved from a conspiratorial tone to
open aggression and then back again.“How we handle this lies entirely in your hands” Renaud
continued, now more gently.Panic was setting into the gut of Leon’s stomach – he stifled a
retch.“Proof” he stammered, “What proof?”Renaud rose from the chair, and nodding to the
second man, who followed suit by making for the door. Just before he shut the door, Renaud
looked back into the room and spoke quietly to Leon; “We’ll give you time to think.”Leon sat, his
mind in turmoil. He kept repeating to himself that the whole thing was so preposterous. What did
he know about spying? He had only left Bizerte a handful of times in the past few years. He
wondered when Mehdi would come, and how he could help.Later, he awoke. He was hungry,
thirsty and in desperate need of the toilet. He looked down on the table to see a metal cup of
water, and a plate of food; rice and fish. He realized that his hands had been unbound, and
looking down at them, examined the red rings around his wrists where the cord had dug in. He
went to rub them but found them painful to the touch. There was no fork or spoon, so he ate with
his fingers. When he had finished, he still felt hungry. He realized that a bucket had been placed
on the floor, and assumed what it was for. He relieved himself into it. Feeling better, he sat back
down and waited. They must have been watching him, as seconds later, the two men entered
the room again.Leon felt that he should take the initiative, “I really don’t know what you men want
from me, I am an office manager for a company called ….”“We know who you are.” said Renaud
sharply.“Yes, we know who you are” nodding now.“What your cover is, how and where you work”,
he hesitated, “but not why.”“We know who you are working for, and that you have contacts within
Tunisia. We know how you operate.”“What we do not know is who your spies are, and where they
are.”“And you, if you value your life, are going to tell us that.”“My life?” Leon exclaimed.“Spying on
the French is still a capital offence” Renaud stated, “An offence which is punishable by death,
whether officially or unofficially, either can be arranged.”“But I’m no spy, I’m not” shouted Leon,
beginning to feel out of his depths “What is this proof you mentioned? You have no proof!”The
two men looked at Leon. He had the distinct impression that they were both enjoying the game.
Leon grew angry. He had known power go to the heads of men from past experience, but had
never been at the receiving end of their egos; affecting them in ways that they no longer
see.That is when the beatings had begun.Chapter 2 Café D’Algerie, Boulevard De La Marne,
BizerteWednesday August 5th 1936 Five days earlier Leon Afflelou Baker sat back and
examined the scene. The day was like most days in Bizerte, hot, sunny, and dusty. From his seat
in the Café D’Algerie, where he was a regular customer, he could see an almost uninterrupted
arc of 180 degrees of cloudless, pure azure sky.Leon visited the Café D’Algerie most afternoons
when the heat got too oppressive in his office. Here, he could sit in the shade of the buildings,



cooled by the afternoon breeze, enjoy a drink and watch the world go by. Sitting there, he felt a
sense of belonging somehow, accepted by the locals as one of their own, yet equally accepted
by the French. Yet he held affiliations to neither group, and he could move easily amongst either
as a native. His childhood had had a profound effect on his need to feel accepted, and his habit
of visiting the café had come about partially because of this; whilst he was there, he felt less
alienated from society. He was a man who was comfortable to be doing nothing in particular, a
rare trait in modern day life which he had probably inherited from his mother, who despite her
beauty had been an insular person. Today was another of those days when he felt quite content
with the world, not least because of the four pastis he had consumed, but also because he was
getting paid whilst he sat there; Leon held his employers in mild contempt.Leon Afflelou Baker
was thirty two, his skin tanned to color where his origin was not easily discernible. He was slim
built, athletic and lived for his fishing trips on a Sunday. Leon tended to drink more than he ate
and this helped to keep his appearance slim; it also made him fairly average at his job.As he sat
there, the day felt different somehow; there were still the occasional groups of sailors and
soldiers who were drawn to the port-front for the bars and cafés for drink and company. The
locals pedlars ambled up and down with no particular urgency, selling their wares; cigarettes,
alcohol, stockings, soap, and even girls. The same characters could be seen today as every day
making their way around the town’s bars; the soldiers and sailors all looked the same to him and
Leon did not pay them much attention.Across the harbour, lay berthed a couple of ageing
French war ships, destroyers he guessed, although, to Leon all ships looked the same, except
for their size. In this he was at considerable odds with his father. The ships lay perfectly still in the
calm waters of the protected harbour. On board, he could see the sailors going about their
duties; it appeared that the ships were getting a new coat of paint.A Naval officer strolled past
him, dressed in his uniform, sheathed in his own importance. The officer did not give Leon a
glance as he blended in just like any other Bizertian citizen except for his shirt and trousers
which were not favoured by the locals. Most would think that he was French, and they would
have been partially correct. He had been born in Tunisia to an American father, and a Tunisian
mother. His father had been a visiting US Embassy Attaché and Leon had inherited some of his
father’s American looks; his hair was slightly lighter, and although his skin was a deep tan color,
his eye colors were more pronounced.He turned his attention to the other customers in the café;
most were regulars whom Leon recognized, but there were also a couple of what Leon gauged
to be salesmen, some sailors, and a group of rail workers. Rail workers were easy to spot, big
burly men, well-tanned, and they always appeared to have over-sized hands, Leon reflected.He
returned his gaze to scan the headlines of the copy of Les Derniers Nouvelles he was reading.
The newspaper told of continuing unrest in Europe, especially Spain where the civil war was
raging. A rather grainy photograph of a group of war-weary soldiers lounging around a tank was
shown. The caption read ‘The French made Renault FT-17 tank’. Leon mused over the reason
why a French tank would be in Spain but found no explanation in the text. Just then the
afternoon’s quiet was split by a seaplane buzzing overhead, straining to make altitude as it left



the safety of land. It appeared to Leon that it was barely above the height of the buildings
surrounding the port. It was heading almost due north, most probably to Nice or some other port
of Southern France.Breaking out of his reverie, he examined his watch; it was a quarter past
three. He should be getting back to the office, he was expecting a telephone call from his
Company’s head office in Baltimore at around four o’clock and he would be expected to be
present to receive it. Of course, his secretary could take the call in his absence, she could easily
run the office in his presence, but this was not the point. Sana, he mused; what a woman! She,
like himself could speak Arabic, English and French, it was a necessity in their business. Many
men would give their right hand to have what he has, but at the same time, there was something
missing. He had been dating Sana for over three years, introduced to him through her brother
Mehdi who had with Leon, ran regular fishing trips for the French Army and Navy boys, as well
as other less legal portage services. Sana was tall, attractive and possessed the most beautiful
eyes. Leon had used his position as office manager to secure her the job as his secretary and
had regretted it ever since. Maybe that was what was wrong, lovers should not work together.He
finished his drink and considered ordering another one. Pastis, a drink introduced by the French
to Tunisia, and along with beer was one of his favourites. The locals who were mainly from Arab
or Berber origins spurned alcohol as a rule, and drank mainly green tea or goat’s milk. He
decided against it, pushed the glass away from him on the table and raised himself up out of his
chair.Glancing around, he picked his jacket off the back of the chair, slipped it on, and set off
east down the Boulevard De La Marne. He crossed over the road to the path overlooking the
narrow beach and continued walking in no particular hurry. To his left as he walked, a number of
men, almost certainly soldiers played football with a tired looking ball. Sweat streamed down
their red backs as they played and they cursed each other openly. Towards the end of the
boulevard, he stopped and looked over the road to the windows of his office on the third floor.
Both were wide open and he could imagine Sana sitting in her small office completing her
weekly reports. These, she would then take to the Office de Telefonique for transmission to the
headquarters of Devereux Mining and Exploration, or DME as they called it, in Baltimore.He
crossed the road and entered the doorway. A small plaque announcing that this was indeed the
registered office of 'Devereux Mining and Exploration – Tunisian Division' was attached to the
wall just next to the door. He paused for a moment examining the door frame. Just the night
before, the offices had been broken into, and although nothing had been taken, not that there
was much of any value anyway, he knew some of his papers had been rifled through. His main
concern was getting the door frame repaired before that evening.He had not really concerned
himself with the break in; such things happened in Bizerte. He had not even bothered to report it
to the local police; it was better to not involve them given Mehdi's and his, little 'sideline'. Mehdi
has said that he would come and take a look; he was so much more practical than Leon. It was
getting late and he had hoped the Mehdi would have been here by now. He climbed the stairs,
starting to sweat again and entered the main office. The heat was stifling, and although the
windows allowed a small breeze to pass through the office, the top floor rooms of any building in



Bizerte would always be uncomfortable as heat bounced off the roofs.Leon glanced about,
noting that the post had been delivered, and listening to Sana working in the rear office. He
called through and there was a scraping of a chair and she appeared at the doorway of her small
office. She was dressed in a pale blue thin cotton dress which billowed with the air from the wall
mounted fan. It occurred to him that he must be mad to question having this woman as his
fiancé. He walked over and kissed her, he was about to embrace her but stopped short, thinking
about his perspiring back; maybe later he thought.“The post has been delivered” she said,
pointing to it on his desk, “Do you want me to make a start on it?”He paused and then said that
he would do it. He walked over to his desk and sat down.“Oh, and Mehdi’s been” she continued,
“He says that the frame needs completely replacing, he’s gone to get some wood, he said that it
would cost you!”Leon grunted, at least it would be one less thing to worry about. Looking out of
the window, he could see the two harbour walls, and the sea twinkling as it chopped up in the
afternoon breeze further out into the bay. Dragging his eyes away from the view, he turned his
attention to the pile of letters and parcels which lay on his desk; they would have either come in
on the train earlier that day via Tunis, from one of the many freighters which arrived daily, or if it
was urgent mail, it would have been flown in. Bizerte was not a big town, but benefited from the
navy and army bases which were located there. As a result, they had come to expect regular
post, fresh fruit, an abundance of news, and increased trade. Glancing through the mail, he
noted that there were two small brown manila envelopes with French postmarks which he
assumed were from DME’s head office, and three large brown envelopes of varying thickness.
These, he decided would be the exploration reports he was waiting for; he would need to
forward these to DME HQ.From this little office, his sole purpose within the DME Empire was to
maintain a Company presence, and to organize the five geologists who were assigned to
explore for mineral deposits in the northern areas of Tunisia. It was a very well-paid job by
African standards, and compared to most locals, he was well off; he had an apartment, money in
his pocket, and a share in Mehdi’s boat which provided income both from fishing and the
occasional smuggling trip. The geologists were well paid; it meant months of being away from
home, indeed weeks at a time spent on the road away from any home comforts. The work was
physically demanding, not just because of the terrain, but also because of the heat. Most of
them worked inland in the mountainous regions of Tunisia and would only return to their nearest
town to submit a monthly report and take a few days’ rest. Each geologist was allocated an area
to cover but they were directed mainly by head office as to where they should be prospecting.
They were also allocated a house or an apartment, paid for by the company to be used as their
base; this would normally be at their nearest main town. The housing would be used as an office
as well as a home. Each month, they were expected to submit a report on their designated area,
together with mineral samples, geological surveys and mappings, and these would be posted in
a secure Manila envelope to the Bizerte office. Once Leon received them, they would be collated
and placed in a security bag for their home journey to Baltimore.One of Leon’s main
responsibilities was to handle any petty cash and equipment requests made by the geologists,



and more importantly, to make arrangements for staff salaries. He opened the two larger
envelopes and extracted the contents. In each envelope, he found a further two envelopes; one
smaller envelope marked for his attention, the second larger one unmarked which held the
monthly report. He took the two monthly reports and placed them into the security bag
containing another three reports which he had received the preceding day. He then placed the
bag in the large drawer in his desk. He would normally have locked the drawer, but whoever had
broken into the office the night before had damaged the lock, so he just pushed it shut.The other
two smaller envelopes held a variety of receipts and bills which the two geologists had accrued
over the month, and reassuring himself that they were legitimate; he entered the details into the
petty cash book. Not that fraud was a common occurrence within the organisation, but there had
been one or two occasions when geologists tried to put through expenses for items which were
not covered; on one occasion a receipt from Madame Bouvier’s had arrived on his desk. The
owner of the receipt had hoped that Leon did not know what occurred in Madame Bouvier’s
house, but it was quite famous and most certainly was not covered under expenses. Leon had
with relish and not a small degree of trepidation, written back to the geologist explaining that the
receipt had been forwarded onto the man’s wife for payment. Oddly, the geologist had never
since submitted another incorrect receipt.He adjusted the pay-book to reflect any additional
costs from the receipts. He noted that one of the receipts had been for ‘entertainment’ which
would not normally be reimbursed by the company, but it was from a geologist called Peter
Vendome who operated out of Sousse. Vendome was one of the grandsons of DME’s founding
fathers, so Leon did not think anything of it, they had been cleared before and this would be no
exception.He studied the stamps on the larger envelopes hoping to find a new entry for his
collection. Unfortunately, they were all the same stamps; used for standard post within the
country. The particular one he was looking for, was to complete a set of current circulation
stamps each showing Marianne the symbol of Liberte in France reclining on a dais looking
rather disconcerted. Each stamp was a different color and their face values ranged from 60
Centimes to 5 Francs. The five Francs stamp, the one Leon was after would therefore only be
used on larger parcels. He had toyed with the idea of simply purchasing one from the Postal
Office, but that didn’t appeal to him; he liked used stamps, dated and postmarked, and in any
case, one would come along eventually. The phone rang shrilly. The stark office seemed to
accentuate the bell tone, and it startled Leon. He felt rather embarrassed and glanced over at
Sana’s office door to make sure that he had not been observed. He picked up the receiver and
the operator announced the call from the United States.Twenty minutes later, Leon was heading
down the Rue De Espagne, nearing the centre of the town towards the Banque de L’Algerie. It
was not a bank in the traditional sense, not like the one he had used occasionally during his stay
in Baltimore. The American Central Bank had been a grand imposing building, specifically built
in 1902 for the bank. On the few occasions he had reason to visit, he recalled being overawed at
the wooden walls, the huge desks and marbled flooring. The bank in Bizerte was a much less
grand affair; it was housed in what had originally been a rich Berber traders’ home. After the



decline of the Berber’s influence, the French Government had taken it over, alongside many
other of the town's larger buildings, and had used this one as the only bank in Bizerte.Leon
entered the building, thankful to be out of the hot sun. Large fans on the ceiling rotated lazily
circulating the hot air, and creating the effect of a breeze. The main bank reception room was
modest with three male tellers waiting behind the raised desk situated at the end of the room
furthest away from the door. None of them seemed particularly pleased to see him; preferring
rather to examine imaginary papers on their desks.So he approached the teller in the middle,
who seemed least pleased to see him. Leon stepped up to the desk and with the biggest smile
and warmest greeting he could muster he greeted the man in his best formal French with a
“Good afternoon Ahmed, how are you today?”The man who obviously new Leon quite well
replied “Good afternoon Monsieur, I would be much better if you did not keep turning up at
closing time”, he formed a scowl and continued “Now, be brief I have matters to attend to.”Leon
grinned and handed over the banking requests, a set of wiring instructions and a withdrawal
request. The teller grumbled and moaned as he worked his way through the paper-work.“How is
your dear wife, Ahmed?” asked Leon with a smile.“Still ever complaining” the bank clerk replied
looking up over his spectacles. His face was glistening with sweat as he returned to the papers.
He stamped the banking requests, filed the wiring instructions informing Leon that they would
not be completed until tomorrow as you are so late, and counted out the Francs to him.The
Francs would be used to pay Mehdi for the door repair.Leon thanked the teller informing him that
he felt the bank’s service was improving, and left the bank leaving Ahmed at his desk sporting a
slight grin on his face. It had been this way for the past six years; Leon’s monthly visits to the
bank had always been greeted with disdain from Ahmed.There had been one exception to this
when the manager of the bank, a tall, ungainly Tunisia, who was easily recognized by his English
style Trilby and his foul lack of patience had been speaking to a businessman at the entrance of
the bank. On that occasion, Leon had been treated with the utmost of respect.Chapter
3 Apartment 2 – La Place De France, Vieux Port, BizerteThursday August 6th 1936 Leon Baker
woke slowly. The sun streamed into his room. Had it not been for its brightness invading his
consciousness, he could easily have slept longer. He drew the curtains back, leaned out of the
window and drew in a lungful of air. One of the benefits of living on the coast was the clarity of
the air; untainted by the dust which prevailed inland. With his view, from the second floor, to his
left he could see the fishing skiffs getting ready to go out from La Vieux Port. The French
colonials had managed to utilize most of the coastal area for their own use, but had never
bothered with the old port area, mainly because it was too small to take commercial shipping.
Today, only local fishing boats used it; it allowed easy access to the sea, and because of its low
harbour walls the day’s catch could be easily off-loaded. Leon wondered if Mehdi had already
left the harbour to go fishing; for a moment he toyed with the idea of hurrying down to see if he
could join him but dismissed it as quickly as the thought had appeared. He had
responsibilities.He gazed for a moment more, letting his eyes hover over the eclectic mix of
buildings in his view; from the ancient mud based homes, highlighted with their blue shutters and



doors, to the more modern anonymous brick built ones. His eyes eventually rested on La Grande
Mosquée where its five floors made it stand proud of the surrounding buildings, its walls shining
like pure sand. Resting his chin on his hands for a moment, he gazed at the mosque recalling
the day his mother and he had visited it. Despite his mother not being a true believer of Islam,
they had gone to the mosque to speak to a cleric who specialized in medicine. It had not
occurred to Leon at the time that his mother might have been truly ill, and they had gone to see if
he could advise on her breathing. The mosques from time to time would open their doors on
such days hoping to return the wayward to the fold through offering basic medical practices.The
mosque had been busy that day, a queue forming outside and continuing up the street. Other
than visiting French doctors who were extremely expensive, this was the only option to most
Tunisians. They had been hustled through at quite a pace and had been given about two
minutes of the cleric's time. The cleric had told his mother that she must become more involved
in the Muslim community and pray at least once a week. His mother had thanked him gracefully,
giving him a donation, and had never returned again. Within two years, she had died. He walked
over to the sink, and lifted the dirty plates out which were left over from last night's supper; he
would do them later he thought. He poured some water from a jug into the bowl and began to
wash. If Leon was good at anything, he was good at washing. His mother had instilled into him
the importance of being clean; even a poor man must keep clean and that ‘you must start the
day off washed’ she had told him. He dried his hands and face and walked over to the bed. His
watch showed that it was just after 7 am. He tidied the single bed and looked around the room.
His apartment consisted of two rooms; a living area with a basic kitchen in one corner, and a
small toilet room. Although the room was very staid, it was a lot more than many occupants of
Bizerte had. Many families would share rooms, especially over in the Kasba and Souk areas of
Bizerte which were a maze of small buildings and alleys where space was at a premium. His
apartment even had running water and sewerage which was a real boon, and on a cabinet stood
his prized possession, a gramophone. The gramophone left to him by his mother stood in a
polished wooden box with corroded brass hinges. When the top was down, it looked like a small
suitcase. A removable handle was affixed to the side which would be used to wind the spring up
inside. Such a frivolity was rare in Tunisia, and Leon took great care of it. On the inside of the
case lid was stamped the letters HMV, and below that an image of a dog looking into a
gramophone hailer. He placed the lid down gently, and crossed over to the mirror where he
combed his drying hair, and examined his stubble. He should shave he thought. The office was
cooler that morning, the sun not quite so intense. Below his office window, in the La Place
Clemenceau, a small park area consisting of a number of worn looking palms and grass,
browned and dusty, two men were arguing in raised voices. For a moment, Leon listened to the
animated voices which abruptly stopped. Intrigued, he edged his head out of the window, and
saw the two men heading off along the boulevard, continuing their conversation, this time in
lowered tones. He noticed a large battleship entering the confines of the harbour, he watched as
it continued on passing through the canal into the inland lake beyond. It seemed to be moving so



very slowly, offering no wake as a guide as to its speed.The Lac De Bizerte was a huge inland
lake joined to the sea by a small man-made canal. It afforded France one of the largest and most
secure naval depots in the Mediterranean. The French had dredged the lake to enable access
for even the largest of its ships, and had built docks, submarine pens and even a sea-plane
base. Together with the aerodrome and the army base, Bizerte was one of the most prosperous
towns in North Africa.Returning to his desk, he called through to Sana asking her if she would
like to come through and join him for a tea. He switched off the gas on the small stove which sat
in the corner, and lifted the kettle to pour the water into a pot. He added to the pot a handful of
tea leaves which he rubbed between his hands for a few moments to bruise them. He then did
the same with a small amount of mint, and dropped this into the pot. He poured a little honey
from a small jar into each of the two tall glasses. He would normally have added some pine nuts
to the glasses as was traditional, but this morning he had none.Sana sat down in the chair
opposite his desk and deposited a file in front of his chair. Leon brought the pot and the two
glasses over to his desk and he sat down also.“What’s this?” he asked looking at the file.“It’s the
weekly report, do you want to read it before it goes?” she answered.Each week, the Bizerte
office had to produce a report for head office highlighting any events of interest particularly in
commerce and politics, which may have happened in Tunisia that week. DME were always keen
on keeping their corporate ear to the ground within their territories; “It’s how businesses stay
ahead in these modern times”, he had once been told by one of the company directors, “watch
the trends, try to spot opportunities.”“Anything interesting?” he asked glancing at Sana.
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Ian, “Worthwhile Political Thriller. A lot of elements combine to make this one fine, taut thriller. A
distinct sense of place for one. Pre World War 2 Tunisia is dry, dusty, hot; one lives under ceiling
fans and retreats to outdoor cafes in the shade to survive the midday heat. The region is also
fraught with mounting political tensions among distrustful neighboring governments. Which
takes us to a sense of history. The writer definitely did his homework in bringing the late 1930s
in the preamble and ramp up to war to life. If you can imagine being accused of being a spy in
this era, and being hunted by French, German, and British intelligence, the sheer terror of being
caught and tortured using water-boarding methods, of escaping and doing everything to avoid
recapture with that many forces on your tail…A fan of historical fiction, of travel lit, and of thrillers,
Under an Iron Son really lit up the board for me, satisfying all three thirsts. It put me in the mind
of one of my favorite films, Casablanca, with Humphrey Bogart and Lauren Bacall, set in the
same period and involving a lot of the same elements. What’s more, I could really identify with
the hero, an ordinary guy thrown into extraordinary circumstances, with little or no chance of
making it out alive.”

Grady Harp, “'Black and white does not mean without colour'. British author Carl Nattrass was
born in Hexham, Northumberland and now lives in neighboring County Durham, two of the most
picturesque sites in the UK!, where he is reading for his PhD at Durham University. Nattrass
works in the computing arena but he at present considers himself a part-time author with a
specific love for descriptive writing. UNDER AN IRON SUN is his debut and is the first book in a
series he calls THE EISEN PROJECT.When an author can capture the reader's attention on
page one the way Nattrass does then it is assured the novel will be finished in record time -
pausing only for the brisk writing style that is as atmospheric as the characters and the location
he places on his stage. Example from page one (Police Headquarters, Bizerte, Tunisia, Monday
August 10th 1936) `The blow landed on the side of his head with such force that Afflelou felt
himself falling. Then there was nothing. Suddenly he was conscious of cold water filling his nose
and mouth; he was drowning. He kicked and writhed, but his hands were bound. He tried to sit
up, his back was resting on a solid surface and he managed to raise his head. All around him
was darkness. His breathing came in rasps, and water still entered his nostrils, but he was no
longer drowning; air was coming to his lungs. He could see a faint light ahead, in fact, in all
directions. Then the light was moving and he thought that he was falling. Like an explosion, the
light suddenly appeared, permeating his eyes from every angle. He collapsed back down,
breathing harshly. He could see a faint light ahead, in fact, in all directions. Then the light was
moving and he thought that he was falling. Like an explosion, the light suddenly appeared,
permeating his eyes from every angle. He collapsed back down, breathing harshly.'Such a fine
introduction to our lead character Leon Afflelou - accused of spying and facing what seems ass
though it may be his end. But Nattrass then backtracks 5 days and the events leading up to this



terrifying situation gradually build. As the author summarizes the plot, `the book is based in
1930's Tunisa amidst the pre-war tensions of Europe. As France maintains its dominance over
Western North Africa, Leon Afflelou enjoys, to some, an enviable life. Leon finds himself
recruited by the British SOE and once again is cast into the thick of it as he battles once again
with Vendome, only this time it is in Europe. But all is about to change forever. 12 hours later, he
is on the run from the police, brutally chased, accused of spying and carrying a death sentence
on his head. This book takes Leon, and the reader, on a fast-paced, weaving chase in which he
must stay ahead of local and French police, as well as German and British intelligence. During
an era of national distrust, global posturing, and improvised spying, Leon Afflelou must untangle
the web to clear his name.'One of the hallmarks of a substantial writer is the ability to work
historical facts into a fictional book and make the two of them marry as an epic. This Nattrass
does fluently and the result is an espionage thriller that pleads for the next installment to be
released. It seems as though we may have a new variation on the James Bond/Jason Bourne
prototype, but Leon Afflelou is a bit more complicated - and that makes for terrific reading. Grady
Harp, September 14”

Liz Bearden, “Home Run. Leon Afflelou is portrayed as what might be seen as an “average
working man”, unaware of political climate that eventually led to World War II. In the first chapter,
he is arrested and questioned as a spy, and his response is dismay and confusion. His lack of
understanding of the grilling he receives adds to his confusion, and a healthy fear of the French
authorities.After the first chapter, which was solid action, the story slowed to a pace I feared
might be less gripping. However, I soon realized that the more relaxed pace was a development
of several characters who might or might not play a role in a possible betrayal of the pragmatic
Afflelou. The character, who seems mild mannered, is hurled into a maelstrom of intrigue.
Imagine the horror of being under scrutiny of scary individuals that you cannot identify, and
whose motives are completely unknown.Afflelou, although seemingly apolitical, and even
amoral (his income partially is derived from the smuggling and selling of drugs with his
girlfriend's brother) becomes more and more resourceful. He seems to acquire courage and
physical attributes he did not initially have. He manages finally to locate an employee that may
have had something to do with a mysterious envelope that contained information coveted by the
German and the British forces.His inner hero comes to light when he is persuaded to penetrate
a key Italian and German site where a hidden facility is constructed to offload Axis supplies. By
the last third of the book, it is difficult to stop reading.If this is Carl Nattrass' first book, he will no
doubt become a name to remember when looking for good suspense. This is part I of “The
Eisen Project”, which is mentioned several times in this book, but is not exposed just yet. Guess
we'll have to get the next installment!”

john mckenna, “Intelligent innocence. Wholly enjoyed this book. I was intrigued at the way a
simple content life could be transformed in such a way by a simple postal error.”



G. Woollam, “Four Stars. Good book if you are familiar with Tunisia as I am,would recommend.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “A good page turner for my commute on the train. A good page turner for
my commute on the train.”

Catherine Hicks, “one to read. fantastic could not put it down orded anothr one for my friend”

Dave, “Good read. Kept up a good narrative throughout. Good believable characters. Enjoyed it.
Obviously a good character to develop for further work.”

The book by Carl Nattrass has a rating of  5 out of 4.2. 12 people have provided feedback.
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