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   For Sarah…
 
   
Go as a pilgrim and seek out danger
 
   Far from the comfort and the well light avenues of life.
 
   Pit your very soul against the unknown,
 
   And seek stimulation in the company of the brave.
 
   Experience cold and hunger, heat and thirst,
 
   And survive to see another challenge and another dawn.
 
   Only then will you be at peace with yourself
 
   And be able to know and to say:
 
   “I looked down on the farthest side of the mountain
 
   And fulfilled and understanding all and truly content
 
   That I lived a life that was one of my own choice.”
 
   We are the pilgrim’s master,
 
   We shall go always a little farther.
 
   It may be beyond the last blue mountain barred with snow,
 
   Across that angry or that glimmering sea.
 
   White on a throne, or guarded in a cave
 
   There lives a prophet who can understand
 
   Why men are born: but surely we are brave,
 
   Who take the Golden Road to Samarkand
 
    
 
   -James Elroy Flecker, “The Golden Road to Samarkand”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Foreword
 
    
 
   This is a story about men at war. It is a story about two wars that concluded 20 years ago: one hot and one cold; one lasting 45 years and the other 45 days. In November of 1989, the Berlin Wall fell, opening a Pandora’s Box that led to the end of Communism in Eastern Europe. The autumn of ’89 and the winter of ‘90 was a golden time, a dizzying dance of freedom experienced by millions who had lived in darkness for half a century. 
 
   But, perhaps more than anything, this is a tale of men who strive to maintain their sanity as they are ground up by the mindless bureaucracy of the military.  As the Cold War wound down, men who had spent their whole lives studying the Soviet Threat were in a matter of months, studying the want ads in their local papers. In those same months, the gargantuan U.S. military presence in Western Europe seemed to collapse like a house of cards and evaporate like morning dew.  In those last days of the Cold War, as the Berlin Wall fell brick by brick, along with the crumbling infrastructure of the Warsaw Pact nations, a new peace hovered over the world, as fresh and opulent as a bouquet of newly cut flowers. 
 
   Unfortunately, the military-industrial complex had other plans. It soon found a way to squash all those hopes and dreams and smiles. On August 2, 1990, Saddam Hussein invaded Kuwait and a new war was ignited in the blast furnace of the Middle East. The soldiers, who had thought that peace was forever, were to learn a harsh lesson: peace is as fleeting as youth. Their placid, day-dreaming, wonderful days seemed to end forever. Or, perhaps, that was the end of their innocence. The Gulf War ended in triumph, but it was a hollow victory, like a mirage in the desert sands it was fought on. 
 
   Nevertheless, the American soldier was on top of the world. He had vanquished the ghosts of Vietnam. He was a celebrity, a giant, the man on the Wheaties box; Jack Armstrong, the superhero who always smiled. But, beneath those smiles was anxiety for the future.
 
   I knew the men in this story, those carefree fractured souls in woodland and desert camouflage. I knew what they had achieved and what they had failed to accomplish. I knew about their dreams and their fears. I laughed with them and scratched my head at their antics, which in many ways, were only a reaction to their surroundings. Looking back on it all, I can only smile. 
 
    
 
   Sheldon Steinwald, M.D.
 
   Colonel, U.S. Army (Retired)
 
   Scarsdale, New York
 
    
 
    
 
   
The town of Bullingen, West Germany, exists only in the minds of those who dare to dream of such a place. Like the characters in this book, it is entirely fictitious.
 
   
Preface
 
    
 
   Bullingen, Germany
 
   March, 2010
 
    
 
    
 
                 Bennett turned left sharply off of the winding federal route and swung the now classic, 1982, night-blue, BMW 323i into the entrance to the kaserne. The old, narrow, two-lane road was blocked by a six foot high chain link fence that barred entrance to the former US Army installation. He pulled the car over on the sidewalk, in the traditional half-on, half-off European style and shut the engine down. He glanced through the windshield and looked up at the towering three-story; castle-like building that once housed the headquarters to the 74th Cavalry Squadron. The sunlight lanced across windows and danced lightly on the roof of the structure. 
 
   Bennett looked around. There wasn’t a soul in sight. A cold wind rifled through the barren trees and a cat meowed somewhere in the distance. He jumped out of the car, placed his car keys in his pocket and proceeded to ascend the metal fence. What would the German police do if they saw him? Probably nothing; he was just another Ami paying his respects to a long lost sentimental time. They would shoo him away with a smile, or maybe even buy him a beer down the street. 
 
                 Within a minute he was over the fence and landing with a small thud on the other side. Bennett didn’t even glance back this time. Instead, he marched straight ahead toward the entrance to a building that held his old office and so many memories; good, bad, funny and sad. He tried the front door. It was locked. He peered through the window. The front entranceway was dark and still and strange in some weird way. He thought of Oscar Wilde and that quote of all quotes that one simply cannot go back and if one does, things are never quite the same as before and they shall never be again. 
 
                 Bennett looked to his right and strolled toward the old parking lot. He smiled at some long lost private joke. There seemed to be a lot of them these days. He shook his head and had an idea. He remembered the basement door. Surely it would have to be sealed tight as well. The Germans were just too damned thorough. He would give it a shot then retreat back to his car and the Hotel Adler’s dining room for a large lunch of Jaegerschnitzel with an even larger Binding Pils to wash away more memories. 
 
                 Bennett tried the door. It didn’t move. He tried it again and it began to give way, albeit slowly, but then a little more until he was able to use his large shoulders to hockey check the door and open it. He hit it so hard that it bounced against the wall and back to him. He caught it with his hand, gently shut it and gazed down the basement hallway. It was even darker down there than in the entranceway. Bennett hated basements. He always had. He moved through the hallway, listening to the absolute silence, which was only broken by the sound of a dripping water pipe somewhere. A mouse appeared from a corner, sniffed a little, gazed at Bennett and realizing he wasn’t a threat, continued on his merry way in search of food. Bennett bounded up the staircase and reached the first floor, continuing until he landed on the second floor where he stopped. 
 
                 It was more illuminated as daylight filtered in through the sundry offices. He turned to his right and pushed open a door that led to a series of offices where he had once worked. He turned left and walked inside an even larger office. Steel bars still covered the windows. The room was also slightly lit and it was barren. Bennett realized that he had expected a return to the world he once knew there complete with map cases, Warsaw Pact posters, desks, maps of East Germany, swivel chairs, rotary dial phones, typewriters and all the life-sized characters that came with it. It was all gone. They were all gone, having vanished to every nook and cranny of the earth and the afterlife itself. He walked over to the window that over-looked the parking lot and looked out. Like the office he was standing in, the parking lot and the other buildings and the motor pool and the small PX and housing units were all empty. It was almost if they had been empty for a thousand years. Bennett had a strange feeling that time itself had stopped and never re-started there. A cold chill ran through his body. He shook his head and decided to sit down, against the wall and on the floor. He ran a hand nervously through his hair. He stared off into space and was soon lost in thought as the crimson sun set gently in the West behind him. 
 
   

 
    
 
   PART ONE
 
    
 
   WINDS OF CHANGE
 
   
Chapter One – The Last Alert
 
    
 
   Bullingen, West Germany
 
   October, 1989
 
    
 
   Within the third story A-frame apartment, First Lieutenant Bennett was deeply inside Miss Cindy Carrington of Hamilton, Alabama. Bennett had been inside Cindy for exactly fourteen minutes and thirty-two seconds. It was their second time that crisp evening in Central Germany and as Bennett continued to make love to her, he felt happier and more satisfied than he had been in a long time. 
 
   Bennett didn’t know why, but lately everything had seemed… gloomy: the army, which was consistently gloomy, the weather which hovered at foggy, cold and gloomy and his general state of happiness which never measured higher than gloomy to generally lousy. Bennett often wondered if people in the real world were happy. He thought they were. They looked happy. Even the Germans were smiling. People in the real world could do whatever they wanted, whenever they wanted. He, on the other hand had been in some type of indentured servitude since raising his hand and swearing to defend the United States of America against all enemies foreign and domestic.  Then he had signed on the dotted line and had promised to give his heart and soul and probably his mind to the army for eight years. He could have robbed a bank and been out sooner, he often mused.  Strangely, he had volunteered for all of it. He had no scholarship, no money to pay back. Of course he was being paid, in Uncle Sam greenbacks twice a month and in daily aggravation. He was there because after everything else, he knew that whatever he was doing, it might just be more interesting than what his former college classmates were doing. Oh, it was interesting all right, he thought. Like a cave full of bats is interesting or a dark pond with an alligator looming below…
 
   At least Cindy was happy. She was like a little burst of sunshine, or that flavored gum that had a juicy filling. He wondered if he could bottle up her personality and sell it door to door. He looked into her doe-like brown eyes and wondered if he was falling for her. Or, was it only momentary exultation at scoring yet again with the pretty and oh-so-easy Officers Club waitress?
 
   Cindy Carrington was a 26-year-old widow. Two years before, her husband, a young sergeant with a bright future had been the victim of a horrible accident. Sergeant Carrington had unfortunately been run over by a M-60 main battle tank driven by a young specialist named Ferguson. With only the strange logic the military can produce, Ferguson was kept within the ranks and promoted. Sergeant Carrington’s remains were scooped up and placed into a 30-gallon trash bag for burial at Arlington. Mrs. Sergeant Carrington was taken care of by the army. Bennett wondered if it was because the army took care of its own, or because Cindy Carrington had a 36-24-36 body built by Pina Farina. Needless to say, Cindy Carrington was given a plum position as a GS-7 clerk in the Deputy Sub-Community Commander’s office and also a part-time job as the waitress at the Officers Club. 
 
   One night, after a particularly raucous party the local cavalry squadron officers dubbed SECRET/NO SPOUSE, Cindy got drunk, and more intoxicated than she ever had been. She soon found herself in the clutches of two horny, but very polite young second lieutenants. From that night on, she was an official nymphomaniac, screwing anyone over the rank of Warrant Officer, except for Lieutenant Burger. Bennett was just another notch on her panties. 
 
   But, deep down Bennett knew that, perhaps knew it too well. Bennett was many things, but he wasn’t a fool. He had learned before that women had a strange innate ability to destroy a man’s soul. Still, she had an unusual effect on him; or was it an addiction? Was Bennett addicted to Cindy Carrington? Or was Bennett just addicted to sex? Was that really so bad? Maybe he enjoyed it so much because it was the only time he could really escape from the army.  But, give them time, Bennett pondered again. The army would find a way to impede his sex life. They were masters at taking away any sense of normalcy from your life.  
 
   Bennett thought he heard something in the apartment below him. The old man must be up again he mused; too many bad dreams of freezing winter landscapes from Russia to the Ardennes and marauding, maniacal Siberians with Zhukov. After surviving that winter of ’41, how could anyone ever sleep again? Bennett hoped that Otto was just going for a midnight schnapps run and not experiencing one of his sleep-walking bouts. Only last week, Otto had burst into Bennett’s apartment, brandishing a broom like a rifle, awakening Bennett, forcing him out of bed and shouting to him that they were being overrun by a battalion of Soviet tanks who had hit their flank. It took Bennett thirty minutes to convince Otto that they had no flank and that the war was indeed over. They spent the rest of the night together, drinking beer and watching reruns of the German crime drama, Tatort. 
 
   Bennett was about to climax when the phone rang. He could barely hear it as Cindy was hitting a few high notes that could’ve shattered bulletproof glass. Her eyes were closed in ecstasy. The phone kept ringing in that annoying staccato that all European phones possess. Bennett knew he had to answer it. He pulled out and stood up, feeling the blood rush in the opposite direction from a moment before. Cindy was still moaning with her eyes closed. 
 
   He grabbed the phone and pulled it behind him, closing the bedroom door.  
 
   “What?” Bennett wasn’t much of an early riser. He hated mornings and their cold, dark dawns. 
 
   “Sir, we’re on alert. You’re needed back at the squadron. We’re rolling out to the border...” The monotone voice rattled off. Bennett just shook his head. Was there no end with these people? He wondered how they had gotten his home number and put it on the unit alert roster. Only recently, during an insanely boring 24 hour tenure as staff duty officer, Bennett had decided to change all the numbers on the unit alert roster. He had changed the commander’s number to a local whorehouse, his boss’ to a phone number belonging to Hermann Goering’s niece and his own to a small hotel in Zurich, Switzerland. But, somehow, the army had found him. 
 
   Bennett didn’t even respond to the soldier on the line. He placed the phone back and walked inside his bedroom. Cindy was sitting up in bed now, lighting some type of filtered cancer stick. She looked at Bennett dreamily. 
 
   “That was really good.” 
 
   “Well, I aim to please. Look, I’ve got to go, but you can stay, just be out before Otto’s wife gets up here at nine to clean. She’s a bit of a prude.” 
 
   “What’s wrong? We just got here.” Cindy exhaled a balloon-sized puff of toxic smoke that drifted slowly towards Bennett. He dodged it and began to dress in his fatigues.
 
   “I have to get back to the base.” He always surprised himself how quickly he could dress when he needed to. He laced a pair of spit-shined, black combat boots he had worn since basic training. 
 
   “Well, that sucks.” She pouted and revealed her 36 double Charlie tits to him. Then she did a Farah Fawcett flip with her honey blonde hair. He knew she had done that for a reason. The combination of the Farah Fawcett flip and the 36 double Charlies drove Bennett crazy. Bennett knew that just the flip alone could cause him to commit treason, arson or an array of other felonies and misdemeanors. He pondered writing the army a note, saying although his first two years of active duty had been fascinating, he had other plans, which involved 24/7 copulating with the sexy and vivacious Cindy Carrington. He frowned. Reality finally hit home. The army would find him hiding out on the French Riviera, just like they had found his real phone number; the bastards.
 
    It was time to go. He reached for his diving watch that was capable of functioning at the depth of the Marianas Trench, even though Bennett knew nothing about Scuba. What was the army expression? After twenty years of service you would have a collection of diving watches, ex-wives and sports cars. Yes, that was it. Was he on his way already? He wrenched it on his wrist while grabbing his camouflaged fatigue cap. He walked over to the bedroom door and opened it.
 
   “We’re on alert, rolling out to the border tonight.” Bennett said.
 
   “The border, that’s ridiculous.” Her spectacular breasts bounced and gave him a mischievous look. “Haven’t you heard?” Bennett turned again to look at her while fumbling for his car keys. It was rare for her to show interest in anything except sex, clothes and jewelry. 
 
                 “Have I heard what?”
 
                 “The Cold War’s over with darlin’; AFN said so.”
 
                 “Thanks for the intell. I’ll see you later. Ciao.” Ciao? Bennett had been watching too many Felini movies lately. He exited the bedroom and opened his front door. He tried to run down the three flights of stairs as quickly and quietly as he could manage. He ran through the basement room that functioned as a local bar for the village. A series of deer heads peered at him from their last refuges, mounted places on the wood paneling walls. The Germans had a thing for deer antlers and deer heads in bars and restaurants and houses. As soon as he stepped out of the door, his peripheral vision caught a glimpse of Otto, who was sitting on a wooden bench drinking peppermint schnapps. Even though the temperature was near freezing, Otto only donned a short sleeve shirt. On his head was a grey, Wehrmacht M-43 cap that he had worn in World War II. 
 
                 “Evening, Bennett, another alert?” Otto looked at Bennett who could see some distant battle playing in the old man’s blue eyes like a Leni Riefenstahl film.
 
                 “Right again, Otto.” Bennett was fluent in German.
 
                 “Get a Russian for me, will you.” Otto made the universal symbol of a pistol with his fingers.
 
                 “I’ll remember that. Why don’t you put on a jacket for God’s sake?”
 
                 “Jacket? What are you talking about? It’s warm out. This is nothing compared to the Winterschlacht. I remember one time…” Bennett shook his head and jumped inside his car before Otto began another story. Although, Bennett had to confess, he liked Otto’s stories. Otto was his friend. Even though Otto would have been trying to kill him 44 years before, he was one heck of a good guy. Come to think of it, Bennett thought, he knew a lot of great guys who would have been trying to kill him in World War II.  Bennett wondered about the twisted logic that could turn men into friends and enemies at the mere stroke of a pen, or the declaration of a vote, or from the haranguing of a speech. 
 
   Inside his dark blue, BMW 323i, Bennett wasn’t in that much of a hurry to get to the base. He drove the car in a languid manner, switching gears as the Bimmer maneuvered through a labyrinth of hills and dark forest. The German forest always had an effect on him. It seemed to have its own mind. Bennett couldn’t decide if it was benevolent or malevolent. 
 
                 Ten minutes later he turned into the squadron headquarters parking lot. He stopped the car, kicked open the door and practically fell out, with the energy of a geriatric. The cold, damp air enveloped him. He felt like a piece of lint being sucked into a vacuum, albeit slowly. He glanced up at the bastion-style building that housed the commander and staff of the 74th Cavalry Squadron. The headquarters building, like the rest of the structures on the kaserne or post, originally belonged to the German Army in World War II. The Americans had taken over the kaserne and a thousand others in West Germany at the end of the war. Bennett had learned that wherever the U.S. Army went, it stayed, just like the Romans had on the hilltop fortress behind the kaserne and all across Europe. But, eventually, they had departed, leaving the world crumbling pieces of lead cups and coins that could be auctioned off on late night cable. Bennett wondered who would move in when the Americans left one day. Would it be another conquering army, or would it be the Germans again? Maybe there was even a slight chance the buildings would be put to some good use, for things other than mechanized warfare. But, he doubted that. It would go on forever. It has always had and it always would. War was a good investment.
 
   He could see a light burning on the second floor behind the steel grates. Zamboni was home. He watched the dark shadows of an entity floating through a series of offices. Bennett was instantly reminded of Norman Bates tramping through the house on the hill above the Bates Motel. In the distance he heard tracked vehicles revving their engines, like wolves baying for prey in the Artic night. 
 
   Bennett entered the stone building, by-passed several people and leap-frogged up the staircase until he arrived at the entrance to the S-2(Intelligence section) of the 74th Cavalry. He could sense the dark energy behind the closed door. He took a deep breath and walked inside. Captain Reginald Zamboni, aka, “The Zambone”, was standing next to a gigantic map board of West and East Germany. An assortment of NATO and Warsaw Pact units were templated on an overlay, which hung from screws at the top of the board. Red and white curtains hung from each side of the map board. The place had the feel of a 1970’s game show set, with Zamboni as the madcap host. All Zamboni needed was a ruffled purple tux from Botany 500 and a Wink Martindale smile. But, he had neither. He wasn’t smiling and he was dressed for battle. Zamboni was a tall man at six foot three inches. The Kevlar helmet on his head and the web gear strapped on his body gave him a Goliath appearance. He saw Bennett enter and slapped the map board with a wooden pointer. 
 
   “You’re late man. Every time I need you, you’re banging that bimbo from the O Club.” Bennett shook his head. He wondered when Zamboni had last blown his wad.
 
   “The last time we had an alert Lorraine woke-up the whole squadron because his poodle ran away.” Bennett remarked. Then he mentally corrected himself. In actuality, Lorraine’s poodle, “Rock” hadn’t run away. It was kidnapped by two drunken aviators who held it hostage in the hangar at the airfield. The aviators demanded a weekend pass that had long been denied them, for the healthy return of Rock. If the ransom wasn’t paid, the kidnappers threatened to drop Rock out of a Huey at 2000 feet. In truth, the chopper pilots had no intention of ever harming the pet. But, they did want the pass. As 72 hours clicked by, the dog took a liking to its captors who fed it bratwurst, potato salad and beer and soon developed a case of canine Stockholm Syndrome. The ransom was paid in full and a maudlin Rock was delivered back on his master’s doorstep.
 
   “It’s Ivan man.” Zamboni interrupted Bennett’s thoughts. “The balloon’s gone up. He’s sending the Third Shock Army through the Tann Pocket tonight.” 
 
   Sir?” Bennett didn’t know how to respond. Zamboni was practically frothing at the mouth like a rabid dog. 
 
   “Whiskey, Whiskey, Three(World War III); the big one bud. That’s what we’re talking about. It’s beginning just like Sir John Hackett predicted.” Zamboni emphasized his point with a right-handed karate chop in the air. Zamboni loved dramatics and the karate chop was one of his favorite tools of the theater. Bennett poured himself a cup of coffee into a white Styrofoam cup. He stirred the cream and sugar with a black, U.S. Government Skilcraft pen. 
 
   “I drew your weapon for you.” Zamboni threw Bennett his .45 Colt Automatic. He caught it and after checking it to ensure that it was unloaded, he placed it in a brown and very worn tanker’s shoulder holster. 
 
   “You better lock and load man.” Bennett threw his LBE(web gear) on and held his Kevlar in one hand. He approached the map. Upon examining the map, he could see that the Warsaw Pact units hadn’t moved. NATO hadn’t moved either. In fact, Bennett was sure that no one had moved at all during the forty-four years of the Cold War. Bennett knew that he was looking at the same icons that were placed on the map by a clerk in 1948. In fact, a few months before he had discovered a nude pictures of Peggy Lipton from the Mod Squad and a pin up picture of Virginia Mayo on the back of the map. 
 
   “What the hell is going on?” Bennett asked. Zamboni stepped away from the map as if Bennett had shocked him with two million volts of realism. He opened a file cabinet and took out some ammunition and grenades. 
 
   “Reno’s rolling-out the whole division to the border. Ivan’s on the march, man.”
 
   “On the march?” Bennett took a sip of the steaming coffee and as he did, something stirred ass-backwards inside his intestinal tract. 
 
                 “Take a look at this. Lorraine gave it to me five minutes before you showed up.” Bennett was handed a series of onionskin sheets with an orange Top Secret NATO cover sheet. He examined it carefully.
 
   TOP SECRET
 
   AS OF: 2250/20OCT89
 
   8TH ARMORED DIVISION IS ON FULL ALERT. NATO IS IMPLEMENTING OPERATIONS ORDER 85-07. SOVIET AND EAST GERMAN FORCES MOVING TO ASSEMBLY AREAS NEAR INTERNATIONAL GERMAN BORDER. ALL 8TH ARMORED DIVISION UNITS SHOULD BE PREPARED FOR IMMINENT COMBAT OPERATIONS IF ENEMY FORCES ATTACK INTO WEST GERMANY.
 
   NOTHING FURTHER TO REPORT
 
   RENO
 
                 Bennett shook his head and then ran a hand through his thick sandy hair. He took a deep breath. How could this be happening? For months the news out of Eastern Europe had been filled with optimism. Now, the chances for real peace could be blown to smithereens and why: because Gorbachev really did want war after all? No, that didn’t make any sense. After another moment of thought Bennett rationalized that this whole thing was just a mistake, some crazy bureaucratic SNAFU. Some nameless, faceless intelligence clerk in Moscow or Bonn or Washington had fucked up royally. Or was some gung-ho Soviet commander conducting a night movement to bust his soldiers’ balls? Obviously, Reno and his staff had received this information from higher intelligence sources; right?
 
                 “You haven’t seen any other intell to quantify this?” Bennett wondered out loud. Zamboni attached a grenade to his LBE harness.
 
                 “Quantify what, man? Fact is the shit’s gonna hit the fan and guess who’ll be standing next to it.”
 
                 Bennett scrutinized the map again. “In front of the fan would be a more apt description. I think our calculated survival time in combat is what...48 hours or something close to that?”  
 
   Bennett knew that the cav, as a reconnaissance unit, would be the first NATO force to fight the Russians and East Germans. The 74th was a speed bump that the Soviet Army would dispose of like pestering flies at a picnic. The thought of dying that night sent a chill through his body that cascaded like a waterfall down his nervous system.  
 
   Zamboni stopped in the dark and looked at him. “You gotta go sometime bud.” Zamboni shut off the lights in the office. “Remember what Shakespeare said, “We owe God a death. Oh...Ferguson is riding with the fucking maneuver bozos tonight. I want you to command the track. We’ve got a new driver, some kid named Cox who was transferred from Alpha Troop.” Bennett wondered whose Cheerios Cox had pissed in. Most of the transfers from the line troops were total fuck ups. 
 
                 “Delightful.” Bennett felt like going AWOL to Nice with Cindy. They could walk on the beach and he would watch her tanned tits swing to the gentle rhythm of the tide. But, not tonight, the thermometer had dropped to 30 degrees and winds were coming in steadily from the North Sea. The run up to the border would be another ball-buster in a continual litany of shit-state experiences for Bennett; something that the army referred to as ‘good training.’ 
 
                 “I’ll be in the Cut-Vee (army SUV).” Zamboni stated. ‘And sleeping’, Bennett thought.
 
                 “Great. Anything else?”
 
                 “Yeah, remember we’re at war.” Zamboni opened the door and sprang out like a cheetah. 
 
                 “Whatever.” Bennett slammed the door so hard behind him that he knocked a picture of President George H.W. Bush off of the hallway wall.
 
                 As Bennett exited the headquarters building into the bleak night, he thought he heard laughing in the direction of Lieutenant-Colonel Quincy Lorraine’s office. Bennett was quite correct. Just down the hallway and inside an office that looked more like the ballroom of the Waldorf Astoria than the workplace of a squadron commander, one man reclined back in a leather chair, while the other paced nervously in front of a large window. During the day the window provided a spectacular view of the Rhoen Mountains and the Hessian countryside. But, during the night it was nothing more than a large, black wall that made the office feel like a fortress. The figure in the high-backed leather chair took a puff from a very expensive Cuban cigar and exhaled. He started to laugh again and then he spoke.              
 
                 “This has gotta be the best goddamn idea I’ve ever come up with in my long and illustrious career. Shit, we’ll have half of the Warsaw Pact crappin’ in their drawers.” The nervous little Wasp twerp who bared a remarkable resemblance to Dick Cavett in distress, stopped pacing in front of the bay window and did an about face. 
 
   “Aren’t you worried this grand scheme of yours could cause an international incident, not to mention a war, General?” Major-General Travis Reno, the commander of the 8th Armored Division examined Lieutenant-Colonel Quincy Lorraine, the commander of the 74th Cavalry Squadron before replying. He wondered why he hadn’t shit-canned the candyass a year ago? Then he remembered that Lorraine had connections, big connections; the kind of connections that can make or break a thirty-year career in thirty seconds. Reno had a momentary thought of his fourth star, a high six-figure defense contractor job after retirement and a permanent and strategically located PX parking space for his wife, Betty.
 
                 “Hell no, Quince; I got everything under control. Just remember that for now, you and I are the only ones who know this is just a big ole shell game with tanks. We better get a move on.”
 
                 “Yes sir.” Lorraine chirped. He looked quickly at the calendar on the wall. With a quick calculation he surmised that he had only two years, seven months and eighteen days left on active duty, until...
 
                 Twenty minutes and five miles later, Bennett was standing in the hatch of the olive drab, S-2, M577 armored personnel carrier. Bennett prayed silently for any number of serious maintenance catastrophes. The 577 was as old as time and it had a wonderful reputation of breaking down. Bennett loved breakdowns. Breakdowns allowed him to sleep, dine in local gasthauses and sometimes even visit a nearby whorehouse while the maintenance issue was being dealt with. On one exercise, the year before, the 577 had died on the autobahn near Munich. A group of college girls in a VW Beetle picked up Bennett and took him to a party. The party, which evolved into a drunken orgy, lasted all weekend. Bennett had made a few well-placed calls and made sure the parts the 577 sorely needed to participate in the exercise never arrived. Bennett smiled at the memory. The army did have its perks. 
 
   A blast of wind whipped at his face like an old lady pummeling him with a purse. The route to the TOC (Tactical Operations Center) was dark, interspersed with forest and spotted with that enemy of all vehicles, black ice. As they crested the steep hill, Bennett felt the track lurch slightly. Cox must have hit some ice, but quickly re-gained control. He had to hand it to the kid; he was a good driver. He was a hell of lot better than that dolt Ferguson or the pimple-faced knucklehead named Dice who had been assigned to the section for just a month before he was caught growing pot in his barracks room.  But, Dice was only small potatoes. Army CID(Criminal Investigations Division) in Hanau had been conducting an undercover operation, code-named “Greenhouse” for months. They had long suspected that the U.S. soldiers in the area were not only dealing “Mary Jane”, but growing it as well.  The trail led to the 74th and eventually nailed the post dentist and Zamboni’s predecessor, Captain Flannel, who were growing it behind an abandoned beer factory outside of town. The expression “smoke em if you got em”, had taken on a whole new meaning in the 74th. The dragnet eventually swept up Flannel’s subordinate Private Dice and two dozen other soldiers. The CID operation unraveled when their penetration agent broke his cover by wearing white socks, black dress shoes and a short sleeve shirt with a pocket protector to a sit down with local crime bosses. With Flannel on his way to Leavenworth, Zamboni was moved up from Laundry and Library officer to Chief Intelligence Officer. 
 
                 Their six vehicle convoy had been moving due north since leaving the base. Bennett glanced at the terrain to his right. He knew that just six miles to the east was the German Democratic Republic or East Germany. Bennett always wondered who in the hell had come up with that title, for East Germany was one of the most non-democratic places on the planet. He noticed as he had many times before that the country was pretty much blacked out at night. Sure, there were some patches of light, but once the sun went down, much of the population lived in darkness. 
 
                 Bennett thought the blackness was a suitable metaphor for the life and being of its citizens. They had been living in a spiritual blackout since 1945. Only recently, in the last frenzied months of the summer of ‘89 had there been hope. Now, reports were filtering out about the protests and marches in Leipzig and Weimar and Karl-Marx Stadt. The people were about ready to blow a gigantic hole in the so-called German Democratic Republic; but, not quite yet. 
 
                 Something dawned on him that had been residing in the confines of his mind since the convoy left Bullingen. If this was “Whiskey Whiskey Three” as Zamboni had stated, where in the hell was the United States Air Force? Even those perfumed princes would be 30,000 feet above doing their jobs if the balloon had really gone up. No, Bennett figured; there was no balloon, no crisis, nothing at all except a peaceful and cold night in Central Germany. What then was the purpose of rolling out a whole armored division in the middle of the goddamn night? 
 
                 Four miles northeast of Bennett and the TOC convoy, a group of armored Bradley Cavalry Vehicles wound through a labyrinth of twists and turns. Since this was apparently the real McCoy as they had been briefed, the convoy traveled without lights. The rear Bradley, Blackfoot 30 was driven by the always capable Sergeant Ferguson and its track commander was the third platoon leader, Second Lieutenant Dwight David Burger. Burger had been named after Eisenhower whom his father had served with during Whiskey Whiskey Deuce (World War II). Burger’s old man, a West Point graduate and number one in his class had hoped that his son would follow in his footsteps. Burger did attend the Point, but unlike his father he graduated last in his class. In fact, Burger had been last in just about everything in his life. The only two things he excelled at were eating and his obsession with archeology. At five foot nine and 210 pounds he was subject to weekly tape tests. Several pounds more and Burger was going to be forcibly ejaculated from the lean green machine. But, his weight problem was the last of Dwight David Burger’s worries. Supposedly, they were going to have to fight the Russians, something he had never really thought much about. Burger’s whole tour in West Germany had been one great archeological expedition so far. He practically caused an international incident a month before when he led a six vehicle convoy of dump trucks and bulldozers up to the top of the old Roman fortress that overlooked Bullingen. Burger was motivated by a National Geographic article he had read which stated that Caesar’s coffee pot may have been buried on the site. The trucks and dozers went to work, causing millions of dollars’ worth of damage in the process, with no sign of the Roman leader’s coffee pot. Burger would be paying back the West German government for the rest of his life. 
 
   As the Bradley continued down the road, he wondered if he would ever see Greta, his plump, motherly German girlfriend again. He wished he had finally tried to do it with her like she had wanted for the last year. Instead, they had spent their last hours in bed listening to a 78rpm Marlene Dietrich record and drinking Rhine wine. Burger reached into his BDU pocket and extracted a large jelly donut the Germans call a Berliner. He took a gluttonous bite and spoke into the CVC helmet microphone. 
 
   “Ferguson, you know that when JFK said “Ich Bin ein Berliner,” he really meant, “I am a jelly donut.” Ferguson opened his eyes and tried to concentrate. What was that word that the doctors in the Frankfurt 107th General Hospital had used to describe his condition? Narco...narco...leprosy? No, narco...lepsy. That was it. He was a narcoleptic, but for some reason he couldn’t remember what the term meant. Oh well, that was the army for you. They would fill your head with a bunch of technical terms you didn’t need to know anyway. Nevertheless, to his superiors he was a trained cavalry scout and the perfect man to be driving a Bradley down a steep hill in the middle of the night. He was happy, ecstatic to be away from Captain Zamboni and the weirdo intelligence section. Intelligence was just too complicated anyway. There was so much to learn and retain. Plus, Ferguson knew that Zamboni hated his guts. That had bothered him until the day that Bennett had told him that Zamboni hated everyone’s guts. Ferguson often wondered what he was doing in the S-2 section anyway. After running over Sergeant Carrington with a tank, the army made another logical decision.  Ferguson was obviously too stupid to be allowed around a tank ever again. Therefore, the army would promote him and send him to a place sorely lacking in any brains at all, army intelligence. 
 
                 Burger tapped on his CVC mike. “Ferguson, you out there?”
 
                 “Roger, I’m here guy.” He put his foot on the brakes. Burger finished off his jelly donut.               “Good, just checking.” Burger watched as the convoy turned to the left and disappeared out of sight. He also felt a strange sensation. What was it? It felt like they were...they couldn’t be...we’re they picking up speed? Damnit, they were.
 
                 “Ferguson, hit the brakes man.” Then all Burger heard was the silence of static. The Bradley continued to barrel down the road. Burger saw the drop-off and the woods in front of them, fifty yards away. They had better brake now or it was over with. “Ferguson, the brakes, step on the brakes!” 
 
                 Burger couldn’t see him, but Ferguson was out, in fact he was snoring and slumped over the controls. Burger saw the hairpin turn coming up. He scrambled into the Bradley and tried to crawl to Ferguson. He reached him and was grabbing him by the neck when the Bradley dove over the guardrail and somersaulted in the air for what seemed like an eternity. Five seconds later it hit a patch of fir trees and collapsed on them, snapping the foliage like matchsticks. The Bradley settled on its back, still, looking like a giant, dead beetle on the forest floor. Not a creature stirred.
 
                 The TOC (Tactical Operations Center) was established in a secluded barn, which was surrounded by tall greenish-black pines. They were on the edge of the Thuringer Forest; a beautiful, rolling area of firs, oaks and gentle streams that straddled both sides of the border. From the main highway, a narrow tractor path meandered deep into the woods and finally ended at the wooden structure. A soldier with a red-lens flashlight stood at the end of the road and guided the tracked and wheeled vehicles down the gravel trail. By the time Bennett, Zamboni and Cox arrived there, Peacock and Moses had already sprung into action. 
 
   Master Sergeant Wyatt Peacock and Staff Sergeant Stanton T. Moses worked in the squadron’s supply section. In actuality, they owned the supply section. Peacock was the NCOIC (non-commissioned officer in charge) and Moses was his assistant and general sidekick. Their offices were located in the basement of the squadron headquarters which allowed them all the privacy they needed to connive, cajole, liberate, requisition, purloin, secure and hijack military and non-military items ranging from .50 caliber machine guns to double-door refrigerators. Rumor had it that both Peacock and Moses were running a black-marketeering ring from a secret warehouse, but that was just hearsay. There had been a thousand rumors about them. If asked, most people in the squadron could only guess at what in the hell they were really up to. No one really knew anything about either one of them. No one had ever served with them in another unit or in Vietnam. No one had attended a training school with either one of them. They both had literally appeared at the 74th one day with orders to the unit. Apparently, they had the correct paperwork. If you have the right paperwork in the army you can practically do anything. 
 
   Peacock and Moses had only been on site for ninety minutes, but with the assistance of twenty “swingin’ dicks” from the other staff sections, they had created their usual smoke and mirrors set-up. Inside, the TOC was glistening with track lighting, sweltering with propane heaters, and shimmering with red and white cavalry-colored tablecloths, bunting and indoor/outdoor carpeting. A banquet table displayed an assortment of German pastries, cold cuts, and fruit. A coffee pot brewed fresh java. Map boards had been secured and updated. A television in the corner was tuned to AFN, which was playing an old episode of Barnaby Jones. The TOC was ready for any dog and pony show the army could muster. Within five minutes, the dog and pony show had arrived. The rest of the staff officers, sergeants and enlisted men totaling about twenty people walked into the barn at various intervals carrying maps, thermoses and cans of chewing tobacco.
 
                 Bennett made a beeline to the banquet table and reached for a cherry Danish. As he did he felt a presence behind him. “Sir, all chow is off limits until the general gets first dibs, capiche?” Bennett turned and looked at Peacock. To Bennett, Peacock had always resembled a character out of a dusty saloon in the 1870’s. Of medium height, he brandished a thick, curly, dark moustache that was one millimeter away from being unmilitary. On good days, his worn face resembled an old catcher’s mitt; lined like an interstate map, sun-baked in a permanent rosy red like those toy soldiers they sell at Christmas time and then frozen repeatedly from god knew how many years of field exercises. Peacock’s eyes were the color of chunks of coal, and they seemed to advertise a devil may care view toward life itself. They were always busy; analyzing, appraising, and advertising some scheme or another, not for the army, but for the greater good of Peacock himself.
 
   Bennett knew there was no use arguing with the man or pulling rank. Peacock was not a man to piss off. He had previously supplied Bennett with a gas barbecue, a car battery, a waterbed and a variety of sex toys for Cindy. Bennett put the pastry back in its place and smiled at Peacock.
 
                 “No problem. You said General Reno’s coming here?”
 
                 “Rog-o.” Peacock looked at his gold Timex that had a twistable band. “Reno and ole Quiche Lorraine should be here within five mikes.” Peacock walked away to supervise some other section of the three-ring circus. Bennett fixed himself a coffee and walked over to the S-2 map where Zamboni had Cox posting enemy icons. Bennett noticed that Cox had placed several enemy units inside West Germany.
 
                 “What the hell’s going on sir? If those units were in the locations you’ve posted, we’d be getting our asses shot off by now.” Zamboni’s nostrils flared like a dragon’s. Bennett thought he saw a long nose hair dangling out of one. 
 
                 “Yeah, well, remember what happened during the last exercise.”
 
                 “I seem to recall a lecture by Lorraine.” Bennett sipped his coffee. At 25, he was a full-fledged caffeine addict courtesy of the army. 
 
                 “A lecture? We got our butts chewed out for not having accurate intelligence. This time I’m not taking any chances.”
 
                 “So we just put enemy unit icons up even though they don’t exist.”
 
                 “That’s about the jist of it.” Someone yelled, “attention.” Lorraine and Reno had finally arrived. The soldiers came to the position of attention and quieted down. Behind Reno and Lorraine a reporter and a photographer from The Stars and Stripes walked in. Bennett noticed the photographer eyeing the pastry table. 
 
                 “Men, we’re on full battle alert.” Reno barked. To Bennett, Reno was Telly Savalas on steroids with a smidgen of Daniel Boone thrown in for charm. Reno paused to stare at his cigar, which had extinguished itself. A lackey re-ignited the Cuban and he continued. “Everyone of us should be prepared for imminent combat with the enemy. I’ve brought some members of the press with me, so that they can report the full story of how the good ole 8th Armored operates in the field. Y’all treat these men like they’re fellow hard dick cav troopers.” Bennett was beginning to get the picture. This was just another one of Reno’s publicity stunts to make the division look good in the eyes of Blitzkrieg, the ruthless maniac who commanded the whole Sixth Corps. The Stars and Stripes reporter stepped forward.
 
                 “General, what’s the enemy doing now? It seems pretty quiet outside.” Reno was unmoved. Bennett had to admit, the guy was a master bullshitter. 
 
                 “As of now, we haven’t seen much movement from the Commies. BUT...” Bennett looked at Zamboni. He was buying it all; hook, line and sinker. It was too much. Someone had to say something. 
 
                 “Sir, perhaps the enemy isn’t doing anything because the Cold War is just about over and they want to go home as much as we do.” Bennett remarked.
 
                 “What?” Was all that Reno could get out of his cigar-choked mouth. Like all generals, he wasn’t used to insubordination and especially from some wise-ass first lieutenant; a first lieutenant who was angry at being pulled away from a first rate set of 36 double Charlies because the brass wasn’t getting enough press.
 
                 “That’s Lieutenant Bennett, the assistant intelligence officer sir.” Lorraine appeared from behind Reno and quipped. He disappeared as rapidly as he had appeared.
 
                 “Well, son, we’ve got some serious intell. You know the real stuff: echelons above God, eyes only, top secret, Area 51 shit that just scares the be-Jesus out of me.”
 
                 “General, may I suggest a recon patrol.” The whole TOC turned around, somewhat stunned. They stared at the source of the comment, Zamboni. 
 
                 “A recon patrol? Come now Zamboni, that’s enough.” Lorraine declared in his best Locust Valley Lockjaw accent. Bennett noticed Lorraine had come out from behind the General’s trouser legs again. 
 
                 “Keep talkin’ Captain...eh...”
 
                 “Zamboni, sir.” Zamboni looked like an aroused jack-in-the-box. “This is a reconnaissance unit, so I suggest we do some recon; find out just what Ivan is up to.”
 
                 “You suggestin’ what I think you’re suggestin’ Cap’n?”
 
                 “Yes sir. I’m saying we form a patrol and go across the IGB. Once across we can check things out and report back to the TOC.” Bingo, Bennett saw it again. It was a nose hair and a really long one, protruding from Zamboni’s left nostril. It reminded him of one of those New Year’s party favors you blow.
 
   “Also, we’re gonna steal some of their battle books and take ‘em with us.” Bennett knew that this was just another feeble attempt by Zamboni to save his dying career. Zamboni had once had a fairly brilliant career as a human intelligence collector for army intelligence. He had been a real ‘spy’ gathering information by covert means in various Eastern European countries. During his last assignment at Force 157, Zamboni had accidentally dropped a 35mm camera out of a Piper Cub which was buzzing low over East Berlin. The plane was supposed to have stayed in one of the three air corridors in and out of West Berlin. When the East Germans found the camera and then developed the film, it caused an embarrassing international incident. The Russians filed a formal diplomatic complaint. Within 48 hours Zamboni was shit-canned out of Force 157 and shanghaied to the 74th Cavalry Squadron where his career would be allowed to die a slow death by military strangulation. From the day Zamboni showed up at the cav in November of 1986, he had been on an insane quest to get re-assigned back to a real spook unit. So far, nothing he had done had worked. It looked like he would be in the 74th for the rest of his active duty days. 

 
                 “Zamboni, have you forgotten that no-man’s land is full of mines, self-firing machine guns, razor wire and vicious Alsatians.” Lorraine lectured. Reno took a puff of the cigar and exhaled. He always exhaled when he was thinking.
 
                 “He’s got a point Captain Zamboni. The road in is pretty rough.”
 
                 “Not if you go through a rabbit run sir.” 
 
                 Zamboni explained to everyone and particularly General Reno that a ‘rabbit run’ was a path cut through no man’s land to allow East German pioniers (engineers) to conduct regular maintenance on the obstacles planted in the middle of the Inter-German Border. Sometimes the rabbit run would be filled in with mines, tripwires or concertina wire and then a new one would be built. Other times, it would be left alone for several years or perhaps permanently. The East Germans were thorough, but even they got nervous about prowling around in their own lethal backyard. 
 
                 Zamboni stated that he knew of a certain rabbit run, which was conveniently located only three klicks north of OP Bravo. It sliced through a patch of dense woods and a stream. Apparently, the forest there was so thick and dark, that the East German sons of bitches hadn’t touched that rabbit run since 1978, thinking it was too difficult to build another in the same area. 
 
                 “Where’d you get this info from son?” Reno asked while a lackey lit another Cuban for him. He blew a cumulus cloud of smoke at Zamboni while waiting for an answer.
 
                 “It was from an East German defector back in 1983 sir. He was a sergeant in the engineers assigned to this sector.” Bennett hadn’t seen Zamboni this confident in front of senior officers in a while. Usually his briefs were like the charge of the Light Brigade with Zamboni getting impaled and machine-gunned by anyone above the rank of Major.
 
                 “Defector, what the hell?” Reno expostulated as if he was saying ‘defecator’ instead of defector. He was like all combat arms people, distrustful of intelligence to the point of irrationality. There was a moment’s pause and then finally Lorraine showed himself again from behind Reno. 
 
                 “Sir, Captain Zamboni was assigned to Force 157 before his...his...tour with the cavalry.”
 
                 “I see, makes sense. Well, good stuff. Now, Captain Zamboni what’s your plan to get some eyes on the battlefield?”
 
                 “Battlefield?” Bennett muttered, but not loud enough for anyone to see him except for Lorraine who gave him daggers. Zamboni walked over to the map carrying his portable pen pointer like a swagger stick. Bennett knew this was Zamboni’s finest hour. If he pulled this lunacy off, he might just get transferred out of the cav. His day of liberation would come. Bennett felt like cheering Zamboni on. He was feeling sorry for the bastard. Go Zamboni!
 
                 “Sir, I’m taking Lieutenant Bennett, Sergeants Peacock and Moses and Private Cox with me.” Bennett didn’t even hear the rest of the sentence. His stomach felt as if it had been eviscerated with a glass knife. You bastard Zamboni! Peacock and Moses stopped installing a VCR and walked over slowly to the briefing. The Stars and Stripes reporter scribbled away in short hand on a small pad.
 
                 “Cox will be my radioman. Moses is our medic. Lieutenant Bennett will be there to translate German as I only speak Russian. Sergeant Peacock will be coming along because he’s got experience.” Peacock’s jaw dropped. Thirty minutes ago he was tuning in Jenny McCarthy’s tight ass on AFN. Now, he was being sent across the border? What the fuck was going on here? 
 
                 “Fine...then what?” Reno snapped his fingers. Another lackey appeared with a card table chair for him. 
 
                 “I locate a single pine tree sandwiched by two large rocks. From there I shoot a sixty-two degree azimuth that will take us through the rabbit run and across the stream. As long as we stay on that azimuth, we’re okay. We use the back azimuth for our return.”
 
                 “Sir, what happens if the East Germans changed rabbit runs?” Bennett directed the question to Zamboni, but Reno fielded it like a hot line drive. The ball was thrown back in Bennett’s face.
 
                 “Then I write a letter to your parents telling them what a brave young man you were Lieutenant Bennett. This is the kind of stuff you signed up for...make sense?” Bennett took a breadth of air.
 
                 “Actually, sir, I signed up because I didn’t want to work in my old man’s investment banking firm; not for the love of spending frozen nights in barns with a bunch of hard dick cav troopers.”
 
    
 
                 Thirty minutes later, Bennett, Zamboni, Peacock, Moses and Cox were lying in cold and wet elephant grass on the edge of the world’s most heavily defended frontier. Four hours ago Bennett had been banging Miss Cindy. Now, he was knee deep in semi-frozen swamp water with his face blackened, shivering and contemplating how he was going to come out of this nightmare alive. He was about to risk his life so that Reno could make a big splash with Blitzkrieg and the press, Lorraine could make bird colonel and Zamboni could rescue himself from his life sentence at cav state prison. 
 
                 Bennett slapped Zamboni on the back. Zamboni turned, his face covered with shoe polish looking as if he had been given an espresso IV. “What?” Zamboni answered in a curt whisper.
 
                 “Thanks a lot. I’m really enjoying this.” Zamboni just turned away and ignored him. Bennett looked behind him at Peacock and Moses who were still in shock. Their duty description definitely didn’t include midnight minefield strolls.
 
                 “When we get across, look for any shit that’s worth liberating.” Peacock said to Moses who nodded and adjusted his black knit cap everyone referred to as Guns of Navarone hats. Zamboni rose to a semi-crouch, indicted for everyone else to stay put and ran toward the woodline. 
 
                 It took him five minutes of frantic searching, but he found the tree and the stones. They were covered with moss, leaves and another bush that had grown since 1983, but they were there. He took out his olive drab army-issue compass and shot an azimuth. He then high-crawled back to the group. 
 
                 “Can’t find it huh; well, it was a good try.” Bennett was an optimist. Even the TOC looked good now.
 
                 “It’s there. Let’s get going.” Zamboni started to high-crawl back to the woods. He never looked back, expecting everyone to follow him, which they did.
 
    
 
                 Dwight David Burger thought that he heard sniffing or was it grunting? Perhaps it was both? He opened his eyes and realized that he was staring face down into mud and slush. He also surmised, even though it took some time that he had lost his glasses. The sniffing and grunting continued. What was that? He lifted his head and the world around him seemed a dark blur only dimly lit by the moon. He soon felt a slight prick in his head near the neck. There were more pricks followed by more sniffing and that infernal grunting noise. Burger looked slowly behind him and saw that four baby wild boars were beginning to nibble on his head. He rose to his knees and shooed them away. It was then that he saw their mother come charging through the trees at him. Burger ran fast, faster than he had in a long time to the wreck of the Bradley. He attempted to hurl himself on the steel beetle, grasping at a tread for life. Unfortunately, he fell and the mother boar took a bite out of his fat calf. Burger screamed in agony and began to punch, slap and kick the animal. The adult boar bit his hand just before Burger kicked it in the face sending it reeling back and scampering out of the area with the four pups trailing behind. He hoisted his bleeding body on the undercarriage of the armored vehicle, panting. It was at that exact moment that he realized what had happened to them. Strangely, he had been catapulted out of the Bradley before it rolled over. And, Ferguson, where in the hell was he? Burger rubbed his aching back. The wheels in his mind began to churn. Suddenly, he remembered that there was a young specialist riding in the back as an observer. What had happened to him? Shit. He wanted to get down and investigate, but the thought of going another round with the mother boar was too much for him to take. He curled into the fetal position and shaking from the cold and shock, he began to cry. The tears flowed for thirty seconds until he passed out. Once again the forest was still.
 
                 Bennett kneeled down next to Zamboni who had a pair of wire cutters in his hands. As Zamboni cut the wire, Bennett stared at the traces of a searchlight coming from a 1970’s second-generation watchtower fifty yards to their right in a clearing. The searchlight could not reach the interior of the thick patch of woods. A couple dogs barked ferociously on the other side of the border as Zamboni tore away a patch of fence and tossed it aside. Zamboni began to move across the no-man’s land. Bennett followed behind him, then Cox and finally Moses and Peacock. 
 
                 They had gone about twenty yards into the forest with about another fifty yards ahead of them, when Zamboni stopped and hit the dirt. Bennett looked up and realized why. The forest had been cleared all the way to the stream. Had Zamboni’s defector failed to mention that the goddamn forest was cut down? Did Zamboni know, but was so intent on bugging out of the cav that he didn’t care? Had the East Germans just done this? Bennett didn’t know, but one thing was certain. They had to get the hell out of there and high tail it back to good old West Germany. Bennett watched as the searchlight probed an area to their right. It then moved and danced directly in front of them. 
 
                 “Your defector buddy screwed us over.” Bennett whispered to Zamboni.
 
                 “I can’t handle the cav anymore man.” Zamboni began to rise to his feet but Bennett tackled him. 
 
                 “So, we have to die so you can impress that asshole Reno? Fuck this, I’m outta here.” Bennett began to crawl back to Cox, but Zamboni grabbed him.
 
                 “You bug out of here and I’ll make sure that Reno knows about the little fling you had with his seventeen year old daughter last Christmas.”
 
                 “She told me she was nineteen and in college. How in the hell did I know she was a high school senior?” Bennett knew that Zamboni had him cornered. If Reno ever discovered that Bennett had banged his jailbait daughter, Bennett would be breaking rocks at Leavenworth for ten years. He paused for a second and then nodded to Zamboni. It was enough. The patrol moved out to the river. 
 
   They had to dodge the searchlights two more times before crossing the stream, but they made it. After wading through the ice cold water the patrol emerged into another patch of woods. Again, Zamboni halted them when they reached the fence leading into East Germany. He shot a back azimuth and then imitated what he had done on the western side. Within minutes they slid through the tiny hole he cut and emerged next to a narrow dirt road that led down to the guardhouse, a barracks and some type of communications hut. 
 
   At that moment word was reaching the TOC that a Bradley from Blackfoot Troop was missing. Lorraine put in a call to the local MP’s in Fulda who began at once to search for one five million dollar Bradley and First Lieutenant Dwight David Burger, Sergeant Ferguson and Specialist Tate. 
 
   The patrol rested behind a stonewall as Zamboni observed the barracks, guardhouse and commo hut with a pair of Zeiss binoculars he had once taken out of a Soviet Colonel’s GAZ-69 jeep during Exercise Red Flag ’81. “Those were the days my friend…” He thought to himself. He turned to Bennett. “There’s absolutely no activity at all out there. Looks like everyone is crashed out. I thought war was imminent.”
 
   “The only thing that’s imminent is our death and Reno’s third star. Don’t you see he dreamed up this alert just to get some PR for himself.” Zamboni frowned. Reality had finally dealt a harsh blow to him. Then he smiled and Bennett knew there was no way out.
 
   “We can still get those battle books man.” Zamboni’s eyes catatonically glowed in the moonlight. “Peacock and Moses get your asses over here.” When they did, he told them what he wanted them to do and then he instructed Cox and Bennett. 
 
   Back at the TOC, Lorraine had just taken a phone call from the German police. Apparently, a local had seen a Bradley lying upside down in the forest. He only saw one casualty, some fatass who was sprawled out ‘dead’ on top of the steel beast. Reno had a bad temper and when he got angry he frequently threw something. This time it was a card table chair at the Chaplain, Captain Larry Shamus. The Stars and Stripes photographer, who was standing at the banquet table, managed to snap a quick photo of Reno bashing the chaplain over the head with the chair.
 
                 Bennett and Cox had reached the outside of the barracks. They pried open the door and found twenty sleeping and snoring East Germans Grepos (border guards) in dreamland. Bennett extracted his red lens kraut flashlight and walked through the building with a terrified Cox behind him. They rummaged through several footlockers and wall lockers and only managed to purloin some Toblerone chocalate bars, a bugle, a nude centerfold of East German skating champion Katharina Witt and sadly a roll of rough communist toilet paper. Bennett gave Cox the chocolate and toilet paper and kept the centerfold and bugle for himself. He had played the trumpet and piano in a jazz band and thought he would keep the souvenir. They escaped out of the barracks, ran back to the wall and waited for the others.
 
                 At the moment, the others were busy. Peacock and Moses had crept into the back door of the guardhouse kitchen where Peacock had discovered a giant 300-cup coffee pot. 
 
                 “We’ve got to take this with us. We could brew coffee for every swingin’ Richard in the squadron. Maybe even sell it to Hermann during exercises.” Peacock insisted. Moses shrugged his shoulders and ran a hand through his too large and fluffy for the army Afro. 
 
                 “You want it, you carry it. I ain’t dragging that thing back.” Peacock did just that. He unplugged the five-foot high device and ran for the wall with Moses holding the cord behind him. They looked like two thieves running off with a water heater.
 
                 Zamboni was inside the commo hut. He listened to a series of boring and fluid radio traffic in Russian and German. The Russians were arguing about the final score of a soccer game. Damnit, if Bennett wasn’t right after all. If this really was war, Ivan and Hermann would be on radio silence at all echelons. He, like the rest of the division had been duped by Reno. Zamboni sat on a chair, depressed. It was then that he saw a document in Russian on a desk. He picked it up and paused to read it. He realized immediately that it was stamped Top Secret. As he continued to read for five minutes his heart fluttered with apprehension or was it fear, in what that piece of paper said. 
 
                 “It’s been a while Tovarich…” 
 
   Zamboni shot out of the chair and reached for his .45 pistol. But, then he stopped because he recognized the voice. It was a voice he hadn’t heard in quite some time, the voice of Major Yuri Tornikov of the GRU. Zamboni didn’t even know how to respond. Tornikov did it for him. 
 
                 “Did you find what you’re looking for?”
 
                 “Not exactly Yuri. No...” Zamboni stuttered.
 
                 “Why don’t we have a drink and you can tell me why your general has ordered a full division move to the border.” Tornikov poured Zamboni a glass of vodka. 
 
                 “Cheers.” Tornikov said in Russian. Zamboni responded in Russian as well. They swallowed the strong vodka and threw their glasses into a fireplace in tradition. 
 
                 “Who knows Yuri? He probably wants to get promoted.”
 
                 “Don’t we all Reginald. Don’t we all. But, YOU, YOU have been exiled to your own little gulag, haven’t you?” Zamboni frowned. He was embarrassed. Shit, even Tornikov knew about his plight.
 
                 “I made one mistake and they treat me like a pariah.”
 
                 “Yes, and you come here to what...redeem yourself somehow by stealing our radios?”
 
                 “Actually, battle books Yuri. Your radios are garbage. No one uses vacuum tubes anymore.” Tornikov smiled and poured some more vodka into Zamboni’s glass. It felt good going down. 
 
                 “But, instead you found that document. Sorry to say, but I can’t allow you to take it with you back to West Germany.” Zamboni poured himself another round. He was getting wasted. It was a welcome relief. 
 
                 “Is it true?”
 
                 “Yes, the Cold War is coming to a swift conclusion my friend. By Christmas, we may all be out of a job.” Zamboni took another drink. 
 
                 “Christmas, that fast? How?”
 
                 “Ask your President Reagan. He did it to us, bankrupted our economic system. Gorbachev knows we can’t survive like this much longer. Changes have to be implemented, big changes; changes which will alter the course of history. Of course people like Honecker refuse to accept the inevitable, but his days are numbered.”
 
                 “And, the guards here, the border…” Zamboni paused for a moment and sipped more vodka. “The Berlin Wall?”
 
                 “Finished.” Tornikov took the bottle from Zamboni and downed it heartily. He then placed it in Zamboni’s hands. “Go home Reginald. Tell your commander what I told you. Our little Cold War chess game is finished. You’ve taken are queen. Tell them… I will inform the guards to stand down until you are safely home.” 
 
                 Zamboni walked slowly back to the stone wall, where Bennett, Cox, Peacock and Moses were waiting. He saw the gigantic coffeepot and said nothing. Instead he downed the bottle of vodka and threw it down. It smashed into a million pieces and echoed in the night air. Bennett had wondered what was taking Zamboni so long. Now, he knew. He had found nothing except a bottle of vodka. Depressed, and knowing that he would return empty-handed he had gotten drunk. 
 
                 Inside the TOC, General Reno looked at his watch. He calculated that the rear echelon pussies from the local AFN (Armed Forces Network) station would arrive at any moment. He knew from past experience that it paid to manipulate as many facets of the press as possible. Regardless of the outcome of the Bradley accident, he was determined to turn the alert into a positive public relations event for himself. If that sniveling little prick Lorraine wanted a bit of the limelight that was all right, because he needed his cavalry squadron for future use. 
 
                 It was tough going through the rabbit run on the way back. Zamboni, now thoroughly intoxicated, turned over his compass to Bennett who shot a 222-degree back azimuth. Bennett had to hold Zamboni’s arm to ensure that he didn’t fall into the minefield or trip a wire. Cox followed behind them, and in the rear were Peacock and Moses. By now, Peacock had pulled rank and Moses was carrying the five-foot high coffeepot. 
 
                 They crossed the river, stopped and waited for the searchlights that strangely were focused in the opposite direction. The patrol clambered across the open field and then made it into the woods. They were ten yards from the wire when Zamboni tripped. Because he was holding on to him, Bennett fell back, with Zamboni right into Cox who was knocked to his left. Cox lifted himself off of the ground and proceeded to walk back to the patrol. As he did, he thought he heard something that sounded like a twig breaking. He moved and triggered an anti-personnel mine. The next thing he saw was a brilliant flash and a loud crack. The crack split his eardrums; the mine ripped his limbs and chest apart. 
 
                 The other members of the patrol were knocked down from the blast. Bennett glanced at his arm which felt like it had been stung by a hive of hornets. A smoldering piece of shrapnel was embedded in his left bicep.  As the others brushed themselves off, they saw Cox, semi-conscious on the ground, lying in a pool of his own blood. Shrapnel from the mine had ripped open the femoral artery in right leg. Blood spurted from it like a water fountain. Moses grabbed a first aid bandage and tied a tourniquet around his leg. He then gave him a shot of morphine. Bennett looked around, waiting for the machine gun fire and the dogs. Surprisingly, there was nothing. He saw Zamboni shake his fist towards the east and stammer out again, “Spasibo, Yuri.” 
 
                 Bennett knelt down next to Cox. Cox was trying to speak, but was instead coughing up voluminous amounts of bright red blood. Moses looked at Bennett. The shrapnel had also destroyed one of Cox’s lungs. He was having trouble breathing and was wheezing like an asthmatic. 
 
                 “Peacock, give me your poncho liner.” Bennett ordered. Peacock handed Bennett the rolled up rain garment and Bennett used it as a pillow to prop Cox’s head up. As Moses applied bandages to Cox’s bleeding chest wounds, Peacock called the TOC on their small PRQ-74 field radio the troops called a “Prick 74.”
 
                 “Saber Three this is Saber Four November. We’ve got one WIA. We’re gonna need a Medevac at the TOC. ETA is ten mikes out.” Peacock put down the receiver and listened. There was a momentary pause, followed by ethereal static. Finally, an answer came over the frequency.
 
                 “This is Three, roger. What’s the WIA’s status, over?”
              “Critical.” Peacock answered. 
 
                 “Roger, will request dust off, out.” Peacock looked at everyone. “They’re calling in a chopper. Let’s get him outta here. He can still make it.” 
 
                 “Moses, we’ll carry him.” Bennett ordered. They continued marching to the West German side. Peacock and Zamboni carried the coffee pot. When they reached the fence, Bennett was the first through the hole, followed by Cox and Moses, Peacock, the coffee pot and Zamboni. They put Cox in the back of the Hummer with a blanket over him and drove off toward the TOC. 
 
                 On the way back to the TOC, Cox went into cardiac arrest. Moses and Bennett attempted CPR, but couldn’t save him. Bennett covered his body with Peacock’s poncho liner. Moses pulled off one of Cox’s dog tags and handed it to Bennett.
 
                 When they arrived back at the barn, Cox’s dead body was loaded on to an awaiting dust off Blackhawk helicopter that had landed next to the barn. Reno ordered the AFN crew not to roll any film of the medevac on the grounds of so-called ‘security.’ Bennett watched as the Blackhawk sadly lifted off into the sky and disappeared into a morass of black pine trees and clouds. 
 
                 As the other members of the patrol watched the chopper take off into the crisp night air, news of the Bradley’s predicament was reaching the TOC as well. Lorraine had just taken a call from the Fulda MP’s who informed him that one First Lieutenant Dwight David Burger was alive, but suffering from multiple wild boar bites and a concussion. Sergeant Ferguson was suffering from a severe laceration to his right butt cheek. He was medevac’d to Fulda Army Hospital. Finally, and most sadly Specialist Tate, the observer in the rear of the Bradley was also dead. When Lorraine reported the horrible news to Reno, he shrugged it off and muttered something about ‘normal training casualties.’ Reno noticed Bennett who was bleeding and holding Zamboni upright in the corner. Peacock and Moses were already trying to hook up the five-foot high coffee pot they had dragged across the frontier.
 
                 “Captain Zamboni, get over here and report back to me.” Reno barked. Bennett let go of Zamboni and watched as he stumbled into the banquet table, knocking everything over. He pulled himself up and then walked over to Reno.
 
                 “We’ve taken their queen man.” Bennett walked over to Zamboni and held him steady.
 
                 “What the hell are you talkin’ about son?” Reno said. Zamboni closed his eyes and passed out while standing up. His chin hit his chest and his head bobbed up and down. Reno examined Bennett’s wound. The piece of shrapnel was still stuck in his arm.
 
                 “You need medical attention lieutenant.” 
 
                 “It’s alright sir. I’m alive, unlike Private Cox and Specialist Tate.” Bennett handed Reno Cox’s bloody dog tag. Reno grabbed it out of his hands like it was nothing more important to him than a two hour parking stub.
 
                 “There are always casualties during training, remember that.” Reno walked away and then he called the TOC to silence and motioned for the AFN television crew to power up their equipment. He was determined to turn disaster into success.
 
                 The impromptu press conference commenced five minutes later. Reno stared into the camera with an unlit Cuban in his mouth. “Men, tonight we sent a combat patrol across the Inter-German Border and came back with some key intelligence concerning the disposition of enemy forces in our sector. Tonight’s highly successful operation was due to the bravery and competence of 8th Armored Division soldiers. We moved up here to the border because the enemy looked like he was ready to hit us and drive a salient into the Fulda Gap. You men and every trooper in the 8th Armored Division changed their minds. But, we have to be vigilant. We can never rest, never! I’m so damn proud of Captain Zamboni that I’m going to award him an Army Commendation Medal and give him the option of being assigned to the unit of his choice. Captain Zamboni front and center.”
 
                 Zamboni stumbled over to Reno and stood at attention while swaying. A ubiquitous lackey handed Reno the ARCOM in a plastic blue box that was pinned on Zamboni’s left side breast pocket. With the AFN TV crew still rolling, Reno asked Zamboni if he wanted to stay in the cav or be assigned to a unit of his choice. Even though he was soused, Zamboni’s eyes lit up. It was the moment he had been waiting for. His deliverance was so close. 
 
                 “Back to Force 157 in Berlin sir.”
 
                 “Very well Captain Zamboni. Quince, take care of his transfer for me.”
 
                 “Yes sir.” Lorraine chirped. Bennett could hardly believe that Zamboni had finally gotten his wish. Zamboni hobbled over to Bennett who was smiling. In some strange way, he actually liked Zamboni - deep down.
 
                 “It’s all over with sir. You’re going home.” Zamboni looked at him and smiled. He was sobering up. Reno continued a monologue for another ten seconds and then the cameras wrapped. Out of the corner of his eye, Bennett saw Lorraine sauntering over to Reno and whispering something in his ear. He thought he heard the word ‘camera’.
 
                 “Zamboni come over here.” Lorraine ordered in his Connecticut accent. Bennett always thought he sounded like Katherine Hepburn in “The Philadelphia Story.” Zamboni approached both Lorraine and Reno with trepidation. 
 
                 Reno opened fire. “Colonel Lorraine informs me that you were the fellow who caused that international incident in Berlin back in ‘86.” Zamboni looked at Reno in awe. He said nothing, but he felt his world coming down on him.
 
                 “Well, were you or weren’t you Zamboni?” Reno continued firing. It was turning into a verbal shake and bake mission of high explosive and white phosphorus. 
 
                 “Yes sir, I accidentally dropped the camera out of a Piper Cub when I was at Force 157.” Bennett looked at Zamboni who seemed as if he was at death’s doorstep. “After further consideration, it’s in the best needs of the army to have you continue your tour with the cav.” Reno said. Zamboni was on the verge of tears. He turned to Lorraine for some guidance.
 
                 “Sorry, Zamboni.” Lorraine was as bad an actor as he was a human being. Bennett vowed some type of revenge. Lorraine and Reno might be allowed to destroy Zamboni’s career, but they wouldn’t be permitted to wreak havoc with the man’s soul. Perhaps it was all that Jesuit schooling Bennett had received. This was just plain wrong. Zamboni and Bennett watched as Reno exited with Lorraine who was so close behind him he could have stuck the end of his nose into the general’s asshole. 
 
   Zamboni collapsed on the ground and pounded his fist into the dirt. He kept pounding and pounding until he had made a foot deep hole. Then, Bennett and the Chaplain helped him to his feet and exited the TOC as the dawn slowly crept into the dark, verdant Thuringer Forest.
 
                 Reno’s patriotic call to arms TOC speech made the AFN morning news and the afternoon news and the night news. Unfortunately, the picture of him throwing a card table chair over the chaplain’s head made the front page of The Stars and Stripes with the caption, “General Goes Ballistic on Skypilot.” 
 
                 In the morning, as Bennett exited Fulda Army Hospital with his arm in a sling, he picked up a copy of The Stars and Stripes and laughed at the picture and article. Justice was already hitting Reno squarely in the face. Good. 
 
                 The troops in the 8th Armored Division were already referring to the previous night’s goat rope as “The Last Alert.” There was a lot of hope in that title. While in the hospital, Bennett had visited Burger who was undergoing a series of rabies shots. He also dropped in on Ferguson who would soon undergo a painful operation that would insert a steel plate in his butt cheek. He would forever after be known in the squadron as Hardass Ferguson. Specialist Tate’s and Private First Class Cox’s bodies were flown back to the States where their parents soon learned that they had died heroic deaths during a dangerous night exercise along the Inter-German Border.  
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   Headquarters, 74th Cavalry Squadron
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   Bennett rocked back in his fake leather U.S. Army issue swivel chair and sipped a cup of steaming German coffee he had purchased an hour before at a local grocery store. Bennett wasn’t much of a PX and commissary shopper. He liked to get out on the German economy and interact with the locals. Most of the other officers in the squadron thought that side of him was a little bizarre. Some of the wives thought it was cute. Bennett didn’t know if it was because they wanted to screw him or because they thought he was different than your average run of the mill tobacco chewin’, pickup drivin’, Budweiser drinkin’ officer from the Army of Northern Virginia. 
 
                 Bennett was an intelligence officer, which gave him something of a green light to do out of the ordinary things like speaking German, dating German women and hanging out with Germans at the nearby gasthaus watering holes. He knew that most of the officers and their wives had absolutely no interest in anything having to do with Europe, much less Germany. They tried to create a little America wherever they went and in whatever they did. Bennett found it a bit stifling, if not culturally nauseating. 
 
                 Bennett glanced through the steel bars on the office window and watched the drizzle tinkle against the glass pane. The standard Germanic November fog clung closely to the ground. He sipped his coffee and realized that almost nothing had happened since the Last Alert. The squadron was quiet, which began to worry him. Whenever things got quiet, trouble was on the horizon. 
 
                 Of course there had been the news from Cindy the last week. She had decided that she was going to start looking for a serious relationship, which meant that Bennett and the ten thousand guys she was fucking every day were out of luck. Bennett took the news stoically, but deep down he was a bit saddened. He had thought for a time that he was falling in love with Cindy. But, really what did he know about love anyway? Every woman he had cared for had thrown the towel in his face and dumped him; che sera sera. 
 
                 He was getting maudlin when the door flung open. Master Sergeant Wyatt Peacock and Staff Sergeant Stanton T. Moses entered the S-2 office with the ease and confidence of men who know what they want in life. Bennett smiled. He always smiled when Peacock and Moses were around. He found them to be some of the most interesting people he had ever met. They were interesting because they were always up to something. They were always up to something because they were crooks...or so the rumors said. But, who really knew...or wanted to know.
 
                 “Lootenant Bennett.” Peacock began. He always stretched out the ‘loo’ in lieutenant. “We’re in dire need of items only the S-2 shop has in stock.”
 
                 “What are you looking for?” Peacock nodded to Moses who started going through a huge steel map case half the size of the office. Bennett knew that Zamboni would blow a gasket if he saw them doing that, but the Zambone hadn’t been to work in two weeks. He had gotten a note signed by Chief Manitoba, the squadron medical officer, which stated that Zamboni was suffering from a severe case of Yellow Fever. Strangely, no one said a word about the fact that not one person in Europe had contacted Yellow Fever in the last 300 years.
 
                 “Sir, we need maps of East Berlin.” Peacock responded as Moses continued to rifle through open drawers.
 
                 “East Berlin, what’s going on there?”
 
                 “Hell sir, I got the lowdown from a sergeant-major friend of mine in the Berlin Brigade.”
 
                 “What lowdown?”
 
                 “The Wall is fixin’ to fall.” 
 
                 “When?”
 
                 “He claims in the next three or four days.” Bennett was astounded. He knew that the situation was fluid, but this week? 
 
                 “So, how does the Wall coming down affect you and Moses?”
 
                 “Sir, this is the greatest opportunity for capitalism in the last decade! Moses and I are plannin’ on sellin’ shit to every Swingin’ Richard in Berlin. We’ll make a killing!” Bennett chuckled and rose to his feet. He opened a drawer that Moses hadn’t touched yet and handed Peacock four maps of the city.”
 
                 “Mucho gracias sir. Oh, by the way, I got a microwave in last night that you might like.”
 
                 “What kind?”
 
                 “A Magic Chef!”
 
                 “Does it come with a bacon tray?” 
 
                 “You bet.”
 
                 “Price?”
 
                 “Fuckin’ free for you sir. Come by this afternoon and pick it up.” Peacock smiled from ear to ear. Then he and Moses walked toward the door.
 
                 “Hey, what kind of stuff are you going to sell?” Bennett posed. He knew that this plan of Peacock’s had to involve more than pawning off some MRE’s and chemlights to dazed East Berliners.
 
                 “Oh, just stuff that’s been liberated.” Bennett watched them leave and shook his head. 
 
                 An hour later, Bennett was seated in Lieutenant-Colonel Quincy Lorraine’s plush office. Bennett surveyed the scene. There were several real Persian rugs on the floor that merged with a fireplace where a small conflagration crackled. Unlike Bennett’s chair, Quiche Lorraine’s was made of real leather. Behind him a montage of pictures covered a wall. There were pictures of Lorraine sailing, Lorraine at a wine tasting contest, Lorraine playing paddle tennis, Lorraine at a French cuisine cooking class with an apron reading “Mother’s Little Helper, Lorraine hugging his beautiful wife; everything except pictures of Lorraine soldiering. Bennett focused on an old 1930’s shot of a stern looking bastard in a high collar. The man reminded Bennett of a New England prep school master. Bennett wondered who that was.
 
                 “Where is Captain Zamboni?” Lorraine asked. Bennett shook his head. 
 
                 “He’s probably at home, recovering from his bout of Yellow Fever sir.”
 
                 “Well, he knows he’s expected now. He should be fit as a fiddle. Antibiotics work wonders you know.” Bennett saw a long protruding object out of the corner of his right eye. He turned his head. Zamboni shuffled into the office using a cane to guide him. Zamboni looked like something the cat had dragged in. His uniform was in a shambles. It looked like he had slept in it for a week. His boots were filthy. His hair was unkempt and he had three days’ worth of beard growth. After much stumbling and bumbling, he took a seat next to Bennett. Lorraine and Bennett stared at the scene in awe. 
 
                 “Zamboni, what in God’s name is wrong with you now?”
 
                 “Chief Manitoba calls it hysterical blindness sir. But, I think it’s permanent. He wants to talk to you about my medical discharge.” Bennett tried to keep himself from breaking out in laughter. This was apparently the Zambone’s newest strategy. Since a transfer back to Force 157 was O-U-T, out, Zamboni had obviously concluded that a medical discharge was the next best step. If he could fake blindness, he might even be medically retired at his current rank, complete with a PX card, and a few grand a month in retirement pay. Zamboni’s sheer bravado was sheer genius.
 
                 “Really?” Lorraine said. He moved his hand slowly across his desk and rested it on a large glass paperweight the size of a baseball. Bennett saw the move and just shook his head. 
 
                 “Yes sir. I should be able to out-process within a week…” As Zamboni’s words trailed off, Lorraine threw the paperweight at him. Zamboni did what any American who grew up playing baseball would do. He caught the paperweight in his right hand like a third baseman fielding a line drive. A dead silence permeated the office for a moment. 
 
                 “My God, it’s a miracle I can see sir! I can see! Thank you Lord!” Zamboni shouted at the top of his lungs.
 
                 “Captain Zamboni, you had better get yourself together. You’re a disgrace to the uniform.” Lorraine spouted off. 
 
   “Yes sir.” Zamboni managed to answer. He straightened himself in his chair. 
 
                 “Good, now that we’re all here and apparently healthy… I’ve called you gentlemen here because I have orders to send you both to a Soviet Order of Battle class in West Berlin. The course is five days long. You’ll be staying at Clay Kaserne, where the classes are held.” Lorraine was about to continue when Bennett interrupted him.
 
                 “Sir, why go? The Cold War is finished.” 
 
                 “Well, thank you for letting me know the latest intell Bennett.” 
 
                 “It’s true sir, I was just talking to Peacock.”
 
                 “Well, he’s a fine source of information. Now...”
 
                 “He’s right sir,” Zamboni butted in. “It’s over. Reagan dropped the big one.”
 
                 “The Big One? What the hell are you talking about Zamboni?” Zamboni smiled; the smile of a man who has the secrets of the world in his brain. 
 
                 “Well?” Lorraine said.
 
                 “Nothing sir.” Lorraine shook his head. 
 
   “Very well then, you’ll both be catching the night duty train to Berlin tonight. See the adjutant for your flag orders. That’s all.” Bennett stood up and started to exit. He noticed that Zamboni was still seated.
 
                 “You’re dismissed Captain Zamboni.” Lorraine barked, a bark that was more Poodle than Rottweiler. Slowly, Zamboni lifted himself out of his seat. He raised a fist in the air and yelled, “Credo quia absurdum est!” The fist was another of Zamboni’s famous hand gestures along with the karate chop.
 
                 “What was that captain?” Lorraine looked flustered.
 
                 “Cur ante tubam tremor occupat artus?” Zamboni continued his Latin diatribe. 
 
                 “I think he’s quoting Virgil sir.” Bennett answered. Lorraine rose to his feet angrily.
 
                 “Get him out of here Bennett.”
 
    
 
   Several hours later, parked in the middle of a barren lot in Schweinfurt, Germany, Peacock and Moses sat in the dark, inside an empty U.S. Army deuce and half truck. Moses took a bite of a Junior Mint, while Peacock sipped a smoldering cup of coffee from a thermos cup. Like Bennett and a million other GI’s, Peacock was addicted to java. It was the beverage’s omnipresent status in the field, offices, guardhouses and barracks that enabled it to evolve into the preferred non-alcoholic drink of choice for the lean green machine. As he took another sip, he stared at the luminous dial on his gold Timex with the twistable band. Peacock loved the Timex for its simplicity. He could’ve worn a million other watches, but the twenty-dollar device had captured his heart. In many ways, Peacock was a simple man. He had learned a long time ago that there were only a few things a man needed for true pleasure: a decent meal, a good piece of pussy and warm shelter. Everything else was gravy. 
 
                 Peacock watched as a two-women kraut cleaning crew exited the building that served as the Schweinfurt PX (Post Exchange) warehouse. They soon drove away in an old Opel Rekord. He turned to Moses.
 
                 “Right on time as usual. You got to hand it to the lugerheads. They’re so fuckin’ predictable.” Moses finished off the box of Junior Mints and nodded.
 
                 “What have they got securin’ the door?” Peacock asked.
 
                 “Just a Series 200; this’ll be a piece of cake.”
 
                 “Rog-o. We move in five mikes, capiche?”
 
                 “Capiche.” Moses said. He always wondered why Peacock, who came from West Texas used the Italian word for understand. He also pondered why he, as an African-American from Chicago, had started to use the term. 
 
                 Five minutes later Peacock drained the thermos cup and signaled to Moses to start the deuce and half’s engine. He did and they glided over to the warehouse at ten miles per hour. Moses executed a swift and professional three-point turn and soon the truck was parked ass-end in front of the building. The two thieves jumped out of the vehicle, glanced in all directions to ensure they weren’t being observed and walked over to the front door. 
 
   “This rain is good for us, gives us some cover.” Peacock said, while watching Moses extract a large metal file from his field jacket pocket. 
 
   “Umm...hmmm,” Moses grunted while applying the metal file to the gold series 200 padlock, which was all that secured two sliding doors. 
 
   “Obviously, these cats have never been robbed.” Moses stated while working the lock.
 
   “That is... until now.” Peacock looked around nervously. 
 
   “Hurry it up Stanton.” Peacock always referred to Moses by his first name when a job was on. Any other time it was Moses or Sergeant Moses. If he was really pissed off, he called Moses a dud. But, as yet, he had never called him a blintganger, the German word for dud. To Peacock, a blintganger was the lowest form of soldier that God had created. He often referred to Lieutenant Burger and Lieutenant Colonel Lorraine as blintgangers, but never to their faces. 
 
   “Mmmmm.” Moses popped the lock with a look of sexual release on his face. Peacock watched him and wondered if breaking and entering gave him more pleasure than sex. Moses slid the warehouse doors open and Peacock strolled inside like a child in Willy Wonka’s Chocalate Factory. 
 
   “Alright, listen up, we got some high priority items to look for tonight: Hershey bars, nylons, cigs.”
 
   “What type of cigs?”
 
   “Marlboros.”
 
   “Filtered or un-filtered?” Moses wondered.
 
   “Don’t matter, Hermann’s been breathing coal dust and asbestos for 45 years. Think he cares about suckin’ down a few extra carcinogens.”
 
   “Why Marlboros, why not Benson Hedges?”
 
   “Because the Marlboro man is an ex-cav trooper and we owe it to him to sell his product at the highest price.”
 
   “Cool, what else?” Moses turned on a flashlight. The beam danced around the room languidly.
 
   “Cokes, Pabst Blue Ribbon, hamburger patties, potato chips, chem lights, Walkmans and don’t forget the double A batteries.” Peacock ripped open a box of Walkmans and grinned.
 
   “No big ticket items?” Moses inquired. Peacock walked toward the door with the box of Walkmans in his arms.
 
   “Do you really think fuckin’ East German Hermann has the cash to buy a goddamn stereo right now?” 
 
   Moses picked up two cases of Pabst Blue Ribbon.
 
                 “I guess not.” Moses followed behind him to the truck. They both tossed their items inside and slid them to the rear. Peacock looked at his watch.
 
                 “I want everything loaded by 2200, cause the MP’s make a patrol around here at 2230.”
 
                 “Wilco, sarge.” Moses moved quickly back into the building and grabbed another item. It was going to be a long night. 
 
    
 
                 While Peacock and Moses were committing numerous felonies and misdemeanors in Schweinfurt, Bennett and Zamboni were boarding the night duty train that had just braked to a stop at Fulda’s main train station. The duty train was one of those staples of the Cold War in Germany, as familiar to Allied and Warsaw Pact soldiers as a 7.62mm bullet, while completely unknown to the American public at home. The duty train started its journey every evening from Frankfurt at 8:30PM and concluded the voyage at Berlin’s Lichterfelde-West Station at 6:30AM. It chugged slowly through the Hessian countryside before turning north for Goettingen and Checkpoint Alpha at Helmstedt. Once across the Iron Curtain it stopped at the Soviet checkpoint in Marienborn and then continued due east across the North German Plain for 111 miles to West Berlin. 
 
                 Bennett and Zamboni showed their active duty green i.d. cards to an MP corporal who examined them cursorily, saluted them and gave them rapid-fire directions to their compartment. Since meeting with Lorraine, Zamboni had taken the time to shit, shower, shave and dress in a freshly laundered set of Class A’s. The army Class A uniform had devolved from the famous pinks and greens of World War II to the absolutely revolting dark green polyester leisure suit look of the 1980’s. Bennett wondered what morons in the Pentagon had come up with that uniform in the 1970’s. The old pinks and greens were great babe magnets. The present day Class A’s were the butt of jokes around the globe. Bennett, was dressed in Class B’s; dark green 100 percent polyester trousers with the vile puke green shirt underneath a NATO black commando sweater that looked like something thrown in the dumpster by French Army tailors. Bennett studied Zamboni’s ribbons, which adorned the left side of his chest above his pocket. Sometime, before he was regarded as a total zero by the army, Zamboni had received a Soldier’s Medal, a Defense Meritorious Service Medal, a Meritorious Service Medal, three Army Commendation Medals, and a Purple Heart. Bennett wondered how in the hell Zamboni had received a Purple Heart.
 
                 “Here we go bud.” Zamboni looked at Bennett and grinned. Bennett had seen that look before. It wasn’t the crazed neurotic expression that he had worn during the Last Alert. This was a look of complete and utter confidence with a twinge of excitement. Zamboni was going back across the border. He was heading back to Berlin. It was home to Zamboni, all of it: the checkpoints, the Stasi, the Vopos, the Wall, the whole, vast milieu of espionage. It was the man’s lifeblood and it had been denied to him for three years because of one very human mistake.
 
                 Zamboni opened the draped door to their private compartment and as he did Bennett saw Chief Warrant Officer Sean Reilly. Reilly had his shoes off and was propped up on one of the seats, reading a Penthouse and sipping his favorite drink, a Jack and Coke. Bennett was thrilled. Reilly was his best friend in the squadron. He had no idea he was taking the train with them. Apparently, neither did Zamboni. He looked at Reilly and shook his head. Zamboni, who hated every second of his current existence, secretly admired Reilly’s strange sense of joie de vivre. But, he would never tell him that.
 
                 “What the hell Reilly?” Zamboni said.
 
                 “Evening, gents.” Reilly said, toasting them with a drink.
 
                 “I didn’t know this compartment was going to be a hangout for every shit-bird aviator in the squadron. “Bennett shoved Zamboni aside and threw his overnight bag on a rack above their seats.
 
                 “Jesus, take it easy sir.” Bennett said.
 
                 “Care for a libation gents?” Reilly poured Zamboni a double of Jack Daniels. Zamboni refused to take it. 
 
                 “We’re on duty. That’s why they call it THE DUTY TRAIN, shitbird.” Zamboni said. Reilly handed Bennett the glass instead. “Well, the army has their rules and I have mine.” 
 
                 “The army? What the hell do you know about the army anyway? To you it’s all just one big drunken, whoring adventure isn’t it? You sit back and count your pay and pour yourself another Jack and Coke and fantasize about screwing Lorraine’s wife.” Zamboni said. 
 
                 “Well, she is pretty hot sir.” Reilly said, smiling. Zamboni threw his bag on the floor. “I’m going to get some chow.”  They watched as Zamboni stormed out of the compartment and slammed the door shut.
 
                 “That guy is gonna have a stroke before he’s forty.” Reilly said, while opening a full length centerfold. He showed it to Bennett. “How’d you like just twenty minutes in a shower with her?”
 
                 “I’d get the job done.” Bennett downed his Jack Daniels. He was actually a beer man. Reilly seemed to read his friend’s mind. He reached into a duffle bag and handed him a lukewarm bottle of Licher, a local brew. Bennett extracted a Swiss Army knife from his pocket and opened the bottle. He took a swig and enjoyed the first sip, which is always the best. 
 
                 “So, what are you doing on the train?” He asked Reilly. 
 
                 “Yesterday, I heard some scuttlebutt from a friend of mine who’s a Mohawk pilot out of Tempelhof. The word is the Wall’s coming down in the next 48 hours. I didn’t want to miss it. So, I got myself a three day pass.”
 
                 “Lorraine signed it?” Bennett took another swig. 
 
                 “Well, sort of. Since I’m the aviation maintenance officer, I took him a standard DA 4509-99 form to sign and put the pass underneath it. He thought he was signing another 4509-99.”
 
                 “Very clever...and when he discovers that you’re on a three day pass he never signed?”
 
                 “I’ll just tell him I flew to Berlin to requisition some rotors or other aviation crap. He doesn’t know a Huey from a Blackhawk anyway. The guy’s a putz.” 
 
                 “How true.” Bennett downed his beer. Reilly retrieved another one for him with the dexterity of a Ritz Carlton bartender. Reilly fixed another Jack and Coke for himself. 
 
                 “What are you and Dr. Jekyll doing on here tonight?” Reilly posed.
 
                 “Lorraine ordered us to attend some bullshit Soviet Order of Battle class.” Reilly swilled the beverage in his glass. 
 
                 “How can you stand working with Zamboni? He’s such a douchebag.”
 
   “He’s not so bad, once you get to know him.” Bennett wondered if he was suffering from a strain of Zamboni Stockholm Syndrome. Had he been around Zamboni for so long that he would defend even his most outrageous behavior? 
 
   “Berlin is going to be on pussy overload if the Wall falls, boyo. It’ll be like Paris in ’44!” Reilly said. Then he looked out the window and watched the lights of a small West German village twinkling in the distance. Reilly stared at Bennett.
 
                 “What is it?” Bennett asked his friend. Reilly drained another round.
 
                 “Another dead soldier.” He made another Jack and Coke. Bennett wondered how many this made for him. “Bennett if I tell you something, you promise you won’t ever breathe a word of this to anyone in the squadron?”
 
                 “Yeah, sure, what’s wrong?” Bennett thought about what could be troubling Reilly. It had to be some type of problem involving a woman. He had probably knocked up some kraut and was in the panic mode. The three-day pass was a temporary escape from reality for him. Reilly looked around nervously.
 
                 “Alright...here it goes…I’ve never actually had sex.” He took a sip and refilled the glass with Jack. Bennett spit out the Licher.
 
   “What?”
 
                 “I’m a virgin. I mean, I came close a few times, but never… well, you know…”
 
                 “Oh…” Bennett said. “Really?” Bennett looked around the compartment as if he was searching for a Candid Camera crew to pop out of the woodwork with Alan Ludd in tow. Bennett didn’t know what to believe. Reilly was twenty-four and a year younger than Bennett. He was a good-looking man who resembled the actor George Clooney. How had Reilly managed to go through twenty-four years of his life without getting laid? 
 
                 “You, Cunnilingus Four-Zero?” Bennett referred to Reilly’s official Hollywood call sign on cav radio frequencies. “This is some kind of a joke, right? You’re going to what, break the news to me that you knocked-up Lorraine’s wife.”
 
                 “Desiree?” I wish. Who wouldn’t want to?
 
                 “How about Cindy? She’s fucked everyone except for Burger.”
 
    
 
                 “I paid her to tell the other guys I was a good fuck. Had to keep up my reputation. I guess I was afraid I’d catch something from her. But, it’s no joke man. That’s why I wanted to come to Berlin. I figure there’s got to be some chick I can find there who’ll break my cheery. And, if I can’t, I don’t deserve to be called a U.S. Army Aviator.” Bennett watched as Reilly threw his aviation wings on the floor. 
 
    
 
                 “Take it easy man.” Bennett reached down on the floor and grabbed the wings. He walked over and pinned them back on Reilly’s Class B puke green shirt.
 
                 “Relax, I’ve got a couple ideas.” Bennett instructed. As he did, the Chaplain entered the compartment carrying a bottle of Moselle wine.
 
                 “Raiding the sacristy Chaplain?” Bennett asked. The Chaplain looked at him strangely.
 
                 “Sacristy, what’s that?” He took a seat next to Reilly. 
 
                 “It’s a small alcove in every Catholic church where the priests store the sacramental wine.” Bennett said.
 
                 “Oh...I’m not a Catholic.”  The Chaplain took a larger-than-normal swig of wine from the bottle and let out a small burp. Bennett took a swig of his beer and examined Captain Larry Shamus. The Chaplain had arrived at the squadron only two weeks before The Last Alert. Bennett had heard nothing regarding Shamus from anyone in the cav. That was strange for the simple reason that the squadron wives gossiped twenty-four hours a day. But, no one had said anything good or bad about the man. For a series of reasons, Shamus had avoided giving any sermons during Sunday church services on post. Except for a few miscellaneous reported sightings of the man at the bowling alley, it was almost as if Shamus didn’t exist at all. 
 
                 “What religion are you?” Bennett asked. 
 
    
 
                 “I’m completely, one-hundred percent non-denominational.” 
 
                 “I’ve heard of those churches, they’re huge, like Fenway. Is that what you belong to?” Reilly interjected while pouring himself yet another Jack and Coke. Bennett counted that as number four since he had entered the compartment.
 
                 “No, I don’t belong to any church.” Shamus responded, finishing off the Moselle. Reilly popped open a Licher for him. “Actually, I have to confess I don’t really know that much about religion at all.”
 
                 “What are you talking about?” Bennett asked. He scrutinized Shamus again. He was having trouble guessing his age. He could be thirty, but then again the man could be forty as well. Shamus’s baldhead, thinning blond hair on the sides and fair features gave him an indefinable age. Bennett’s first instinctive thought was that the man was rounding the corner toward forty. The thing that made Shamus look older was the pair of chocolate colored birth control glasses that he wore. Dubbed birth control glasses or BCG’s in the 1960’s by Vietnam troopers, the Army’s ubiquitous and free glasses had not changed in style since 1963. Deep down, Bennett had to admit that Shamus gave him the creeps. Was it the baldhead with the BCG’s? Was it the curt answers to simple questions? Was it the borderline out-of-uniform handlebar moustache? Or was it the fact that Shamus looked like the type of guy who would be prowling around a schoolyard in a 1972 Chevy Nova, with a bagful of candy on the seat for little girls. 
 
                 “I became a chaplain because I thought the hours would be great. I have a lot of free time on my hands and no one seems to bother me. I pass out a few bibles every once in a while to keep Lorraine off my back. It’s better than my old job as an assistant manager at Kahuna Burger.” 
 
                 “Yeah, but you had to have had some training. The army wouldn’t commission you a captain if you didn’t know anything, right?” Reilly said a little too loudly. 
 
                 “Sean’s right. The army would NEVER make a mistake.” Bennett stated.
 
                 “I’ve got training. I’m a graduate of the Wellstone Inter-Faith Minister Correspondence School.”  Bennett whistled. “I bet that was a real academic ball buster.” 
 
                 “I had to pass a test. It was tough. There were even some questions on it about the bible.”
 
                 “Imagine that.” Reilly polished off another Jack and Coke.
 
                 “So, what would you say your favorite passage is from the New Testament?” Bennett was enjoying himself now. This was incredible. The army had commissioned some clown who had no training and had made him a captain and a chaplain. Imagine that!
 
                 “That’s easy. “God bless you please Mrs. Robinson. Jesus loves you more than you will know. Whoa, whoa, whoa…” Shamus smiled confidently. Bennett kept laughing until the compartment door swung open violently. Zamboni stood in the doorway. His eyes seemed to glow with excitement. Bennett noticed he was carrying a special type of Minox spy camera that had a flash attachment. 
 
                 “Lieutenant Bennett, get out here and help me.” 
 
                 “Sir, I think you can go to the john by yourself.” The compartment burst into laughter. Reilly dropped his fifth Jack and Coke and the Chaplain pounded the seat. 
 
                 “That’s a direct order Bennett.” Bennett rose from his seat as Reilly slapped him on the back. Once out in the hallway, Bennett retaliated. “What’s so goddamn important?” 
 
                 “Just follow me man.” Zamboni walked down the narrow hallway between compartments as Bennett followed him in the dimly lit area. They passed through several cars until reaching the back of the last one. Zamboni opened the door to an empty compartment. They entered and he shut the door. The lights were off and the only illumination came from the moon outside. Zamboni moved the small drape to the side and gazed out. He snapped several pictures with the Minox. 
 
                 “What are you doing sir?” Bennett wondered.
 
                 “Ivan man, he’s on some type of night march. There’s a whole battalion of T-80 tanks moving down a road.” 
 
                 “So what? Don’t you think military intelligence already has pictures of T-80 tanks”?  Zamboni was unmoved by Bennett’s logic.
 
                 “Come here and take a look. This is big. Something’s happening.” Bennett strolled over to the window and peeked out. It was a peaceful scene. No tanks, no Soviet soldiers, nothing except the serene East German countryside. Bennett turned to Zamboni. 
 
                 “There’s nothing out there except farmer’s fields and woods.” Zamboni looked at him with glaring, glazed eyes and tapped the window. 
 
                 “Look man, can’t you see. They’re in the trees now, they’re in the trees.” Zamboni raised his camera and snapped away. “Too bad I don’t have a zoom on this. Nevertheless, I’ve got some shots of their tank skirts. This should get me in good with the G-2.” Bennett knew it was no use arguing with Zamboni.
 
                 “I’m going to hit the rack.” Bennett started to walk away, but Zamboni grabbed his arm.
 
                 “Negative, we’ve got to get off this train, so we can get a better view of the enemy armor.” Zamboni looked around nervously.
 
                 “I am not getting off this train. We’re in the middle of East German!”
 
   “I need your help man. Ivan’s out there and it’s our job to collect intelligence on him.”
 
   “There’s no one out there now except owls. Don’t you get it, NO ONE? You’re imagining
 
   this.” Bennett shouted. Zamboni stared at him, actually right through him.
 
   “Once the train slows down; that’ll give us the opportunity to jump off.”
 
   “You jump, you’re jumping yourself.” Bennett said.               
 
                 “Fine.” Zamboni exited the train car and slammed the door. Bennett located an empty compartment and stepped inside. He pulled a bed down from the wall and climbed into it. He desperately needed a few hours of sleep. Zamboni and the beers had thoroughly exhausted him. As he listened to the gentle relaxing rhythm of the train traveling through the night, he thought he heard footsteps on the roof above him. Could Zamboni possibly be up there? Or, had the poor, miserable wretch actually gotten off the train? Would he find his way back to Berlin or would some East German beet farmer find his body days later? If Zamboni did die, how would he explain any of this to Lorraine? 
 
                 Bennett drifted off to sleep within minutes. He wasn’t sure how long he had been to sleep when Zamboni awakened him. Zamboni entered the dark cubicle mumbling incoherently about a colonel of Soviet artillery named Bolonov. Bennett feigned unconsciousness as Zamboni snapped off another twenty pictures of nothing. Just as quickly as he had arrived, Zamboni departed. 
 
                 Throughout that confused, cold night as the duty train moved toward its destination in West Berlin, Zamboni meandered aimlessly inside the cars; talking to himself and stumbling about like a possessed, schizophrenic blind man. He finally found the courage to jump off when the train slowed down at a crossing around 2 AM. Zamboni spent the next hour roaming the East German countryside, snapping off pictures of seemingly nothing and searching for a convoy of T-80 tanks that didn’t exist. He finally flagged down a Schultheiss Beer truck and hitched a ride into Berlin. 
 
    
 
   November 8, 1989...              
 
                 The next morning, after arriving in West Berlin, Bennett, Reilly and the Chaplain took a taxi to the Berlin Brigade’s Headquarters, which was located in a large compound on Clayallee, in the suburb of Berlin-Zehlendorf. The headquarters and the street it resided on were named in honor of General Lucius D. Clay, the U.S. military governor of Germany in 1948. During that year, the Russians blockaded Berlin and Clay commanded the Berlin Airlift, an extraordinary feat of American ingenuity that broke the back of the Communist sons of bitches who thought they could seal off Berlin from the West.  
 
                 Bennett had no idea what had happened to Zamboni. Reilly and the Chaplain hadn’t seen him since he departed their compartment earlier in the evening. Bennett was about to call the MP’s when he spotted Zamboni, who was seated on a couch in the Clay Kaserne Guest House reading a novel. Bennett gave him a curt wave. Zamboni looked at Bennett and went back to his book. 
 
                 Later, Bennett and Zamboni received disappointing news from the manager of the Guest House. Apparently, there were no rooms available. It was then that Reilly had a brainstorm.
 
                 “Hey, I know a great place in Kreuzberg that I stayed at two years ago.”
 
                 “Is it cheap?” Zamboni asked. Bennett knew that another of Zamboni’s charming personality traits was parsimony. The man squeaked with the sound of an old lady screwing.               
 
                 “Yeah, it’s definitely within your budget Captain Zamboni.” Reilly answered. Bennett’s gut instinct was already showing him a yellow caution light. Like all aviators, Reilly was great at flying helicopters and repairing them. At everything else, his decisions were marginal at best. 
 
                 While riding in another taxi to Kreuzberg, Bennett consulted his tiny Michelin guide to the divided city. Apparently, Kreuzberg was the poorest section of the western sector of Berlin. Its population was composed primarily of Turkish guest workers and starving artists. 
 
                 “Sean, what’s this place called?” Bennett asked.  Reilly put his mind into auto rewind for a delayed moment.
 
                 “Ah...I think the Pension Beethoven, something like that.” 
 
                 “Maybe they’ve got one of those communal showers.” The Chaplain added. Bennett watched as the handlebar moustache twitched in anticipation. Zamboni said nothing; he seemed lost in his own bizarre thoughts. 
 
                 Fifteen minutes later the cab pulled up to a rundown, grey building with a crooked sign that read, “Pension Mozart.” Bennett scanned the 19th Century building and wondered who had occupied it in previous incarnations. He also wondered who in the hell had come up with the title of Pension Mozart. Mozart was from Austria and being the dilettante he was, would never have come within five miles of the dump that stood before them and awaited their arrival.
 
                 They walked inside and were greeted by a freeze-dried German hippie named Horst, who seemed to be a caricature of every left-wing European radical. Horst threw each of them a postage stamp size towel and a key. Bennett would bunk with Zamboni; God help him. The Chaplain and Reilly would share a room next door. Horst told them that the bathrooms were down the hall and unisex. The communal shower was in the basement. Bennett watched as the Chaplain licked his lips like a cheetah watching a wounded antelope graze.
 
                 After checking into their room, which resembled something out of “Cabaret”, Zamboni told Bennett he was going to visit his old commander at Force 157 to see about getting his old job back. Bennett knew it was hopeless, and also futile to argue with him. Zamboni put on his Class A’s and was out the door in a flash.
 
                 While Zamboni was traveling towards Potsdam, Peacock and Moses were moving north on Konstanzerstrasse, through the West Berlin suburb of Wilmersdorf. After purloining items from the Schweinfurt PX warehouse, they had driven all night in the fully laden deuce-and-a-half to Berlin. They had bribed a young Soviet border guard with a carton of Marlboros who subsequently allowed them to pass through the border without even showing their i.d. cards or flag orders. This was critically important, since neither Peacock nor Moses had any flag orders. 
 
                 At Checkpoint Bravo, on the outskirts of Berlin, they had also bribed a young soldier, this one French, with a Sony Walkman.
 
                 “Take a right on the KuDamm and turn off that wretched music you’re playin’.” Peacock ordered Moses. Moses did turn right on the most famous of all streets in West Berlin, but he did not turn off the music. 
 
                 “The Ojays are a kick ass group. You just don’t have any appreciation for any music outside of country.”
 
                 “Negatory, you dud. I like the Chairman of the Board.”
 
                 “Who?” Moses stopped at a red light.
 
                 “Frank Sinatra. I listen to Sinatra all the time.”
 
                 “I ain’t ever seen you listen to no Sinatra man. It’s usually that hill-billy crap.” Moses turned up the Ojays as they sang about money.
 
                 “Well, at least they’re singin’ about what we’re gonna be makin’ the next few days.” Peacock added.
 
                 “Damn straight. This is the best idea you ever had.” Moses scanned the crowd of pedestrians shopping at some of the world’s most luxurious stores. He spotted a blond woman wearing a tight sweater. “Check that shit out.” 
 
                 “Just stay focused on the job. You’ll be wadin’ in pussy after this score.” Moses nodded and gunned the truck down the traffic-packed street. Peacock continued. “Keep on truckin’ another mile then turn right on Meinekestrasse. From there you’re gonna turn off into an alley. Capiche?”
 
                 “Yeah, capiche.” 
 
                 “Good, now where in the hell is my thermos of coffee?”
 
                 Zamboni took the U-Bahn until finally arriving in Babelsberg, which was the westernmost subway stop in West Berlin. In Babelsberg, he hailed a cab, which took him across the famous Glienicke Bridge (the site of several spy exchanges) and into Potsdam. Once in Potsdam, East Germany, it was a short drive to the Headquarters of the Force 157. The taxi pulled into a circular gravel driveway and halted in front of a large white villa that had been built a century ago for a Hohenzollern nobleman and his family. Zamboni watched the yellow Mercedes depart. Then, he strolled casually up to the two military policemen guarding the entrance. They saluted him first. Zamboni returned their salute and walked past them.
 
                 “Excuse me sir. You can’t go in there.” One of the MP’s, a strac-looking corporal said.
 
                 “Sure I can, I work here.” Zamboni responded.
 
                 “Your name sir.” The corporal asked while consulting a clipboard.
 
                 “Captain Zamboni.” While the corporal scanned the list, Zamboni bolted past him and into the villa. He slammed the door shut and locked it. Then he ran up a wide, winding staircase until he found his old office. It was empty, sunlit and looked just as he had left it three years before. He sat in his old wooden swivel chair and looked out at the large green lawn and forest behind the villa. He was almost lost in another time, another place, when he heard yelling on the first floor and footsteps on the stairs. Zamboni dodged into a large wall locker and from inside it, watched as four MP’s and a sergeant major stormed into the office. 
 
                 “The son of a bitch isn’t here.” One of the MP’s said loudly.
 
                 “This guy could be Soviet Spetsnaz on a collection mission. You better locate him.” The sergeant major ordered. They departed hastily and ran down the stairs. Zamboni exited the wall locker and then walked down the hallway. He finally bumped head-on into someone; a captain he had served with. 
 
                 “Zamboni, what the hell are you doing here?”
 
                 “Don’t have much time, where’s the chief?”
 
                 “He’s downstairs with the XO, but...” Before Zamboni could hear the ending, he had bolted down the back staircase and into the executive officer’s office. The XO was sitting at his desk talking to a grey-haired full colonel.
 
                 “Can we help you captain?” The colonel asked. Zamboni could hear the MP’s closing in.
 
                 “Where’s Colonel Bishop, where’s the goddamn chief?” Zamboni asked. Both men stood up. 
 
                 “Bishop is long gone. Why do you ask?”
 
                 “I want my old job back. I want my old office...” Just then the MP’s dashed into the room with the sergeant major.
 
                 “There he is. Arrest the son of a bitch!” The sergeant major ordered. The MP’s moved toward Zamboni.
 
                 “Hold it. I give the orders around here.” The colonel barked. “What the hell is going on here captain?”
 
                 “I used to work here, was the ops officer back in ‘86.”
 
                 “Great, you were obviously re-assigned to another post or school. That’s the way the army works captain.”
 
                 “No sir, I was shanghaied.”
 
                 “Wait a minute,” the XO broke into the conversation. He stood up and walked over to Zamboni. “Now, I remember, shit, you’re the dumb ass who dropped the camera out of the plane over East Berlin.” Zamboni shook his head as the others laughed in disbelief. 
 
                 “I heard about that.” The colonel said. “Sorry, we don’t need you around here screwing things up. Get this guy out of here men.” The MP’s walked toward Zamboni. He slugged the closest one in the mouth, elbowed another one in the gut and then kneed the XO in the balls. Zamboni ran to the nearest window and dove out, crashing through a sheet of glass and lacerating his face. He did a commando roll and continued running across the lawn with three MP’s, the colonel, and the sergeant major behind him. He was faster than any of them and soon ditched them in the dense forest behind the mansion. He could hear sirens wailing in the distance as he ran through thick fir trees. 
 
                 Ten minutes later he was at the shoreline of the Havel, a large, meandering series of inter-connected lagoons and lakes. Zamboni heard the sirens getting louder. He glanced in both directions and dove into the cold, dank water. Strangely, it felt refreshing to him. He breast-stroked 150 yards until reaching the other side of the lake. Zamboni emerged from the water and walked toward the Babelsberg town square. He quickly located the U Bahn station and boarded a train toward Spandau.               
 
    
 
                 It gets dark early in Berlin in November. By five the spectacular multi-colored lights of the Kudamm were blazing as Bennett dined with the Chaplain and Reilly at an Argentinian Steak House. Bennett glanced out the window at the throngs of pedestrians who lined the street. The city seemed busier than normal; there was the titillating buzz of a million rumors in the air about the end of Communism in East Germany. Bennett wondered if any of it was really believable. He knew that only a few miles away, East German border guards would still shoot any fellow citizen attempting to breach the Berlin Wall. As he continued to people watch, he saw a U.S. Army deuce and a half truck drive down the street. For a second he thought, but was not certain, that the bumper number identified the vehicle as belonging to the 74th Cavalry Squadron. Bennett finished his Schultheiss Pils, a light local brew and ordered another round for Reilly and Shamus. The Chaplain was the first to introduce the topic, although it had certainly been on their minds.
 
                 “I really need some pussy.” The man of the cloth stated. He then took a beer from the waitresses’ tray. She made small hash marks on each of their coasters and departed.
 
                 “Some poon-tang would be good tonight.” Reilly said, while downing a beer for more inspiration. Bennett wondered if Reilly had ever been south of the border. 
 
                  Bennett smiled and said. “I have a suggestion.” 
 
    
 
                 Since hoisting himself out of the Havel, several hours before, Zamboni had taken what can only be described as a bizarre journey across Berlin. From Babelsberg, he had quickly jumped on the U-6 train to Charlottenburg. Drawing passenger attention because he was dripping wet and also smelling of stagnant lagoon water, he was convinced that an East German Stasi agent named Heini was tailing him. At Charlottenburg, much to the happiness of his fellow subway-goers, Zamboni had disembarked. While waiting at the station for ten minutes, he purchased a pack of French Gauloise cigarettes and a half pint of Bombay gin. He finished the bottle of gin, just as the U-7 train arrived. 
 
                 On the U-7 line, Zamboni drew as much attention as he had on the U-6. The site of an American officer in a pair of ringing wet Class A greens was slightly comical, if not downright strange. Most of the passengers thought it was amusing, until they looked into Zamboni’s drunken, sneering, delusional brown eyes. One look into those eyes sent everyone back to whatever they were doing to occupy their time on the subway. Zamboni held onto the steel pole in the train car and glanced at the subway map above the door. His next stop was Spandau, the tree-lined suburb in Northwest, West Berlin that was most famous for its prison, which had incarcerated various leaders of the Third Reich from 1947 until Hess’ “suicide” in 1987. Somewhere in Zamboni’s mind, he knew that Hess was dead. But, in his present delusional, paranoid, twisted and inebriated state, Hess was alive and the one man who could get him back to his old job at Force 157.
 
                 After exiting the subway in Spandau, it took Zamboni another fifteen minutes of meandering until he located the outer walls to the prison. Zamboni noticed that his cheap 100% Dacron and polyester uniform was beginning to dry out. He also noticed that he reeked of dead seaweed, rotting fish and rancid water. Zamboni peered into the prison compound. The front gates were open and only a solitary British military policeman guarded the front door. Zamboni wondered why the security was so lax. Half of his mind knew the answer, but the sane half wasn’t making decisions for him. The British soldier, a sergeant from the Royal Regiment of Fusiliers greeted him professionally with a salute. Zamboni returned it crisply.
 
                 “May I help you sir? 
 
                 “Absolutely. Captain Zamboni here to see the prisoner Hess.” The sergeant instinctively felt for his Browning 9mm pistol on his right hip. 
 
                 “Rudolf Hess has been dead for two years sir. The prison is closed.”
 
                 “That’s utter nonsense sergeant. Hess is alive. In fact he’s in that cell right up there.” Zamboni said pointing. The sergeant turned his head for a moment. It was a mistake that would cost him a stripe. Zamboni karate-chopped him in the neck, knocking the man out. Zamboni reached into the guard’s pocket and extracted a key to the front door. When he entered the prison, a corporal spotted him. “Sir, can I help you?”
 
                 “It’s alright, Captain Zamboni here to speak with Rudolf Hess. I’ll show myself in.” The corporal walked behind Zamboni and saw his sergeant lying unconscious on the ground. He reached for his pistol and turned, but Zamboni had taken off into the prison. Zamboni raced through the dark passageway yelling, “Hess, Hess where are you? It’s Zamboni. It’s me, Hess, I need your help!”
 
                 The British corporal had smartly gone outside to check on his sergeant after sealing the front door. He called an ambulance and then radioed his headquarters two miles down the road. Across West Berlin, on all Allied military frequencies, “reports of an intruder in Spandau prison” were flashed. Fifteen minutes later a platoon of armed and aggravated Fusiliers arrived at the prison. But, it was too late. Zamboni had found a cellar door in the kitchen. He broke through a bolted door and dashed across the prison’s exercise yard before scaling the outer wall. He landed on the other side with a thud. An elderly German woman walking her Dachshund smiled at him and strolled by. Zamboni hailed a taxi and told the driver to take him to a gun store he knew in Wilmersdorf. 
 
                 In Wilmersdorf, Zamboni bought a Walther PP, the .380 caliber model that is slightly longer than the famous PPK. Tucking his pistol inside his waistband, he lunched at a park Bratwurst stand. While dining, he was convinced that Heini from the Stasi was surveilling him. Zamboni bolted out of the park determined to dodge Heini and his surveillance team. 
 
                 For the rest of the afternoon, Zamboni boarded a myriad of subway trains while criss-crossing West Berlin. He was headed in no general direction. Every time he thought he had eluded Heini, the dastardly East German agent seemed to appear again and again. Something tried to tell Zamboni that Heini was just a delusion, but the other half told him to press on, to move through the cars, to change trains, because if he didn’t Heini would kill him.
 
    
 
                 “I wonder what the Zambone has been up to?” Bennett asked. Indeed he hoped that Zamboni had somehow managed to connive a transfer back to Force 157. But, the army could be medieval in its punishments. It appeared Zamboni was on the fast track to nowhere with the lean green machine.
 
                 “Who cares? The guy’s a dick.” Reilly stated. The Chaplain paid absolutely no attention to their conversation. He was staring at a sign on a basement bar window that read, “Blonde Muschi.” A naked and very natural blond woman was holding a riding crop and a cat. “Blonde Muschi...what’s that?” Shamus asked.
 
                 “The Blonde Pussy.” Bennett said. “It’s either a cathouse or a titty bar. Let’s check it out.” The three negotiated a flight of narrow, dark stairs and entered an even more dimly lit bar. Bennett stared through a morass of twirling, pastel lights into a room that appeared to be much deeper than it was wide. The sound of the Eurthymics’ “Sweet Dreams” permeated the interior of the bar. Bennett noticed several couples dancing in a small area the size of a banquet table. They were all women. In fact, everyone in the bar, except for the bartender was female.
 
                 “We’ve struck gold here gentlemen.” The Chaplain said as he scanned the bar like a hawk.
 
                 “Gold? It’s a lesbian hangout. Let’s go.” Reilly turned around to exit, but Shamus grabbed him.  “I’m going to try and perform a conversion.” 
 
                 “A conversion?” Bennett asked, smiling.
 
                 “Sure, not all of these women are straight rug-munchers. There are a few here that are dual voltage.” 
 
                 “Like who?” Reilly asked. The Chaplain glanced around the bar. His bristle-handle moustache twitched. He instantly reminded Bennett of Harvey the Rabbit. By now, some of the women were eyeing the three men and probably wondering what in the hell they were doing there. 
 
                 “Her, for instance.” Shamus said. 
 
                 “The blonde biker in the leather pants and the tight “Ban the Bomb” t-shirt?” Reilly asked. He shook his head in dismay. “You’ve got to be kidding me. She looks like a first class dike, man.”
 
                 “And, she probably hates Americans too.” Bennett said.
 
                 “She’s kind of cute, reminds me of Seka. I’m moving in for the kill.” Bennett and Reilly watched as the Chaplain approached the blonde. 
 
                 “This ought to be good. He knows no German and he’s basically a total dork.” Bennett said.
 
                 “Since we’re here, I might as well get a Jack and Coke. What do you want Bryce?”
 
                 “Schultheiss Pils...no wait, get me a Berliner Weisse, next one is on yours truly.” 
 
                 For the next fifteen minutes, Bennett and Reilly watched in astonishment as the Chaplain successfully began a conversation with the Seka look-a-like and purchased her a drink. She had even shooed her friends away, so she could be alone with Shamus. Reilly stared at them and downed his Jack and Coke.
 
                 “What do you think, should we give it a try?” 
 
                 “I don’t like the odds.” Bennett said. “He just got lucky, like putting five dollars down on a fifty to one horse and winning.”
 
                 “But, I have to get laid. There could be an opportunity here man.”
 
                 “What if I could give you a 100 percent guarantee you’ll get laid?”
 
                 “I don’t want to catch anything.” 
 
                 “You’re an aviator for Christ’s sake. The U.S. Army aviation community has developed immunity to all sexually transmitted diseases since World War I.”
 
                 “World War I?” Reilly said.
 
                 “You know, the war to end all wars. You’ve got nothing to worry about.” Bennett said. “Plus, I wouldn’t let you do anything, I wouldn’t do myself.”
 
                 “Shit...”
 
                 After leaving the Blonde Muschi, it only took them ten minutes to zigzag through Berlin’s red light district until they reached Stuttgarterplatz Number 19. Number 19, was the home of the Club Europa, one of West Berlin’s top-notch places of ill repute. The girls were all gorgeous and very expensive. Standard thirty-minute fees usually ran about 300 German marks, twice the normal rate in German bordellos. The price was double for an hour and twice that for a threesome. If a client desired further services, such as using the Jacuzzi and sauna or perhaps one of the fantasy suites, the prices could go as high as 20,000 marks for a whole evening’s use. The club catered to wealthy European and Asian businessmen who desired everything their wives wouldn’t give them. As Bennett opened the door to the establishment, he knew that it was really outside of his budget and Reilly’s, but they would be disciplined, as soldiers always are.
 
                 “Remember, the little bottles of champagne will cost you fifty marks.” Bennett said.
 
                 “I’ll drink Jack and Cokes.”
 
                 “She’ll insist on the champagne. Most of these chicks don’t even know what the hell a Jack and Coke is. Order one Peiper Heidseck, then get on with it.”
 
                 “Roger.” Reilly answered, scanning the interior of the club. The first thing he noticed was that it was so much quieter than the lesbian bar. A jukebox in the corner played a cheesy Julio Iglesias tune. There were about a dozen semi-nude and completely nude women reclining on various purple and sapphire blue sofas. Some of the women chatted with well-dressed patrons. Others stared vacantly at the ceiling, their nails or the porno movie playing in the corner. Reilly spotted a gorgeous blond who instantly reminded him of Sharon Stone. He began to walk towards her, but Bennett grabbed him.
 
                 “Sit down. They’ll make the approach.”
 
                 “But...”
 
                 “Dipshit, you’re going to get laid. Let them do the work for God’s sake.” They both sank down into the soft sofa and waited.
 
    
 
                 By early evening, Captain Reginald Zamboni, United States Army, Military Intelligence, was convinced that he had finally shaken-off Heini’s ubiquitous surveillance. After purchasing a couple cans of Sardines with mustard sauce and a large bottle of Stolichnaya, Zamboni found a cozy and rather quiet place along the Wall. He sat down with a groan and gazed at one of the human race’s greatest monuments to insanity. He smiled because he loved it. 
 
   To most people the Wall represented tyranny, oppression and mankind’s inhumanity to man. To Zamboni, it stood for job security. As far back as he could remember Zamboni had wanted to be a cold warrior. After enlisting in 1972, he was assigned to counter-intelligence. He made it to Southeast Asia at the end. While serving with the 524th Military Intelligence Group in Saigon, he was wounded in action. Zamboni left the army to attend college from 1974 to 1978, where he majored in International Studies and Russian. His studies and impeccable grades helped him get branched to military intelligence as a Second Lieutenant. After his commissioning, it was all smooth sailing. He was given top assignments with army intelligence in Europe, culminating with the position at Force 157. In 1986, Zamboni, by then a captain, looked like one of army intelligence’s rising stars; the type of man who could make general, in a branch that had few stars for men to wear. But, it had all died on that fateful day in the Piper Cub over East Berlin. First, there were the diplomatic embarrassments and then the threats of a court-martial and finally, the banishment to the cavalry. Now, to add insult to injury the communists were coming unglued at the seams. If things really got out of hand and the Soviet Union collapsed, would he have to be a civilian? With the end of communism even the CIA would be shit-canning people. It was too much to even contemplate. Zamboni took a swig of Stoli and downed a sardine. He could hear two East German border guards talking in a tower behind the wall. He closed his eyes and prayed they would never leave their posts. He didn’t know that it was the last night they would ever be on duty again.
 
    
 
                 Bennett received a wet kiss from a nude and sultry Spanish brunette as he stood in the doorway of the Club Europa. She told him to come back and shut the back door quietly. Bennett walked past a burly Yugoslavian security guard who gave him something of a half-smile, half-threatening look. He was back out on the street and on his way to Kranzler’s Café on the Kudamm. 
 
                 Earlier, after being greeted by the Spanish brunette and the Sharon Stone double, who turned out to be a 20-year-old Dane named Lara, Reilly and Bennett had parted company. Reilly indicated he might take more time with Lara and had told Bennett to rendezvous with him at Kranzler’s. 
 
                 Two hours and three cappuccinos later, Bennett was wondering what had actually happened to Reilly. Had he gotten scared, left the whorehouse and gone back to the Turkish fleabag? Had he been so anxiety-ridden that he became impotent at the crucial moment? Or, had he survived his first time and then simply celebrated with Mr. Jack Daniels? Bennett was convinced the latter had happened. What he didn’t know was that Reilly was just leaving the Club Europa at that very moment, after spending 2500 marks on Lara. When Reilly’s 500 marks in cash were gone, he had switched to American Express Travelers’ Checks. When they were gone, he had pulled out the Visa and handed it to a smiling Lara, who manipulated the card machine with the expertise of a brain surgeon. 
 
                 Bennett was about to leave Kranzler’s, when he saw Reilly’s smiling face. To Bennett, Reilly looked like a man who had been resurrected from the dead. Reilly took a seat next to Bennett.
 
                 “Well?” Bennett asked.
 
                 “Awesome man, she was smokin’. Boy do I need a Jack and Coke.” Reilly looked for a waitress.
 
                 “Where did you go?”
 
                 “I just got out of there twenty minutes ago.” Bennett shifted in his chair. 
 
                 “Sean...how much money did you spend?” Bennett asked softly.
 
                 “Twenty-five Benjamins.” 
 
                 “Are you insane! I told you the place costs a fortune.”
 
                 “I couldn’t stop once I was alone with her. It was as if twenty-four years of virginity was released in four hours. I was like an animal in there. She asked if I was an ex-con.”
 
                 “Well, you lived up to your call sign.”
 
                 “Cunnilingus Four-Zero is back!” Reilly said. He high-fived Bennett and looked around nervously. “Speaking of that, I need to rinse out my mouth. If the waitress comes, get me a Jack and Coke and pay for it. I’m out of cash.” 
 
                 “Yeah, no shit.” Reilly walked away. As he did, Bennett watched the busy traffic. It was amazing how energized the city was at eleven P.M. The KuDamm was usually a madhouse of shoppers and café-goers, but something special was in the air. You could feel it, cut it with a knife and taste it.
 
                 Once again, Bennett saw the same U.S. Army deuce and half he had seen earlier that evening. This time he stood up and walked towards the street. Bingo! He spotted the bumper number. It was a 74th Cavalry Squadron truck. Peacock and Moses had been serious. They were here and who knew what they had up their sleeves. 
 
    
 
   November 9, 1989
 
   The Day the Cold War Died...
 
    
 
                 The next morning, Bennett awoke to the horrific, agonizing sound of someone screaming. As he listened more intently, he realized that the sound was coming from the bathroom down the hall and that it appeared to be the Chaplain who was in pain. Bennett clambered out of bed and noticed that Zamboni, who had obviously arrived back later that night, was asleep on the floor, or at least on part of it. His feet and legs were inside a boudoir; his upper torso was in a crucifixion pose on the carpet. He snored loudly as Bennett crept past him and down the hallway toward the continual painful moaning.
 
                 When Bennett burst into the bathroom, he saw the Chaplain hunched over a toilet, while attempting to urinate. 
 
                 “Chaplain, what’s wrong?”
 
                 “It’s the Pole.”
 
                 “What Pole? Who?”
 
                 “The Polish broad with the huge tits at the bistro in Bullingen.”
 
                 “What about her?”
 
                 “I think she gave me the clap. I’m pissing razor blades.” The Chaplain attempted to urinate again. As he did so, he screamed. The sound echoed off the stall walls and into Bennett’s ears.
 
                 “I’ve got to see a kraut doctor.”
 
                 “You’re not going to the medics?”
 
                 “Sure, they see chaplains every day with the clap.”
 
                 “I see what you mean.” Bennett said. The Chaplain turned around, and Bennett retreated out of the stall. He watched as the poor man hobbled out of the bathroom and down the hallway. Bennett wondered if this was a first; a U.S. Army chaplain with a case of V.D.
 
                 The Soviet Order of Battle class commenced precisely at 0900 with the arrival of Captain Migg, the instructor. Migg was one of those people who maintained a suntan 365 days a year, although, he was certainly no George Hamilton. He looked more like Auric Goldfinger. His tan was more red than brown. It seemed to clash distastefully with his flaming red hair. All in all, Captain Migg looked like he had been left too long on a rotisserie.
 
                 “Men,” Migg began, “I want you to ignore all of the rumors you’ve heard about the Wall falling and the end of Communism in Eastern Europe. The Russian Bear is prepared to attack into West Germany at any moment. You, as members of the intelligence community, must be vigilant.” This was too much for Bennett. He raised his hand and Migg called on him.
 
                 “Sir, Lieutenant Bennett. I just heard on the radio this morning that the East German government might allow travel to the West. And, you know if that happens, the Wall will collapse.”
 
                 “That’s utter nonsense, pure propaganda. What anti-American station were you listening to?”
 
                 “Armed Forces Network from Berlin sir.”
 
                 “I see...well, it’s disinformation. You, as a trained intelligence officer should have realized that Benson.”
 
                 “It’s Bennett sir.” 
 
   “Whatever, now, let’s get to the first block of instruction, the disposition of Soviet and East German forces in East Germany. These are the people we’ll be fighting someday, so pay close attention, you especially Barrett.
 
   “It’s Bennett... sir.” Migg flicked a switch and the room was enveloped in blackness. He then turned on an old slide projector. “As you can see the first slide details the organization of an East German Army bakery company.” 
 
                 Bennett shook his head and turned to Zamboni who was parked in a desk next to him. Zamboni was in a highly starched pair of camouflaged fatigues and writing furiously in a 500-page spiral notebook. He had the appearance of a mad stenographer. Bennett turned to him.
 
                 “Hey, the Wall’s coming down tonight, no need to take notes; it’s all over.” Zamboni simply ignored him. Bennett rocked back in his chair and looked out the window. Time to people watch. He spotted a redhead in high heels...
 
    
 
                 At 6:57 P.M., on November 9, 1989, Bennett’s forecast came to pass. Guenther Schabowski, a member of the East German Parliament announced to the world that the citizens of East Germany and East Berlin were immediately allowed to travel freely to West Berlin and West Germany. The day of liberation had peacefully and finally arrived. Within minutes, East Berliners were pouring through the various border checkpoints across Berlin. A mood that was part carnival, part disbelief swept over the town like a wave of exuberance. It was one of the greatest moments in the history of the 20th Century and Bennett was an eyewitness. 
 
                 Bennett, Zamboni, Reilly and the Chaplain were at the Bernholderstrasse Crossing, watching jam-packed East German Trabis and Ladas pass unhindered into West Berlin. Adversaries for forty years, East and West border guards shared schnaaps together, shook hands and acted as if nothing had ever happened. Pedestrians marched through the checkpoint waving German flags, carrying beer steins and singing. The mood was simply electrifying. 
 
                 “This is the saddest day of my life.” Zamboni said. “My life is ruined...ruined.” Bennett noticed that crowds of East Berliners with assistance from their western brethren were beginning to hack at the Wall with pick-axes. People were climbing on the Wall, sitting on it and drinking champagne. In the distance, fireworks exploded. Zamboni spotted a lone East German sentry drinking a beer. He had just handed his AK-47 to a 12-year-old boy. Zamboni walked over to the border guard.
 
                 “Get back up in your tower and do your job man.” Zamboni screamed. The East German spoke no English and just patted Zamboni on the back, while handing him his beer. Zamboni walked away and saw an East German soldier disrobing in the street. He was passing out pieces of his uniform to a cheering crowd. Zamboni broke through the scene and picked-up the man’s shirt. “Put your clothes back on soldier and report to your place of duty.” 
 
                 Bennett observed Zamboni, shook his head in disbelief and walked away. He saw the Chaplain walking arm in arm with two women. Reilly was off to the side, sipping a beer with a German family. It was going to be one hell of a night.
 
                 An hour later, Bennett walked down the main boulevard of the KuDamm, which was no longer accessible to motor traffic. The street was packed with East Germans who walked around in some type of euphoric daze. West Berliners could easily spot them in their drab clothing and when they did, they gave them money, beer, food, a handshake, a smile. Bennett had never witnessed anything like it in his life. He knew that this was something he would remember forever. His brain recorded every scene, every scent, and every sound. A young girl ran up to him and handed him a bouquet of flowers. Across the street, an apartment tenant was blaring Beethoven’s 9th Symphony. Fireworks exploded across the city. To his left a crowd sang the German national anthem. 
 
                 Bennett continued to walk down the boulevard, while talking to anyone he saw. It was that type of event. Complete strangers were now lifelong friends. The impossible had become reality. As he neared the ruins of the Kaiser Wilhelm Church, he saw red and white Christmas lights flashing on a billboard that advertised “Cav dogs, Cokes, Donuts, Beer, Cigarettes and More.” He saw it, but couldn’t believe his eyes. Peacock and Moses sat behind two large banquet tables hawking everything from Walkmans to potato chips. Behind them was a huge gas barbecue where two Berlin police officers cooked hot dogs, hamburgers and bratwurst. Next to the barbecue was a pyramid of beer kegs. Peacock saw Bennett and grinned.
 
                 “What a night sir, what a night. How about a cav dog with the works and a brewski...on the house of course?”
 
                 “Sure.” Bennett watched as Peacock barked orders to the German police. “Business looks good.”
 
                 “Shit, sir, Moses and I ain’t ever cleaned up like tonight. Hell, we’re fixin’ to make 20,000 marks!”
 
                 Except for Erich Honecker and a few dozen members of the East German government, Captain Reginald Zamboni was certainly one of the unhappiest people in Berlin that night. He had decided upon a plan to jolt the East Germans back to harsh reality. At the Heinestrasse checkpoint he slipped quietly into East Berlin and walked parallel to the Wall. When he was fifty yards away, he fired three shots into the air with his Walther PP. With fireworks, music and singing to muffle the sound, the only thing Zamboni did was to awaken an elderly woman who opened her window and called to him as a drunken asshole. Zamboni was not dissuaded though. For the next two hours, he roamed the Wall, firing shots into the air from both sides. The results were the same. Not a soul paid him any attention. Disgusted, Zamboni sat down against the Wall and put the gun to his head. He pulled the trigger, but only heard a click. He was out of ammunition. He threw the weapon into the dirt and swore.
 
                 When Reilly failed to meet Bennett at the Café Paradies, Bennett was worried. He knew that Reilly was going back to the Club Europa with a thousand dollars Bennett had lent him. He was worried though about his friend. Had he created a sexual monster? 
 
                 At midnight, Bennett decided he would pay a visit to the Club Europa and see what had become of Reilly. When he arrived there, Reilly was standing naked at the bar arguing with three naked blond women, the Yugoslavian bouncer, the bartender and a bullet-headed kraut in a double-breasted, mustard-colored sports coat. 
 
                 “Sean, what the hell is going on here?” Bennett asked. Reilly turned around.
 
                 “Man, I’m in big trouble. I ran up some credit with Lara and her Danish friends.” Bennett eyed them. They were gorgeous natural blondes. At least Reilly had good taste. 
 
                 “Fine, what do you owe them.” Bennett pulled out his wallet. 
 
                 “Twenty-thousand marks.” The Nazi son-of-a-bitch in the mustard sports coat said.
 
                 “Twenty-thousand marks. What have you been doing here all night?” Bennett asked.
 
                 “Lara, Inge, Marika and I used the hospital and schoolroom fantasy suites.” 
 
                 “I don’t have 20,000 marks on me. And, my Visa is maxed out. You’re in deep kimshee.”
 
                 “You got me into this Bennett. These guys are serious. They want their money.”
 
                 “Wait... I have an idea. I’ll be back.” Bennett exited before Reilly could say anything. 
 
                 Bennett raced back across Berlin as fast as he could, dodging the pedestrian hordes. When he finally located Peacock and Moses they were packing up the deuce and a half. 
 
                 “Sergeant Peacock.” Bennett said, gasping for air. Peacock threw a case of Pabst in the truck and looked at Bennett.
 
                 “I need you and Moses to help me out.”
 
                 “Anything sir, what is it? You need a lift?” Peacock asked.
 
                 “It’s not me. It’s Chief Reilly.”
 
                 “What he do now?”
 
                 “He owes a whorehouse 20,000 marks.”Peacock grabbed another case of beer and threw it to Moses.
 
                 “Well, he better get on a payment plan.”
 
                 “These guys don’t take payment plans sarge. They’ll dump him in the canal if he doesn’t cough up the cash.”
 
                 “We did make 21 g’s tonight.” Moses said. Peacock gave him a dirty look.
 
                 “I am not bailing out that enlisted man with an officers’ club card!”
 
                 “He told me to tell you he’ll fly you guys anywhere you want in the country.” Bennett said, lying.
 
                 “That could be useful. Reforger is coming up.” Moses indicated.
 
                 “Most importantly, you can’t let down a fellow cav trooper, right? You gotta keep the faith.” There was an uncomfortable moment of silence between them. Then Peacock threw his arms up in the air, like a frustrated football referee.
 
                 “That son...of...a...bitch! Alright!” Peacock said. “Moses get behind the wheel. Lootenant, jump in the back.”
 
                  Peacock grudgingly handed the owner of the Club Europa the 20,000 marks Reilly owed. On the ride back, Reilly was instructed by Peacock that he would give him 1000 marks a month, plus interest and also fly Peacock and Moses anywhere they wanted in the Huey, anytime, any place. Reilly could only agree. Peacock also told Reilly that he was a blintganger.
 
                 Riding in the back of the truck, Reilly asked Bennett what a blintganger was.
 
                 “Don’t worry about it.” Reilly pulled a flask from his back pocket and offered it to Bennett. “Jack and Coke?” 
 
                 “Why not?” Bennett took a large swig. The warm bourbon felt good in the cool night.
 
                 Bennett found Zamboni by the Brandenburg Gate, propped up against a tree along the Strasse des 17 Juli. Zamboni was sober, but crying like a schoolgirl. Bennett knelt down and shook him gently.
 
                 “You okay sir?” 
 
                 “It’ll never be the same again, never. What are we supposed to do now?”
 
                 “Celebrate.” Bennett said. “Like everyone else.”
 
                 “Don’t you get it? We’ll be disarming, winding down, cutting troop strengths. There’ll be early outs, early retirements. They won’t need us anymore bud. We’re finished. We’ll be working for IBM.” Bennett sat down against the other side of the tree and opened a bottle of beer he had in his jacket. He took a swig and gave it to Zamboni.
 
   “Don’t worry, do you really think mankind can remain at peace for very long. Plus, the military-industrial complex will need a new enemy to boost profits.”
 
   “Like who?” 
 
   “I don’t know, pick a country in the Middle East.” Bennett snapped his fingers. “How about terrorists? They’re an even a better enemy than the Sovs because they’re infinite in number and the bastards operate in practically every country. You could fight that war for decades before anyone ever caught on that it was a complete sham.”
 
   “You mean, we’ve still got a chance of keeping our jobs?”
 
   “Fuck yeah. This peace thing will blow over like the wind.”
 
   “I hope so.” Zamboni said. He took another swig of the beer and watched as thousands of Germans climbed over, stood on, sat upon and chiseled at the Wall.
 
   The Berlin Wall had stood for 10,315 days. People like Zamboni, who had risked his life so that others could live in freedom, finally brought it down. Back in the United States, the fall of the Berlin Wall was a one-day event, broadcast during the dinner hour and forgotten by the next morning’s breakfast. Most Americans never knew or cared about people like Captain Reginald Zamboni or about places like Checkpoint Charlie or about units like the United States Military Liaison Mission. Only the East Germans, who had suffered so much at the hands of the Communists understood. 
 
   As Bennett and Zamboni sat under the large Linden tree, lost in their own thoughts, observing the spontaneity, a man approached them with his wife and family. Bennett saw them and knew they were Ossis (East Germans). The man and his family stopped a foot away from them. 
 
   “Excuse me,” the man began. “We heard you speaking English and wanted to thank you for what you did for us.” The man extended his hand to Bennett who shook it. Then the man reached toward Zamboni who seemed to be looking through him. 
 
   “Dankeschoen, thank you.” The East German said, with his hand still extended to Zamboni. Zamboni finally took it. The man’s wife and children stepped forward and patted Zamboni on the back. Zamboni smiled. For a brief, shining moment, he was redeemed. 
 
   

 
   Chapter 3 – INTSUM Number 4
 
    
 
    
 
   Field Headquarters
 
   74th Cavalry Squadron
 
   Eichstätt, West Germany
 
   January 21, 1990
 
    
 
                 The 74th Cavalry Squadron and another 100,000 soldiers had already been in the field, participating in REFORGER (Return of Forces to Germany) Exercise ’90 for eight misery-filled days. Mother nature played no favorites: American, British, German, Belgian and French soldiers were enduring temperatures that had already dipped to -20 Fahrenheit and -45 with the wind chill factor added. On two days, when the weather had warmed to near zero, it had snowed ferociously. Blizzard conditions became the norm. Old troopers who had soldiered for years in Germany said it was the worst weather they had ever seen in the country. German retirees, who had fought in the snow-packed wheat fields of Mother Russia told the young troopers that the temperatures were getting very close to that dismal, bleak, nightmarish winter of 1941.
 
                 The field headquarters or TOC for the 74th Cavalry Squadron was currently situated in a small barn, some two miles north of the quaint and hilly Bavarian town of Eichstaett. It was the twelfth different location the field headquarters had been established at during a fifteen-hour period. The 74th Cavalry Squadron was on the run from the omniscient, highly mobile, extraordinarily well-trained sons of bitches in the 15th Mountain Division. The bastards were everywhere; inserting by Blackhawk and Huey helicopter, hiding in camouflaged spider holes, stashing themselves in barns across the countryside. Every time the cavalry stopped, the boys in white gore-tex from the 15th Mountain were there to greet them. It was becoming an embarrassment to the Crazy Eight Armored Division and to the entire Sixth Corps. Rumor had it that Reno and the madman who commanded the whole corps, Blitzkrieg, were going to drop by and kick some butt. 
 
                 As in all army units whenever anything operationally goes wrong, there is always the favorite and instant scapegoat, military intelligence. And, right in the middle of Reno and Blitzkrieg’ crosshairs were Zamboni and Bennett. 
 
                 Bennett was inside the barn, sitting in the S-2 armored personnel carrier, where the temperature was a balmy five below zero. He sat on a metal card table chair, listening to a bunch of nonsensical radio traffic on the division intelligence net. As he did, he attempted to eat a blueberry pie B ration, but was quite unsuccessful. His teeth were chattering so rapidly that he could barely slip the pie between his teeth. In disgust he threw it to the side on a shelf next to a piece of German bread that had already petrified. 
 
                 Bennett tried to focus on anything but the simple fact that he was freezing his fucking ass off and had been for the last week. There had been some scuttlebutt that the exercise would be cancelled, but it had emanated from the rear echelon idiots at corps, who didn’t understand the mentality of combat commanders. To a combat commander, the sub-zero, artic environment was “good training.” The only way Reforger would actually be postponed was if a natural disaster took place. No, on second thought, the army would use the disaster as an excuse to continue the training. There was simply no way out. 
 
                 Bennett reached down to the floor and grabbed his canteen cup of coffee that was supposed to be steaming. The cup was ice cold which meant that the goddamn heater in the track had shut-off again. That might mean that the engine was going out for the umpteenth time. Their APC was built in the 1960’s and had been chugging up and down German roads ever since then. It was a piece of junk held together by old rivets and ball bearings. Theoretically, the track even had the ability to snorkel during a river crossing. Bennett had decided long ago, that if the possibility of snorkeling in HQ-22 ever happened he would abandon ship.
 
                 Bennett tried to concentrate on his job at hand, trying to get some type of grasp on what in the hell, the so-called “enemy”, the 15th Mountain Division was going to do next. He had listened to a few scattered reports, but there was really nothing of significance. In actuality, everyone was too frozen to care. To Bennett, only the brass gave a damn, because their pensions and six figure, post-retirement, defense contractor jobs were at stake. To Joe Private, it was just another miserable night in Bavaria.
 
                 The temperature inside the track seemed to be worsening. Bennett rose and stumbled out into the center of the TOC. Several soldiers were trying to re-ignite a propane heater that had extinguished itself. A couple other troopers who had just finished guard duty were stamping around, trying unsuccessfully to warm-up. Bennett had been suffering from a really nasty case of the trots for the last few hours. He had already visited the latrine about five times. The latrine was theoretically any tree you could locate behind the TOC. He was about to retreat back to the track, when his stomach signaled to him that it was time for another trip to the woods. He opened the barn door and was instantly pelted by a terrible bolt of artic air that seemed to attach itself to his face and ears. His eyes adjusted to the darkness, but in the moonlight he spotted Zamboni chewing out a guard about ten feet away. 
 
                 The first thing Bennett noticed was that Zamboni was only wearing a set of Hawaiian bathing trunks, a tank top and a pair of flip-flops. Bennett wasn’t sure, but he thought he saw suntan lotion on the man’s nose. After his insane romp through Berlin, Zamboni had basically behaved normally since the fall of the Wall two months before. But, during the last 48 hours of Reforger, the man had been acting like a complete lunatic.
 
                 On a road march to a new TOC site, the day before, Zamboni decided to hook up a towrope and ski behind the S-2 armored personnel carrier. Earlier that day, Zamboni bombarded the corps commander’s Hummvee with snowballs as it passed slowly through a Bavarian village. When General Blitzkrieg dismounted angrily from the vehicle, he was met by a snowball from Zamboni that struck him directly in the face. Blitzkrieg’ aide de camp chased after Zamboni, but Zamboni managed to blend into the snowscape and disappear.               
 
                 Bennett reached the woods just in the nick of time. He dropped his pants and waited for the sub-zero air to nip at his buttocks like angry bees. As he remained in the woods, he heard a noise to his immediate left. It was the sound of someone moving through the trees. Suddenly, Bennett was staring into the face of a full-grown wolf. Bennett had his weapon, but no ammunition. Ammo was only issued during wartime. The wolf began to growl at him. Bennett thought quickly and extracted a half crumbling John Wayne chocolate bar from his pocket. He threw it behind the wolf, which turned around and started to sniff for it. Bennett used the opportunity to take off like a bat out of hell. Just before he reached the TOC, he heard more movement in the woods. Was the damn wolf after him? Then he saw a figure in a black watch cap. The man looked directly at him and smiled. He pointed his M-16 at Bennett.
 
                 “You’re dead.” 
 
                 “Goddamnit, not again.” Bennett said. He took off for the TOC as the 15th Mountain trooper stared at him.
 
                 Bennett quickly located Lieutenant-Colonel Quincy Lorraine inside his roving Taj Mahal on wheels. In actuality, it was an olive drab colored trailer that had been converted into Lorraine’s private quarters. Bennett walked up the short flight of folding stairs and opened the door. Inside the trailer, Lorraine was relaxing in a lazy boy chair and sipping a bottle of peach schnapps he had confiscated from Bennett the day before. An electric fireplace glowed in the corner and Bennett instantly noticed that it provided the trailer with more than enough warmth. The floor of the trailer was covered with another of Lorraine’s prize Persian rugs. There was a small bed in another corner with an air mattress and a down feather comforter on top of it. On a table there were the remains of a five-course meal. Bennett had been in the Hotel Lorraine, as the men referred to it, several times. Each time it irritated him more than the rest of the unit was suffering horribly while this perfumed prince was as snug as a bug. Another thing that irritated Bennett was the fact that Lorraine was often out of uniform and wearing civilian ski jackets or civilian sweaters with his fatigue pants. He looked like some type of urban candy ass that had decided to spend a few days with an Outward Bound club. Bennett was certainly no stickler for obeying army regulations. In fact, Bennett went out of his way to break every army regulation in the books. That was one of his goals while on active duty. But, the simple fact that Lorraine was dressed in an LL Bean parka, while the men were wearing thin field jackets made Bennett want to vomit.
 
                 Lorraine saw Bennett enter. He poured himself another schnapps to piss him off.
 
                 “Glad you’re enjoying my schnapps sir.”
 
                 “Wonderful beverage; too bad you’ll never have any.”
 
                 “If I recall, drinking isn’t allowed while on duty.” Bennett said.
 
                 “And, if I recall, I’m the commander of this squadron and can do whatever the hell I please.”
 
                 “Well, you better chug it, because the 15th Mountain is back in town.”
 
                 “What are you saying? Lorraine stood up and walked over to Bennett. He had the drink in his right hand. Bennett thought he resembled an ad for a ski resort. 
 
                 “What do you think I’m saying sir? We need to get the heck out of Dodge before we get killed again.”
 
                 “I need to think about this decision, maybe even have the S-3 work up an event matrix.” Lorraine said.
 
                 “You do that sir. In the meantime, that will make the tenth time we’ve been killed during the exercise. It wouldn’t look too good on your efficiency report.”
 
                 Lorraine put the drink down on the table. He looked at a map of the exercise area. “You’re right Bennett. Tell Peacock and Moses to report to me ASAP.”
 
                 The next twenty minutes were a state of near anarchy as the TOC packed-up and rolled out to another destination: either another patch of woods, a barn, a farmer’s courtyard, or the other half million places it had been during the last eight days.
 
                 As Bennett rode in the S-2 Cut-Vee, a military version of the old Ford Blazer, his mind vacillated between unconsciousness and consciousness. Bennett was experiencing mild sensory deprivation as a result of having only two hours of sleep a night since the exercise kicked-off. Zamboni was usually nowhere to be found, which required Bennett to literally work the day and night shifts. 
 
                 The heat in the Cut-Vee caused him to drift off to sleep and when he awakened, the TOC was pulling into the back yard of some Bavarian pig farmer’s land. Bennett opened the door and fell out into the snow. He tasted a bit of it and got to his feet, shaking off the precipitation. He watched as the S-2 track entered the yard. Zamboni had insisted on riding as the track commander. Bennett noticed that he still wore the Hawaiian shirt. Bennett wondered if Zamboni was really losing his mind, or just attempting one of the oldest tricks in the book, a Section 8, psycho discharge. Strangely, except on rare occasions, no one, not even Lorraine gave a rat’s ass about Zamboni. It was almost as if they had written him off as mentally expended. Sooner or later, Bennett calculated, Zamboni was going to go so far over the edge that someone would take notice.
 
                 Bennett observed Peacock and Moses dragging the 300-cup coffee maker back into the TOC. That was Peacock’s pride and joy after The Last Alert. Everyone appeared to be on automatic pilot. Men resembled frozen zombies as they went about their duties in virtual silence. The only sounds made were vehicles moving in the snow and the 25-mile an hour wind that whipped angrily in the night. Bennett’s stomach gurgled; a bad sign and he stumbled toward the farmhouse. A rotund Bavarian pig farmer who showed Bennett to the bathroom greeted him. Real facilities were hard to come by and Bennett remained on the warm toilet seat for ten minutes while a newly slaughtered pig hung over the shower next to the toilet. When Bennett emerged from the restroom, the farmer handed him a cup of coffee and introduced Bennett to his twenty-year-old daughter who was rather ugly. As he exited the farmhouse, Zamboni greeted him.
 
                 “What’s the deal? Why are you dressed like Magnum P.I.?” Bennett asked.
 
                 “Temperature is a state of mind lieutenant.”
 
   “Bullshit, you’re bucking for a Section 8.”
 
   “You go get some sleep, I’ll take over in the TOC.”
 
                 Bennett was surprised that Zamboni was actually going to do some work for once. He spotted a decrepit barn about fifty yards away and walked to it. He entered the structure and plopped down on a pile of hay. Then he covered himself with it and fell fast asleep. 
 
                 The farmer awakened him in the middle of the night. He told Bennett that the roof was in danger of collapsing. Bennett exited the barn and climbed on top of the S-2 track. He had no idea if Zamboni was inside there and he didn’t really care. Bennett found his sleeping bag and crawled inside. 
 
                 Several hours had passed when Bennett opened his eyes and realized he was entombed in a white shroud. He fought off a momentary reaction of sheer panic. During the early morning hours, six inches of new snow had fallen. Bennett was buried in the precipitation. He punched his way through the snow and rose to his feet slowly. For the next two minutes he proceeded to shake the snow off of his U.S. Army issue, olive drab, extreme cold weather sleeping bag. 
 
                 He slithered down from the top of the track and landed softly on the white ground. When he glanced around in all directions he noticed that the only sound he heard was a gentle whining from Peacock’s generator. An icy glaze, the Germans call raureif, covered the trees. It was a placid scene. For a moment, Bennett forgot that he was on a NATO exercise and not just a gentle traveler in the Bavarian countryside. He scanned the wood line for any movement that would indicate the assholes from the 15th Mountain had returned. Fortunately, for the cav, they had not. Bennett looked at his Rolex. It told him that the time was 6:18 A.M. Central European Time. He needed a cup of coffee and walked into the TOC which consisted of four armored personnel carriers connected by a tent extension that Bennett guessed had seen better days in the Civil War. 
 
                 Inside the TOC, Peacock and Moses were directing a crew of ten “Swingin’ Richards” who had turned the normally Spartan squadron field headquarters into what looked like the old set of the Gong Show. Somewhere, Peacock and Moses had gotten a hold of red and white cavalry colored indoor/outdoor carpeting. It was presently being secured by four exhausted cav troopers. In front of the operations and intelligence map boards were two Lazy Boy chairs, one red, and the other white. There were also two brand new propane heaters that Bennett guessed were missing from a hardware store in the local area. In the corner was the water heater size coffee pot Peacock and Moses had liberated from the National People’s Army of East Germany. A table stood next to the coffee maker where a cook was warming up a gas grill. 
 
                 “Who’s coming here, the President?” Bennett asked.
 
                 “Generals Reno and Blitzkrieg.” Peacock answered. He looked at his Timex with the twistable gold band. They’re fixin’ to arrive any moment. 
 
                 “What’s the gas grill for?” 
 
                 “We’ve got omelets today sir.”
 
                 “Great, when can we eat?”
 
                 “The omelets are for the brass. I got orders to shut it down as soon as they leave.”
 
                 “Whose orders?” Bennett asked.
 
                 “From Lorraine sir.”
 
                 “So, the brass gets a hot breakfast and we’re eating cold rations.”
 
                 “That’s about the jist of it.” Peacock said. 
 
   
  
 

              Bennett saw Second Lieutenant Dwight David Burger enter the TOC. Burger had finally recovered from his terrible accident in the Bradley with Hardass Ferguson. As a result of the wreck, Burger had been demoted to squadron liaison officer and Ferguson was sent to run the S-1 (administrative section.) Bennett wondered what idiot had assigned a dense, dyslexic dipshit like Ferguson to be the senior non-commissioned officer of a section primarily responsible for generating paperwork. 
 
                 Burger was carrying a map board and a box of Pop Tarts. He walked past Bennett and plopped down in one of the Lazy Boys next to a propane heater. He rubbed his hands together and then opened the box of Pop Tarts with his teeth. The flap to the TOC opened again and a burst of freezing air danced angrily through the area. The Chaplain entered, wearing a U.S. Army issue fur cap that Bennett thought went out of style in the Korean War. The Chaplain’s bristle-handle moustache was saturated with ice and the birth control glasses were covered with steam. He wiped his glasses, saw Bennett and walked over to him.
 
                 “Hey guy, enjoying yourself out here?”
 
                 “I live for this kind of shit Chaplain.” Bennett said. “Where have you been lately?”
 
                 “Remember Seka from the lesbian bar in Berlin?”
 
                 “Sure.”
 
                 “Well, she came down here to visit me.”
 
                 “You’re shitting me?” 
 
                 “Nope and she has a younger sister.”
 
                 “How young?”
 
                 “Nineteen, and she looks like the blond from Abba.” The chaplain let it sink into Bennett’s frozen cerebral cortex. “I’ve been having a non-stop threesomes with them since they got here four days ago. They’re both a couple of nymphos.”
 
                 “Where have you been doing this?”
 
                 “In a few barns, my vehicle, a gasthaus.” 
 
                 “You’re a class act.” Bennett said. He watched as Lorraine walked into the TOC wearing his Michelin tire man down jacket. 
 
                 “Gentlemen, atten...tion.” Lorraine quirped. Bennett thought Lorraine had the command presence of a sixth grade girl. No, actually, a sixth grade girl would have more. As people were slowly attempting to come to the position of attention, Reno and Blitzkrieg, along with their entourages, strode into the TOC looking like Christ coming to clean the temple.
 
                 Blitzkrieg stood with his hands on his hips, an unlit cigar in his mouth, wearing one of the new Gore-Tex parkas that Bennett noticed only officers over the rank of colonel possessed. Bennett had seen Blitzkrieg in action a few times before. He was a completely ruthless maniac who would sacrifice his corps to make another star. With his hawk nose and Tartar eyes, Blitzkrieg looked as if he was the captain of a British ship-of-war in the Napoleonic era. 
 
                 “Good shit, I like the cav carpeting and the Lazy Boys. Was that your idea Reno?” Blitzkrieg said. Reno looked at him and smiled.
 
                 “Absolutely sir. In fact, I supervised the whole set-up in here.” Reno lied. 
 
                 “Well, I like it. It’s, it’s powerful...like a gas turbine engine or a 155 howitzer. Put yourself down for a Silver Star.”
 
                 “Yes sir.” Reno said. Blitzkrieg walked toward the gigantic coffee maker and examined it. He turned to Reno and Lorraine.
 
                 “Where’d you get this?”
 
                 “It’s from East Germany, general.” Lorraine said.
 
                 “Well, I want it. I’m loading it up right now. My wife can use this for her bridge clubs. Get it out of here Rainman.”
 
                 “That’s Lorraine sir...yes sir. Sergeants Peacock and Moses carry the coffee maker out to the general’s vehicle. Peacock nodded to Moses. They unplugged the coffee maker and carried it out of the TOC. They hid it in the chaplain’s armored vehicle, because no one, not even the chaplain had ever been inside it. Finally, they loaded two sandbags in the back of Blitzkrieg Hummer and covered it with a tarp. 
 
                 “No one’s ever gettin’ this coffee maker, Moses, never! It’s my pride and joy.” Peacock said. 
 
                 Back inside the TOC, Blitzkrieg was searching for Zamboni. “I need an intell dump. Where the hell is the deuce?” Bennett was about to approach the map board when Zamboni appeared out of nowhere in his Magnum P.I. attire. He was carrying a surfboard. Bennett just shook his head and started laughing. Reno was the next to see him.
 
   “Captain Zamboni, get over here and give the corps commander a dump.”
 
   “Wait a minute.” Blitzkrieg rose out of the Lazy Boy, pointing at Zamboni. “You were the one who threw the snowball at me yesterday weren’t you, you insubordinate son of a bitch.”
 
   “Snowball?” Reno asked, glaring at Zamboni.
 
                 “I’m going to have you court-martialled Captain.”
 
                 “Excuse me general. Captain Zamboni didn’t throw that snowball at you yesterday.” Bennett interjected.
 
                 “Who in the hell are you?” Blitzkrieg said. 
 
                 “Bennett sir, assistant intelligence officer and citizen of the world. Captain Zamboni was with me all day yesterday in the TOC.” 
 
                 Blitzkrieg waved his hand like he was swatting flies. “You’re lucky Zamboni, but I’m watching you.” He turned to Reno. “I’m tired of getting reports Reno that your cav squadron is getting the crap kicked out of them from the 15th Mountain. You’re making me look bad. And, I need that fourth star. I lose it and you’ll be flipping burgers for a living.
 
                 “Yes sir.” Reno said. For once, Reno was getting his ass ripped wide open. Bennett was savoring the moment. Blitzkrieg looked at his watch. “Forget the intell dump. What I really need is a good weather prayer from the Chaplain. We need the weather to clear if we’re going to kick some butt out here. It worked for Patton during the Bulge. I want warm weather and sunny skies. Where’s the goddamn Chaplain?” Shamus walked meekly over to Blitzkrieg. 
 
                 “Here sir.” Shamus said.
 
                 “Well, it’s about time. Now, I want a weather prayer from you within two hours, got it?”
 
                 “Sir, that’s impossible. I’ve got a date today. Maybe I can squeeze you in next week.” 
 
                 “You’ve got two hours chaplain; two hours to write the prayer and begin clearing up the weather.” Blitzkrieg ordered.
 
                 “You should give him a pass general. One of the sisters looks like Seka, the other one looks like the blond from Abba.” Bennett said. 
 
   “Seka...really?” Blitzkrieg replied. He gave Shamus a dirty look and stormed out of the TOC with his entourage behind him. Reno watched as Blitzkrieg left the TOC under another of Lorraine’s weak, “atten...tions.” He turned his head and looked at everyone in the TOC angrily.
 
    “Listen up! You men are gonna start actin’ like hard dick cav troopers out here and start doin’ your jobs.” The TOC was silent as the ass chewing continued. “Never in my life have I seen such a piss poor performance from a crack combat unit.” Reno was about to continue, but was interrupted by Moses who brought him an omelet. 
 
                 “Whoo, that looks good sergeant. What kind is it?”
 
                 “A Custer omelet sir.” Moses said. Reno scooped it up and devoured it. He talked in between chews.
 
                 “Quince where the hell are you?” 
 
                 “Here sir.” Lorraine jumped out of the back of an armored personnel carrier he was hiding inside. He sauntered over to Reno’s side.
 
                 “I want a counter-recon plan Quince; a plan that will castrate the 15th Mountain once and for all.”
 
                 “Yes sir, castrate. Got it.” 
 
                 “Get some eyes on the battlefield; day and night patrols, make sense?
 
                 “Yes sir.”
 
                 “One more thing, I don’t want to get any reports that it’s too cold outside for the troops. I don’t care if we have 100 percent casualties; I want to win this goddamn exercise.”
 
                 “Yes sir.” Lorraine meowed.
 
                 “Oh...” Reno wiped the egg off with a red and white cloth napkin Peacock handed to him. “Where’s the liaison officer?”
 
                 “Present, general.” Burger said. He waddled over to Reno and came to attention. Reno scrutinized him. 
 
                 “Hell, you’re the fat slug that rolled the Bradley during The Last Alert aren’t you?”
 
                 “Ah...yes...sir.”
 
                 “Jesus, Quince what’n the heck are you feeding these boys? Burger here looks like 250 pounds of chewed licorice. Reno called for his aide, who handed him a document with a top-secret cover sheet. 
 
                 “Lieutenant Burger, this is a top secret intelligence summary, INTSUM Number Four. I forgot to give it to General Blitzkrieg just now. I want you to bring it to him at corps headquarters. Understood?” Reno placed the document in Burger’s fat bear claw of a hand.
 
                 “Yes sir, deliver it immediately to General Blitzkrieg.”
 
                 “Don’t screw this up son or you’ll be dismantling mines in Cambodia.” 
 
    
 
                 Thirty minutes later, Reno had departed and Bennett was seated inside the track with the Chaplain who was having a tough time composing his weather prayer for Blitzkrieg.
 
                 “You’ve got to help me Bennett. I don’t know the first thing about prayers.” The chaplain indicated.
 
                 “I’d like to, but Lorraine wants me to recon some new TOC sites if we have to move again. Since no one else speaks German...”
 
                 Shamus looked absolutely distraught. “You can’t go man. What’ll I write?” Bennett turned to him and smiled. “Ask God, chaplain, ask God.”
 
                 “I can’t, I’m an atheist.”
 
                 “I thought you were non-denominational.”
 
                 “What’s the difference?”
 
                 Bennett shook his head. It was hopeless. Shamus had two hours and was on his own. Bennett couldn’t wait to see the results. Shamus sat down in the armored personnel carrier and began to write...
 
    
 
   Dear Big G,
 
   Not really sure how to begin this. I don’t even know if you even exist. I pretty much go with a theory I heard from my night manager at Arby’s that aliens genetically engineered the human race and that organized religion is a total sham. Nevertheless, General Blitzkrieg wants the weather to clear, so if you’re really up there, give me a break. I know I’ve committed some pretty bad sins in the past like that time I stole the Buick Electra from the used car lot I worked at. Or, the time I forged applications when I sold mobile homes; not to mention the affairs I had with my best friend’s wife and mother last July. I also apologize for not knowing much about you, Big G. To tell you the truth, I only took this job because I was laid off from the fast food industry and the waterbed salesman gig I was promised went south.  
 
   Your buddy,
 
   Chaplain Larry Shamus
 
    
 
                 When Shamus was finished an hour later, he examined it proudly, folded it, and then placed it inside a shotgun envelope with the inscription on the front, “For General Blitzkrieg – Eyes Only.” He located his driver and told him to drive like hell to the corps HQ because Seka and Agnetha were waiting for him in the village down the road. 
 
                 Bennett had driven slowly since leaving the TOC in the S-2 Cut-Vee. The new snow had not been plowed and the roads were treacherous. He had almost spun off the narrow, winding roads two times. When Bennett had gone about ten miles, past the main town of Nordlingen, he turned right on a rural highway and followed a sign that read, “Schloss Soennenburg 15 kilometers.” Five miles down the stretch; he spotted an olive drab U.S. Army Huey helicopter parked in a field. Leading to the field was a road that was lined with army vehicles of all types. At the end of the road, Bennett spotted Peacock and Moses. He wondered what type of operation they had going on this time. Bennett stopped at the edge of the road and dismounted. He walked down the road until he found Peacock and Moses who were selling battery operated heated socks and insulated, 100% wool long underwear. Bennett surmised that there were about 200 troopers in line. 
 
                 “Sir, how are ya? Need some socks and long johns?” Peacock greeted Bennett.
 
                 “Heck yeah, I’m freezing my ass off out here like everybody else.”
 
                 “What size are you, sir?” Moses asked.
 
                 “Large.” 
 
                 Moses tossed him some socks and a set of thermal underwear. Bennett noticed that the nametags were in German and the sizes European. He wondered where in the hell Peacock had gotten this load? God only knew.
 
                 “Hey, I saw Chief Reilly’s chopper.” Bennett said.
 
                 “That’s right sir. His ass belongs to me for the next decade... at least.” Peacock said.
 
                 “How much does he still owe you?”
 
                 “Oh, we’re down to 19,000 marks. The blintganger is already behind on payments too.” 
 
                 Bennett laughed, thanked Peacock and Moses and searched for Reilly. When he found him, Reilly was inside the cockpit, sipping a thermos cup and reading a Playboy.
 
                 “Jack and Coke?” He offered Bennett the thermos cup. 
 
                 “No thanks Sean, it’s a little early for me. How can you fly if you’re drinking?”
 
                 “I do my best flying when I’ve had a few; the booze loosens up the nerves, you know.” He took another sip.
 
                 “You seen any good looking babes out here?” Bennett asked.
 
                 “Out here? Nothing except snow.”
 
                 “Well, I’ve got to go find the Schloss Soennenburg.”
 
                 “What’s that?” Reilly asked.
 
                 “A castle. Lorraine thinks it’ll be a good spot for a TOC if we move that far east.” Bennett bid his friend farewell and walked down the road to his vehicle.              
 
    
 
                 Since departing the TOC, Second Lieutenant Dwight David Burger had visited a myriad of places within a fifteen-mile radius of the TOC and corps headquarters. He ordered his driver to stop at a bakery where Burger purchased two-dozen Berliner jelly donuts. From there, they proceeded to halt at a butcher’s shop for half an hour where Burger bought ten pounds of ham, turkey and salami. After the butcher, Burger decided that he would stop at a military memorabilia store in Dinklesbuehl. There, he purchased a Blue Max that the owner claimed had once belonged to the Red Baron. 
 
                 Then, it was on to a rare coin dealer where Burger argued with the owner about the value of a Roman coin he had plundered from the shoreline of the Moselle River in Trier. Making little progress there, Burger ordered his driver to head for Nordlingen and to pull up in front of a Beate Uhse Sex Shop. Burger went inside, bought a Finnish penis pump for fifty marks and then instructed his driver to proceed to the Gasthaus Wildschwein where Burger knew they served a stupendous eight-course lunch. 
 
                 After stuffing himself on a lunch of soup, salad, wild venison, sautéed veal, pork roast, dumplings, sauerkraut and torte, Burger finally departed for the corps headquarters. When his Hummer arrived there, he reached into his briefcase for the Top Secret INTSUM Number Four. He began to panic when he realized it was no longer in the briefcase. He and his driver tore the Hummer apart but found nothing. INTSUM Number Four had simply vanished from the face of the earth.
 
    
 
                 Bennett finally reached the Schloss Soennenburg, which was situated on a gentle hill overlooking the small village of Soennenburg. The castle dated back to the year 1150, but had been redesigned in the 1800’s. The architecture and taste of those days gave the castle a purely baroque façade.
 
                 Bennett entered a long driveway and pulled the cut-vee off to the side. He walked around the side of the castle, admiring its features and finally found a front door entrance. He pulled on a long rope that triggered a bell chime that reminded him of the sound a grandfather clock makes at midnight. There was a moment’s delay and then the door opened slowly. When it was fully open, Bennett’s heart skipped a beat.
 
                 Standing in the doorway was one of the most beautiful women Bennett had ever seen. She was a blond woman in her mid-twenties with the most striking blue eyes that had a lovely turquoise sparkle. Her body was not voluptuous, but it was feminine in all the right places. What appealed to Bennett the most was her smile. He thought that smile alone could light up the world.
 
                 “Yes, can I help you?”
 
                 “I’m Lieutenant Bennett,” Bennett stepped into his fluent German. “I believe someone spoke to your father about letting my unit stay on the castle grounds.” Bennett had a momentary vision of the slobs from the 74th Cavalry Squadron tramping through the castle and stealing his nubile, blond damsel in distress. What was happening to him? He gained control of his emotions.
 
                 “Yes, that’s right, he did mention something about this last night at dinner. Please, come in.” She beckoned him inside gracefully with her right arm. Bennett entered and took off his cap. She extended her hand to him.
 
                 “I’m Monika von Soennenburg.” He took the hand. It was soft. He held it a little too long and realized that. She did too, but said nothing. 
 
                 “Where did you learn to speak such excellent German?”
 
                 “I studied it in school.” She led him down a long hallway. Bennett stared in awe at the beautiful paintings, wall hangings, furniture and marble. 
 
                 “This is a wonderful home.” He said. She smiled, as if she had already heard it all before.
 
                 “Thank you. Right this way please.” She led him into a large library with a gigantic bay window that gave one a spectacular view of the valley below the castle. There was also a veranda outside and Bennett noticed the patio furniture stacked neatly in the corner for the winter months. Bennett heard a door open to his right. A tall man, in a dark blue suit walked toward him with his hand out.
 
                 “Good afternoon Lieutenant...”
 
                 “Lieutenant Bennett sir.”
 
                 “I’m Monika’s father, Robert von Soennenburg.” They shook hands. Bennett noticed that the man was nearing seventy or had already reached that milestone. Monika was obviously the caboose in the von Soennenburg train. “I understand the American Army would like to use my home as their headquarters?”
 
                 “Not your home itself; just part of your driveway and castle grounds and only for a day at the most. We move around a lot.”
 
                 “That sounds reasonable, plus I’m an old soldier myself. I was a lieutenant like you once, in Russia with von Paulus. Since you’re here, why don’t you join us for lunch?”
 
                 “Thank you sir. That would be very nice.” Bennett looked at Monika for a moment. 
 
                 They walked to the dining room, which was just as ornate as the other rooms. Bennett guessed that the chandeliers were Lalique. The three of them sat in luxury as a housekeeper served them a roast on Meissen china. The father was at the head of the table, Bennett was seated next to him and Monika was to Bennett’s right. 
 
                 “Sir, you have a beautiful house.” Bennett said.
 
                 “Thank you. My family has lived here for centuries.”
 
                 “This would make you the local nobility then?”
 
                 “Yes, we don’t use the titles much anymore, but I’m the Fuerst of Soennenburg. Monika is a Fuerstin.”
 
                 Bennett looked at her. “A princess.” She gave him a smile that was a little too exaggerated. Bennett wondered if she was a fake or if she was horny. He also wondered what the guys at the TOC were doing for lunch at that moment. 
 
   Her father began a discourse on the complete history of the castle beginning in 1150. By 1220, as the Middle Ages progressed, Monika was moving her hand around Bennett’s thigh. When her father related the significance of a local battle during the Thirty Years’ War in 1634, Monika was rubbing the outside of Bennett’s crotch. By the time the Battle of Blenheim began in 1704, Monika was extracting Bennett’s cock from the depths of his camouflaged pants. 
 
   “Of course Napoleon campaigned through this area as well in 1807. He was a capable, but hard commander.”
 
   “Very hard.” Monika said, while stroking Bennett. By the time her father discussed the domino, chain-reaction treaties that led to the outbreak of World War One, Bennett was in a state that could only be described as semi-delirium. 
 
   “Of course by the last offensive in 1918, the Kaiser had just about shot his wad.”
 
   “Yep.” was all Bennett could muster as Monika worked on him furiously. Sweat began to pour down his face. The lecture continued with a small treatise on Versailles and the rise of Hitler to power.
 
   “It was such a rapid rise wasn’t it?” Monika said, continuing to stroke Bennett.
 
   “Well, you have to take into light the historical context of the time, right lieutenant?” Her father said.
 
   “Ahh...huh.” 
 
   “Perhaps Leni Reifenstahl was correct in her artistic evaluation of National Socialism. What was the title of her famous documentary?”
 
   “Triumph!” Bennett yelled. “Triumph!” He hadn’t received a hand job that good since high school. 
 
   “No, I believe it was “Triumph of the Will.” The Prince said. 
 
   “Oh, look, you’ve spilled on your pants.” Monika said. “Let me help you.” She handed him a fresh cloth napkin and winked at him. Bennett decided at that moment that he wasn’t going back to headquarters for a while.
 
    
 
   As night fell, the temperature plunged to a horrific minus 27 degrees Fahrenheit. It was apparently the lowest recorded temperature for 300 years. In front of the Crazy Eighth Armored Division was the 74th Cavalry Squadron, performing the cavalry’s traditional role of reconnaissance. The 74th was spread out on a zone reconnaissance for 15 miles. Troopers were in Hummers, in Bradleys; on foot patrols with the sole mission of stopping the fucking 15th Mountain and placating a somewhat disgraced General Reno. Already, reports were filtering into the TOC of frostbite cases. Casualties had reached ten percent and were climbing. If Reno’s counter–recon operation continued for another day, the unit would lose another forty percent of its men to cold weather injuries.
 
   But, Major-General Travis Reno didn’t care. Why should he? At the moment, he was standing inside the 74th’s TOC, which had moved nine times that day. Reno moved a little closer to one of Peacock’s giant propane heaters. He looked at the intelligence/operations map and shook his head with satisfaction.
 
   “This is what your boys get paid to do Quince.” Reno said.
 
   “What freeze sir?”
 
   “No, find ‘em, fix ‘em and kill ‘em.” 
 
   “I see sir.” Lorraine whimpered. He wondered how many days it was to his retirement and that special incentive he had been promised. He had lost count. Better check the calendar later on. A young soldier walked over to Reno with a satellite field phone.
 
   “Sir, phone call for you from corps.” Reno picked up the receiver and spoke into it.
 
   “Reno.” There was a pause then Reno’s mouth dropped in shock. 
 
   “I’ll get on it ASAP General Blitzkrieg.” He slammed the phone down. Reno whirled around at Lorraine and pointed to him. “Burger just informed corps that he lost the INTSUM. Lost it! Do you know is coming down on us if we don’t find it?”
 
   “I can only imagine general.” Lorraine chirped.
 
   “Let’s start with Burger’s firing squad, then we’ll get down to your re-assignment to the artic weather station in Greenland.” Reno scanned the TOC. He spotted Zamboni who was laying in a hammock inside the S-2 track listening to Jimmy Buffett.
 
   “Zamboni, get over here.” Zamboni rose from the hammock in his Hawaiian bathing suit and walked over to Reno. Reno seemed to ignore his wardrobe for the moment. “Do you have any idea what was inside that intelligence summary?”
 
   “Intelligence sir?”
 
   “If we lose that INTSUM Zamboni, you’ll be bunking with the cav until you’re ninety.” Reno picked up another telephone. Zamboni noticed he was standing next to a propane heater. “Get me the Chief of Staff.” Reno growled. For the next minute Reno explained to the chief of staff what had happened. As he did, Zamboni moved a propane heater to a point where it was only two inches away from Reno’s rear end. 
 
   “I want anyone in this division with a pair of legs to start searching for the INTSUM, do you read me? “Mobilize the entire division now!” Reno yelled. Zamboni noticed that Reno’s ass was beginning to smolder. 
 
   “Don’t you give me any lip colonel; execute the orders.” Reno once again slammed the phone down. But, by now, the pants around his ass were on fire. Reno was so mad he hadn’t realized it yet. Suddenly, the flames seared into his skin and he screamed. Zamboni and the rest of the TOC watched as Reno, with his ass on fire, ran out of the TOC and dove into a snow bank. Zamboni went back to his hammock.”
 
   Since losing the INTSUM hours before, Second Lieutenant Dwight David Burger, United States Army, Armor, had gone on a whirlwind tour of every place he had visited that morning. He came up with nothing, except an Iron Cross First Class that he purchased at the military memorabilia store. By now, it was early evening, dark and bitter cold. Burger had called corps and told them he lost the INTSUM. But, he dared not appear there or back at the 74th. He knew he was in deep kimchee with Blitzkrieg and Reno. He thought he had a brilliant career ahead of him. This mistake might cost him a star, he mused. Burger told Frisbee, his young driver from Chino, California to pull into the parking lot that overlooked the Nordlingen Sauna. The parking lot was empty. The only people out in Bavaria on that retched night were soldiers. Burger instructed Frisbee to walk across the street and buy him a roast chicken at the fast food stand. Frisbee dismounted from the car and Burger moved over to the driver’s side and thought about what he should do about the INTSUM. He got out of the vehicle and accidentally turned off the emergency brake. The parking lot was on a steep hill and instantly, the Hummer began to move. It moved too quickly for Burger to jump in and stop it. He watched as it rolled violently and with a faster pace down the hill and right towards a giant propane tank next to the building. Burger watched with a mixture of fascination and terror as the Hummer hit the tank, causing a cataclysmic explosion that turned the sauna into a ball of fire. Secondary explosions occurred. A piece of the tank landed at his feet. Burger could already here sirens in the distance. He looked around in all directions and then ran as fast and as far away as his overweight carcass of a body would take him.
 
   “What the hell was that?” Moses asked Peacock. They were both in the process of “liberating” a German army PX warehouse five miles away from the Nordlingen Sauna.
 
   “Sounded like some type of explosion.” Peacock said. 
 
   “Don’t worry about it. Just focus on getting through this Nazi alarm system.” Moses shook his head and gazed at a series of wires running out of a wall panel. He froze in thought.
 
   “What’s wrong Stanton?”
 
   “I can’t remember if the Wachmann Alarm Box is controlled by the yellow or blue wire.”
 
   “I can’t help you. You’re the expert, capiche?” Moses cut the blue wire. The system stopped beeping. “Cool, we’re in. The lugerheads design some good shit sarge.”
 
   “Affirmative. Now, let’s go. This place gives me the creeps.” For five minutes they loaded boxes of sweaters on the truck. Then they heard sires. The wailing grew louder. “We’re toast. You cut the wrong wire you dud. Let’s go.” Peacock said.
 
   “Not without my Motown tapes.”
 
   “Forget it. In the truck now, Aretha Franklin.” They jumped in the truck, squealed away wildly and were a mile down the road when the first two police cars swerved into the warehouse parking lot. 
 
   That night was a busy one for the German police. They were on the scene of the Nordlingen Sauna explosion and the army PX warehouse theft. They weren’t sure if the two incidents were related, but an eyewitness in Nordlingen assisted a German sketch artist in creating a drawing of Dwight David Burger. The sketch and a wanted poster were released hours later under the caption.
 
    
 
   “WANTED BY THE NORDLINGEN POLICE FOR THE DESTRUCTION OF A PUBLIC BUILDING WORTH 25 MILLION GERMAN MARKS. THE MAN WAS SEEN RUNNING FROM THE SCENE OF THE CRIME.
 
   HEIGHT – FIVE FEET NINE INCHES
 
   WEIGHT – 210 LBS
 
   IF YOU’VE SEEN THIS MAN, CALL 0932458.”
 
    
 
    
 
                 Hours later, German detectives at the sauna found traces of the bumper numbers to HQ-33 and 74 CAV. A call was made to General Blitzkrieg, who earlier that night had issued a warrant for Burger’s arrest for dereliction of duty and being absent without leave. Blitzkrieg called the MP’s and added destruction of property and outrageous maneuver damage to the list.
 
   Peacock and Moses had not completely escaped detection that night. A resident who lived across the street told detectives that he saw a U.S. Army truck racing down the street moments before the police arrived at the warehouse. The police, who were looking for Germans, did not believe the man at first. But, being thorough, they contacted the U.S. Army’s Criminal Investigation Division the following morning. The incident was duly noted.
 
   While chaos was reigning near Nordlingen, Bennett was in the arms of Princess Monika von Soennenburg of Soennenburg, Bavaria. They were kissing passionately on her bed with a crackling fireplace behind them. She suddenly moved her mouth to speak to him. “What if your unit needs you back now?”
 
   “I’m sure they have everything under control.”
 
   “Good.” She kissed him again and he rolled on top of her. 
 
    
 
   Field Headquarters
 
   74th Cavalry Squadron
 
   Near Nordlingen, West Germany
 
   0705 Hours, January 23, 1990
 
    
 
   January 23, 1990, was already commencing under a very dark cloud. To begin with, Chaplain Larry Shamus’ weather prayer had failed to achieve the desired effects intended. Blitzkrieg was so absorbed in crucifying Burger that he forgot about Shamus’ bizarre prayer that had been secretly circulated among the troops. The weather was horrible; fog floated everywhere, the thermometer remained below zero and snow flurries signaled the beginning of another storm. Shamus, it appeared, definitely had no contacts with anyone echelons above God. 
 
   The news of the Nordlingen Sauna explosion had reached the TOC in the late evening hours. Reno had spent the night in the Hotel Lorraine, causing Lorraine to sleep in his Hummer. The Hotel Lorraine had become Reno’s defacto new HQ. He was focused solely on recovering the INTSUM and the capture of the fugitive, Dwight David Burger. 
 
   Inside the TOC, soldiers were reading the latest edition of The Stars and Stripes, which had a front-page story about the explosion with the caption, “Hummer Torches Sauna.” The article stated that:
 
    
 
   “Last night at 1935 hours local time, a Hummvee from the 74th Cavalry Squadron lost control and crashed into a propane tank next to the Nordlingen Sauna. The crash caused a mammoth explosion that blew apart the modern glass building. Second Lieutenant Dwight David Burger fled the scene of the crime. An eyewitness gave the German police enough information to compile the sketch printed below. If you’ve seen this man, contact the Nordlingen Police or the MP’s.”
 
    
 
   Another headline read:
 
    
 
   “MP’s Comb Exercise Box for AWOL L.T.”
 
   “U.S. Army MP’s are searching for Second Lieutenant Dwight David Burger who is reportedly AWOL from the 74th Cavalry Squadron. Burger is five feet nine, 250 pounds and wears tinted glasses. Please report his whereabouts to the MP’s.”
 
    
 
   Lorraine sat in one of the Lazy Boys reading the paper. It was not a good day for the cavalry. He thought about what his dead uncle had promised him and his stomach began to gurgle. Behind him, the mayor of Nordlingen, a man as overweight as Burger, entered the TOC with two assistants and a civil affairs officer. They were all introduced to one another and finally the mayor spoke.
 
   “There is significant maneuver damage in Nordlingen. Will the U.S. Army give us the money?”
 
   “How much are the damages Mr. Mayor?” Lorraine said.
 
   “Twenty-five million marks.” 
 
   Lorraine’s stomach somersaulted. Reno was not going to be pleased. To say Reno was not pleased was a slight understatement. As fate would have it, he was sitting next to Chief Warrant Officer Sean Reilly in a U.S. Army Huey helicopter. Reilly tried to cheer the general up. “Jack and Coke sir?” 
 
   “I could sure use it chief.” Reno said. Reilly handed him a plastic cup, complete with a cheery, stir stick and a napkin. He looked out of the windshield of the Huey and couldn’t believe what he saw. 
 
   Not far from Reilly, on the third floor of the Schloss Soennenburg, Bennett rose from the bed where Monika was still sleeping. Bennett walked over to the window and gazed out. As he did, his jaw dropped. As far as he could see in the valley directly in front of him, soldiers were walking on line with pick axes and shovels. Bulldozers followed behind them and behind the bulldozers were teams of men with dog sleds. Above the chaos that stretched for miles, a helicopter circled. Bennett rubbed his eyes and saw that the side of the chopper read, “Cunnilingus 40”. What the hell was going on? A cacophony answered his thoughts.
 
   “Listen up you sorry sons of bitches.” Reno said through a megaphone. “I want every bit of ground taken apart. The man who finds the INTSUM gets to stay alive.” Bennett shook his head. Who had lost an INTSUM? Wait... that was fat boy Burger’s job. Well, he was finished. No one survived losing classified information.
 
                 “What’s happening? I hear a helicopter.” Monika said. She was sitting up in bed revealing a wonderful set of 34 Bravos. Her nipples indicated the room temperature was slightly chilled. Bennett thought of Cindy for a second.
 
                 “Oh, just business as usual gorgeous.”
 
                 Peacock and Moses were racing down a highway five miles south of Nordlingen when they saw a body lying off to the side of the road in a drainage ditch.
 
                 “What the hell is that?” Peacock said.
 
                 “Is the guy dead?”
 
                 “Stop the truck Moses.” Peacock said. Moses obeyed and they both got out and walked over to the body. They soon realized who it was.
 
                 “It’s that blintganger Burger.”
 
                 “He’s breathing. Must just be drunk, that’s all.” Moses indicated.
 
                 “Let’s load him in the back of the deuce. Get a blanket.” It took them ten minutes to carry Burger’s whale shaped body into the back of the truck. Burger was still semi-conscious after having collapsed in the snow during the night’s escape and evasion from Nordlingen.
 
                 Thirty minutes later, Peacock and Moses pulled over to an Air Force control team’s HQ. Peacock went inside, pissed, filled his thermos and grabbed a copy of the morning’s Stars and Stripes. As he walked back to the truck, he saw the articles about Burger and a picture of Burger on the front page. Once inside, he shoved it in Moses’ face.
 
                 “Look at this. That blintganger’s wanted by every cop this side of the Rhine. This is all we need after last night.”
 
                 Moses looked at him. “You thinking, what I’m thinking sarge?”
 
                 “Rog-o, put this thing in gear and turn left at the street light.”
 
                 Peacock rode in the back of the truck while Moses negotiated a road lined by thick forest. As the truck speeded along at twenty miles an hour, Peacock kicked Burger off the truck. “Say bye.” His body landed with a thump in the snow along the road. 
 
   After leaving Monika with promises that they would see each other again that night, Bennett drove back toward the TOC’s newest location. His stomach was still acting up and he proceeded to stop at a small gasthaus down the road from Nordlingen. As he walked inside, Bennett saw a sign on the window that advertised an eight-course lunch. When he walked inside he was greeted by the smell of potatoes and cabbage cooking. Once inside the bathroom he sat down on a sparkling toilet seat and thought of nothing other than it was nice to finally take a shit on a real toilet and not over a hole in a freezing forest at night with wolves prowling near you. He found a “Girls Over Seventy Magazine” on the floor next to the toilet and opened it out of curiosity. When he did, he saw INTSUM Number Four wedged into a centerfold page. He examined it and decided it was intact. He then thought for another five minutes how he would use this discovery to his advantage. 
 
   When he got back to the TOC, Bennett informed Lorraine that he wanted to see Blitzkrieg and Reno. When Lorraine asked him why two generals would want to waste their time talking to a first lieutenant, Bennett told him that what he had to say was of the utmost importance. 
 
                 The meeting between Bennett, Reno, Blitzkrieg and Lorraine was held inside the Hotel Lorraine. Bennett, now in a position of complete control, poured himself a full glass of Lorraine’s prized peach schnaaps. 
 
                 “Alright, smartass what’s this all about?” Blitzkrieg inquired.
 
                 “I found the INTSUM.”
 
                 “Where was it?” Blitzkrieg barked.
 
                 “In a gasthaus latrine. But that’s not important. What is important is what you’re going to give me in exchange for it.” 
 
                 When the meeting ended, Bennett took the bottle of schnaaps with him and walked over to the cut-vee where he retrieved the INTSUM. He walked into the TOC and handed it to Blitzkrieg. 
 
                 “Sir, I believe you have an announcement to make.” Bennett said.
 
                 Blitzkrieg cleared his throat. “Listen up men, after consultation with the air force weather team and the NATO staff, we have decided to cancel the exercise as of this moment. We’ll be heading home as soon as we pack up.” As the TOC went wild, he turned to Bennett. “Good enough for you smartass?”
 
                 “Yes sir.” Bennett watched as Blitzkrieg stormed out. As he did, two MP’s arrived with Burger in handcuffs. 
 
                 “We found him asleep along the forest road. We just want your permission to take him down to the station and have him booked general.” One of the MP’s said.
 
                 “No...no, let him go.” Reno said, looking at Bennett. Burger was in shock. Hardass Ferguson approached Lorraine and Reno carrying a piece of paper and a small box. 
 
                 “Sirs, check it out, check it out. I was just faxed Lieutenant Burger’s promotion orders to First Lieutenant.              
 
   “Now, wait a minute. We are not promoting Burger.” Lorraine said.
 
                 “Absolutely not.” Reno responded. He pointed to Burger. “You’re lucky that you’re not going to Leavenworth fat boy.”
 
                 “Sir,” Bennett began, “According to DA regulation, 78-90, Burger has to be promoted to First Lieutenant after two years of active duty, unless he is currently dead.”
 
                 “Sirs, as you can see, the lieutenant is still breathing.” Ferguson muttered. Reno took a deep breath and shook his head. “Ferguson and Burger front and center.”
 
                 Later that night, for six hours, the 74th Cavalry Squadron road marched back home. Inside a Hummer, Dwight David Burger slept soundly, knowing that the President of the United States reposed special trust and confidence in his patriotism, valor, fidelity and abilities to promote him to a First Lieutenant in the United States Army.
 
    
 
                 It took two weeks for the troopers of the 74th Cavalry Squadron to defrost after one of the worst field exercises in the annals of warfare. By then, it was time for Fasching to commence. Fasching, known as Mardi Gras in the United States or Carnival in France, is the pre-Lenten celebration in Germany that begins on the 45th day before Easter. The Tolle Tage or Crazy Days usually commence the week before the festival climaxes on Rosenmontag (Red Monday). Some of the more interesting highlights of Fasching include: complete and utter inebriation, loose moral standards and costume parties. If there was ever a holiday designed specifically for the 74th Cavalry Squadron, Fasching was it. 
 
                 The Fasching activities really got going in Bullingen on Weiberfastnacht (Women’s Carnival Night). Chief Warrant Officer Sean Reilly decided to hold a party on that specific night after he explained to Bennett some basic mathematics earlier that week. 
 
                 “I’ve been doing some reading on this whole Women’s Carnival Night during Fasching.” Reilly said during a lunch with Bennett in Bennett’s office.
 
                 “And?”
 
                 “On Women’s Carnival Night any woman can cut off a man’s tie if she wants and kiss any man.”
 
                 “I know, God I love this country.” Bennett said.
 
                 “If they can cut off your tie, you know that getting into their pants is next compadre.”
 
                 “Just hope you don’t get a psycho who decides to cut your Johnson off.”
 
                 “I’m thinking of holding a party in my apartment on that night. We’ll spread the word this week to get some German babes over there too. It’ll be a target rich environment.” Reilly said.
 
                 “Monika’s coming up for the weekend. I’ll bring her along.” 
 
                 Reilly’s apartment was one story above the local bistro in town It was a fairly large place with huge glass windows and an enormous balcony that overlooked the main drag through Bullingen’s medieval section. Reilly had done a splendid job of enticing German women to appear at his party. There were about thirty cute German women on the balcony or inside, drinking beers, Jack and Cokes and a beverage Reilly called the Aviator Special.
 
                 “What the blazes is an aviator special?” Bennett asked.
 
                 “Fruit punch and Everclear.” 
 
                 Bennett shook his head and roamed around the party, listening to U-2 and searching for people he knew. He spotted the Chaplain, who was standing in the corner surrounded by four German babes. He saw Bennett and gave him a thumbs up. Burger was there as well. Strangely, the Zambone had even made an appearance, which shocked Reilly, the most. Zamboni told him to calm down. He wasn’t going to chew his ass. He just wanted access to some free alcohol. 
 
                 Bennett was beginning to really worry about Zamboni. At first, Zamboni seemed determined to get himself transferred out of the cav. When that finally imploded during The Last Alert, Zamboni had tried to get a medical discharge after contracting Yellow Fever and hysterical blindness. When that plan collapsed, Zamboni began to acting strangely in Berlin. But, Bennett thought that he had convinced him that he would always have a place in the army, even if it were in the cav. But, something told Bennett that Zamboni was planning a real coup de grace that would get him thrown out of the lean green machine for good. 
 
   Bennett watched as Mrs. Lieutenant-Colonel Lorraine walked through the door, by herself, carrying a box of wine. Bennett wondered how in the hell Reilly had enticed the squadron commander’s wife to come to his party. Desiree Lorraine was not only gorgeous, but too gorgeous for the twerp she was married to. She was also something of a vamp. Reilly got along with her well, which is why Bennett had always thought he was screwing her. She walked inside, gave Reilly a kiss that was way too wet and lasted way too long. She handed him the wine and walked over towards Bennett.
 
                 “Bennett, nice to see you.”
 
                 “Hi Cindy,” Bennett had an idea. He would regret it later on. “How about an aviator special?”
 
                 “What’s that?”
 
                 “It’s a very smooth drink. Not too sweet, not too strong.” Bennett poured one for her. She tasted it and then chugged it down. She handed Bennett the cup back and he refilled it. 
 
                 An hour later, after a dozen aviator specials, Cindy Lorraine was becoming the highlight of the evening. She was currently, in her bra and panties and dancing on Reilly’s coffee table to the Don Maclean tune, “American Pie.” As the crowd cheered, she took off her bra, revealing tits that were even more spectacular than Cindy’s. Next, the panties were kicked off. She continued to dance for another two minutes, until something happened. Bennett watched her grab her stomach. She jumped off the table, burst through a crowd of people and ran to the balcony. She vomited on a German woman and then bent over the balcony to vomit again. She was so drunk that she lost her balance and fell off the two-story balcony. She landed in a clump of bushes next to the bistro’s café tables. Two hours later, she was in the emergency room of the local hospital with a broken ankle and a sprained arm. 
 
    
 
                 The knowledge that his wife had not only been partying with young and very horny officers, but dancing nude on a coffee table put Lorraine in a very foul mood. He certainly was not in the state of mind to enjoy what was about to take place.
 
                 It was Red Monday and by tradition, since the end of World War II, the commander of the U.S. Army was kidnapped by Bullingen’s city council and then taken for a ride in a fire engine down to the local hotel for a day of complete intoxication. As the Germans burst into Lorraine’s plush office carrying beer and champagne, they faced a resistant man, a man who did not want to party with a bunch of shit-faced krauts at ten o’clock in the morning. Nevertheless, Lorraine was carried out of his office and dumped into the fire truck. The truck departed with a burst of its horn and someone engaged the siren. 
 
                 By noon, the Germans in the Hotel Stadt Bullingen had quickly surmised that the American colonel they had kidnapped was a tight-ass, candybutt prick who refused to drink anything except water. They decided to dispose of Lorraine and find another American officer who would be willing to enjoy himself.
 
                 Lorraine was carried out by six Germans and thrown into the trunk of the mayor’s Mercedes. He was driven down the road to the local forest, stripped and then duck-taped to a tree. A sign was posted on the tree over his head that read “Asshole.” For the next few hours, Lorraine was the sheer object of humiliation as drunken Germans drove by, honking their horns at him. 
 
                 Bennett was in his office, reading The Stars and Stripes, when he received a call from General Reno’s secretary. 
 
                 “The general wants to see you at the hotel immediately lieutenant.”
 
                 “Yes m’am.” Bennett hung up the phone and wondered what in the hell was happening now. He had planned on leaving work early and then having lunch with Monika who was staying in his apartment. 
 
                 When he got to the hotel, it was a scene of complete anarchy and lunacy. The lobby was packed with people in various costumes ranging from the traditional medieval mask and attire to Mikhail Gorbachev and Ronald Reagan masks. Someone handed Bennett a beer, and as he sipped it, he walked toward the ballroom. The ballroom was absolutely gigantic and packed with about five hundred people. Bennett noticed TV crews from two local stations going through warm-up procedures. He was mauled by a couple drunken krauts and then kissed by an intoxicated lady who told him to meet her in the ladies room in five minutes. To his right, there was a large red slide, which was being used by drunken partygoers. Bennett watched as an older man in a hat slid halfway off the slide and landed on top of a crowded table. He was greeted with another beer and sent on his way. 
 
                 Bennett scanned the crowd for Reno. He found him, sitting at a table with his wife and an assortment of German politicians and their wives. Bennett walked over to the table and stopped to Reno’s immediate left. 
 
                 “You rang sir?” Bennett said.
 
                 “Oh yeah, Bennett. Listen son, I know you speak German. I don’t and neither does my wife. I need you to interpret for us. Consider yourself on duty here until midnight tonight. Of course feel free to drink as much as you want.” 
 
                 “Yes sir.” Bennett said. This was certainly the strangest order he had been given while on active duty. For the next hour, Bennett sat next to Mrs. General Reno and the General, interpreting for them. It was actually a combination of hard work and imagination. Bennett’s knowledge of German didn’t really extend to understanding drunken Hessisch dialect coming from an old man without his dentures. The highlight of the first hour was listening to Reno bastardize the twenty words he knew in the German language with a North Carolina accent thrown in. In between translations of drunken German back to English and drunken English back to German, Bennett called Monika at his apartment. He tried several times, but she didn’t answer. 
 
                 The party in the ballroom drifted on for what to Bennett seemed like a lifetime. By four in the afternoon, Reno was completely blasted out of his mind, as were most of the people there. Unfortunately, Bennett still hadn’t been able to contact Monika. He wondered if she was sick or if she had gone home. His mind raced through a thousand different possibilities. 
 
                 He finally decided to leave and head back to his apartment. On the way out, he walked over to the front desk to use the phone again. As he picked up the receiver, he saw Monika’s name in the hotel registration book. He shook his head with disbelief and read it two more times. Monika von Soennenburg had checked an hour ago in Room 214. 
 
                 Bennett raced down to the elevator wondering what in the hell was going on. Had his landlord booted her out? He boarded the elevator and when it stopped he exited and turned left, following the arrow. When he got to Room 214, he heard moaning behind the door. Bennett tried the door handle and it was open. He slowly opened it. What he saw in front of him was quite shocking. Monika was on her hands and knees, getting screwed from behind while performing fellatio on another guy. Bennett just stared in awe. She finally saw him.
 
                 “It’s Fasching. These guys work at the BMW dealership in town. You can join in darling.”
 
                 Bennett slammed the door shut and took the elevator back down to the lobby. He wondered if he could ever be into a woman that didn’t destroy his soul. When the elevator doors opened, he made a beeline to the party, and grabbed a whole bottle of pink champagne from a waiter. He chugged it and then sat down next to General Reno. As he did, an announcer began talking and Bennett could see that the cameras were rolling. Half of Germany would be tuned into this party. The announcer made a few inside jokes that only a native could understand. Reno thought it was funny considering he didn’t speak German and banged the table with his fist. He looked at Bennett and poured him a drink of scotch.
 
                 “Son, you look like you need a drink.” Reno said.
 
                 “You could say that sir.” Bennett downed the scotch. The general poured him another.
 
                 “Bennett, what are you doing in the army?” 
 
                 “I ask myself that question every day sir.”
 
                 The band suddenly struck up some loud martial music. Toasts were shared and more drinks poured. The announcer told more inside jokes that the crowd and Reno thought were hilarious. It was at that moment that Bennett saw him.
 
                 “Oh no...” Bennett said. He watched as Zamboni, totally naked except for his cavalry Stetson, galloped into the ballroom on a horse. He was drinking a bottle of wine, which he tossed into the air. He trotted over to an empty microphone stand, grabbed the mic and yelled into it.
 
                 “If you ain’t cav...you ain’t shit!” Part of the crowd laughed, others who spoke English explained what he had said to those who didn’t. Zamboni continued to gallop around the ballroom while hotel security, the MP’s and the German police chased after him. Meanwhile, the TV crews got every minute of it on film. Bennett raised his glass in a toast. Reno hit Bennett in the shoulder.
 
                 “Is he one of our men?”
 
                 “No sir, just another shit-faced kraut.” Zamboni ended his drama by charging right through a huge plate glass window. Just as quickly as he had arrived, he rode away into the sunset. 
 
                 Bennett finally was allowed to escape from the clutches of Reno about three hours later. He decided to go for a walk through Bullingen’s old section. He always loved the winding, narrow streets, the medieval houses, the castle and moat. He felt as if he was walking inside an advent calendar. Bennett stopped in front of one of his favorite watering holes. He looked through the frosted glass and could see people talking amiably under candlelight illumination. He smiled, and then heard the guttural sound of a human being wretching and wretching violently. Bennett followed the sound into an alley next to the bar. Zamboni, now fully clothed was barfing into a steel garbage can. He finished and collapsed on the ground. Bennett picked him up and hoisted him over his shoulder. He walked downhill with Zamboni towards his car. When he got there, he threw Zamboni in the backseat. Bennett drove away with the windows down, smelling the night air, listening to party noise in the distance and realizing he would never see Monika von Soennenburg again.
 
                 
 
   

 
   Chapter 4 – Spy vs. Spy vs. Spy
 
    
 
   Headquarters
 
   74th Cavalry Squadron 
 
   Bullingen, West Germany
 
   June 2, 1990
 
    
 
                 Bennett knew something was different the day the planes stopped flying. Every day at noon, like clockwork, they flew in pairs, buzzing above his office and sweeping low over the checkerboard Hessian countryside. One day, though, there was only silence and the sound of birds chirping. Bennett opened his window and gazed out. The Tornadoes and F-16’s were gone. In the coming months, many of the troops and tanks would begin their long march home.  
 
   For one brief shining moment in the Spring of 1990, hope seemed eternal. Communism was dying and peace was burgeoning. There were no hot wars, no cold wars, no borders and shoot-to-kill orders and attack dogs and land mines.
 
                 The U.S. Army in Germany was gradually realizing that its forty-five year mission of defending Western Europe against the Communist sons of bitches was fading fast into history. Commanders attempted to continue the cold war training schedule, but everyone knew the game was up. Nobody knew this more than the men of the 74th Cavalry Squadron.
 
                 The night before had gone down as one of the most outrageous events in the history of the United States Cavalry and the British Empire. A “Hail To Peace, Farewell to the Cold War” party was held at the Officers’ Club. In keeping with the age-old tradition of not inviting wives or girlfriends to anything that could have the remotest possibility of being fun, it was classified, SECRET/NO SPOUSE. In keeping with a NATO tradition, the officers of the Royal Welch Fusiliers were invited to join in on the celebration. The Fusiliers were the 74th’s NATO partnership unit, which meant that besides training together, they occasionally got inebriated together as well.
 
                 The party really kicked into gear when the Chaplain challenged a Royal Welch Fusilier “leftenant” to a drinking bout. Apparently, the Brit had been boasting about burning the White House. This insult was countermanded by a loud recital of “no taxation without representation.” Needless to say, within thirty minutes the Brit had drunk the poor Chaplain under his pulpit. He was carried into the bathroom by Reilly and Bennett, who snapped twelve pictures of him vomiting into a toilet. The pictures were being developed in town. 
 
                 The party’s true highlight was of course Cindy Carrington, the beloved O Club waitress and sexual caterer to the troops. Cindy had told Bennett that she was apparently available again, and if he had nothing better to do that night, she would go home with him. Bennett, who could never pass up a piece of tail, especially if it was free, told her he would take her back to his place later on. 
 
                 Unfortunately, Cindy never made it to Bennett’s apartment. One thing had apparently led to another that night. It was later determined that it was the Brits and Reilly who had gotten her drunk, stinking drunk. After her sixth Aviator Special, which Reilly was mixing for her, she informed the Brits and the 74th’s officers that she was going upstairs to the suite and if anyone wanted to sleep with her, she was available. 
 
                 That night, Cindy broke all records. She screwed nine officers of various ranks from the Royal Welch Fusiliers and managed to add seven cav officers to the list as well. The list of cav officers included Reilly and the Chaplain, who had recovered from his vomiting bout. Bennett, disgusted with Cindy and life itself, had driven home. He ended up watching “The Longest Day” with his German landlord, Otto. Otto provided the cold beer and the historical narrative. Bennett provided the cheese and crackers. 
 
                 Bennett snapped back to the present, sipped a freshly brewed cup of coffee and then hand-cranked the window open. He stuck his head out and gazed in all directions, looking for the planes that would never return. He could smell fresh flowers and he heard a lawnmower whine in the distance. More birds chirped and a bumblebee floated by, searching for a flower to pollinate. It was one of those rare, golden moments in life when life itself is so sweet, you can almost taste it. He shooed the bee away and noticed a blue convertible coming down the road at a breakneck speed toward the base. Bennett recognized that blue convertible. It was a 1978 MGB and it belonged to Captain Zamboni. Strangely, it didn’t look like Zamboni was driving it though. As the MG got closer, Bennett noticed that a gorilla was driving the car. Or, rather, Zamboni was in a gorilla suit driving his car. Bennett heard sirens. Two MP VW Rabbits were chasing after Zamboni at high speed, but Zamboni was out-running them. As he passed by the headquarters, Zamboni waved to the building. Bennett waved back, and said to himself, “What the hell was that?”
 
                 The chase raced past the headquarters, as Zamboni drove like hell into downtown Bullingen. Pedestrians did double takes, as Zamboni drove past them in the gorilla suit, waving, with sirens blaring behind him. Zamboni knew Bullingen quite well. After all, he had been there for four years. He took a hard right into the medieval section and then another hard right, running parallel to the moat. He swung left violently and found an alley that led out to another highway.
 
                 Ten minutes later, Zamboni had circled around the town completely. He could still hear the sirens in the distance, getting louder, then quieter and then finally silent. He motored slowly along a tractor path, passing a farmer in his field. Zamboni exited the field at the intersection with a main road. He turned left and after another half mile, pulled off into a parking area that overlooked the 74th Cavalry’s airfield. He stopped the MG and extracted a Carl Zeiss 35mm camera with a telephoto lens. He aimed it toward the airfield and snapped off a dozen shots of various helicopters and the hangar. He was focusing the lens when he heard footsteps behind him.
 
                 “Captain Zamboni, put the camera down, your hands up and turn around slowly. You’re under arrest.” A MP Sergeant said, pointing a pistol at him.
 
                 “Get back in your car sergeant. I’m on the job.”
 
                 “Sure you are. Kennedy, cuff him.” 
 
                 Kennedy stepped toward Zamboni with the handcuffs, just as Zamboni thrust a ferocious uppercut into his jaw, knocking him down. The next thing Zamboni saw was a .45 pistol stuck in his face as he was being pinned by the two other MP’s. 
 
   “It’s going to be alright captain. Just relax. You’re going to get help.” The MP Sergeant said.
 
                 “Don’t you get it? I’m in plain clothes, on a mission. You shitbirds are blowing my cover.”
 
                 “Let’s go sir.”
 
    
 
   “The Zambone’s going away for a little while Bennett.” Lorraine mentioned, while sitting inside his office the next morning.
 
                 “Sir?” Bennett was curious. Had Zamboni finally escaped from the cav?
 
                 “He’s on medical leave and will be under a doctor’s supervision for a few weeks.”
 
                 “He’s caught another bout of Yellow Fever?”
 
                 “Hardly, he’s going to be examined by army psychiatrists. It’s now up to the doctors in Fulda to decide if Zamboni is fit for further duty or whether he will be discharged for medical reasons.”
 
                 “Did you ever think that the army did this to him? He was a fine officer before the army destroyed his life.”
 
                 “You make your bed; you sleep in it. He’s the one who dropped the camera over East Berlin, not me.”
 
                 “That was four years ago and it was a mistake. Jesus Christ, talk about throwing stones in glass houses.”
 
                 “And, what does that mean Bennett?”
 
                 “Interpret it any way you want sir.” 
 
                 “The man assaulted an MP this morning after they pulled him over because he was wearing a gorilla suit while driving.” Lorraine chirped. He began to fidget with a pile of papers on his desk.
 
                 “He’s been doing crazy stuff for a while now. Why was this the final straw?”
 
                 “Because I say it is. The matter is concluded. Now... you will be in charge while Zamboni is away.” Lorraine smiled sickeningly. Bennett wondered what thoughts were being processed in Lorraine’s warped brain. “I think I’m going to have to mentor you quite a lot.
 
                 “You mean micro-manage sir.”
 
                 “Lieutenants need mentoring, especially you.”
 
                 “I’m completely self-sustainable and waterproof.” Bennett was getting irritated. He wanted to vault over Lorraine’s desk and garrote the little piss ant.
 
                 “I’ll come up with some training plans and additional duties for you as well. You’re dismissed Bennett.”
 
                 Bennett walked back into his office and slammed the door shut. He wondered if Zamboni would ever return. Strangely, Bennett had grown to like Zamboni, felt sorry for him and had always defended him against the system. This time, the system had reached its evil tentacles out and grabbed Zamboni. The question remained; would it strangle Zamboni with its tentacles or let him go? Bennett opened a package containing the morning’s Top Secret briefing. He flipped over a cover sheet and found a blank sheet underneath it. It had been like that for the last month. The cold war was over. There was nothing to report, but the army found it necessary to still send him the blank report with a Top Secret cover sheet. 
 
                 Bennett shredded the cover sheet and the blank document. If he didn’t destroy it, he would have to inventory it, even though there was nothing on the blank page. He shut off the shredding machine after thirty seconds and went back to his desk. He took a sip of steaming coffee and smiled. He remembered something that he had been meaning to do for a week or so. He extracted a supply form out of his desk and began to fill out the form with the office typewriter. When the form called for the item number Bennett was ordering, Bennett consulted a large paperback book and found the thing he was looking for. He then began to type…
 
    
 
   DA4589 – Cruise Missile, Tomahawk, olive drab, one each 
 
    
 
   Bennett finished typing and pulled the form out of the typewriter so quickly it made a ‘zip’ sound. He clicked his pen and signed it, First Lieutenant Garry Owen. Satisfied, he took another sip of coffee and then placed the form inside a shotgun envelope that he knew would be delivered to 8th Armored Division Headquarters in Frankfurt that day. Bennett knew the army was so screwed up that there was a high probability his cruise missile would arrive within a month. What he would do with it, he had no idea.
 
    
 
   Lorraine was still at his desk, wading through a stack of paperwork when a lone figure knocked on his door. The man had a crew-cut and was wearing a 100% Dacron and polyester, toilet paper blue, short sleeve shirt with a Tru-Value hardware pocket protector inserted in the pocket. The pocket protector held about a dozen U.S. government black, Skilcraft ballpoint pens. A pair of wash and wear slacks, white socks and pre-shined black low quarter dress shoes complimented the shirt. Lorraine looked up from his paperwork. “Can I help you?” The man whipped out a badge and credential set.
 
                 “Mr. Jones, C.I.”
 
                 “C.I.?” Lorraine asked. He moved his hand away from the paperwork.
 
                 “Counter-Intelligence, I’m here about a Captain Zamboni. May I sit down?”
 
                 “Of course, Mr...”
 
                 “Jones.” Jones responded as he sat down in one of Lorraine’s real leather chairs that were not army issue.
 
                 “Zamboni, yes, well he’s been put on medical leave while the shrinks figure out what’s wrong with him.” 
 
                 “We know what’s wrong with him, colonel.”
 
                 “We?”
 
                 “Don’t worry about that. Worry about this: Zamboni is a GRU sleeper, an agent, probably has been for years. He’s one of hundreds of people employed by Ivan with the sole task of conducting espionage and terrorism in the West. We’ve finally flushed him out.”
 
                 Lorraine burst out laughing and quickly covered his mouth like an embarrassed schoolgirl. “Zamboni is nuts, but he’s no enemy agent, I can tell you that.” 
 
                 Mr. Jones produced a notebook from his pocket protector. He flipped it open and read from it. “Captain Zamboni has sent over fifty Teardrop reports and pictures to army counter-intelligence.
 
                 “What’s a Teardrop report?” 
 
                 “It’s an emergency report sent by military intelligence personnel detailing espionage and terrorist incidents.”
 
                 “Zamboni is just making those up, so he can look good with the G-2.” Lorraine stated. “He’s been bucking for a transfer for four years now.”
 
                 “We don’t think so.”
 
                 “Who’s we?” Lorraine asked with the gentleness of a man stepping on exploding eggshells.
 
                 “You don’t have a need to know. C.I. has been tracking a mole in the army for ten years. The trail has led us to Zamboni. Where is he?”
 
                 “He’s in the Patton Psychiatric Ward at the 107th General Hospital near Fulda.”
 
                 Jones glanced at his watch while Lorraine studied him. “As of now, colonel, Zamboni is under investigation for treason. I don’t want a word of this breathed to anyone, understood?”
 
                 Lorraine didn’t answer, but merely nodded meekly.
 
    
 
                 At the exact moment, Captain Zamboni was exactly where Lorraine had stated, in a doctor’s office at the Patton Psychiatric Ward. Zamboni was reclining on a soft felt couch as Major Sheldon Steinwald studied a clipboard.
 
                 “Comfortable?” the major asked.
 
                 “Sure doc. Can we get on with this?”
 
                 “Are you in a hurry?” The doctor asked, adjusting his chair and moving closer to Zamboni.
 
                 “As a matter of fact I am. I’m supposed to meet an agent I’m running in fifteen minutes.”
 
                 “And, where are we going to do that?” The doctor asked while scribbling on a yellow legal pad.”
 
                 “Behind an abandoned warehouse in East Berlin. It’s imperative I get there. He’s on the run. Kessler is after him.”
 
                 “Who’s Kessler?”
 
                 “Everyone knows Kessler, the head of the Abteilung, East German military intelligence.”
 
                 “I see. What happens if you don’t show up?”
 
                 “The man I’m running will become worried, panicked. He might try and go over the Wall tonight.”
 
                 “What’s this man’s name?” 
 
                 Zamboni turned around and looked at Dr. Steinwald. “That’s classified. But, he’s a big fish and he’s mine. Now, I really have to get out of here.” Zamboni rose from the couch. The major touched his shoulder gently.
 
                 “Lay back down captain, your contact will still be there in an hour.”
 
                 “He will?” Zamboni looked at the doctor with wide, vacant eyes.
 
                 “Okay”, the doctor said, “Let’s do some word associations. “When I say a word, you give me an answer, alright?”
 
                 “Whatever you want doc.”
 
                 “Good, here’s the first one. “Insane.”
 
                 “Reno”, Zamboni responded.
 
                 “Death”, the major stated, checking the word off on the clipboard.
 
                 “Lorraine”
 
                 “Hate”, the doctor made another check.
 
                 “Reno” Zamboni said, smiling from ear to ear. 
 
                 “Good, let’s continue, gun.”
 
                 “Pointed at Lorraine”, Zamboni made a pistol with his fingers and made a ‘pop’ noise. 
 
                 “Bomb”, the major read off the list.
 
                 “Reno’s house”, Zamboni made an explosion sound and laughed. 
 
                 “Bullet.”
 
                 “Point blank into Lorraine’s skull” Zamboni grinned.
 
                 “Excellent, a few more; bayonet.”
 
                 “Lacerating Reno’s guts.”
 
                 “Super, you’re doing very well. I think we’re on to something substantial here.”
 
    
 
                 At seven in the evening, Chief Warrant Officer Sean Reilly strolled into the main lounge of the local whorehouse in Bullingen. For the last few weeks, Reilly had become a regular at the club and was having threesomes with two Balkan hookers, Daniela and Bianca. Daniela was buxom, blond and outgoing. Bianca was darker, moody and somewhat clingy around Reilly. His routine was usually the same every day. He would come home from work, fix himself a Jack and Coke, masturbate in the shower and then fix himself another Jack and Coke before leaving for the whorehouse. Upon arriving there, he would be greeted by both girls who would insist that he purchase a 200-mark bottle of champagne for each of them, which he did. Then, when the ladies had sipped their champagne, made small talk with Reilly and watched him down another Jack and Coke, they would all head for the Jacuzzi suite in the basement. Reilly didn’t realize it at the moment, but he was an addicted whoremonger. He had even sold all of his blue chip stocks to finance his sexual desires, which usually ran him about 1500 marks a night. 
 
                 The night had progressed with the same pattern the past nights had. They would all hop in the Jacuzzi, fondle each other and then go at it on a king-size heart-shaped waterbed. After the third time, while lying in between both of them, Reilly made a decision.
 
                 “Ladies, I have to tell you something.”
 
                 “You have the Gonorrhea?” Daniela asked.
 
                 “No, no, nothing like that. It’s hard for me to say this, because I know how much you two care for me.” He said as they nodded.
 
                 “Bianca, I’m sorry, but I can’t see you anymore. I want to be with Daniela. We’re in love.”
 
                 “If you two are in love, then why do you still pay?” Bianca said rising from the bed. 
 
                 “Daniela needs the money to take care of her family in Albania. I’m just helping her out.” Reilly said. Bianca walked over to a table and reached for a vibrator. She threw it at Daniela, hitting her in the head. Then she threw a dildo at Reilly, who ducked. By now, Daniela had tackled Bianca. The two were rolling on the bed, clawing at each other as Reilly poured himself another Jack and Coke. 
 
    
 
                 The next morning, Bennett was finishing off a toasted croissant when he heard the door to the outer office open. Lorraine entered, rolling a cart that was stacked with stained silver of all types.
 
                 “Ah...Bennett there you are.” Lorraine said. He had a habit of always sounding surprised. 
 
                 “Where else would I be sir? This is my office.”
 
                 “Yes, well...very good. As I may have mentioned to you yesterday, I’m going to be assigning you some additional duties.”
 
                 “Why sir? I have enough work here with Zamboni in the looney bin for God knows how long.”
 
                 “Hardly, the Cold War is over, and the prospects for another war are dismal. We’re all in the army on borrowed time. So, therefore, I’m making you the caretaker of the squadron silver.”
 
                 “You’ve got to be kidding me. Why don’t you give it to Burger?”
 
                 “He’s got other responsibilities.” Lorraine said. He reached down and examined something on the cart.
 
                 “This is a serious duty and I expect you to go about it with your usual vim and vigor Bennett.” Lorraine finished speaking and rolled the cart toward him. He exited with a huff that sounded slightly feminine in nature. Bennett shook his head in dismay. 
 
   At the very moment Lorraine was handing off the squadron silver to Bennett, First Lieutenant Dwight David Burger was handing 50,000 marks in cash to the owner of an antique store in Bullingen. The man rifled through the thick wad greedily.
 
   “Everything seems to be in order, Mr. Jones.”
 
   “Good, I’ll be back next week as well to purchase the Kaiser Wilhelm Coin collection. Will you hold it for me?”
 
   “You know it’s worth 200,000 marks?”
 
   “I’ll have the cash for you. I’m almost done with a job I’ve been doing.” 
 
   “You must be quite successful to be able to afford such things Mr. Jones?” the German said, as he placed the money in a wall safe. Burger just shrugged his shoulders with an indefinable expression. 
 
   Burger had no idea that Zamboni was also in the store, on the other side, examining a black powder musket. The day before, Zamboni had been released from the Patton Psychiatric Ward with a bottle of meds and an appointment with Dr. Steinwald for the following week. The doctor was convinced that Zamboni’s mental problems were treatable with prescription drugs and limited therapy sessions. Walking back to his MG, Zamboni tossed the meds and the appointment slip in the nearest trashcan.
 
   Zamboni had no intention of informing Lorraine that he could be back on duty. He would enjoy a month’s leave away from the people who had ruined his life for the three years. That morning, he had risen early, taken a light breakfast in a gasthaus and then stopped off at the antique store. He could hardly believe what he was seeing inside the store. How in the hell did Burger have 50,000 marks in cash? And, how in the hell was he going to be able to purchase the Kaiser’s coin collection for another 200g’s? There was really only one answer to a spook like Zamboni. Burger was an enemy agent, a puppet being controlled by his masters on the other side of the Iron Curtain. Suddenly, Zamboni’s mind raced into high gear. If he could nab a real Soviet agent, then he would have to be sent back to Force 157! He slipped out of the store before Burger could spot him and walked to a pay phone across the street. He dialed the S-2 office.
 
   Bennett was polishing a silver coffee pot when the phone rang. “762, this line is not secure.” He answered it.
 
   “Listen bud, it’s me.”
 
   Bennett put down the polishing rag. What in the name of God did Zamboni want? Was he calling from the rubber room? Had he escaped? “What is it?”
 
   “I’m here in the antique store in town.”
 
   “Uh-huh…”
 
   “ I just spotted Burger handing some kraut 50,000 marks in cash. Now, where in the hell does a first looie get so much money?” Bennett thought for a moment. “I don’t know. You serious? You’re not making this all up?”
 
   “I’m not kidding. Meet me at the Schnell Imbiss at noon.” Zamboni slammed the phone down and opened the door to the yellow Bundespost phone booth. As he did so, he observed Burger waddle back to his restored Germany Army kubelwagen (jeep). “I’ve got you now, fat boy.” Zamboni said to himself.
 
   Bennett had just started his ridiculous silver polishing again when a man entered the office wearing a stained, black trenchcoat with dark blue polyester trousers, a white Dacron and polyester shirt with a Lawn Boy pocket protector and black, scuffed low quarter shoes with white socks. Bennett frowned. Unlike Lorraine, Bennett knew exactly that the man was either CI or CID. He watched as the man fumbled inside his trenchcoat for his identification.
 
   “I’ll save you the time. You’re CI?” Bennett asked, going back to the silver coffee pot. The man finally extracted his badge and credentials.
 
   “No...CID, Criminal Investigation Division; I’m Mr. Jones from the Nuremberg office.” The man extended his hand to Bennett. Bennett shook it and looked at the man’s brown hair, which was long and disheveled for a government employee. The small, wire-framed glasses Mr. Jones wore, gave him the impression of an absent-minded professor. The fact that CID was there was not good. Bennett knew immediately that Jones was after Peacock and Moses.
 
   “What can I do for you?” Bennett asked.
 
   “CID has been conducting an investigation of Master Sergeant Wyatt Peacock and Staff Sergeant Stanton T. Moses since January.”
 
   “An investigation? For what?” Bennett played dumb.
 
   “We think both of them have been behind the robberies of PX warehouses across Germany during the last year.”
 
   “So, why visit me?” Bennett asked.
 
   “Since you’re the local intelligence officer, to inform you that a CID investigation is in progress and that charges may be brought against them. And, to ask you sir, if you have ever seen or heard them talk about doing anything that would be construed as illegal.” 
 
   Jones pulled out an olive drab notebook and a pencil and awaited Bennett’s reply. Bennett wanted to burst out laughing. Everyone in the 74th knew that Peacock and Moses were thieves. Since they were basically good guys and provided occasional liberated items to people, no one gave a damn about what they were up to. No one knew and no one wanted to know. It was a philosophy as old as time itself. Bennett wondered for a moment if Jones was going to get warrants and search the homes of squadron members. If that happened, Bennett would be in deep kimchee. Peacock and Moses had practically re-decorated his apartment for him. Bennett knew two things: one, he would never Peacock and Moses go down; two, he was going to set Jones so far off-course that he would be chasing his tail for hours.
 
   “I’ve never seen them do anything that wasn’t within army regulations. They’re fine soldiers too and a credit to the local sub-community.”
 
   “Is that so?” Jones asked. He scribbled something else in his notebook that Bennett thought read, “Intell officer lying.”
 
   “Do you know where they might be at this hour? I knocked on their office door and no one answered.” 
 
   “They’re usually in Frankfurt at this time.” 
 
   “Why would they be in Frankfurt?” Jones wrote quickly.
 
   “There’s a supply depot there. They go there first thing every morning, to pick-up requisitioned classes of supply.”
 
   “I’ll head out there then.” 
 
   “You do that.” Bennett said. He watched as Mr. Jones of CID walked out. He went to the window that overlooked the parking lot and watched as Jones drove away in his 1978 Plymouth K-Car. Then he brewed a second pot of coffee for the day and glanced out the window, waiting for Peacock and Moses to appear. When they finally did twenty minutes later, Bennett signaled them up to his office. 
 
   “How do sir?” Peacock said. Moses stood near the door with a brand-new video recorder in his hands. 
 
   “Some CID clown named Jones was just in here asking questions about you guys. He said you were both under investigation for robbing a bunch of PX warehouses.” 
 
   Peacock and Moses looked at each other. “Where is this clown?” Peacock asked.
 
   “I diverted him to Frankfurt. He thinks you’re at a supply depot there.”
 
   “Good one sir. There ain’t no supply depot in Frankfurt!” Peacock thought for a moment. “Rog-o, thanks for the info, we’ve got to get to work. If that dud comes around again, be sure to let us know.”
 
   “Wilco.” Bennett said. Peacock and Moses walked down the stairs and into the basement. When they stepped into their office and shut the door, Peacock lit a Marlboro and puffed nervously on it.
 
   “What should we do sarge?” Moses asked.
 
   “First thing, get ten “Swingin Richards” that we can trust and have them clear this office out. I want nothing left in here except the GI folding cot, two desks and chairs. 
 
   “What about the coffee maker?” Moses asked. Peacock turned to look at the five-foot high souvenir from East Germany.
 
   “That can stay, all the liberated items need to be moved to the secret warehouse, capiche?”
 
   “Capiche, sarge.”
 
   “Good, get on it. That blintganger from CID will be probing around here again.” 
 
   For the next hour, ten Swingin’ Dicks under the supervision of Moses and Peacock loaded everything out the back door of the basement and into a deuce and a half. They drove away in the direction of the Bullingen forest, just as an irate Mr. Jones was motoring back to the 74th HQ in his dilapidated olive drab K-Car. 
 
   When he knocked on the office door, Peacock was sitting in a barren room at his desk, filling out a bogus supply form. 
 
   “Jones, CID.” He flashed the badge at him.
 
   “What can I do for you; cup of Joe?” Peacock beckoned to the 300-cup device. Jones walked over to examine it. 
 
   “This isn’t army issue. Where’d you steal it from?”
 
   “It was liberated from an East German Army kitchen.”
 
   “That’s a violation of the Hague Convention, article 17, paragraph B. You’ve stolen kitchen goods from a foreign power.”
 
   “First thing, it was donated to me. Second, the East Germans never signed the Hague Convention.” Mr. Jones seemed stumped for a second. 
 
                 “I’m on to you Peacock.” Jones pointed at him. “I’m watching you’re every move. Sooner or later you’ll screw up and then, I’ll be there to put the cuffs on you and that sidekick of yours, Moses.”
 
   “Don’t let the door hit your ass on the way out!” Peacock yelled. 
 
    
 
   At noon, Bennett swung his hunter green BMW Bavaria into a parking lot near the Schnell Imbiss (fast food stand). He dismounted and searched the area for Zamboni. Zamboni was sitting on a bench next to the Schnell Imbiss, reading a German magazine and sipping a soda. Bennett raised his hand to signal Zamboni, but he paid him no attention. Finally, Bennett sat down next to him. “Hey, didn’t know you read German.” 
 
   “The slings and arrows of outrageous fortune.” Zamboni muttered.
 
   “What?” Bennett said. 
 
   “Identify yourself, shitbird.” Zamboni said. Bennett shook his head.
 
   “Some men are born to greatness, some men achieve greatness, and some men have greatness thrust upon them.” Bennett responded.
 
   “The fault dear Brutus lies not in the stars, but in ourselves, for we determine our own course.” Zamboni parroted.
 
   “Alright, enough sir. What’s this nonsense all about?” For the next fifteen minutes, Zamboni told him about what he had witnessed at the antique store in town.
 
   “You’re not just imagining this or inventing it to try and get out of the cav?” 
 
   “Hell no, this is real shit.” Zamboni stared into Bennett’s eyes so long he had to turn away.
 
   “Okay, so where’d he get the cash from?” Bennett posed.
 
   “He’s working for the opposition bud. This incompetent fat boy routine is a ruse de guerre.”
 
   “What’s our next gambit?” Bennett said, while dipping a French fry into some mayonnaise.
 
   “We tail the fat slob night and day. When we witness a drop, we move in.”
 
   “A drop or a dead drop?”
 
   “A drop. I want to bring down his whole network like a house of cards.” Zamboni crushed a wrapper to signify his intent. Bennett nodded in agreement. The more he thought about Burger’s bizarre lifestyle, the more none of it made any sense. First of all, where in the heck did he get the money to afford 50 g’s worth of antiques and another 200 on the way? Burger had told Bennett that he came from a poor family in Ohio. Also, was Burger’s reputation as a complete boob just a façade? Why was Burger dating a woman old enough to be his mother? Was that also a ruse of some type? Was she in his network? Was she his case officer? Bennett’s mind moved at light speed trying to remember everything strange the man had done in the last year. 
 
   As Bennett and Zamboni were talking, they failed to notice an olive drab 1977 Plymouth K-Car stopped across the street behind several evergreen trees. In the car sat Mr. Jones from CI. He observed them and then snapped off about a half dozen pictures with a camera. He put the car in drive, turned on a Herb Alpert’s Greatest Hits tape and drove away, whistling to the tune of “Tijuana Taxi.”
 
   Bennett and Zamboni spent the afternoon tailing Burger in Bennett’s BMW Bavaria. They sat across the street from a local gasthaus as Burger spent two hours gorging himself inside the establishment. Zamboni sipped a cup of coffee and Bennett finished off a drink called a Spezi, which is a combination of Coke and orange soda. 
 
   “We might have to move on foot bud.” Zamboni noted. “He could’ve had a drop in there and we’ll never know it.”
 
   “It’s possible, but you’d think after a drop Burger would leave. He’d be nervous, frightened.”
 
   “You’re forgetting that there’s food in the gasthaus.”
 
   “How true.” Bennett said. Zamboni went back to his coffee and Bennett extracted a Jack Higgins novel from the glove compartment. Ten minutes later, Burger exited the gasthaus, but didn’t return to his car. He started walking into the medieval section. “Alright, time to exit. 
 
   Zamboni and Bennett followed Burger from a safe distance into the narrow labyrinth of streets and passages that comprised Bullingen’s old section. They watched as Burger purchased two large lobsters, and other assorted vegetables from a grocer. They tailed him to Dr. Mueller’s sex shop where Burger bought a large ostrich feather, an African-American sex doll, and a terminal velocity Finnish penis pump. They watched as Burger nervously scanned the area after coming out of the shop with two large, plain brown bags. He had no chance of spotting Bennett who was tucked behind the edge of a house and Zamboni who had disappeared into a sewer grate. 
 
   As Bennett moved away from the house, tailing Burger, he saw movement behind him, about fifty yards away. He had seen it before and paid no attention to it. But, this time he knew he had a tail. Was it one of Burger’s boys surveilling them? It was possible, although Burger didn’t seem that thorough. But, then again, he wasn’t running this operation. As soon as Bennett spotted the white socks with the pre-shined low quarter shoes, he knew it was not Ivan tailing him, but army intelligence or CID. He shook his head and wondered how and why he had a tail. Or did he? Perhaps they were on to Burger too. Yes that had to be it!
 
   Burger’s next stop was at a video store where he rented two items: “Sorority Vixens in Heat 4” and “Anal Girls Go to Heaven.” As Burger walked out, the clerk, a fastidious older woman, chased after Burger with money in her hands.
 
   “Mr. Jones, your change.”
 
   Burger waddled back over to her and smiled. Bennett wondered what thoughts were being processed behind the tinted glasses. Burger thanked the woman, in what sounded to Bennett like the worst German he had ever he heard. Burger then strolled toward one of his favorite haunts, a military memorabilia store, that Bennett knew was run by some fanatical ex- SS bastard named Gottfried. 
 
   Bennett moved in closer, as his instincts told him something was going to happen inside the store. He saw Zamboni move into position in a grove of thick bushes and he spotted “white socks” coming into position behind them. Bennett reached into his pocket and pulled out a small pair of opera glasses that he had obtained the night he and Monika had gone to the ballet. He looked through them and watched as Burger handed an envelope to Gottfried.
 
   “You traitor.” Bennett mumbled. Gottfried took the envelope, went back into his storage room and then returned with a bottle of schnapps and two glasses. Bennett watched as they both drank a toast, but to what? Treason? The Waffen SS?  
 
                 They followed Burger back to his car and watched him load the groceries, the movies and the sex items into the back of the jeep and cover them with a tarp. Bennett sat in his Bimmer and waited for Zamboni to return. He did, five minutes later, huffing and puffing.
 
                 “I saw the drop with my opera glasses.” Bennett said.
 
                 “Where?”
 
                 “In the military memorabilia place. He handed that bastard Gottfried an envelope.”
 
                 Zamboni shook his head. “This could be a bigger network then we imagined. The fat boy has woven a virtual spider’s web of treason around town. 
 
                  “Maybe we should’ve moved in on him right there in the shop.” Bennett said.
 
                 “Negative, Burger is only a stooge. I want the whole organization to go down.” 
 
                 “What’s our next move?”
 
                 “Do you know where he lives?” Zamboni asked.
 
                 “Yeah, nice place too.”
 
                 “Good, because we’re gonna wire it.”
 
    
 
                 While Burger drove back to his office, Bennett and Zamboni drove to Burger’s heavily shaded apartment in a village just north of Bullingen. They sat in the parked BMW and watched to ensure that no one in the neighborhood could spot them entering or exiting the premises. Bennett popped open his trunk and retrieved six electronic eavesdropping devices and a small camera. He slammed the trunk shut and then Zamboni picked the lock on Burger’s apartment door with a small device resembling a nail file. They walked inside and listened for anything. All was quiet. It took them about fifteen minutes to plant the bugs and then another ten to set-up a camera that Bennett concealed in a light fixture above the bed. Bennett calculated that the angle would provide any view of the bedroom. 
 
   While Zamboni continued working, Bennett snooped around. On Burger’s desk he found a document marked, “Operation Snowflake.” It read:
 
    
 
   Nazi loot buried by Skorzeny and his men on the night of April 9, 1945. Location: 47 degrees from drawbridge in dried moat surrounding the Castle Bullingen. 
 
    
 
   Bennett shook his head. He didn’t know if Operation Snowflake was a real world Odessa operation or just some figment of Burger’s warped treasure hunter mind. Then again he had just seen Burger hand Gottfried an envelope. Hmm? He thought about it as he and Zamboni finished in the apartment and tippy-toed down the staircase and out to the car. They drove away with Bennett at the wheel. Zamboni was munching on a bag of Bugles. He sounded like a swarm of chipmunks converging on a pile of pine cones. Bennett looked over at him.
 
                 “I found some info on Burger’s desk just now. I think he might be a Neo-Nazi.”
 
                 “Doubt it bud. He’s gotta KGB written all over his chubby little kisser.” They reached the main highway back toward Bullingen and Bennett noticed an olive drab K-Car following them.
 
                 “Our friend is back again.”
 
                 “Who?” Zamboni asked.
 
                 “Take a look behind us.” Zamboni turned his head and saw the car.
 
                 “Why are those CI shitbirds on our ass?”
 
                 “Did you ever think they’re on to Burger too? Maybe they think we’re working with him?”
 
                 “I doubt it. Maybe my fifty Teardrop reports have something to do with this?” Zamboni responded.
 
                 “You sent fifty Teardrop reports out? Why?” Bennett said, while accelerating.
 
                 “Wanted to get their attention, wanted them to know that Zamboni was still on the job.”
 
                 “Oh, you got their attention all right. Hold on, I’m going to lose this bozo.” Bennett shifted gears and the BMW barked angrily. The K-Car started to lag farther behind. Bennett took a corner sharply and then accelerated more on the next straightaway. 
 
                 Inside the K-Car, Mr. Jones turned the volume up on Herb Alpert’s, “A Taste of Honey.” He swore, as he couldn’t keep up with Bennett’s Bimmer. 
 
                 “Watch this.” Bennett said. He swung violently to the right and drove off the road onto a gravel tractor path and into the forest. He continued until he was about a hundred yards into the foliage. Mr. Jones of CI knew he had been outrun. He drove back into town and stopped for lunch. He then made a phone call to inform his superiors that he was about to capture the top Soviet mole inside the lean green machine and also bring down his vast network. 
 
                 At six that evening, Bennett and Zamboni returned to Burger’s street, although this time they were inside a blue VW van that they had obtained from the motor pool. The van belonged to the army, but was used by a couple krauts who did maintenance work on the post. They wouldn’t need it that night. Bennett and Zamboni were parked across the street from Burger’s place and sitting inside the back of the van. Zamboni played with a series of dials on a radio receiver and Bennett tuned in a black and white video screen.
 
                 “All systems are go.” Bennett said, laughing. “Now, let’s wait for Burger, aka Mr. Jones to arrive home from a hard day’s work.”
 
                 Ten minutes later Burger arrived with Zarah, his girlfriend. Burger had the items he had purchased earlier in the day with him. “Don’t they make a cute couple?”
 
                 “The shitbird should be tossed out on that alone. It’s downright weird.” Zamboni said.
 
                 “And, driving around in a gorilla suit is normal?”Zamboni said nothing in response. Instead, the two waited as they entered the apartment. Instantly, they knew the bugs were working.
 
                 “I made the buy today.” Burger said. Zamboni and Bennett knew they were in the kitchen. They could hear them putting down and sorting through the groceries.
 
                 “Good for you liebchen. I know you’re going to be happy.” Zarah said. There was a pause then the sound of items being thrown off a table. Next, there was heavy breathing and kissing.
 
                 “Is Burger going to bang her on the kitchen table?” Zamboni asked.
 
                 “That boy is a class act.”
 
                 “No, Dwight, not now; later when we’re in bed and we can play with your new doll and watch the videos. I’m hungry.” Zarah said.
 
                 “Too bad fat boy.” Zamboni laughed to himself.
 
                 “Oh,” Burger added, “Gottfried was very impressed with the information I gave him today. We even drank to it. Do you know he served with Skorzeny?”
 
                 “I’m so proud of you. Now, let’s get the lobsters boiling.” Zarah said. “Then we’ll play our whipped cream game.”
 
                 “Whipped cream game?” Bennett asked. 
 
                 For the next ninety minutes, Bennett and Zamboni listened to conversation about nothing as Burger and Zarah cooked, ate and cleaned together. It was boring lovers’ chitchat that had nothing to do with anything. They didn’t even gossip about anyone in the army. It was almost as if the army didn’t exist for Dwight David Burger.
 
                 Finally, Burger and Zarah made it to the bedroom. They both jumped on the waterbed nude. Burger carried the blow-up sex doll, which had been completely inflated. “That doll looks like Diana Ross.” Bennett said. “Looks like they fantasize about having a threesome with it.” Bennett zoomed in on Zarah. “Her tits are pretty decent, but look at that ass.”
 
                 “What about it?” Zamboni sipped a cup of coffee.
 
                 “It’s practically been devoured by cellulite. Her butt cheeks look like two pieces of moldy Swiss cheese.”
 
                 For the next thirty minutes, they watched as Zarah did everything imaginable to bring Dwight David Burger to the point of erection. She used the ostrich feather, the sex doll, her lips, and the penis pump. It all failed. Burger sat up in the bed with her, smoking a pipe, while she attempted to give him a hand job.
 
                 “The poor bastard.” Bennett said. “Twenty-five and impotent. Now, that’s scary.”
 
                 “If he would do some PT, he might not have his problem. This is getting us nowhere.” Zamboni said. “All we’ve learned is that his girlfriend has cellulite and Burger is a limp dick. We need to move this to the next level.”
 
                 “What are you saying?” Bennett asked.
 
    
 
                 The next morning, as Bennett and Zamboni sipped coffee, stretched and swore from the lack of sleeping accommodations in the van, Zarah exited Burger’s apartment looking like a woman who needed a good solid Rogering. She got into her Opel sedan and drove away. Five minutes later, Burger walked out and over to his jeep. As he walked towards it, Zamboni came out of the shadows and thumped him across the skull with a leather sap. Burger dropped to the ground like a sack of potatoes. Bennett swung the van into the driveway and then helped Zamboni roll Burger up into a carpet. It all took less than a minute. Bennett backed the van out of the driveway and sped down the street. 
 
    
 
                 Chief Warrant Officer Sean Reilly was also in the process of getting into his car, when two gargantuan-sized Yugoslavian men greeted him. Reilly recognized one of them from the whorehouse in town. He attempted to get into his car, but one of the giants grabbed him and threw him against the wall. 
 
                 “You don’t like Bianca anymore, why is that?” One of the men asked. Reilly noticed the man’s face was lined with pockmarks.
 
                 “Because she’s a bitch and I’m running out of cash.”  Reilly tried to break away, but the other Yugo punched him in the gut. Reilly doubled over in pain. 
 
                 “She’s my sister and you will pay her, not that bitch Daniela anymore, understood.” Reilly kicked one of the Yugos hard in the shin, and then slugged the other in the face with his briefcase. He jumped in his car, threw it in reverse and drove away before the two thugs could react. 
 
    
 
                 Mr. Jones of CID was on the verge of cracking the biggest case in his ten-year career as a plain-clothes military police investigator. A tip from a drunken German at a local bar the night before and the bribery of a 74th trooper who hated Peacock, had led Jones to an abandoned house in Bullingen. 
 
                 Jones pulled his Plymouth K-Car to a stop in front of the house. The house was boarded-up and weather-beaten. It looked eerie and empty. Jones unsheathed his .38 special issue revolver and walked around to the side of the house. He discovered a staircase leading to a cellar. He laughed when he saw that the door was secured with a U.S. Army 200 series gold padlock. He glanced to his left and right, then proceeded to fire two rounds into the lock, breaking it open. He kicked open the door with his right foot and barged into the dark, damp cellar like Mannix. When he turned on the light, he couldn’t believe his eyes. The cellar was packed with PX items of every type and make. He ran up the stairs to the first floor and found that the whole house was stacked from floor to ceiling with PX items. “Holy shit!” Jones remarked to himself. He ran back down the cellar stairs and out to his car. He was about to call CID headquarters on his radio, but decided not to. He wanted total credit for this collar. The arrest of the PX Bandits was going to be his and his alone. 
 
    
 
                 Three hours after he had been cold-cocked by Zamboni, Dwight David Burger awoke on a cot in a pitch-black room. As he looked around attempting to get his bearings, he had the momentary horrific feeling of not knowing if he was dead or alive. That feeling was alleviated by the shockingly loud amplifier feedback being piped into the room. Burger held his hands to his ears to stop the noise from perforating his eardrums. Just as quickly as it started, the noise stopped. There was only quiet and the sound of Burger’s heart beating. Burger leapt off the cot and searched frantically around the room for anything: a window, a door, a chair, and a table. There was simply nothing except his cot and four stonewalls. Suddenly, there was a click of a microphone being turned on. Loud yelling in a language Burger thought was Russian followed this. At that exact moment, he started to yell for help; for he now believed he was no longer in West Germany. The voice in Russian turned to English. It was heavily accented.
 
                 “Welcome to Russia, Lieutenant Burger.” Zamboni who sat with Bennett in the adjoining room clicked off the microphone. In actuality, Bennett and Zamboni were in the basement of the officers club, which had a myriad of small stone rooms used for storage of beverages and food. They had simply hooked up a stereo system with a microphone and had run a speaker into the top corner of Burger’s room.
 
                 Burger started to yell loudly for help. Zamboni turned the microphone back on again. “You are acting like a school girl. There is no one here to help you.”
 
                 “What do you want with me?” Burger asked while sobbing.
 
                 “You have stabbed us in the back, haven’t you? We paid you good money as a spy for us. And, what have you gone and done, but told the Americans.” Zamboni said.
 
                 “I don’t know what you’re talking about.” Burger pleaded. 
 
                 “Nonsense! We know you are a member of Odessa, you fascist pig!” Bennett said.
 
                 “Odessa? Fascist? I’m not a spy.” Burger said.
 
                 “We will soon find out.” Zamboni said. He nodded to Bennett who began to flick an electrical switch. Burger’s room was suddenly illuminated with a spectrum of twirling colored lights. Next, Bennett turned up the amplifier and the feedback blasted into his room again. Burger screamed at the top of his lungs.
 
                 “Aren’t you worried we’re going a little too far with this?” Bennett asked.
 
                 “Fuck no. The guy’s an enemy agent. He’s put millions of people in danger. I say we hook up his balls to some battery cables. That always does the trick.”
 
    
 
                 Reilly rang the doorbell to the house at 36 Erlenweg in Bullingen and was greeted by an Asian prostitute wearing thong panties and nothing else. He entered, ordered a Jack and Coke and waited for Daniela.
 
                 Daniela arrived in the main lounge, fifteen minutes later, in the arms of an older man who wore a smile so big on his face that it could have illuminated a small city. After the man exited, Daniela sat down next to Reilly who was frowning. “Don’t worry schatz, he didn’t even fuck me.” She lied. 
 
                 “I don’t care.” Reilly lied as well. He downed his Jack and Coke nervously.
 
                 “You know I love you darling and when you pay, I give the money to my poor family in Romania.”
 
                 “I thought you were from Albania.”
 
                 “Yes, of course. How stupid of me. Now, I’m going to order us a nice 200 mark bottle of champagne. We’ll take it with us to the suite.” 
 
                 Inside the Jacuzzi suite, Reilly told Daniela about his dream. “I can get out; heck the word is they WANT people to leave now that the Cold War is over. We can move to my family’s cottage at Cape Cod. No one uses it anyway. I can help my Uncle Pat run his bar in Chatham.”
 
                 “That sounds wonderful darling. Can I get us another 200 mark bottle of champagne?”
 
                 “Sure.” Reilly said. He watched her butt sway back and forth as she left for the bar.
 
    
 
                 Mr. Jones of CID was parked down the street from the secret warehouse. He sat inside the K-Car drinking a four-ounce can of apple juice he had purchased at the base bowling alley. As he sipped the juice he watched as a U.S. Army deuce and half truck turned into the house’s driveway. He smiled when he saw Peacock and Moses jump out, look around and then carry cases of beer towards the cellar. He looked at his watch, nodded to himself and then reached for a crossword puzzle.
 
    
 
                 Dwight David Burger was passed out on the storage room floor when the door to the small area flew open. The room became partially illuminated and Burger squinted into the faint light. Bennett had taken his tinted glasses from him earlier that day. He had terrible vision, which added to his state of confusion. He stared at the two figures in Soviet KGB uniforms that entered his cell. Zamboni had a moustache glued on his face and a pair of dark sunglasses. Bennett wore a beard and sunglasses as well. They picked Burger up off of the floor and threw him into a chair they had brought with them.
 
                 Burger sat in the chair staring at them. Zamboni put his face a few inches from Burger’s. “I am Major Chekhov. The man standing behind me is Captain Tenklovich. We are from the Committee for State Security...the KGB.”
 
                 “Oh God, help me.” Burger whined. Zamboni pelted him in the face with a gloved hand.
 
                 “Do not go soft on me so soon tovarich. Now, why did you betray us? Who did you contact in town? Why did you spend the money we gave you so openly? Zamboni asked.
 
                 “I told you, I’m not a spy. I came into a lot of money, sure I did, but I never got it from any Russians.” 
 
                 “No, instead you found the loot Skorzeny buried didn’t you?” Bennett said.
 
                 “Skorzeny? Loot? That’s just the idea I have for a novel I’m writing. This is some type of mistake. Maybe you’re looking for Bennett. Yes, Bennett’s the one you want.”
 
                 “We are not talking about some fool named Bennett. We are talking about you!” Zamboni yelled. “Alright, it’s time.”
 
                 “Time for what?” Burger asked.
 
                 “Time for you to talk or as God is my witness, we will barbecue your testicles.” Zamboni said. Behind him, Bennett held up two jumper cables and then touched them together, causing them to spark. Burger screamed in absolute terror and then fell off the chair. Bennett knelt down and checked him. “He’s out again. Whatever he’s doing, I don’t think he’s an enemy agent.”
 
                 “Bullshit, I’ve seen enough traitors. He’s guilty.”
 
                 “This has gotten way out of hand.”
 
                 “Alright.” Zamboni thought for a moment. “Let’s get rid of him.”
 
                 Bennett and Zamboni stripped off their uniforms, packed up the sound and light equipment and then carried Burger out of the storage room and into the back of the van. They drove into the forest and dumped the still unconscious Burger along the side of a road. 
 
                 As they drove back into town, Mr. Jones of CI followed them in his K-Car, while listening to Ray Conniff’s version of “Love is Blue.” 
 
    
 
                 By nightfall, Reilly had spent a total of 1000 marks on Peiper-Heidseck champagne and another 1500 marks on Daniela. He felt it was for a good cause. After all, the 1500 marks were going to her poor family in Albania. Daniela was in the middle of performing fellatio on Reilly when the door to the suite burst open. Bianca entered, carrying a .25 caliber Beretta automatic. Reilly watched in terror as she approached, while Daniela, oblivious to her, kept working on Reilly.
 
                 “You were warned to stay away from Daniela and you didn’t listen did you?” Bianca shouted. Daniela turned away from Reilly and stared at her. 
 
                 “Get out of here! Don’t you get it? He doesn’t want you anymore. And, you know why? Because you’re a psychotic bitch, that’s why!” At that moment, Daniela threw the bottle of champagne at Bianca. It struck her in the back and shattered. She fell to the floor and Daniela dove on top of her. As the two wrestled, Reilly grabbed his Jack and Coke and ran for the door. As he did, Bianca knocked Daniela in the face and then fired three shots at Reilly. One missed and hit the doorframe; the last two hit him in each ass cheek. Reilly tore down the hallway and ran out the back door of the whorehouse with blood coming out of his shot butt cheeks. He ran down a sidewalk and dove into a clump of bushes as Bianca looked for him to no avail.
 
                 Reilly watched her walk back to the whorehouse and then took off in the opposite direction. As he did, he sipped his Jack and Coke.
 
    
 
                 After dumping the van, the uniforms and the equipment, Bennett and Zamboni took Bennett’s BMW Bavaria back into Bullingen. Bennett told Zamboni that he needed to make a stop at Peacock’s other office and pick-up a new stereo receiver. The Bimmer rolled to a stop a block away from the secret warehouse. Bennett and Zamboni walked down the street. As they did, Mr. Jones from CI followed them.
 
                 “How come I never knew about this place?” Zamboni asked.
 
                  “Only a few people know. It’s where they store all of their liberated stuff.” They went down the basement stairs and Bennett knocked on the door. Moses opened the door and they followed him inside. 
 
   At the very moment, they were going in the house through the basement, Dwight David Burger, who had just walked three miles into town, spotted Bennett and Zamboni. He knew they could help him, maybe give him a ride back to his apartment. He needed assistance desperately. He wondered how long he had been in Russia. What day was it? Burger walked down the stairs and found the basement door open. He walked inside. 
 
                 Reilly had run about a half a mile, with his bleeding ass cheeks and his Jack and Coke through Bullingen. He was exhausted and losing blood. As he was rounding a corner, he saw fat boy Burger. He knew Burger could get him to the hospital. He walked over to the house and went down the basement stairs. Surprisingly, the door was open.
 
                 As Reilly went into the house, Mr. Jones from CI approached the house from the right side. He pried away a thin piece of wood covering the window and shattered the glass with his elbow. He clambered inside the house and listened. On the other side of the home, Mr. Jones from CID did the same thing as his colleague from army intelligence. Only, he used his shoe to break the window glass. 
 
                 Peacock was on the second floor, when he saw Moses walking up the staircase with Bennett and Zamboni. “Y’all hear anything break downstairs?”
 
                 “Negative sarge.” Moses said. Peacock rubbed his head and looked at Bennett. 
 
                 “Right...the stereo receiver; hold on sir.” Peacock said. 
 
                 “Bennett, Captain Zamboni. Thank God, you guys are here.” Burger walked up the stairs to the bedroom where everyone was now standing. 
 
                 “What the hell are you doing here?” Peacock yelled to Burger.
 
                 “I was kidnapped and taken to the Soviet Union for interrogation.”
 
                 “Moses get that blintganger out of here now!” Moses was walking toward Burger to escort him out, when Reilly entered the bedroom. 
 
                 “Sean, what the hell?” Bennett looked at his friend who was nude, bleeding from the buttocks and still holding a Jack and Coke.” 
 
                 “Bianca shot me compadre. Need some first aid.” Reilly swayed into a wall. He finished his drink and dropped the glass on the floor.
 
                 “What is this, an American Legion convention? Moses clear this place out!” Peacock yelled.
 
                 “Everyone freeze!” Mr. Jones from CID said, pointing his pistol at the crowd.
 
                 “Hold it! Don’t move a muscle. It was Mr. Jones from CI. He also held a pistol on the group.               Everyone raised his hands in the air. Zamboni was the first to speak because he recognized Mr. Jones from CI. “Murphy, what the hell is this?”               
 
                 “It’s Jones, Zamboni. And, you’re under arrest for treason. You’re the one who blew Stanton’s cover in Vienna on January 18th. You’re Nikolai, the most successful penetration agent the GRU ever fielded. Did you really think all of those Teardrop reports were going to throw us off your trail? Let’s go.”
 
                 “Wait a second.” Bennett said. “Captain Zamboni was with the 74th Cavalry Squadron in the field on January 18th. He was nowhere near Vienna at the time.” Jones looked around. 
 
                 “Can everyone here vouch for Zamboni?” The group nodded. As they did, Reilly collapsed on the floor. 
 
                 “You’re lucky your friends can back up your alibi Zamboni. I guess you can’t be Nikolai. That means the real Nikolai is still out there right now; shit.”
 
                 “Nikolai is standing right there, aren’t you fat boy?” Zamboni pointed to Burger.
 
                 “As I told the Soviet KGB, I’m not a spy. I won 400,000 marks in the German lotto a week ago. I’ve been spending my money on antiques.”
 
                 “That’s all nice and wonderful, but Sergeants Peacock and Moses, you’re under arrest.” Mr. Jones of CID stated. 
 
                 “On what charges?” Peacock yelled.
 
                 “For the theft of over a dozen PX warehouses in Germany.” 
 
                 “You can’t prove any of that man.” Moses said.
 
                 “Sure I can. This is your secret warehouse. These items are all stolen. You boys are looking at eight to ten minimum at Leavenworth.”
 
                 “Everyone of these items in here was given to us by the families of soldiers and soldiers themselves. We donate goods every year to the Children’s Christmas Fund.”
 
                 “I’m supposed to believe you have receipts for all of these items?” Jones said.
 
                 “You betcha,” Peacock answered. “Moses get out the receipt books.”
 
                 Mr. Jones of CID was forced to accept the fact that all of the goods in the secret warehouse were in fact donated for the Children’s Christmas Fund. Reilly was taken by ambulance to the local hospital, where doctors removed two .25 caliber slugs from both ass cheeks. Reilly spent a week in the hospital recovering, where he received regular baths and hand jobs from a young nurse named Inge. 
 
                 That night, after departing the secret warehouse, Bennett, Zamboni and Mr. Jones of CI, aka Murphy walked to the nearest bar. Over several glasses of beer, Jones/Murphy and Zamboni rehashed old stories from their tours together in Berlin and Munich. They also discussed what they would do for a living now that the Cold War was concluded.               Bennett sat in the corner alone: brooding, drinking, looking for any sign of sanity and finding none.
 
                 A week later, the army’s final psychiatric evaluation of Captain Reginald Zamboni was delivered to the office of Lieutenant-Colonel Quincy Lorraine. The report stated:
 
    
 
   Captain Zamboni has undergone several psychiatric tests to determine his current mental state and capabilities. It is my conclusion that Captain Zamboni is not suffering from any mental illness or disorder. He is both mentally and physically healthy. Captain Zamboni is quite capable of undertaking any mission the army may assign him. He is absolutely fit for combat duty.
 
   Dr. Sheldon Steinwald
 
   Major, U.S. Army
 
    
 
                 On a cloudy morning in July, a U.S. Army flatbed truck pulled into the kaserne. A large olive drab tarp covered the truck’s cargo. A sergeant jumped out of the cab, shut the door and marched into the squadron headquarters carrying a clipboard. He walked into Lorraine’s office. Lorraine was sitting with his dog Rock on his lap, sipping a Perrier and scribbling notes. He stared at the sergeant. “Can I help you?”
 
                 “Yes sir. I’m here to deliver the cruise missile that Lieutenant Garry Owen ordered.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
Chapter 5 – Wars and Rumors of Wars
 
    
 
                 “And ye shall hear of wars & rumors of wars...For nation shall rise against nation, & kingdom against kingdom.’
 
                 Matthew 24:7
 
    
 
   In the early morning hours of August 2, 1990, the world’s fourth largest army from Saddam Hussein’s Iraq invaded the tiny gulf emirate of Kuwait. Spearheaded by his elite troops of the Republican Guard, the Iraqi Army captured Kuwait City within hours and occupied the rest of the desert state by lunchtime. As the sun set over the sand, Kuwait was officially the 19th Province of Iraq. 
 
                 The American response and buildup in the late summer of 1990 was dubbed, Operation Desert Shield. It was a wholly defensive operation, designed to prevent Saudi Arabia from incurring the same fate as its northern neighbor. 
 
                 In Germany and across the world, the soldiers of the U.S. Army knew in their guts that Desert Shield would one day evolve into Desert Storm. By the autumn of 1990, it was apparent that their deployment to Saudi Arabia might be only weeks away. 
 
                 The carefree, joyous, golden days they had enjoyed during spring and early summer were slowly being replaced by a feeling of imminent dread. For many soldiers, Desert Storm would be the culminating experience of their military careers and their lives. For all, things would never be quite the same again.
 
    
 
   The former West German/Czech Border
 
   0230 Hours
 
   October 27, 1990
 
    
 
                 First Lieutenant Dwight David Burger sat slumped in the passenger seat of a U.S. Army deuce and a half truck. As the truck continued to rattle down the West German autobahn due east, Burger’s snores seemed synchronized with each jolt and slight bump in the road. Burger’s truck was the lead vehicle in the 74th Cavalry Squadron’s arms room convoy to the Grafenwoehr Training Center in Northern Bavaria. Burger, as the newly deemed support platoon leader was the convoy commander. Once again, the army had chosen the right man for the job. There was no one in the lean green machine better suited for leading a convoy of weapons in dense fog to its intended destination than Dwight David Burger. 
 
                 The convoy had been en route to “Graf”, as soldiers called it for nearly five hours. It was normally a three-hour trip, but the heavy fog and Burger’s four stops along the way had delayed their arrival. At first the troops in the convoy thought that Burger had a bladder problem, until they saw him emerge from a shop, carrying a four-foot beer stein, they thought otherwise. The road to Graf was relatively easy to follow. There was one area though where a convoy commander had to be alert and on his toes. Burger was neither. As he continued to snore, his driver, Frisbee, prodded him in the shoulder. “Sir, wake up there’s a road junction up ahead.” Burger shook his head and slightly opened his eyes.
 
                 “What’s wrong?”
 
                 “Should I go left to Amberg or straight ahead to Prague.”
 
                 “Straight ahead, keep going straight.” Burger said. He even pointed with his hand. 
 
                 “Yes sir.” Frisbee answered. He looked in the rear view mirror to ensure the other trucks in the convoy were all going in the same direction. Within seconds, Burger was snoring again. 
 
                 Ten minutes later, the convoy exited the autobahn and passed through an abandoned checkpoint that was the former border crossing point only months before. Frisbee, not knowing German or Czech just did what he had been told. Upon exiting the autobahn, he turned left on a two-lane highway and drove east. The convoy continued to snake through the rolling Czechoslovakian countryside in intense fog. 
 
                 Finally, Frisbee saw the entrance to an army post up ahead off the road. It had to be the side entrance to Graf. He signaled, checked that the convoy was behind him and pulled into the Czech Army base. There was a guard on duty, but he was sleeping inside the guard shack. Frisbee looked for two large pale yellow buildings with red tile roofs and soon found them on the opposite side of the base. 
 
                 The convoy pulled to a halt and the drivers and armorers dismounted. They walked into the empty buildings, turned on the lights and began to unload their weapons from the trucks and place them in the buildings. It took about two hours to offload the weapons. Throughout the whole process, Dwight David Burger slept like a baby.
 
    
 
   Grafenwoehr Training Area, aka “Graf”
 
   1214 Hours
 
   November 4, 1990
 
                 
 
                 It had been a week since Task Force Burger, as everyone was calling it, had driven into Czechoslovakia and into the record books as one of the biggest screw ups since the army was formed in 1775. It had taken another day to find Burger and company and get them re-routed back into West Germany and to Graf. Somehow, Burger had survived being fired by Lorraine and the arms were miraculously all accounted for when they were finally placed into five different buildings at Graf’s scenic Camp Algiers.
 
                 Bennett and Zamboni were currently sitting in the Headquarters Troop Arms Room on another fog-drenched day. Bennett and Zamboni’s duties at Graf consisted of briefing the weather twice a day. The weather at Graf was the same every day: foggy, drizzling and about 35 degrees. Bennett and Zamboni had absolutely nothing to do for two weeks, which is why the Zambone was currently working on some rather important paperwork.
 
                 “I’m going to apply for some civilian jobs.” Zamboni said. He had a stack of papers on his lap.
 
                 “What the CIA, DIA?” Bennett asked.
 
                 “No, they’re not looking for anyone. I’ve applied for a job as a kindergarten teacher at Saint Aloysius Grade School. The pay’s not too great, but I figure my leadership skills could really be utilized.”
 
                 “Are you nuts? You’re about the last guy I’d want around kids.”
 
                 “How about this one?” Zamboni paged through a couple documents. “Here’s an opening for an assistant librarian in Topeka, Kansas.”
 
                 “Sure, sure, you’re librarian material. Most librarians jump off moving trains in the middle of East Germany, break into Spandau prison looking for a dead man, dress up in KGB uniforms and drive around in a gorilla suit.” 
 
                 “Enough bud.” Zamboni used the karate chop in the air gesture on Bennett. “I’m getting out, that’s all that counts.”
 
                 “I hate to tell you, but you’re not going anywhere.”
 
                 “What do you mean?”
 
                 “Have you been reading the papers, seen the news in the last couple months? Ever hear of a little operation called Desert Shield.” 
 
                 “That’ll blow over. Saddam will finally realize he’s gotta leave Kuwait or get his ass kicked.”
 
                 “Well, what if he doesn’t leave. Guess who will be there to kick his ass.”
 
                 “We do have a lot of firepower in Germany sitting around doing nothing.”
 
                 “Exactly.”
 
                 “Do you really think the 74th or the Crazy Eight could actually get the moth balls out their tanks and go to the desert? These guys have been sitting around Europe since VE-Day. Elvis was probably sleeping in this building when he was over here. We’re not going anywhere.” Zamboni postulated.
 
                 “Don’t bet on it.” Bennett said. He watched as Zamboni went back to his want ads and applications.
 
                 “Love and be in harmony with all nature, even the smallest creature, my friends.” 
 
                 Bennett turned around and glanced at the Chaplain, who was currently standing behind him. He was dressed in an orange Buddhist monk robe. His head was also shaved. “Chaplain, what’s with the whole Kung Fu speech and get-up?” Bennett asked.
 
                 “I’ve decided I can no longer be a non-denominational chaplain. I need a religion. The men are counting on me.”
 
                 “The men don’t even know you’re alive.” Bennett said.
 
   “I’ve decided on the Buddhist path. It is a path of peace and harmony. I am at one with the creator.”  
 
   “Does this mean you’re no longer going to be a fucking degenerate?” Zamboni interjected.
 
   “In the temple, one must have discipline. I’ve chosen a life of poverty and chastity.”
 
   “And, how long will this chastity last?” Bennett said.
 
   “For as long as the rivers of the Tao flow.” 
 
    
 
   Bennett spent another thirty minutes listening to the history of Buddhism, and then departed for a gasthaus in the town of Grafenwoehr. He had recently met a nineteen-year-old ballerina in training named Senta. Senta was the auburn-haired, long-legged, firm-assed daughter of the gasthaus owners who were originally from Hungary. Bennett had only known Senta for a week, but they had screwed like rabbits since their first round on the kitchen counter.
 
   This afternoon was more of the same. They met in the gasthaus, drank shots of Slivovitz, and then whispered about where they would screw; where they hadn’t screwed before. When Senta suggested they do it right on the stage where she danced, he could only say yes and smile.
 
    
 
   Headquarters, United States Army Europe 
 
   Heidelberg, Germany
 
   November 5, 1990
 
    
 
                 Sergeant Hardass Ferguson had been in the S-1 (administration) section since he left the hospital after his dreadful accident during The Last Alert. Since it was the army and no one really knew what anyone else was doing on the job, Ferguson had been able to slip through the S-1 cracks with apparent ease. But, he had one deficiency that had as yet gone unnoticed. He was completely and functionally illiterate. This was a slight problem, considering the man handled paperwork eight hours a day.
 
                 Ferguson was currently in the J-1 or administrative section of the United States Army Europe Headquarters. He had been told to report to Heidelberg to pick up orders for the 74th Cavalry Squadron. As he stood in a line with several other sergeants, he heard people swearing after they had been given orders deploying their units to Saudi Arabia. 
 
                 When his name and unit were called, Ferguson stepped over to a gruff-looking master sergeant.
 
   
  
 

              “You Ferguson from the 74th Cav?”
 
                 “Roger, guy.” 
 
                 “Here’s your orders, congratulations. Get over to Chief Dale and let him know you’ve got your paperwork.”
 
                 “Wilco.” Ferguson took the orders, about-faced, walked out of the room and went down the hallway. He walked into three wrong offices, embarrassed himself because he couldn’t read the names on the doors and finally located Chief Dale.
 
                 “You got orders to Saudi too, eh...Ferguson.” He looked up from his desk at Ferguson’s nametag. Ferguson couldn’t read, so he assumed like the others in line, that the 74th had orders to the big sandbox. What he didn’t know was the 74th had orders to be re-deployed to Fort Hood, Texas. 
 
                 “Yes Chief, we’re headin’ to the big sandbox. Want to see my orders?”
 
                 “No, seen too many today. Just give me your unit and I’ll get things rolling for you boys.”
 
                 “We’re the Fightin’ 74th Cav out of Bullingen.” 
 
                 “Got it.” The chief scribbled. “Good luck to y’all. You’re goin’ to need it.”               
 
                 When Ferguson returned to Bullingen later that evening, he threw his original orders, sending the cav back home, into the trunk of his car. The orders would later be found six months later. Then, he dropped by the NCO club and downed several beers. He informed several shocked troopers in the club, that the Fightin’ 74th was going to Saudi. When he had drained his eighth beer, he stumbled out of the club and strolled into downtown Bullingen. He lit a cigarette, took a puff and walked toward the whorehouse on Erlenweg. He thought about going in, realized he was too drunk to successfully copulate and then lit another cig. He took a puff, felt nauseated and threw the lit cigarette into some dry bushes next to the wooden house. As Ferguson walked away, smoke began to billow from the bush. Soon the side of the house was on fire. Within minutes, a three-alarm blaze was raging in town. 
 
    
 
   Grafenwoehr Training Area
 
   November 6, 1990
 
    
 
                 Rumors of the 74th Cavalry Squadron’s imminent deployment to Saudi Arabia had filtered through Graf like a slowly wafting cloud of mustard gas. Troopers trudged through the mud, drizzle and fog like virtual zombies in camouflage and green. What they didn’t know and what no one would find out until they returned in May was that they were supposed to be on a plane home, not on one to the Arabian Desert. Another story circulating in the camp was that Secretary of Defense Dick Cheney would announce the deployment of all Sixth Corps units that evening at seven. 
 
                 Chief Warrant Officer Sean Reilly was enjoying a hearty breakfast of greasy eggs, fatty sausage and fried potatoes when he gazed at the front page of The Stars and Stripes. The newspaper had an article about the deployment of two fighter squadrons from Germany to Saudi, mundane stuff. Reilly opened his thermos and filled the plastic cup with Jack and Coke. He took a sip, felt the liquid gently ignite his stomach, then flipped open the second page. When he saw the headline, he spit out all of his Jack and Coke on the table. 
 
   “Fire At Famous Bordello.” The article detailed the three-alarm blaze that had completely destroyed the 200-year-old brothel in Bullingen. There were no casualties, but the financial losses were deemed to be substantial. Arson investigators, museum curators and representatives from the hookers’ union were all on the scene. A local fire chief, Karl Klein, was quoted as saying that the fire was probably caused by a lit cigarette thrown into some brush next to the house. It was a damn shame, according to Klein, for the girls would all have to re-locate to another cathouse.
 
                 Reilly went into a state that could be called basically apoplectic. He started breathing hard and his heart rate beat like a train. He rose from the table in the mess and ran out of the building. He continued to run for two miles until he reached his Huey at the airstrip. When he tried to get clearance to take off, it was denied, on the grounds of a low ceiling and poor visibility. Reilly ignored the tower, cranked the Huey into action and lifted off into the pea soup toward Bullingen and his one true love, Daniela. 
 
    
 
                 Master Sergeant Wyatt Peacock and Staff Sergeant Stanton T. Moses had been lying low and running a very small operation since their escape from the clutches of Mr. Jones of CID. They were currently operating a bar and grill in an empty building at Camp Algiers. Of course, all of the items sold, ranging from the famous Cav Dog to a cold brewski, were liberated. But, they hadn’t liberated anything since June. Their supplies were dwindling, but they could always restock whatever they needed when the right moment arrived. 
 
                 The bar and grill idea germinated in Peacock’s mind after he learned that the aviators, who to him were merely, “enlisted men with officers’ club cards”, were running a bar and grill of their own in another building. The aviator bar and grill was doing a smashing business until Peacock and Moses thought of a great idea. They would cut their prices and also show porn movies 24 hours a day in the bar and grill. Within days, the poor aviators had gone out of business and back to their choppers. Peacock and Moses were rolling in the dough.
 
                 Moses was wiping off a table when Peacock burst into the grill. “Stanton, we need to talk, ASAP, like right now!”
 
                 Moses knew this was serious. He was being addressed by his Christian name, a sure sign a job was on. Moses followed him back into a storage room. “What’s up sarge?”
 
                 “It’s a go, we’re headin’ for the sandbox in a month or so.”
 
                 “No shit?”
 
                 “Rog-o, listen’ up. As of now, the Cav Bar and Grill is closed. We’re commencin’ Operation Grand Slam.”
 
                 “Operation Grand Slam?”
 
                 “Yepper, we’re gonna liberate everything we think Omar and Joe Snuffy might want to buy when we get out to the desert, capiche?”
 
                 “Yeah, capiche, but where are we gonna store the stuff?”
 
                 “There’s an old underground Luftwaffe hangar the krauts built during the war. It’s about ten miles down the road from Bullingen. We truck everything there and store it.”
 
                 “Good, but how do we get the crap to Saudi?”
 
                 “I’m workin’ on that Stanton. Stay tuned. Just start liberatin’, now!”
 
    
 
                 Reilly was having the worst flight of his life on the way back to Bullingen. He never liked flying with instruments. He always liked to get a natural feel by viewing the sky and the land. He was presently flying nap of the earth at about 100 feet above the ground, on the edge of the ceiling. He could see the intricate details of the rolling hills of Franconia and the small, charming houses. He passed over a gentle stream where two deer drank. 
 
                 He was about nine nautical miles from Bullingen, when disaster happened. The fog became so bad; he couldn’t even see the ground. Before he could switch to instruments, the chopper dipped slightly. Reilly became disoriented, thought he had more space and kept the Huey level. Five seconds later the skid on the Huey sliced into a chimney. This caused him to lose control and the Huey went into a clockwise spin. One of the rotors hit a barn and the Huey landed with an incredible screech into a pen of sheep. It rested, in three feet of wet mud; a twisted, broken machine. Reilly reached for his flight bag, his charts and his thermos and walked away. When he was safely distant from any possible explosion, he poured himself a drink. A German farmer with a concerned look on his face approached him. Reilly offered him a drink.
 
    
 
                 That night at seven, Bennett and Zamboni turned on a 25-inch color TV that they had received from Peacock. Bennett tuned it to the local AFN station and they watched as Dick Cheney made his way to a podium. “After consultation with the President and the Joint Chiefs, I have decided to deploy the following units from Europe to Saudi Arabia as part of Operation Desert Shield. All of the Eighth Armored Division except for the 74th Cavalry Squadron, which is deploying back to the United States.”
 
                 “Did you hear that? We’re not going!” Bennett said. He and Zamboni high-fived each other as Cheney read off more units.
 
                 “Wait a moment,” Cheney continued. “I’ve just been handed new orders for the 74th Cavalry. In fact, I was mistaken, the 74th Cavalry will be deploying with the Eighth Armored Division to Saudi Arabia.”
 
                 Bennett felt the blood drain out of his system as if he had just been embalmed. “I thought...”
 
                 “Doesn’t matter, we just got new orders bud.” Zamboni said.
 
                 “Well, at least you’re back in business.” Bennett tried to cheer him up. 
 
                 “No I’m not. This is nothing. We’ll take down Saddam in two weeks.” This war won’t be a career; it’ll be a business trip.”  Zamboni switched off the TV and the lights. Bennett said nothing. Instead he crawled into his sleeping bag and wondered how he had gotten himself into a situation where he could actually die. Only four months ago, everything looked wonderful. The chance for everlasting peace seemed possible. But, of course the military-industrial complex loses money from peace. They needed an enemy; enter Iraq. That night, Bennett drifted off to a very uncomfortable sleep. As he did, he wondered if he would ever see his 26th birthday.
 
    
 
                 Lieutenant-Colonel Quiche Lorraine was inside his private field grade officer quarters when he heard the news on AFN. He felt a sudden pain in his colon and ran out the door toward the nearest latrine. Lorraine had never been a fighter. Now, he would actually have to lead men into battle. It was a possibility he had always dreaded. He was in the military for one reason and one reason only. It was something his uncle had promised him. Quiche burst into the latrine, by-passed two soldiers who were shaving and ran into a stall. He dropped his trousers and then sat in pain for the next five minutes as his intestines performed a circus act. He was mad that he hadn’t brought anything to read. He began to stare at a variety of graffiti on the walls next to him. Most of it said, “Graf Sucks”, “There is no last Graf,” “the Burger Bar girl gives great head,” etc. etc. Then he saw something, which caused his stomach to gurgle. It was brand new graffiti on the stall door. It read, “Kill Quiche in the Desert.” Lorraine glanced around nervously. He looked under the door and then listened for anyone. The latrine was empty. Quiche Lorraine shook with fear. He not only had to be worried about fighting the enemy, but now his own troops were out to kill him. He wiped his ass with a baby wipe and decided he had to report this to CID at once. 
 
    
 
   Grafenwoehr Training Area
 
   Grafenwoehr, Germany
 
   November 7, 1990
 
    
 
                 Bennett was on his way to breakfast with the Chaplain when he saw the Plymouth K-Car parked in front of the building, which served as squadron headquarters. He was even more shocked to see Mr. Jones of CID step out of the vehicle. Bennett wondered if Jones was on to Peacock and Moses again. He bit his lip nervously, decided he couldn’t solve all of the world’s problems and walked into the chow hall with Shamus. Chow consisted of runny scrambled eggs, chipped beef called SOS(Shit on a Shingle), fried potatoes and large quantities of hot sauce. Bennett noticed that Shamus refused to eat any meat during the meal. He wondered how long it would take before the man ate a cheeseburger, drank beer and fornicated again?
 
                 On the way back from breakfast, Bennett saw Mr. Jones of CID carrying a bathroom stall door over to his K-Car. His curiosity got the best of him and he walked over to investigate. “Hey, Mr. Jones. It’s Bennett from MI, remember?” Jones threw the stall door in the trunk and turned around. 
 
                 “It’s Mr. Smyth with a Y, Bennett. What can I do for you?”
 
                 “Nothing, just wondering why you’re stealing a stall door.” Jones took off his John Lennon glasses and exhaled a vapor cloud on to a lens. He wiped them off with a hanky. “Your commander has been threatened. It’s my job to find the culprit who wants him dead.” 
 
                 “You’re talking about most of the guys in the squadron Mr. Jones.”
 
                 “It’s Smyth with a Y, remember. I’m taking it over to our handwriting experts in Wiesbaden. They’ll get to the bottom of this one way or another.” Jones walked away from Bennett and got into his car.  
 
   Bennett decided it was time to have a little fun with Lorraine. He walked into squadron headquarters and entered Lorraine’s office. Lorraine was sitting at his desk scribbling in his customary chicken scratch. He finally saw Bennett. “Yes, what is it Bennett? I’m really quite busy this morning.”
 
   “I ran into Mr. Jones just now.”
 
   “You mean Mr. Smyth with a Y.”
 
   “Whatever sir. I hear the troops are out to get you.” 
 
   “Yes, well there’s always someone who doesn’t like the boss. That’s the way life is Bennett. You’ll learn that one day.” 
 
   “Sir, the reason I’m here is that I’ve received some intelligence concerning possible Iraqi-sponsored terrorist operations in Germany.”
 
   Lorraine stopped writing and literally froze in place. Bennett could hear the booming of tank fire in the distance. “Terrorist operations?”
 
   “Yes sir, as the unit counter-intelligence expert, I felt it was my duty to inform you about this.”
 
   “What about it?”
 
   “It looks like terrorist groups are going to start targeting U.S. military officers in Germany; especially field grade officers and commanders.”
 
   “My God! I’m a field grade officer and a commander.”
 
   “You’re right in their crosshairs sir. I’d proceed cautiously if I were you.”
 
   “What can I do to protect myself?” Lorraine chirped.
 
   “Alternate your routes to and from work. Wear non-American clothing. Avoid places Americans hangout. Check under your car for bombs twice a day. That type of stuff.”
 
   “Good Lord Bennett, I’m too young to die.”
 
   “We all are sir, believe me.” 
 
    
 
                 Reilly awoke inside his apartment in Bullingen, after spending the night searching for Daniela. He had tried all the gasthauses and hotels, but she wasn’t registered at any of them. Since she lived at the torched whorehouse like the rest of the girls, she was now homeless. Reilly propped himself up on his bed, lit a cigarette and thought about where Daniela might be. She hadn’t tried to phone him, which was strange, since they were in love and in a committed relationship. Reilly had checked the hospital last night, but she wasn’t there either. He walked into his kitchen and brewed a cup of Earl Grey tea. As he dowsed the teabag in the mug, he again tried to think about where she could be staying. He came up with nothing. He decided to pour some Jack into the tea. That always helped.
 
    
 
                 Operation Grand Slam was off to a blazing start. That evening, Peacock and Moses robbed the PX bookstore at Hohenfels and a German department store in Regensburg, where they carted off ten boxes of sunglasses, short wave radios and sunscreen. Their last stop was a German grocery store in Bayreuth where they stole beer, soda, cookies and crackers. The deuce and a half was full by the time they arrived at the underground Luftwaffe hangar. 
 
                 While Peacock and Moses were purloining everything in the country not tied down, Bennett was using the pay phone at Senta’s parents’ gasthaus. The Grafenwoehr operator connected him to Quiche Lorraine’s quarters.
 
                 “Colonel Lorraine.” Quiche answered. He was reclining on his bed reading, Rebecca by Daphne du Maurier. 
 
                 “Colonel Lorraine,” Bennett said in an Arab-accented voice.
 
                 “Yes, this is Colonel Lorraine.” Lorraine sat up on the bed after hearing the Arab voice. Bennett said nothing and just listened. “Hello,” Lorraine said, “Hello,” he repeated nervously. Bennett hung-up took a swig of beer and kissed Senta. Everything was going according to plan.
 
                 “I want to stay the night in your arms room.” Senta said as she kissed his neck.
 
                 “I can’t think of a more romantic place to copulate gorgeous.” 
 
    
 
                 Reilly walked into the bistro underneath his apartment at nine P.M. He saw the chaplain’s girlfriend, Sylvia who had some enormous 44DD headlights. She smiled when she saw Reilly and automatically poured him a Jack and Coke at the bar. “What’s wrong Sean?”
 
                 “Can’t find Daniela since the house burnt down.” He sipped the drink. “No one knows where in the hell she is.”
 
                 “I didn’t want to say anything, because I think she’s no good for you.”
 
                 “Where is she?” He yelled at her. 
 
                 “She and a couple other girls are staying at a pension in Frankfurt. I heard they’re all trying to get jobs in France.”
 
                 “France? Well, I can fly there, that’s okay. What’s the name of the pension?” 
 
                 Sylvia reluctantly gave Reilly the name and address. 
 
    
 
                 The lights in the arms room were off when Senta and Bennett walked inside at eleven. Zamboni was fast asleep with a copy of The Gulag Archipelago on his chest. The chaplain was in his corner, under a blanket, snoring like a lawn mower. Bennett and Senta collapsed on his twin size air mattress that he had bought only days before. After they had done it twice, and she was fast asleep, Bennett walked outside in his sweatsuit and made a beeline to Lorraine’s private quarters. The building held four separate bedrooms. Bennett knew that Lorraine was inside Room 4. He stepped quietly over to the door, and then grabbed the knob. He began to rattle it loudly, as if he wanted to break in. 
 
                 Inside the room, Lorraine, who had not been able to sleep since the phone call, sat up in bed, in the dark. “Who’s there?” The rattling continued followed by Bennett muttering in incomprehensible Arabic. Bennett only knew four words in the language, but it was good enough to scare the daylights out of Quiche Lorraine. “Who’s at the door?” Lorraine squealed again. The doorknob rattling continued. 
 
                 “I’m going to call the MP’s.” Lorraine shouted. At that moment, Bennett took off out of the building and zigzagged back to the arms room. He knew Lorraine didn’t have the balls to chase him, much less get out of bed. He stepped into the arms room and looked at Senta lying on the bed and her bare ass, which was partially illuminated by the moon. 
 
    
 
   Underground Luftwaffe Hangar
 
   November 14, 1990
 
    
 
                 Peacock and Moses had really outdone themselves during the first week of Operation Grand Slam. They had stolen enough sunscreen, sunglasses, shortwave radios, AA batteries, cookies, Kool Aid, coffee, tea, beer, pornography and paperbacks so that the underground Luftwaffe hangar was virtually packed. They were currently examining a relic of 1945, the ME-262 jet, one of Hitler’s wonder weapons that arrived too late to turn the tide.
 
                 “Hermann could’ve won Moses.”
 
                 “Think so? That 24 hour bombing was pretty much the end of them.” Moses chewed a Junior Mint. 
 
                 “Negatory, those aviator duds are always over-estimating their capabilities. Those krauts were some squared-away Joes. But, we got other things to worry about.”
 
                 “Such as transporting all of this junk to Saudi.”
 
                 “You learn fast for a dud.”
 
                 “Thanks, coming from you, I guess that’s some kind of compliment.” Moses added. Peacock paced back and forth. He stopped, turned around and held his index finger in the air. “Got it, I got it. We’re gonna commadeer a supply ship up in Bremerhaven.”
 
                 “You’re crazy man. I say we load this stuff on the 74th’s Ro-Ro and call it a day.”
 
                 “You’re thinking’ small as usual and this ain’t a time for conservatism, sergeant. Here’s what we’re gonna do.” Peacock instructed.
 
    
 
                 The morning after they arrived back in Bullingen, Bennett was going through his morning routine of drinking coffee and staring out the window at anything that looked interesting. He noticed a red Opel Kadett swing into Lorraine’s parking space. The car had German plates. Surprisingly, Lorraine stepped out of the vehicle, wearing a pair of khakis, a sweater, LL Bean rubber boots and a down vest. He glanced around nervously and then jogged into the building’s side entrance that led to the basement.
 
                 Two minutes later he was inside Bennett’s office. 
 
                 “Well, what do you think of my disguise?” Lorraine asked.
 
                 “Your disguise sir?”
 
                 “Yes, I’m hiding from them.”
 
                 “Who sir?”
 
                 “The terrorists,” Lorraine stepped closer and whispered to Bennett.
 
                 “Oh, those terrorists. Gotcha. Great disguise, you look like an ad for the Hotel New Hampshire.”
 
                 “You’ll report to me if you hear anything else, right?” It was more of a request than an order. 
 
                 “Yes sir, I’ll let you know if any new intell comes in.”
 
                 “Good, thank you Bennett.” Bennett watched as Lorraine exited. He sipped his coffee and laughed to himself. Scaring Lorraine was getting to be fun. 
 
                 
 
                 The next morning, the 74th was assembled in the kaserne gymnasium for what the US Army deemed a POM, or Preparation for Overseas Movement. This included squaring away last minute paperwork such as life insurance, wills and financial issues. Bennett planned on putting down Otto as the beneficiary of his life insurance, should he die. Bennett knew that Otto had always wanted to add an addition to the old house. Bennett’s untimely death in the desert would provide the financial impetus for such a project. In his will, Bennett had left all of his worldy goods: chunks of the Berlin Wall, his Ian Fleming book collection and a Super 8 film of Senta and him screwing to Reilly. In case of Reilly’s death, Bennett’s worldly goods would be donated to the Smithsonian. 
 
   The worst part of the POM included exposing one’s body to a series of shots that would be administered by Chief Manitoba and his medics. Chief (Chief Warrant Officer 2) Manitoba was a Green Beret who reveled in the Billy Jack persona he had created for himself. He could frequently be spotted in the early morning hours doing karate moves in the local Bullingen park. He often worked out in tight Wrangler jeans, boots, a frayed Indian jacket and an old cowboy hat he had won off of Reilly during a midnight poker game at Graf. Manitoba was also known for teaching 74th troopers various Green Beret tricks of the trade, like the time he showed Bennett and Reilly how to make a Coffeemate Bomb. Bennett had his doubts that the age old coffee condiment was as explosive as gunpowder, as Manitoba claimed. Reilly, always as curious as a house cat, had to find out for himself. He duct-taped four canisters of Coffeemate together and then cut a small hole in one canister, where he inserted a fuse. During a quiet afternoon in Bullingen, he crept around the side of the headquarters building and peeked into Lorraine’s office. Lorraine was seated at his desk, scribbling away to some Chopin piano concerto playing on a shortwave radio. With a grin as large as Texas on his face, Reilly lit the fuse, and then tossed the Coffeemate Bomb into Lorraine’s office. The bomb bounced into a corner about five feet from Lorraine’s desk and rolled underneath a sofa. The music masked the sound of the bomb landing in the room. Reilly waited for the explosion, which finally came thirty seconds later. Eyewitnesses later stated that the explosion sounded like a freight train carrying sugar, blasting its way through the building at full speed. The concussion blew Lorraine off of his chair like a leaf. It flung the sofa into the air, causing it to be partially imbedded in the office ceiling. The whole office was covered in Coffeemate, giving it a winter wonderland look. Outside, Reilly was rolling on the ground in hysterics. He finally realized that he would be singled out as the culprit and he took off, heading for a nearby lake where the women always sun-bathed topless or nude. On the other side of the kaserne, Chief Manitoba was performing a breast examination on a soldier’s wife when he heard the explosion. He could only smile. 
 
   Bennett was snapped out of his thoughts by the regimental sergeant major who called the formation to attention. The fiery little man yelled, “If You Ain’t Cav.” The troops responded with a bellicose, “You Ain’t Shit.” Suddenly, a Harley-Davidson motorcycle barreled into the gym. The man driving wore the two stars of a major general. He had a Stetson on his head and a cigar in his mouth. A red and white cavalry guidon flew from the back of the Harley. The Harley flew across the floor, hydroplaning from the floor wax and sleet. The driver attempted to pull a wheelie, but instead lost control, skidded, and smacked head on into a drinking fountain. The bike rested on the floor with its wheels spinning. A geyser of water from the damaged fountain sprayed the driver, Major-General Reno, as he lay sprawled on the floor. Reno was assisted by several soldiers whom he pushed away. He swore several times and picked up his crushed cigar. He raised his fist in the air and the soldiers cheered. 
 
   Reno dusted off his fatigue trousers and ordered the formation to “at ease.” Lorraine appeared and lit a fresh cigar for the general. Reno took a fresh puff, had a look of immense satisfaction on his face and then began to address the crowd. “Men, we’ll soon be going into combat. I won’t lie to you. Most of you are going to die in the Middle East. It won’t be pretty either. You’ll machine gunned or gassed or charred to a crisp or you’ll fall from the sky in your burning chopper. I want you to know something though. I’ll be thinking of you as I follow the battle from my command center in the rear.” 
 
   Two hours later Bennett walked out of the gymnasium after having been repeatedly injected  with vaccines designed to ward off every form of tropical disease known to man. He was also given a bottle of malaria pills with instructions to being taking them immediately. Obviously, someone hadn’t told the army that its troops were deploying to a desert, not the New Guinean jungle. 
 
   It took Peacock and Moses a good four hours to drive to Bremerhaven on the North Sea. Moses drove one truck and Peacock another. They stopped in front of a pier where a large freighter, the HMS Rupert was moored. Moses watched as Peacock walked around the pier for thirty minutes. 
 
                 Finally, he waved for Moses to join him near the ship.
 
                 “The crew is on shore leave for a three day pass. The dockmaster told me there’s no one on the ship and, get this...it just unloaded. We’re commadeerin’ it!” 
 
                 “Alright,” was all Moses could say in response. He stared at the goliath vessel and shook his head. 
 
    
 
                 That afternoon, Bennett was meandering through a series of turns on a lonely stretch of highway outside of Bullingen. He spotted Lorraine’s Opel a quarter of a mile in front of him. Bennett smiled and downshifted. He accelerated and stayed behind Lorraine. He tailed him for the next twenty minutes, making it appear as obvious as possible. 
 
                 Inside the Opel, Lorraine turned down his Burt Bacharach greatest hits tape and started to panic. Someone was following him. It had to be the terrorists. He was, after all, a soft terrorist target. He looked for the front license plate but couldn’t read it. Damn, the bastards were clever; you had to give them that.
 
   Bennett wouldn’t have tailed him, except he knew that his front license plate was covered with mud. He watched as Lorraine turned off the highway and drove toward his house. Bennett decided not to risk it and continued down the road. 
 
    
 
                 It had taken Reilly days to finally track down the love of his life, who for some reason, seemed to be ignoring him. Daniela, the lovely Albanian hooker was standing on a platform waiting for a train from Frankfurt to Paris. When she saw Reilly approaching she tried to move through the crowd away from him. But, he was too quick for her. He grabbed her shoulder lightly and embraced her. She just stood there, emotionless, like a piece of wood.
 
                 “Daniela, thank God we’re together again.”
 
                 “Sean, please, we’re finished. I’m going to France.”
 
                 “France is only an hour away in my chopper. It’s no big deal. We can continue dating.”
 
                 “Dating? You’re paying me, you idiot.”
 
                 “Yeah, I know, but the money goes to your family in Albania.” Reilly said.
 
                 “I don’t have any family. They’re all dead, killed in an earthquake years ago in Bulgaria.”
 
                 “What?” Reilly was in shock. The love of his life had been lying to him all along. 
 
                 “And, I’m not going to France. I’m just flying out of there to Buenos Aires.”
 
                 “Argentina, you’re going to Argentina?”
 
                 “Yes, they give their girls a bigger cut on the champagne clients purchase. It’s a great deal for me. I already have a house to live and work in. I’ll have enough money saved in five years to do anything.”
 
                 Reilly walked away from her and never looked back. He found the nearest bar in the train station, walked inside and ordered a triple Jack and Coke.
 
    
 
                 Bennett’s love life was collapsing like a house of cards as well. When he finally returned home, he turned on his answering machine. There was a message from Senta, telling him that she liked him, but that she couldn’t keep a relationship going with someone that was probably going to get killed in a war. She signed off with a kiss. Bennett shook his head, walked downstairs to Otto’s basement refrigerator and extracted two ice-cold beers. He downed the first one before he was back inside his place thirty seconds later. 
 
                 He drank the second one in his car, on the way to a local pub, a mile down the road. He sat in the corner, ordered another beer, smiled at the waitress who all of sudden seemed gorgeous and continued to brood about his life. Things were not going well, he mused. He had a certain one-way ticket to a dusty death in the desert. And, every woman he liked eventually dumped him. Life was one big shit sandwich.
 
                 After another beer, he realized it was time to call Lorraine again. He walked over to a pay phone in the corner of the bar where two men were playing cards. He glanced through the phone book, located Lorraine’s number and dialed.
 
                 “Hello,” Lorraine answered.
 
                 “Colonel Lorraine,” Bennett went into his Arabic voice, which he had been practicing for the last week.
 
                 “Yes, speaking.”
 
                 “We know where you are.”
 
                 “You do?” Lorraine said, trembling.
 
                 “Allah Akbar,” Bennett said. Then, he let the phone dangle off of the hook. He walked away from the phone and walked out into the fresh air and over to his Bimmer. He drove away, towards downtown Bullingen. The beer had made him hungry. He planned on picking up a pizza and taking it back to his place. As he was driving down a narrow road, which was a shortcut back to town, he saw someone stumbling along the side of the road. As he got closer, he realized it was Reilly. He was swaying back and forth and carrying a Jack and Coke. 
 
                 Bennett stopped the car and rolled down the window. Reilly looked at him, laughed and opened the car door. As Bennett drove away, he started to talk. “Daniela and I are splitsville man.”
 
                 “I’m sorry to hear that dude, but in actuality you were paying for it.”
 
                 “Only because I thought I was helping her family.”
 
                 “Which doesn’t exist right?”
 
                 “How’d... how’d you know?” Reilly stuttered. He finished off the drink and threw the glass out the window. 
 
                 “Just a lucky guess. Look on the bright side, you’ll find some other whore to blow all of your savings and pay on.” Reilly could only laugh a little. Bennett smiled, downshifted and took a turn into town.
 
    
 
   Two Weeks Later...
 
    
 
                 The USS Peacock, formerly the HMS Rupert, made its way slowly through the Suez Canal. Its only passengers and crewmen, Sergeants Peacock and Moses, felt the warmth of the Middle Eastern sun on their faces as they stared at the azure blue water and the desert sand. Peacock was at the helm of the ship, steering her gently with infinite love and care. He sipped a cup of ice coffee while Moses tossed back the last of a box of Junior Mints. 
 
                 “Turn on that Otis Redding crap.” Peacock said.
 
                 “You sure, I thought you hated it?”
 
                 “No, Otis is the man.”
 
                 “Wilco, sarge.” Moses placed the tape in the ship’s stereo system and the soft sound of “Sitting on the Dock of the Bay” began to play. Moses started singing, and then Peacock joined in.  They were on top of the world.               
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Chapter 6 – The Latrine Bomb
 
    
 
                 
 
   74th Cavalry Squadron
 
   Sea City, King Abdul Aziz Port
 
   Damman, Saudi Arabia
 
   December 28, 1990
 
    
 
                 First Lieutenant Bennett awoke on his cot to the sound of blaring Muslim prayers. He tossed and turned for a few minutes, while the chanting continued. As he looked around his tent and at the foot of sand that had accumulated inside the shelter during the night’s nasty shamal, he wondered if he had awakened inside a continuing nightmare. He realized that he was probably not going to be able to get back to sleep and he propped his hands behind his head and thought about a myriad of things. Bennett wondered what Cindy was doing at that moment and Senta and Monika von Soennenburg. He tried to visualize what a person with a normal job was doing as well. Normal people, he knew, weren’t waking up in a sand-filled tent to a cacophony. 
 
                 The prospect of another day in scenic Saudi Arabia was absolutely depressing to Bennett. First of all, there was nothing to do at Sea City, except to wait for vehicles and equipment. He spent most of his time playing chess with the Zambone, listening to the BBC or trying to pick-up nurses.
 
                 Bennett thought back to their arrival in country. After disembarking from a chartered 747 that looked like it had been rented from a small African country, the troopers were greeted by a grimy-looking Arab who was driving a decrepit, 1960’s style tour bus. Bennett knew that it was only fifteen miles from the airport to the port, but nevertheless, the bus ride somehow took almost eight hours. It was filled with drag racing between buses, multiple stops for tea, prayers, Fizzy Cakes (an Arabic Twinkie) and live chickens. Finally, at about six in the evening, they finally passed through the port checkpoint and stopped at Sea City, on the shore of the Persian Gulf. 
 
                 Christmas had been spent in relative agony as soldiers listened to muffled carols on the BBC. Zamboni, exhibiting a rare bit of humanity had given Bennett a can of tuna to celebrate the day. Bennett reciprocated with half a roll of toilet paper. It was a day of peace on earth and good will to all men. 
 
                 Since his arrival in country, Bennett thought a lot about things that had never crossed his mind before. When would he be going home? Would he be wounded? Would he die? Would he ever have another piece of ass in his lifetime? These and other thoughts bounced around in his mind like perpetual lotto balls. They were bouncing again, when the flap to the tent swung open.
 
                 Lorraine entered, wearing a silk bathrobe, carrying a towel and a shaving kit. He looked at Bennett. “Want to shower with me big guy?”
 
                 “Sorry, sir, the sight of my genital herpes might be a bit much before breakfast.” 
 
                 “You’re a real card Bennett.” He turned to Zamboni who was sitting on his cot, looking like he wanted to strangle himself. “How about it?”
 
                 “How about what sir?”
 
                 “You look like you need a shower. Let’s go.”
 
                 “Sir, what the hell? Why do you need to shower with one of us?” Bennett had had enough of sandstorm the night before, the bellowing prayers at the crack of dawn and now the little candy butt Lorraine wanted to shower with him.
 
                 “Before you get any crazy ideas Bennett, I’m worried someone will steal my stuff. Soldiers are scavengers, especially when they’re in combat zones.” 
 
    
 
                 Bennett had breakfast with the Chaplain. He had since converted to a new religion after being a devout Buddhist for two months. “I’m a practicing orthodox Jew, Bennett.”
 
                 “It looks like you’re bucking for rabbi.” Bennett examined his dark black suit, white shirt, beard and hat.
 
                 “I thought you were really into the Buddhist lifestyle.”
 
                 “You were right man, the chastity thing took me down hard. After two months of not getting laid, Shamus here was about to go crazy.”
 
                 “So, this is it now, huh, you’re a Jew?”
 
                 “As Jewish as Moses and Arafat.”
 
                 “Arafat is an Arab.”
 
                 “You know what I mean.” 
 
                 Bennett took a sip of Guava drink and a forkful of runny powdered eggs. 
 
                 “Oh, I almost forgot.” Shamus held up his hand like he was directing traffic. “The bris is tonight.”
 
                 “Huh?” Bennett was a Catholic, albeit not a very devout one. 
 
                 “It’s the Jewish circumcision ceremony. Tonight I’m being formally and professionally circumcised.”
 
                 “You’re a thirty-six old man.” Bennett said.
 
                 “I know, but I need to do this Jewish thing right. Chief Manitoba will be supervising, but Burger is performing the ceremony.”
 
                 “You’ve got to be kidding.”
 
                 “No...he’s half Jewish and he was in pre-med.” The Chaplain said confidently.
 
                 “And, that qualifies him to snip at your Johnson?” Bennett said.
 
                 “There’ll be a couple nurses there as well from the 809th MASH.”
 
                 “I’d be honored if you and Zamboni would attend.”
 
                 “Sure, I’ll let him know.” Bennett took another swig of Guava drink. Jesus, what was next?
 
    
 
                 Master Sergeant Wyatt Peacock plugged away at an adding machine and smiled. Since he and Moses had moored the USS Peacock at the Saudi port a week ago, they had already made thirty g’s in profit. Moses handed him another wad of cash. Peacock rifled through it. “This is outrageous. Operation Grand Slam is going better than I could’ve ever imagined!”
 
                 “We’re gonna the leave desert millionaires sarge. I’ll be able to buy that house in North Chicago.”
 
                 “Chi-town is way too cold for ole Peacock. Plus, the taxes are too high. Start thinking about the Caymans”
 
                 “The Caymans?”
 
                 “This is only the beginning. Just wait to we get out to the desert. Every swinging dick’ll be buyin’ crap from us. We’ll be bigger than K-Mart.”
 
                 “Hey, man, did you see the sign at the entrance to the warehouse here?” Moses asked.
 
                 “What sign?”
 
                 “It said, “Property of the Kamil Brothers.”
 
                 “Screw ‘em, probably just some rags who built the place. Not our problem.” 
 
                 Moses nodded. He glanced around the gigantic warehouse, which was packed with everything imaginable from cases of Guava drink, to high-powered generators and lawn furniture. Things were going very well indeed, almost too well.
 
    
 
                 Chief Warrant Officer Sean Reilly was having the time of his life. Since his arrival in the Desert Kingdom, he had become addicted to backgammon. It had all begun on Christmas Day as he was wading through the chow line in the mess tent. A small group of Arabs were stacked in the corner, playing the ancient board game. After finishing chow, Reilly strolled over with his Jack and Coke to find out what all of the fuss was about. The Arabs, joyous that men like Reilly were willing to die for their safety, were only too happy to let him play. He walked out of the mess tent three hours later minus the 500 bucks in cash he had had in his pocket. He was hooked. 
 
                 Reilly was currently playing against a man named Safwan, who drove one of the buses from the airport to the port. The game had started with Reilly wagering twenty bucks and Safwan betting a live chicken. As the game progressed, an autographed picture of King Fahd was added to the pot, another 100 bucks from Reilly and from Safwan, a deed to a water hole about 400 miles due east in the desert. 
 
                 Reilly shook a pair of dice in a cup. He offered Safwan and five other Arabs a swig of Jack and Coke.
 
                 “Allah does not allow us to drink my friend.” Safwan said, exposing a mouth of gold teeth.
 
                 “He doesn’t know what he’s missing.” Reilly downed another glass of his favorite beverage. “Double sixes baby, I need double sixes!” Reilly threw the dice on the board.
 
                 “No good! A two and a three!” Safwan yelled. Reilly moved his white pieces around the board and was instantly captured by Safwan. 
 
                 “We raise the stakes now!” Safwan yelled. 
 
                 “Cool, what’d you have in mind?” Safwan put his hand to his eye and extracted a glass eye out of the socket. He tossed it on the pile.
 
                 “Shit, dude, I don’t want to take your eye.
 
                 “You’ll be taking nothing, bet now!” Safwan screamed. Reilly threw down a Topps baseball card on the pile.
 
                 “What the hell is that?” An Arab in the crowd asked.
 
                 “It’s a 1969, Brooks Robinson, mint condition, worth a couple hundred bucks back home.” The Arabs nodded. One man belted out a loud, “Harry Caray!” Reilly wondered how WGN’s cable lineup had extended to the Middle East.
 
                 Safwan rolled next, landing a pair of double sixes. Reilly had lost again. He poured a Jack and Coke from his thermos. 
 
                 “Who’s next?” He said.
 
                 While Reilly was being taken to the cleaners, Major-General Travis Reno, the commander of the Eighth Armored Division, was taking Lorraine to the verbal woodshed. Lorraine was currently at the position of parade rest, standing three feet from Reno’s desk inside his command tent at Sea City.
 
                 “What’s this talk I hear about you wanting to shower with other men, Quince?”
 
                 “General, I’m worried someone will steal my clothing.”
 
                 “For Christ’s sake, what kind of hard dick cav trooper are you?”
 
                 “Sir...” Lorraine tried to counter, but Reno interrupted.
 
                 “Forget it, I got more problems than worrying about your showerin’ habits. To begin with,” Reno walked over to a large map of the Kuwait Theater of Operations. He beckoned Lorraine to follow him. “The Iraqis have got 43 divisions, 540,000 troops in theater. If ole Saddam decides to launch on us here, we’re in deep Kimshee. You boys in the 74th are the eyes and ears of the division.”
 
                 “Yes sir.” Lorraine murmured.
 
                 “I want some intell, and I want it yesterday.”
 
                 “Yes, general.”
 
                 “Get Bennett and what’s his name over here ASAP?”
 
                 “Captain Zamboni”
 
                 “Right, the nutcase: well, it’s wartime Quince, we gotta utilize everybody we can.”
 
                 Ten minutes later, Bennett and Zamboni reported to Reno. “Stand at ease men.” Reno said. “I was telling your commander that you boys need to get off your asses and get me some intell.”
 
                 “Have you thought about tuning into the BBC, sir? That’s what were doing.” 
 
                 “Very funny, Bennett.” He continued to lecture them for another five minutes. “There’s one more thing I don’t want you to forget. “I don’t want any of this limp dick, limp wrist MI, echelons above God crap from you two; make sense?” 
 
    
 
                 After getting dismissed by Reno and lectured again by Quiche Lorraine, Bennett and Zamboni walked to the only possible source of intelligence information at Sea City. 
 
                 “No way, I’m not dealing with those morons again.” Bennett stated. 
 
                 “Take a look around shitbird. See anyone else here?”
 
                 “Just some raghead cooks, nurses and us.”
 
                 “Right on; I ain’t taking an ass-chewing from Reno, so deal with it.” 
 
                 They walked inside the tent and saw a man sitting behind a desk in a white, short-sleeve Dacron and polyester shirt. He was bald and wore birth control sunglasses. A nameplate on the desk read:
 
   “Captain Plank, Counter-Intelligence Special Agent.”
 
                 Plank eyed Bennett and Zamboni as if they were trespassing on the king’s front yard. “What do you want?” Plank growled.
 
                 “Who are you?” Zamboni opened fire.
 
                 “That’s classified.”
 
                 “Cut the crap, we’re all intelligence officers here.” Zamboni said.
 
                 “Then why are you wearing uniforms?”
 
                 “Why are you wearing so much polyester?” Bennett interjected. He couldn’t stand CI people and their playing at being spies. Plus, they were notoriously bad dressers.
 
                 “What should I be wearing smartass?”
 
                 “Start with some Sea Island cotton. I can give you the name of a tailor I know.”
 
                 “Look, my time is limited, what do you both want?”
 
                 “We need an intelligence estimate, anything you might have lying around.” Zamboni said.
 
                 “How do I know you two aren’t working for the opposition?”
 
                 “Yeah, we really look like Iraqis.” Bennett said.
 
                 “You could both be in disguises, had plastic surgery, hairplugs. It’s been done before at Langley.”
 
                 “Goddmanit, I want some intell Plank!” Zamboni screamed. 
 
                 “Please refer to me as Special Agent for security purposes.” Bennett was about to say something, when Plank reached into a briefcase and extracted a piece of paper that had a top-secret cover page stapled to it. 
 
                 “This is pretty good stuff. Just be sure to destroy it after you read it.” He handed it to Zamboni. Bennett followed him outside. Zamboni threw the paper in the air in frustration. “Shitbirds!” Bennett grabbed the papers off the ground and read them aloud.
 
                 “Top Secret, the weather in Baghdad is sunny and the high will be 55 today. Well, this is helpful.” 
 
                 “What the fuck are we supposed to do now man? Reno’s going to have us shot, if we don’t come up with something.
 
                 “May I make a suggestion?” Bennett asked quietly.
 
    
 
                 Bennett and Zamboni found Lorraine back at his desk. He was rocking back in his chair and sipping a bottle of Perrier. “Can you believe this? Perrier in the desert!” 
 
   Zamboni came to the point. “Sir, we’ve received some intell from a very reliable source that a terrorist attack at Sea City may be imminent.” 
 
                 “Oh my God.” Lorraine dropped the bottle. The sparkling water fizzled all over his paperwork. 
 
                 “Since Lieutenant Bennett is our human intelligence expert, I think he should brief you on the situation.”
 
                 “Well, poop me up and make me smart.”
 
                 “Sir, our intell tells us that the terrorists may be posing as Saudi cooks and other foreign workers inside the camp.” Bennett said.
 
                 “Uhh!” Lorraine put a hand over his mouth in horror.
 
                 “We think they’ll hit us with a car bomb into the mess tent or into a tent of sleeping soldiers like yourself, sir.” 
 
                 “Who are your sources?” 
 
                 “That’s on a need to know basis. I can tell you that one of our sources has PLO ties. The other one is associated with the Iraqi internal security service.”
 
                 “Am I to presume that I’m a target?”
 
                 “Yes sir, you’re a soft target.”
 
                 “I thought so. What shall we do about security?”
 
                 “Start passing out ammo. Get some guard dogs out here; some Bradleys on the perimeter.” Bennett said. He wanted to burst out laughing.
 
                 “Good Lord, you’ll be turning this place into the Gaza Strip.”
 
                 “We’re in a combat zone sir. That’s why were getting that extra 100 bucks a month. It’s your life. Spend it any way you choose. As for me, I’m locking and loading.” Bennett chambered his .45 pistol. 
 
                 “I’ll talk to Captain Plank. Dismissed.” Bennett and Zamboni exited the tent and walked into the sunlight. Zamboni grabbed Bennett by the arm.
 
                 “Let’s hope this doesn’t get out of hand shitbird.” 
 
    
 
                 It didn’t take longer than ninety minutes for Sea City to move into a full-stage paranoid frenzy. Bennett and Zamboni watched as a platoon of four Bradley armored vehicles were directed to various positions near the camp’s perimeter. Captain Plank, of CI, stood in his fatigues, shouting orders with a megaphone. Bennett saw Hardass Ferguson checking the headspace on a .50 machine gun. 
 
                 “Looks like we’ve really opened up a Pandora’s box.” Zamboni said.
 
                 “This is classic stuff. I’m going to grab my camera.” As Bennett began to walk away, an air raid siren sounded throughout the camp. People began to pour out of their tents and others, engaged in a variety of activities, stopped what they were doing and bolted towards the perimeter fence to take up positions. Burger jogged by them, huffing and puffing, yelling, while attempting to place his gas mask on his fat head. “Terrorist alert! Terrorist alert! Get to your positions!” Bennett shook his head in awe. Desert Shield was kind of fun after all. 
 
    
 
                 A mile away from Sea City, inside their warehouse, Peacock and Moses heard the sirens going off in the distance. “What the fuck is that sarge?” Moses asked. He was putting the finishing touches on a ten by thirty foot above ground pool. 
 
                 “It’s an air raid siren. If you remember, we’re in a war zone.”
 
                 “Yeah, I ain’t forgot that. You want me to fill this pool up?”
 
                 “Fuck yeah, this is the showroom model. We take prospective buyers in here and if they want one, they truck it out to the desert and assemble it. Of course that’s after they pay us 5 g’s for it.” Peacock laughed a little too greedily for his own good. Moses was beginning to wonder if the master capitalist was getting a little too gluttonous. Moses was about to say something to him, when he noticed two Arab men in sparkling-white dish-dashes and sunglasses approach them. Moses had been in country long enough to know these guys weren’t your average Joe Habibi garbage men from downtown Dharan.
 
                 “You are Mr. Peacock?” An Arab with a pair of Foster Grants and a beard said to Moses.
 
                 “No man, I’m Moses, Sergeant Peacock is the dude with the hose in his hands. The Arab with the Foster Grants walked over to Peacock who shut off the water and looked at him. Peacock knew instantly, perhaps it was a decade of thieving and conniving, that he was staring straight into the eyes of the competition.
 
                 “We are the Kamil Brothers of Damman. I am Mustapha, the big man with the moustache is my younger brother Hassan.”
 
                 “I’m Wyatt Peacock of Cut’N Shoot, Texas. That’s my partner, Stanton T. Moses of the Robert Taylor projects in Chicago.”
 
                 Moses gave them each a high five. Peacock, sensing danger, did nothing but glare at them. “Mr. Peacock,” Mustapha with the Foster Grants began, “we have recently learned that you are, how do you say...a...a...scrounger.”
 
                 “I like to think of us as international entrepreneurs.”
 
                 “Good, well, my brother and I are entrepreneurs as well, in fact, we have been running our business in Damman for five years now.”
 
                 “What type of business is that?” Peacock asked.
 
                 “We sell various goods at prices lower than people can find in stores. You understand how that works, don’t you?” Mustapha said. Peacock nodded. He looked at Hassan who was holding some type of wooden prayer beads in his right hand.
 
                 “And, let me guess, you plan to upgrade your business now that American soldiers are in your country?” Peacock asked.
 
                 “Exactly.” Mustapha answered. He smiled a little too widely for his own good.
 
                 “A little competition is healthy.”
 
                 “We don’t believe in competition Mister Peacock.”
 
                 “Is that a fact? Did you hear that Stanton? Sounds like these boys want a monopoly.”
 
                 “Yeah, it does, doesn’t it sarge.” 
 
                 “You can call it whatever you like, but the facts remain the same. This town and in fact the whole country belongs to the Kamil Brothers.” He pronounced it like CAM-EEL. “We are giving you a warning. Pack up and stop your operations, or face the consequences.” 
 
                 Peacock remained calm. He glanced quickly at Moses, who caught the gesture. Moses reached underneath his shirt slowly. 
 
                 “Let me tell you something, Mister Camel.” Peacock said. 
 
                 “That’s Cam-eel.”
 
                 “You got about five seconds to vacate my AO, before Moses here puts a couple slugs into you and your brother, capiche?” Both of the Kamil Brothers turned around and stared at Moses who was holding his army-issue .45 automatic on them. Mustapha burst out laughing.
 
                 “You have no idea who you’re dealing with do you? My brother and I own this country. You are making a very sorry mistake for yourself and your colleague.” Moses opened fire with the .45, firing two rounds that whizzed into the sand next to their sandals. They ran out of there like frightened squirrels. Peacock watched it all and smiled. He looked at Moses. “Blintgangers everywhere.”
 
                 “Roger that sarge.”
 
    
 
                 At sunset, Captain Plank of CI was holding an impromptu strategy session behind a wooden latrine. Attending the meeting were Burger, who was consuming a Fizzy Cake, the Chaplain, and Hardass Ferguson. 
 
                 “Good Rabbi disguise Chaplain. Now, what do we know about the Iraqis?” Plank began.
 
                 “Good soccer players, been around since the dawn of civilization.” Burger muttered from the depths of his Fizzy Cake.
 
                 “Thanks for the travel tips idiot. I’m talking about the terrorists.”
 
                 “Negative knowledge sir?” Ferguson asked.
 
                 “Alright, for once a straight answer. “Burger, I want you undercover in the mess tent. Chaplain and Ferguson, you two patrol outside. If you see anything strange, report back to me.”
 
                 “What do we do if something starts?” Burger asked.
 
                 “You’re a cav trooper Burger. Light ‘em up for Christ’s sake: double tap on the objective. Now move out.”
 
    
 
   Two Hours Later...
 
                 
 
                 At precisely eight that evening, Bennett and Zamboni strolled into the Chaplain’s tent for the bris ceremony. Chief Manitoba was reading Circumcision for Dummies. Burger was wearing a yarmulke and surgical gloves. Reilly, was sipping a Jack and Coke, and chatting up two gorgeous blond nurses from the 809th MASH. The Chaplain was lying on a cot without his pants. Chief Manitoba greeted Bennett and Zamboni. 
 
                 “Hey manos.” Chief Manitoba called everyone mano. 
 
                 Outside, Plank was tailing a Saudi cook as he exited the mess tent and walked across the camp. Plank watched as he went into the latrine, lit something and then exited in the opposite direction. “Oh, God, a bomb!” He grabbed his radio. “Ferguson, come in...over.” Plank made a beeline towards the chaplain’s tent.
 
                 Inside the chaplain’s tent, Burger was finally beginning the ceremony. “Blessed is the one arriving!...Blessed is the one arriving! Happy is the man you choose and bring near to dwell in your courtyards; we will be satiated with the goodness of your House, your Holy Temple.” Suddenly, the flap was thrown open and Plank burst inside. 
 
                 “I just saw a raghead cook light a bomb and throw it into the shitter.” Plank yelled.
 
                 “What kind of bomb was it: cheery bomb, car bomb, letter bomb, truck bomb?” Bennett asked. Before Plank could respond, Hardass Ferguson burst in like a tornado. He stumbled and crashed into the cot where the chaplain was lying half nude. 
 
                 “You wanted me Captain Plaque?”
 
                 “That’s Plank knucklehead. I just saw a cook light a bomb and throw it into the latrine. I need your help.”
 
                 “Roger sir?” Ferguson looked as bewildered as he ever had. He followed Plank out of the tent with Bennett, Zamboni and Reilly right behind him.
 
                 “Where’s everyone going?” The chaplain yelled. 
 
                 “It’s okay babe.” The two nurses wiped his forehead with a sponge. 
 
                 “Let’s get this over with Burger.” Burger nodded, grabbed his scalpel and continued to recite prayers.
 
                 The group headed toward the suspected bombsite. Plank halted everyone thirty yards from the shitter. Inside the shitter, Hardass Ferguson was wading through a barrel of human waste with his hand. 
 
                 “See anything Sergeant Ferguson?” Plank bellowed.
 
                 “Just a whole lot of nasty shit sir.”
 
                 “Well, keep checking. We should probably evac the camp, don’t you think so?” Plank looked at Bennett.
 
                 “Absolutely.” 
 
                 “Got it sir!” Ferguson yelled. 
 
                 “Good job, watch yourself.” Plank said. He motioned for the crowd to move back. Reilly handed Bennett a Jack and Coke in a plastic cup. Bennett wondered how Reilly always seemed to be wearing a fully functioning bar. Ferguson emerged from the shitter holding a pack of cigarettes.
 
                 “Here it is sir, a pack of cigs. I don’t think it will explode.” He handed the pack of cigs to Plank who threw it on the ground in disgust. Bennett turned to Zamboni. 
 
                 “I can see the headlines tomorrow. Iraqis blow up shitter in Saudi Arabia.”
 
                 Bennett, Zamboni, Reilly, Plank and Ferguson walked away from the latrine. As they did, a gigantic explosion ripped through the air. Everyone hit the dirt. In the distance, the sky was illuminated with brilliant orange and red flames. “Scud attack. I knew it. The latrine was a diversion. Everyone get to their battle positions!” Plank screamed like a madman. Two secondary explosions boomed. Bennett scanned the camp for any sign of an attack. There was none. He rose to his feet and saw two people running towards them. Burger was gimping along like an old man, while Shamus tore after him. Reilly was the first to notice. 
 
   “Shit, is that the chaplain?” 
 
   “Why is he holding his crotch?” Plank asked.
 
                  Shamus was wailing in agony. “Burger, you son of a bitch. You cut my Johnson!” The two passed by Bennett as quickly as they had arrived. Reilly looked at Bennett and shook his head. He grabbed for his flask. “Refill?”
 
                 “Ah...yeah.” 
 
    
 
                 A mile away, Peacock and Moses stood across the street from a burning warehouse formerly belonging to the Kamil Brothers. A parade of fire trucks was at the chaotic scene. Firemen fruitlessly attempted to douse the flames, but Saudi inefficiency took precedence and it was too late. The building began to collapse. Peacock hit Moses on the shoulder. “The Camel Brothers are out of business tonight!” Moses laughed and popped some Junior Mints.
 
                 “Last time I seen a fire this big was in Cabrini Green back in ‘71.”
 
                 “Nothing like a little gasoline and plastic explosive is there Stanton?” Peacock said.
 
                 “Roger that sarge.” 
 
                 “Alpha mike foxtrot: adios mother fuckers.” 
 
    
 
   
Sea City
 
   Damman, Saudi Arabia
 
   December 29, 1990
 
    
 
                 The following morning Bennett visited the chaplain, who was currently at the 809th MASH. Apparently, Burger had been so startled by the warehouse explosion that he accidentally cut the head of the chaplain’s Johnson. All of the doctors’ reports were good. The chaplain would be in top shape within a week. Although, the doctors did mention to him that he probably shouldn’t attempt another circumcision for a while. After leaving the 809th, Bennett paid a visit to Lorraine who was at his desk reading a dog-eared copy of Wuthering Heights. 
 
                 “You rang sir?” Bennett said.
 
                 “I talked to Captain Plank this morning at chow. I heard about last night’s incidents. Our enemies our savages.”
 
                 “The tangos are active, very active indeed.” Bennett said, while doing his best not to burst out laughing.
 
                 “Exactly, last night was just a dress rehearsal. They wanted to test our readiness.”
 
                 “Sir, we’ve just learned that Iraqi frogmen could hit us in the next 48 hours.” Bennett withheld a delightful feeling to smirk inside. 
 
                 “Oh my God!” Lorraine shouted, just a little too loudly.
 
                 “We need to go to Threatcon Whisky sir. The highest state of alert.” 
 
                 “I thought that was Defcon 5?”
 
                 “You’re correct sir for a nuclear war. We’re talking conventional warfare here. You’re mixing up your Cabernet Sauvignons with your Merlots. I suggest you order some tanks out to the perimeter. Also, some naval air cover might help. It could get rough tonight.”
 
                 “Why did we ever have to leave Germany?” Lorraine paused and then put his head in his hands. Finally, he looked up at Bennett. “I’ll talk with Captain Plank again.”
 
                 Bennett exited the command tent and located Zamboni who was playing the board game Risk, by himself and mumbling in Russian to no one in particular. “Well?” Zamboni asked. “What’s next?”
 
    
 
                 Bennett and Zamboni found the Kamil Brothers at Sea City. They were standing next to an orange truck that read, “Kamil Bros. Damman.” They stood next to the truck, looking extremely aggravated while supervising the excrement extraction from every latrine at Sea City. A half dozen of their employees with hoses had fanned out from the truck towards the shitters. Bennett greeted Mustapha, who still wore his Foster Grants.
 
                 “Salaam, do you speak English?”
 
                 “Yes, of course, what can I do for you?”
 
                 “My friend and I want to hire you both for some work.” 
 
                 Mustapha and Hassan looked at each other and burst out laughing. “We are the Kamil Brothers, we don’t work for anyone.” Mustapha said. His brother nodded in agreement. He looked quickly at Zamboni who was playing with a live grenade. Zamboni gave both of them his psychotic killer stare as he pulled the pin out with his teeth and replaced it the same way. Bennett used more subtle tactics, tactics that were international in scope. He pulled the squadron punch bowl from a rucksack and presented it to the Kamil Brothers with both hands in the Arab tradition. 
 
                 “Shukran, thank you,” Mustapha said. “It looks quite valuable.”
 
                 “It’s worth several thousand dollars. It is my gift to you.” Bennett added. He wondered if Lorraine would ever ask him about the punch bowl. He was after all, the squadron silver officer. Mustapha nodded and handed the bowl to his brother who stashed it in the cab of the shit-sucking truck. He continued to gaze at Zamboni who had once again pulled the pin on the grenade. “Will he use it?” Mustapha asked Bennett.
 
                 “It’s a possibility. The guy’s Section 8.” Bennett made a crazy twirl with his finger. “Now, we want you to follow this man around for a while, maybe scare him a bit.” Bennett showed the Kamil Brothers of Damman, a picture of Quiche Lorraine.
 
                 “Who is this little sand fly?” Mustapha asked.
 
                 “He’s our commander, but he also works for the Iraqis. He’s a double agent, known in Baghdad as “Quiche the Knife.” The Kamil Brothers stared in awe. Hassan whistled.
 
                 “Alright, my friend, we will deal with this camel’s turd at once.”
 
                 “Excellent,” Bennett said, “Here’s what you’ll do...”
 
    
 
                 At six-thirty that evening, Quiche Lorraine walked from his command tent to the mess tent, two hundred yards across the sprawl of Sea City. As he did, he had that age-old feeling that someone or something was watching him. He turned quickly to his left and saw an Arab dodge from behind one tent to another. He started to speed up, walking faster. When he stopped, he snapped his neck around so rapidly it hurt and he saw another Arab moving in the shadows behind him. Lorraine whinnied like a hyena and started to dogtrot across the sand. He could see the lights at the entrance to the chow hall. He heard footsteps shuffling in the sand behind him. He jogged faster and gazed behind him. There were four Arabs coming behind him in dirty dish-dashes, with keffiyehs over their heads and masks on their faces. Lorraine sprinted toward the mess tent. The Arabs picked up speed; they were thirty feet behind him, twenty, fifteen, and ten! Lorraine screamed at the top of his lungs as he went crashing through the tent flap opening, cannon-balling right into Reno, knocking him and his plate to the ground. For a moment, perhaps too long for his own good, Lorraine clung to Reno’s back like a small child. 
 
                 “Get the hell off of me Quince.”
 
                 “It’s the tangos sir. They’re on to me.”
 
                 “The only thing that’s gonna be on you is handcuffs, if you don’t let go of me!”
 
                 Lorraine hardly slept a wink that cold, windy, stormy night in coastal Saudi Arabia. He knew that he was a soft terrorist target and that at any moment the Iraqi frogmen would be hitting the beaches at Sea City. He would have to lead men in battle. It was not a thought he relished. He sat up on his cot, with his knees to his face, listening for any sound that might warn him of impending doom. 
 
                 Lorraine awoke the next morning at seven, somehow sleeping through the daily cacophony of morning prayers. He dressed quickly in his Wellesley College warm-up suit (he had majored in baritone music theory there) and proceeded to take his morning jog down the coast road. 
 
                 It was a beautiful morning and for a moment, as the orange sun rose from the depths of the azure sea he forgot about the war, the tangos, and obnoxious people like Bennett and his insane sidekick, Zamboni.
 
                 Lorraine was perhaps two miles down the road, watching the waves crash into the shore, when he heard a vehicle closing in on him from behind. He turned around and saw the Kamil Brothers in the cab of one of their shit-sucking trucks. Lorraine started to run faster. Something told him this could be it. His heart beat faster. His airways felt blocked. “Oh God, why did I ever try and fulfill my uncle’s wishes?”  He thought. The truck was right on his tail and suddenly it swerved to his left. Hassan sprung from the cab and tackled Lorraine. They rolled together down to the beach. As Hassan pinned him down and smiled at him with his gold teeth, Mustapha joined him. Lorraine looked terrified. 
 
                 “Please, I’ll give you anything. Just don’t kill me.”
 
                 “We’re taking you to Baghdad for interrogation and liquidation, Quiche the Knife.” Mustapha said.
 
                 “Ahh” was all Lorraine could muster. The Kamil Brothers moved away from him and watched as Lorraine took off towards the surf. He dove in and swam frantically away.
 
    
 
                 Bennett and Zamboni were playing Risk and listening to the BBC when Lorraine burst into their tent. He was ringing wet and a piece of seaweed covered his head and neck. Bennett stared at him and smiled.
 
                 “Sir, I thought Wellesley was a women’s college?”
 
                 “They graduate men as well Bennett. That’s not important. Listen, the Kamil Brothers are trying to kill me.”
 
                 “Come on sir, we all know you’re a soft target, but...” Bennett said.
 
                 “We’re all going to die.” Lorraine started to weep and exited the tent.
 
                 “Time to initiate the final option.” Bennett said. 
 
                 
 
                 Peacock and Moses were 150 miles northwest of Damman, in the middle of the Saudi desert. They had just turned off the Tapline Road and were driving due south in the deuce and half. Peacock scanned the horizon for life. 
 
                 “We’re a long way from home sarge.” Moses said morosely. The desert was having its age-old depressing effect on him. Peacock sipped a Saudi form of Coke called Afri-Cola. The truck bumped wildly over some sand moguls. They began to travel up a slight grade and when they came to the edge of it, Moses halted. Beneath them in a wadi, was a Bedouin encampment that consisted of four large tents, a flock of fifty sheep, four women and a dozen children. Peacock and Moses exited the truck and descended down a slope of sand into the wadi. 
 
                 “Here’s the plan Stanton. We offer Omar here something he can use like a gas barbecue or a turkey fryer. Then, he’ll let us store some of our liberated items in one of his tents.”
 
                 “You don’t think they’ll steal it do you?”
 
                 “It’s doubtful. These Joes operate on one hundred percent bribery. Once they receive a gift, they feel some type of loyalty to the person.”
 
                 “Good plan,” Moses said. “The Camel Brothers’ll never find the shit out here.”
 
                 “We’ll call this here base, Oasis Alpha, capiche?”
 
                 “Yeah, sarge.” A young Bedouin boy greeted them. Peacock tousled his hair and gave him a Snickers bar. The boy took a bite and smiled.
 
                 “It’s good, ain’t it, you little camel-herdin son of a bitch. Take me to your daddy.” The boy looked at them and darted off to a tent.
 
    
 
                 Inside the mess tent, Reilly was having the time of his life. He had just won his fourth game of backgammon in a row. In one hour, Reilly had accumulated two cases of mango drink, a box of Fizzy Cakes, a Bedouin sword and a goat. The goat and sword had been won from a Bedouin who was in Damman to buy a new Nissan pick-up truck. Reilly figured he could use the fruit drinks to concoct some type of aviator punch for those hottie nurses at the 809th MASH. He planned to mail his Dad in Boston the Bedouin sword. It would be a big hit at the precinct. He still wasn’t sure what in the hell he was going to do with the goat. Reilly wondered if he could take the goat up in his Huey? He poured himself a Jack and Coke and noticed two Arabs enter the tent. Both wore Foster Grant sunglasses. An Arab cook named Jamil, nudged Reilly. “Those are the Kamil Brothers, big players, big money. You be careful.”
 
                 “Big money huh? Well, bring ‘em on.”
 
    
 
                 Quiche Lorraine tucked himself into bed at midnight. He was becoming a virtual zombie from lack of sleep and the terror of the last two days. If he could just manage to sleep, things would look so much better in the morning. He was in a state of semi-consciousness, when the field phone in his tent jingled. He opened his eyes rapidly and stared into the darkness. He thought it must be Reno phoning him about some nonsense. Then again, there were those calls in Germany. Lorraine reached for the phone and spoke softly into the receiver. “Hello?”
 
                 “Colonel Lorraine?” Bennett said in an Arab accented voice.
 
                 “This is Colonel Lorraine.”
 
                 “Colonel Lorraine?”
 
                 “Yes?” Lorraine asked. He was beginning to tremble.
 
                 “Overture, curtain, lights, this is it, the night of nights…” Bennett said. Then he began to laugh hideously into the phone. Bennett hung up and walked back to his tent. He looked at his watch. He was in luck; the BBC’s jazz hour was just beginning. 
 
    
 
                 By midnight, Reilly’s incredible winning streak was continuing. He had just finished a spectacular game by rolling three sets of double sixes in row. His opponent, Hassan Kamil pushed over the pot to him. Reilly counted out 2000 US dollars and a silver Rolex. As he placed the Rolex over his wrist, Mustapha Kamil grabbed his arm.
 
                 “You are a cheat Reilly. No one rolls three sets of double sixes in a row.” 
 
                 Reilly wrenched his arm free. “Well, I did, so cheers.” Reilly toasted him with a Jack and Coke. Instead of drinking it though, Reilly threw it in Mustapha’s face. Then he took off and ran out of the tent as the Kamil Brothers chased after him across Sea City. He found sanctuary in the arms of a blond nurse from the 809th MASH.
 
    
 
                 Peacock and Moses drove through the port checkpoint at one in the morning, weary from a day’s worth of desert off-road driving and haggling with Bedouins. It had been a very successful day. They were able to bribe and cajole two different Bedouin tribes to guard their PX goods. As they meandered along the road, they hit a sharp pothole. A case of Jack Daniels bounced out of the truck and landed in some high grass. 
 
    
 
                 Morning arrived none too soon for Quiche Lorraine. He was convinced more than ever that he was a soft target. Strangely, the same terrorists who had stalked him in Germany were on to him in Saudi as well. He decided that the only way to survive was to abandon his command and leave the country. With his passport, he could easily make it back to some tiny hamlet in France or Portugal. He dressed quickly in his Hotel New Hampshire wardrobe and grabbed a flight bag. He exited the tent and made a beeline to a civilian SUV he shared with Reno. 
 
                 Lorraine was just outside of the port when he saw the construction signs. As he slowed down, he glanced at a half dozen Arab road workers. One of the Arabs walked over to the car, carrying a road sign. He beckoned for Lorraine to roll down his window.
 
                 “Colonel Lorraine?” The man asked. At that moment, a terrible fit of terror ran through Lorraine’s body. He was about to put the car in reverse when a karate chop hit him in the base of the neck, knocking him out cold.
 
                 Within seconds, the Kamil Brothers directed their crew into action. Lorraine’s body was stripped naked. Two Arabs dragged a large can over to his body and began to spray him with gold paint. They left a small patch barren at the base of the spine, so that he wouldn’t suffocate. He was shoved into the driver’s seat. His hand was placed on his shrunken Johnson. For a final touch, a bottle of Mumm’s champagne was left on the floor. Before shutting the door, the tape player was turned on and Burt Bacharach’s greatest hits began to ring softly through the SUV. Strangely, Lorraine had a smile on his face as he sat there unconscious. A minute later, the road signs were down and the crew was gone. 
 
                 Reilly was flying his Huey with his new passenger, Tom Collins, the goat, when he spotted something that looked familiar to his trained eyes. He banked slightly and made another pass over the grassy area. He was really in luck. It was a case of Jack Daniels. He proceeded to land and with the engine still going, he grabbed the full case of Jack with a smile. He placed it in the back next to Tom Collins. He got back in the front seat and lifted off.
 
   Three minutes later, he spotted Lorraine’s SUV on the side of the road. He flew low over it, in a gun run, hoping to scare him. As he did, he thought he saw gold glistening from the driver’s seat. He flew around, saw the gold again and landed. He approached the vehicle and stopped five feet from it. He stared in awe at what he saw. Finally, Reilly walked over to the car and opened the door. Reilly looked at Lorraine’s golden, naked body and burst out laughing. 
 
    
 
                 The Next Morning...
 
    
 
                 It took five baths in turpentine for the gold paint to be removed from Lorraine’s body. As he was recovering in a bed at the 809th MASH, General Reno paid him a visit.              “Mornin’, Quince.” 
 
                 “Hello, general.” 
 
   Reno closed the curtain surrounding them. “Quince, I got to hear from you first hand what happened out there on the coastal road?” 
 
                 “It was the Kamil Brothers sir. They’re terrorists.”
 
                 “The Kamil Brothers, the boys who suck shit for a livin’? Jesus H. Christ, they ain’t no terrorists.”
 
                 “Sir, I’ve been a soft target for a while now, even in Germany, I...”
 
                 “I don’t want to hear it. What I do want to know, is why you painted yourself gold?”
 
                 “General, as my report to CI mentioned, I was knocked out and the Kamil Brothers did it all to me. Why they didn’t kill me, I don’t know, perhaps it was a warning.”
 
                 “Alright, I’ll go with your story now. But, I’m watching you closely. I’m gonna be on you like a chicken on a junebug.” Reno exited through the curtain. Lorraine frowned and suddenly a thought crossed his mind. It was Bennett who had been briefing him from the beginning about the terrorist threat. Perhaps? No, even Bennett and Zamboni weren’t crazy enough to make this all up. Were they? Lorraine began to wonder.  
 
   

 
                 
 
   Chapter Seven – Bennett of Arabia
 
    
 
   Sea City
 
   King Abdul Aziz Port
 
   Damman, Saudi Arabia
 
   January 16, 1991
 
    
 
                 “You’re relieved as intelligence officer, Bennett.” Quiche Lorraine smiled as he finished off the sentence. He had been practicing the line ever since he was in the paint thinner bath at the 809th MASH.
 
                 “Why is that sir?” Bennett asked. 
 
                 “I didn’t like the way you handled the terrorist problem we had two weeks ago. After all, the tangos almost did me in, right?” 
 
                 “It’s a dangerous world. You pay your money you take your chances.” Bennett wondered where all of this was going. He also wondered if the little pansy suspected him of inventing the whole terrorist situation. 
 
                 “Hmm, well, I’m assigning Burger to intelligence. He’ll be reporting to Zamboni within the hour.”
 
                 “You’re not serious are you? Burger doesn’t know the first thing about army intelligence operations. Not to mention the fact that he’s a walking, talking disaster.”
 
   “Nevertheless, that’s my final decision.”
 
   ”If I’m being transferred, there’s an opening for an intell officer at the 809th MASH.”
 
                 “How stupid do you think I am Bennett? I know you’re chasing after that gorgeous blond nurse over there. What’s her name?”
 
                 “Lieutenant Coleman.”
 
                 “Well, I’m doing her a big favor by keeping you here as the support platoon leader.”
 
                 “Support platoon leader? Are you nuts?”
 
                 “At ease Bennett.” Lorraine squealed. “If you want to be up on charges for insubordination, just keep going.”
 
                 “Sir, I don’t know the first thing about being a support platoon leader. If you remember, my branch is military intelligence.”
 
                 “We all know you’re a spook Bennett. But, that’s incidental now. The needs of the army come first. You’re needed as support platoon leader. It shouldn’t be any problem for you.” Bennett was on the verge of leaping over Lorraine’s desk and strangling him with his own squash racquet. “Oh, one other thing.” Lorraine smiled nauseatingly. “You’re going to be leading a convoy of 35 heavy equipment transporters from the port to the tactical assembly area.”
 
                 “I’m going to be what?” Bennett said angrily.
 
                 “We’re moving our armored vehicles to the desert tomorrow morning at zero five. Naturally, as the new support platoon leader, you’re the convoy commander.” Bennett desperately needed a triple Jack and Coke. Where the hell was Reilly when you needed him? 
 
                 “Well, that sucks.”
 
                 “It should be good training for you and something of an adventure. I hear the scenery is just breath-taking.” Bennett took a deep breath. Things were snowballing downhill rapidly.
 
                 “Where am I going sir? Do you have a map?”
 
                 “Absolutely,” Lorraine extracted a piece of paper. It was a photocopy of a World Book Encyclopedia map with a route traced in yellow highlighter. He handed it to Bennett.
 
                 “What is this? It’s a goddamn encyclopedia map.”
 
                 “It’s all we have now. The U.S. Army has very few maps of the Middle East in the Kuwait Theater of Operations.” 
 
                 “Well, where the hell are the maps?”
 
                 “The last time I heard they were at Fort Ritchie.”
 
   “In Alaska, delightful; I’m sure they have a big need for maps of Saudi Arabia there.” Bennett shook his head. The morning was turning into a Kafkaesque nightmare. Bennett gazed at the map again and squinted.
 
                 “I can barely see the roads on here. The distance looks like a good 500 miles.”
 
                 “Just a shade under 465 actually.” Lorraine smiled just a little too widely. “As you can see the directions are written on the back of the map.”
 
                 “Delightful.”
 
                 “One other thing to remember. After you turn left at Hafr-al-Batin and travel south for another 100 miles, you’ll need to locate a green barrel in the desert.” Bennett burst out laughing.
 
                 “You expect me to find a green barrel in the middle of the Arabian Desert sir?”
 
                 “I’ve been told it’ll be there. Once you see the barrel, you’ll move off-road for another thirty miles or so. Then you’ll radio our advance party. They’ll rendezvous with you.”
 
                 “This sounds like it’s going to be a real Charlie Foxtrot sir.” Bennett stuck the map into his pants pocket.
 
                 “A what Bennett?”
 
                 “Charlie Foxtrot, a cluster fuck.”
 
                 “You know you’re the most cynical young man I’ve ever met on active duty.”
 
                 “There’s a lot to be negative about.” Bennett responded. “Who’s coming with me?
 
                 “Right, almost forgot. Hardass Ferguson will be the senior non-commissioned officer.”
 
                 “That’s strike one.”
 
                 “The Chaplain will be accompanying you as well.”
 
                 “Strike two; a great guy but useless militarily.” Bennett said.
 
                 “And, of course,” Lorraine smiled too widely again. “Burger will be riding along shotgun as well.”
 
                 “Strike three, the game’s over.”
 
    
 
                 With liberated plywood from Peacock and Moses, it had taken two days to assemble the Kangaroo Mouse Racetrack at Sea City. It was Reilly’s idea to hold the races. He was the de facto oddsmaker, groundskeeper, commentator and executive vice president of Sea City Downs. A lot of people thought Reilly was an alcoholic because he drank constantly and he was of Irish heritage. In actuality, he wasn’t a drunk. He was though, an obsessive compulsive who was easily addicted to either: Jack and Coke, hookers, or his latest focus, gambling. 
 
                  Reilly had even made a truce with the Kamil Brothers. Mustapha and Hassan Kamil knew that Reilly, with his David Niven charm and Irish humor, brought in the customers. Anyone who participated in any gambling activity at Sea City paid a cover charge of ten dollars. Three dollars went to Reilly; seven dollars went to the Kamil Brothers. Also, the Kamil Brothers, besides being in the shit-sucking and stolen items business, were moneylenders. They were happy to lend anyone money, with the promise that they would be paid back at 35% interest, compounded daily.
 
                 Sea City Downs officially opened at ten in the morning. There were six mice scheduled to race, including Reilly’s prize thoroughbred, “Shenanigan”, who was currently running at 4-1 odds. The Kamil Brothers had one mouse, a plug named Ali, if there ever was one, and a 12-1 shot on the board. The other three mice were only numbered: 1, 2, and 3. Zamboni had even gotten into the mouse-racing groove. He had a jet-black mouse named “Manic Depression” which was currently running at 20-1 odds. Zamboni placed his mouse down in the starter cage and hit Reilly on the shoulder. “Hey, shitbird, what’s with the crappy odds? Manic Depression is a real fighter.”
 
   “Sorry sir, but facts are facts. Everyone knows that black Kangaroo Mice are the slowest of the breed.
 
   “Who told you that? Probably Bennett, I bet.” Reilly looked at his watch.  
 
                 “All bets are in, all bets are in.” He glanced at his watch and then pulled his .45 pistol from a shoulder holster. He beckoned to a greasy Arab who was ready to lift the cage door. Reilly pointed the pistol into the air and fired a shot. The cage was raised and the race began. 
 
                 “Here they come spinning around the track. Ali takes the lead with mouse number three and Shenanigan behind him. Mice 1 and 2 are following behind. Manic Depression still at the gate.” Zamboni watched frantically as his mouse refused to start the race. Instead, it kept banging its head against the side of the track. 
 
                 “Ali, still ahead, Shenanigan closing in with Mouse 3 in third. It’s going to be a photo finish folks.” The dozen Arabs and soldiers there were cheering for their favorite mouse. Manic Depression was now turned around and trying to exit the gate from the rear side. The race continued, as the mice were almost around three quarters of the track. Reilly continued his commentary.
 
                 “Shenanigan coming from behind, nudging near Ali. Ali is slowing down folks. He looks tired.” The Kamil Brothers shouted for the mouse to move faster. “Shenanigan out front in the last stretch. Mouse 2 closing in on him. Ali’s now in third place. It’s, it’s Shenanigan by a length, Shenanigan!” Reilly let out something similar to a rebel yell and reached for his mouse. He noticed that Manic Depression was still at the starter gate, chasing its tail.
 
                 “Told you sir, slowest of the breed.”
 
                 “Slow, this one’s a fucking retard. He just bought himself a one-way ticket to the glue factory.” Zamboni answered, while reaching for his .45 pistol.
 
                 The Kamil Brothers walked over to Reilly looking glum. 
 
                 “Your mouse cheated Sean, we saw him bite Ali in the tail.”
 
                 “You guys need to get out of the sun. It was a clean race.” Reilly put the mouse down and poured himself a Jack and Coke.
 
                 “We don’t think so. We want a rematch this afternoon.”
 
                 “A rematch? No way, Shenanigan needs his rest.” Mustapha got in his face. “It’s a rematch or...” His words were interrupted by gunfire as Zamboni put a bullet into Manic Depression. “Or,” Mustapha continued, “You and Manic Depression will be suffering the same fate.”
 
                 After sending Manic Depression to the glue factory, Zamboni dined at the mess hall and then decided he needed to really relax. He grabbed one of his favorite books, Stasi Surveillance Methods. He was sitting in the shade, under a palm tree, when Dwight David Burger paid him a visit.
 
                 “Lieutenant Burger reporting for duty as intelligence officer, sir.” Burger stood at attention and saluted. Zamboni looked up at him and scowled. Finally, after another thirty seconds he returned his salute.
 
                 “Burger if you think you’re joining the elite of army intelligence, you’re out of your mind. One, you’re a fat ass and I don’t want any fat asses in my branch. Two, you’re a disorganized shitbird and a poor excuse for a soldier. Three, you know nothing about military intelligence and I don’t want to teach you. So, you get your Weight Watchers ass back to Lorraine and tell him to go pound sand.” Burger looked as if he had lost his pet dog. The three layers of fat on his stomach were trembling in fear. Sweat ran down his chubby face. His tinted glasses fogged up with condensation. Still, he stood his ground. 
 
                 “Sir, the colonel told me that these orders are final and if you have a problem with it, to report to him ASAP.” Zamboni was completely off of Lorraine’s radar screen. Why rock the boat? He decided upon an alternative course of action for Burger.
 
                 “Alright, shitbird. You want to play secret agent, fine. I’ve got a mission for you. What I’m about to tell you is above top secret. The only three people who have access to this info here are you, Bennett and I. Zamboni, stood up, tucked his book in his cargo pocket and put his arm around Burger. “Dwight, do you mind if I call you by your first name?”
 
                 “No sir.” 
 
                 “Dwight, in 1944, Major Otto Skorzeny of the SS radioed to Berlin the following code word, EUREKA.”
 
                 “Eureka?”
 
                 “Roger. Skorzeny’s boys had found the lost Knights Templar treasure that originally belonged to King Solomon.”
 
                 “Wow.” Burger took his glasses off and wiped the condensation off of them with his shirt.
 
                 “The SS commandos brought it back from Southern France to Berlin, where it stayed until April of 1945.”
 
                 “What happened then?”
 
                 “It disappeared into thin air - poof!” Zamboni used his favorite karate chop gesture to emphasize his point.
 
                 “What happened to it?” Burger glanced quickly to his left and right for onlookers. There were none.
 
                 “No one knew until two months ago. A former SS colonel and a Vatican priest informed army intelligence in Vienna that the treasure was taken through the Alps, then down to the Mediterranean where it finally landed in Saudi by 1947. Ex-SS troopers and Rhodesian mercenaries working for King Fahd guarded it night and day until a year ago.”
 
                 “Where is it sir?”
 
                 “That’s our job, Dwight. To find out where the treasure is out here and to bring it back to the holy land where it originally came from. See, Bennett and I have been undercover in the 74th Cavalry with the sole mission of locating this loot.”
 
                 “I knew you guys did some neat stuff, but this is incredible. How do I fit into the game plan?”
 
                 “Glad you asked Dwight. You’re on the ball, good. I like that. Zamboni put his arm around him again and spoke softly. You’ll attach yourself to Bennett’s convoy tomorrow morning and ride along with them. When you get to the Tapline Road lose yourself and begin to walk southwest on a 200 degree azimuth for a good 600 miles.”
 
                 “How will I survive?”
 
                 “Do you what you have to do. You’re a shadow warrior now. It’s a different game old man. Also, don’t tell Bennett what you’re doing. He knows what’s going on. The support platoon leader job is a cover. He’s after the treasure too.”
 
                 “Understand sir. Anything else?”
 
                 “Roger.” Zamboni reached into his pocket and found a multivitamin capsule. He handed it to Burger who looked terrified. “Here’s an L Pill, 100% high-grade pure cyanide. If you ever get in a situation where you might be captured and talk about Operation Eureka, don’t hesitate to take it.”
 
                 “Yes sir.”
 
                 “Last thing, if you find the loot, radio back to me “Eureka” at 1700 every night on the squadron intelligence net.”
 
                 “Got it.”
 
                 “Good luck.” Zamboni watched Burger waddle away into the sand. This was the best one he had ever come up with. Burger would be a burden to Bennett and if he played his cards right, the fat shitbird would die wandering the vast Ad Dahna desert. Zamboni rubbed his hands together and opened his book to chapter three.
 
    
 
                 When Moses opened the sliding door to the warehouse in Damman, Peacock thought they were at the wrong location.
 
                 “You took a wrong turn Moses, we must be on the wrong dock. This here warehouse is empty.” Moses looked inside and whistled. He scanned the parking lot behind them. 
 
                 “We’re in the right place sarge. See the Wolf Burger stand over there. Right where it usually is.” Peacock turned around.
 
                 “You thinkin’ what I’m thinking?”
 
                 “Yeah, shit...”
 
                 “And, we know who did it; the damn Camel Brothers.” Moses found a broken series 200 padlock on the ground, about ten feet away. He picked it up and threw it at Peacock who caught it, looked at it and threw it into the barren warehouse. “Time for a strategy session amigo.” Moses followed him inside. 
 
   “We burn down their warehouse, they loot ours. They think all’s square.” Peacock said.
 
                 “We’re lucky we moved most of the inventory out to the desert.” Moses said. He opened a box of Junior Mints and tossed some into his mouth.
 
                 “The Camel Brothers are going down compadre, capiche?” Peacock said.
 
                 “Capiche sarge.”
 
    
 
   King Abdul Aziz Port
 
   Damman, Saudi Arabia
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                 Bennett’s convoy was lined-up for over a mile on a dirt side road parallel to the port perimeter. He would ride in the lead vehicle with Hardass Ferguson driving the Hummer. Behind him, was the Chaplain’s vehicle and Burger’s as well. In back of those Hummers, were two buses filled with the track drivers and commanders and the thirty-five heavy equipment transporters (HET’s), which held all of the squadron’s armored vehicles worth about 50 million dollars.
 
                 At the controls of the HET’s were various foreign nationals from Bangladesh, India, Pakistan, Saudi Arabia, Kuwait and other assorted desert kingdoms. Bennett thought about the wisdom of these random foreign nationals driving to General Norman Schwarzkopf’s top-secret assembly areas in the desert. Bennett looked at his watch. They would rollout in five minutes. He saw the Chaplain strolling toward him. Strangely, Shamus looked like he was wearing a priest’s collar and black suit. The beard and the top hat were gone as well. Bennett greeted him.
 
                 “Morning, Father?”
 
                 “The whole bris bungling really put a damper in my conversion to Judaism, man.”
 
                 “So, you’re now a Catholic and a priest to boot?”
 
                 “Newly ordained as of yesterday.”
 
                 “Does the Vatican know about this?”
 
                 “They’ll eventually get the word.” Bennett watched as Burger shuffled over to his vehicle. He glanced furtively in a number of directions. Bennett saw that he was wearing a trenchcoat. Obviously, he was really getting into his new mode as intelligence officer. Bennett walked back to his vehicle, got inside and told Hardass Feguson to move out.              The convoy snaked its way through the outskirts of Damman. Bennett occasionally glanced in the side mirror, hoping that the mile long gaggle would stay intact. It was like trying to lead a Slinky for 500 miles. 
 
                 It was still dark as they clambered slowly like mules on to the main highway that runs north and south along the Saudi coast. It was dark and fog was intermittent. The gleam of headlights and the bumpy road gently hypnotized him.
 
                 When he awakened, dawn was rising and the vast Arabian Desert stretched for hundreds of miles in front of him. Wisps of fog danced along the ground. It was an eerie milieu and Bennett had never felt more alone in his life.
 
   He was in one of the most god-forsaken regions of the world and in command of 50 million dollars’ worth of equipment. He felt like he was aging ten years for every mile they traveled.
 
                 At eight, the convoy halted at an army rest stop at the junction of the coastal highway and the Tapline Road. They had traveled a good 150 miles. The rest stop consisted of a mess tent and ten wooden shitters. As Bennett walked toward the convoy after relieving himself, he began to count the HET’s. On the first count he had 30. He counted again and had 30. Had all 35 HET’s left the port? Did he lose five during the last three hours? Christ on a cracker!
 
                 Bennett saw Hardass Ferguson sharing a pot of tea with an Arab driver. They were sitting Indian style on the shoulder of the road. He walked over to him and was handed a cup by the Arab. “Shukran thanks, Bennett said. The brew tasted strong and sweet. Bennett thought it was the most wonderful tea he had ever tasted. “Hey Sergeant Ferguson, you know we’re missing five HET’s.”
 
                 “Roger guy, saw them speed past us.” Bennett shook his head. They could be headed north towards the Kuwait border. Bennett pictured a scene where he had to tell Reno five of his tracks belonged to the Iraqis. On the other hand, they could be on the Tapline Road, which went all the way to Egypt for 1500 miles. The possibilities for disaster were endless. Bennett had learned long ago not to panic in any type of crisis. He drank some more tea and smiled at the Arab who was talking to Ferguson in a smattering of English and some pidgin, Fergusonian form of Arabic. Bennett never realized it, but Ferguson looked a hell of a lot like Schwarzkopf. In fact the idiot could be Schwarzkopf’s double. 
 
                 Ten minutes later the convoy minus five began its long trek west down the Tapline Road and the interior of the Ad Dahna Desert. As they disappeared over the horizon, Burger moved out on foot with a compass, a canteen of water and a map. He had one MRE in his cargo pocket and a stash of Fizzy Cakes in the other. His driver, Frisbee, thinking Burger was riding with the Chaplain or some other officer, took off without giving his absence a second thought. 
 
                 Thirty minutes into his voyage southwest, Dwight David Burger had the first feelings of anxiety. He wondered if being promoted to intelligence officer was a bad move after all. The mist was clearing and the sun was rising behind him. He took a bite of a Fizzy Cake and continued to follow the 200-degree azimuth.
 
    
 
                 Peacock and Moses followed the Kamil Brothers across town. They watched from the deuce and half as both of them walked inside a Mr. Sheik Pizza Parlor. Peacock signaled with his thumb for Moses to spring into action. Moses walked over to the blue Oldsmobile ’98 and popped open the trunk within ten seconds. Then he found the cash box. Moses easily jimmied it open with a hairpin. He rifled through the cash. 
 
                 Back in the truck, he showed it to Peacock. “Must be fifty grand here.”
 
                 “At least.” Peacock waded through the dollars and smiled. This ought to put those blintgangers out of action for a little while.”
 
                 “We better get out of here.” Moses executed a squealing u-turn. “Where to sarge?’
 
                 “As far away from the port as possible. Those Joes are gonna blow a gasket when they find that cash is missing.”
 
                 Peacock’s prediction was correct. An hour later, Mustapha Kamil was screaming at his brother Hassan. Hassan merely shrugged his shoulders as he tore apart the trunk bit by bit. Mustapha shook his head.
 
                 “Reilly must’ve stolen it. I always knew he would stab us in the back sooner or later. The Americans are pigs.”
 
                 “What should we do with him?” Hassan asked.
 
                 “Get the money back, then take him to the cement factory out by King Fahd Airport.” They found Reilly who was unloading a case of Jack from his Huey. Tom Collins was tethered to the chopper and was eating a bowl of cheerios. 
 
                 “Sean, can we talk to you?” Mustapha said. Reilly turned around and climbed out of the bird. 
 
                 “Yeah, what is it?” 
 
                 “We had our cash box stolen today.” 
 
                 “Shit, that’s too bad.” Reilly noticed Hassan walking behind him.
 
                 “Where is it?”
 
                 “I don’t have it man. I’ve been here all day doing maintenance on my bird.” Hassan grabbed Reilly’s arms and tried to put him in a full nelson. Reilly used Hassan’s weight to toss him into his brother. They both fell to the ground. Reilly grabbed Tom Collins and tossed him into the back of the Huey. He jumped in the pilot’s seat, as Mustapha lunged at him. Reilly kicked Mustapha in the face with his combat boot and started the engine. He lifted off just as Hassan opened fire on him with a 9mm Browning automatic. Two bullets shattered the windshield, but missed. Reilly swept over the camp, gained altitude and leveled off at 500 feet. He grabbed a map and glanced at it for a moment. He calculated that Reilly and his convoy must be nearly 250 miles from the port by now. He banked to the northwest and poured himself a Jack and Coke. He sipped the beverage and patted Tom Collins on the head. 
 
                 Reilly chuckled with glee. Thank God he had removed his share of the pot and hidden it from the Kamil Brothers claws. He had ten g’s in cash in his flight bag. He gained a little elevation as he passed over a sprawl of oil wells. He was alive, he had money, Tom Collins was a good pet and he had an ample supply of Jack and Coke. Life was beautiful.
 
                  Bennett was not having as good of a time as his friend Reilly. He was currently driving on the Tapline Road, minus seven more HET’s that had pulled out of the convoy at various times and either disappeared or passed his lead vehicle. He was down to twenty-three. Bennett looked to his right and left as various cars turned a two-lane highway into an eight-lane freeway by off-roading on the desert floor. Every Saudi car that passed him contained turbans flapping in the breeze amidst a sea of stained teeth and V for Victory signs. 
 
   The terrain surrounding them was as flat as a billiard table and interspersed with wadis and dunes. Bennett hadn’t seen any form of plant life since dawn. It was terribly depressing. Even worse, the convoy hadn’t even reached the halfway point of its destination. Hardass Ferguson was also driving Bennett crazy. He had insisted on listening to recordings of old Louisiana Hayride radio shows as he went through two tins of chewing tobacco. Chew was big among the troops. Bennett found the habit about as inviting as eating ostrich droppings. What was really getting to Bennett was Ferguson’s harmonica playing, in accompaniment to the old bluegrass and Cajun tunes. If Ferguson played “Jambalaya” one more time, Bennett was going to cap him with his .45.
 
                 Back at Sea City, Peacock and Moses had more surprises for the Kamil Brothers. It was Moses’ idea to take out one of their shit-sucking trucks.
 
                 “Couple sticks of C4 ought to do it.” Moses said. Peacock swallowed a sip of coffee and nodded. 
 
                 “Yepper, that’s enough to blow it sky high.”
 
                 “Yeah, sarge, we just gotta make sure we ain’t in the blackbast area when the thing goes off.”
 
                 Peacock and Moses were underneath the orange Kamil Brothers truck during the lunchtime break. There were no signs of any of their indentured servant workers anywhere. Peacock watched as Moses taped the two sticks of plastic explosive to the undercarriage of the vehicle. He stuck two time pencils inside the clay-like substance and primed them. “We got five minutes.”
 
                 “Let’s hook ‘em.” Peacock crawled out from underneath the truck with Moses behind him. They barely made it back to their deuce and half when the truck exploded with a terrific boom. They watched as pieces of orange metal and raw human waste flew two hundred feet into the air in a giant orange and brown cloud. It seemed to spread out then floated down toward Sea City with a vengeance. Some excrement landed on Lorraine as he exited the shower. People walking around the camp were covered in the sewage. Some of it even landed on the deuce and a half. Moses put the truck in reverse and they exited the area. As Peacock poured himself another cup of Joe, he looked at Moses. “It’s not a job...”
 
                 “It’s an adventure.” They high-fived together.
 
    
 
                 Burger estimated that he had plodded about ten miles across the barren wasteland of Arabia. His canteen was almost drained and he had already eaten the twenty Fizzy Cakes that were inside his cargo pocket. He was getting thirstier by the minute and it was only 60 degrees outside. In front of him, about 100 yards away was a large inland lake. Burger ran towards it, faster and faster. He was going to cannonball inside the cool, refreshing water. He made it to the edge of the lake and lifted his fat carcass off the ground while holding his legs together. He came down on the sand with a heavy whoomph. As he realized he had only seen a mirage, he passed into unconsciousness.
 
                 When Burger awoke sometime later, he was inside a medium-sized tent and propped up on pillows. Five, scantily clad Bedouin women were feeding him dates, wiping his face, giving him water and massaging his size 7, quadruple G feet. They stared at him with a mixture of fascination and awe. The woman who was giving him water was the first to speak. Burger noticed that her breasts were almost fully exposed from the silk lining of her blouse. He was also aware that the other women all had large breasts and that two of them were topless. Strangely, he had no physical reaction to this delightful view. “Please, drink... we have everything for you here.” The Bedouin woman said as she held the leather canteen. Burger took a gulp of the lukewarm water. “I am Ablah. The other ladies are Bahiya, Ghadah, Janan and Karida. We are all wives from the Aniza tribe. You are from the Beni al-Naj?”
 
                 “Huh?”
 
                 “You are British?” Karida blurted out.
 
                 “No, American; I’m a spy on an important top secret mission. Thank you, but I must be going.” Burger tried to get up, but the women pushed him back down on the pillows.” They proceeded to strip him naked. As his glasses fogged and his fat gut trembled, Janan looked at him as she removed her top. To most men, seeing Janan’s 38 DD breasts would’ve caused an instant ‘up periscope’ reaction. Unfortunately, Burger hadn’t yet surfaced.
 
                 “Our husbands are never here. We need sex, lots of it and you can give it to us.” Janan said. 
 
                 “Just relax Mister American spy. You will help us and we will help you.” Ablah said as she stepped out of her clothes. The site of a gorgeous naked woman like Ablah would’ve ignited a fire in most men. But, Burger still lay submerged. As the women began to caress his naked body, he screamed. They interpreted this reaction as sexual arousal and continued.
 
                 Bennett was about three universes away from sexual arousal. He had just pulled into a truck stop along the Tapline Road. One of the bus drivers had radioed that he was running out of fuel.  As Bennett’s Hummer stopped in front of the dirty white stone building, the Chaplain pulled in behind him, followed by Frisbee. Bennett noticed that Burger wasn’t in his vehicle. Then the two buses moved into the area, with one of them pulling parallel to the fuel pumps. 
 
                 Then it happened. As it did, it seemed to be in slow motion. Bennett watched in shock as the twenty-three remaining vehicles in the convoy continued down the highway. He ran towards them, waving his arms frantically, but no one heard him. He then jumped in his Hummer and drove out of the rest stop and after the convoy. He tried to flag them down, stop them, but any time he waved, the drivers simply responded with a V for Victory sign. 
 
                 Finally, Bennett gave up and watched them move westward into the sun. He pulled into the truck stop five minutes later and entered the building. The first impression he had was that it reminded him of the bar scene from the first Star Wars film. He saw Ferguson banging his head into a juice vending machine that had obviously just screwed him over. The Chaplain was ordering some type of lamb and rice dish from an Arab cooking over a fire.
 
   A smattering of Arabs in filthy dish-dashes and sunglasses sat at tables and at a soft drink bar. Bennett took a left turn and walked into the men’s room. A tiny slit trench running along the wall functioned as an over-flowing urinal. Worst of all, piled in the corner was a four-foot high stack of feces that was home to about 300 million flies. Bennett stepped into the river of urine and quickly relieved himself. 
 
                 Ten minutes later what remained of the convoy moved down the Tapline Road. Bennett figured that he was just about having the worst day of his life. He had just lost millions of dollars worth of equipment in the middle of Saudi Arabia. Reno and Lorraine would probably have him summarily shot. Bennett looked through the windshield and noticed the sky was developing a yellowish hue; a Shamal (sandstorm) was brewing. To add insult to injury, Ferguson had just turned on Slim Whitman’s Greatest Hits. “Beef Jerky sir?” He offered Bennett a stick. “Why not?” Bennett chewed on the hard, heavily salted beef, pondering his next strategic move.
 
                 The three-Hummer, two-bus convoy had gone another thirty miles when one of the buses blew two flat tires. The driver, in wildly theatrical broken English told Bennett that he only had one spare tire. “Delightful,” Bennett responded, “absol-lutely, delightful.” 
 
                 For the next ten minutes, the passengers of the broken down bus piled into the good bus. Bennett ensured that the driver had enough water, tea and prayer mats for a night. As the convoy moved out, Bennett noticed the Shamal beginning to worsen and advance eastward. Things were going from SNAFU status to FUBAR rapidly.
 
                 Within fifteen minutes they were in the midst of the worst sandstorm he had seen since his arrival in the Desert Kingdom. Visibility was nearly zero and the winds howled maddeningly across the desert floor. Bennett stepped out of the Hummer and saw the other driver of the last remaining bus standing on the hood and urinating into a steaming radiator. The urine stream was either too late or too little because the bus engine began to smoke. Cumulus clouds drifted out of the engine block. The driver was now frantically attempting to extinguish the smoke with his prayer mat. Then without warning, the engine ignited. Bennett ran to the bus door, boarded and told everyone to grab his stuff and evacuate. He was almost killed in the stampede for the door. 
 
                 The track crews and the driver tried to douse the flames, but soon the whole bus was engulfed in fire. The Hummers from the convoy had wisely moved two hundred yards down the road in the thickening Shamal. Bennett wore his goggles and a scarf over his face to stop the sand from stinging him. There was nothing for the 50 odd track drivers and crewmembers to do, but to hunker down on the ground with ponchos over themselves. Bennett wanted to walk back to his Hummer, but the storm forced him to lie on the ground in the fetal position and cover his head with his arms.
 
                 The Shamal raged violently for an hour. When it began to lift, he rose to his feet and saw the other soldiers doing the same thing. He glanced in all directions. The three Hummers from the convoy were still parked along the side of the road, good. In the distance to his right or due north was a large flock of camels being tended to by a Bedouin shepherd. Bennett had the craziest idea. 
 
                 Thirty minutes later, the track drivers and crew were climbing aboard fifty camels from the flock of over a hundred. Bennett decided as an act of leadership by example, to ride a camel as well. The plan was for the convoy: Hummers and camels included, to ride off-road, while staying parallel to the Tapline Road. Bennett gazed across the horizon as the convoy snaked along the desert floor. The wind was still violent and he twirled his brown scarf around his face. The sun filtered through the yellowish sky and shimmered against the sand. Bennett, never felt more alive. Clusterfuck or not, this was the greatest adventure of his life. He whacked his camel on the side to increase speed and smiled. 
 
                 
 
                 Back at the Bedouin camp, Dwight David Burger wasn’t rising to the occasion. Ablah and Janan were attempting to masturbate Burger who was as flaccid as a shrunken Vienna sausage. Bahiya, Ghadah and Karida were dancing nude to some wild Arabian tune in a futile attempt to also induce arousal.
 
                 “Do you have any baked pigeon?” Burger asked. Ablah stopped while Janan continued. 
 
                 “Al-Burger, you are still hungry, that must be the problem. The desert has sucked the very life out of you.” She clapped her hands and ordered the three women dancing to find some pigeon and rice for ‘Al-Burger.’ 
 
                 “And, some Fizzy Cakes too.” Burger ordered.
 
    
 
                 After stopping to refuel at a desert FARP (forward air refueling point), where he also fed Tom Collins some Cheerios and water, Reilly had continued on a slightly northwest course, following the narrow ribbon that was the Tapline Road. As of yet, he hadn’t spotted Bennett’s convoy. He had zigzagged to avoid the sandstorm, so he figured he had lost them that way. He passed over the truck stop where the convoy had ditched Bennett. Flying above the Tapline at 500 feet, he spotted the broken down bus and then five minutes later, the charred bus as well. Reilly knew that there were beaucoup buses moving east and west along the Tapline. He decided to bank south and land. He would have a Jack and Coke, do a crossword puzzle, catnap, and let Mr. Collins take a squirt.
 
    
 
                 “Give me another shot of Chivas.” Peacock said to Moses who poured another ounce into a small shot glass that originally belonged to the Wiesbaden Air Base PX in Germany. Moses and Peacock clinked glasses and downed the fiery amber liquid. They put their glasses down on the hood of the deuce and a half and watched some distant object move on the Persian Gulf. They paid no attention to the four-door Mercedes 500 sedan that drove into the parking lot. As it got closer, it slowed down, but not too much. Suddenly, the back window rolled down and Peacock saw the gleam of bluish gunmetal. “Hit the dirt.” He tackled Moses and they hit the ground as a full magazine of 9mm Ingram sub-machine gun rounds ripped into the side of the deuce. They both scampered under the truck as more bullets ricocheted around them. Then they heard silence and the Mercedes drove away. 
 
                 Moses opened the door of the deuce and extracted an M-16 with a scope. He fired three; semi-auto bursts at the Mercedes, shattering the windshield. But, it kept going and turned left into a crowded area of container pallets. 
 
                 “The Camel Brothers are like cockroaches. Every time I think they’re dead, they come back to life. We can’t get rid of these blintgangers, capiche?”
 
                 “Unfortunately, I do capiche, sarge. Maybe we ought to abandon the port for good and head out to the desert.” Peacock shook his head. 
 
                 “You’re right. We’ll start packin’ anythin’ we got left; make one more run to Oasis Bravo, dump some junk there. By tomorrow night at 2100, it’s say bye.”
 
    
 
                 The fluttering, gigantic tricolor flag was the first thing Bennett saw of the French Foreign Legion base camp. Seventeen armored vehicles belonging to the 74th Cavalry Squadron were the second things he observed. The Hummer/camel convoy was cresting a slight ridge when Bennett saw the blue, white and red stripes of the French flag in the distance. Beyond the tents of the legion, the tracks were parked. Bennett peered through his Zeiss binoculars and read the bumper identification numbers. They belonged to him. 
 
   As the convoy approached the camp a roving guard wearing desert fatigues and a green beret stopped them. The tanned warrior carried the standard issue rifle of the Legion, the FAMAS. He saluted Bennett smartly. 
 
   “Lieutenant Bennett, U.S. Army, those tracks behind your camp. They belong to my convoy.” Bennett said in crisp, but slow French. The soldier turned around and spotted the vehicles. He nodded.
 
   “Yes sir, they were dumped here about an hour ago. I’ll take you to see the colonel.” 
 
   “Great, thank you.” Bennett told everyone else to stay put as he followed the soldier into a command tent. The soldier saluted his commander and introduced Bennett. 
 
   “Please sit down, lieutenant. I am Colonel Le Tarte, commander of the Premiere Régiment Étranger de Cavalerie.” Bennett eyed the colonel. He had a heavy tan like the sentry, which told Bennett that these boys had been out in the sun for a lot longer than he had. Le Tarte poured Bennett a Perrier as they made small talk for several minutes.
 
                 “You know, you should stay the night here. Another Shamal is expected within the hour and it will be dark in two hours. You shall be our guests for dinner. Your men can dine with our soldiers and your senior sergeant and your officers are invited to join me in the officers’ mess.
 
                 “Merci beaucoup, thank you sir. I think we’ll accept your invitation.”
 
    
 
                 Reilly was back in the air and flying low at 200 feet off the deck when he saw U.S. armored vehicles, three Hummers, fifty camels and a French flag. He hovered over the camels and then he spotted Bennett walking back to his Hummer. Bennett heard the familiar whop-whop of the Huey and looked into the sky. When he spotted the nude pin-up drawing on the door and the words Cunnilingus Four-Zero, he knew who was in town. He waved and signaled for Reilly to land the bird.
 
                 At six: Bennett, Reilly, the Chaplain and Hardass Ferguson strolled into the Legion’s officers’ mess. About thirty officers in fatigues and Kepi Blancs (white caps) sat around the table sipping wine and eating cheese and crackers. As soon as they took their seats a French captain, who had been staring at Ferguson blared out, “Mon Dieu, it’s General Schwarzkopf!” A hearty cheer followed this. Ferguson looked at Bennett for some type of non-verbal order. Bennett shrugged his shoulders with indifference. If Ferguson wanted to play Stormin’ Norman for the evening, that was his choice.
 
                 “Merci men, it’s great to be here with the Legion.” Bennett grinned. As he spoke two officers asked him for a picture. Another had him sign his Kepi Blanc.
 
                 “What’s all the raucous in here?” Colonel Le Tarte said as he entered.
 
                 “Mon colonel, General Schwarzkopf is here tonight in our mess.” Le Tarte eyed Ferguson. Luckily he couldn’t see his nametag because Ferguson was wearing a Gore Tex jacket over his BDU shirt. Le Tarte walked over to Ferguson and shook his hand. 
 
                 “What a great honor this is mon general. Why did you not tell me the general was traveling with your convoy lieutenant?” He looked at Bennett. Ferguson saved him.
 
                 “I’m movin’ incognito around the countryside guy. Bennett here is under orders to keep my movements silent.”
 
                 “Of course, security. I understand.” After another toast to General Schwarzkopf and the brave soldiers of the U.S. Army, Le Tarte asked the chaplain for a benediction.
 
                 “Father, will you be so kind?” Bennett examined Shamus, who looked like he had just swallowed a canary.
 
                 “Ah...sure, why not. Let us bow our heads. Hey, Big G, you’ve given us a real shit sandwich out here in the sandbox. There’s no pussy, the food sucks and until now, there’s been no booze. I’ve been taking dumps over a fuel barrel and my body is covered with blackheads from the lack of running water. Every time I eat, I share my plate with 20,000 flies. If I‘d known the army was this crappy, I would’ve stayed at Arby’s. So, I’m asking you to do the impossible and GET ME THE HELL OUT OF HERE!” Shamus lifted his head and smiled. There was dead silence, amidst a general state of confusion. Some of the officers, who didn’t speak English very well, were asking others for a translation. Ferguson saved the day.
 
                 “Great prayer, thanks guy, you certainly got a way with the words, Father. Carry on.” At this point, Le Tarte could only smile. Dinner was served. 
 
                 After the main course was passed out, the toasts began again. Le Tarte hoisted his glass. “To the cavalry!” 
 
                 “Cavalry,” everyone drank. The Chaplain, who had already consumed a bottle of sacramental wine, stood up, knocked over his chair and lifted his glass. “Vive la poontang!”
 
                 “Vive la poontang,” the mess roared. This was not the type of cheer they expected from a priest. A drunken legionnaire hoisted his glass.
 
                 “Vive la guerre,” he said. Everyone downed his glasses. Le Tarte told an enlisted waiter to retrieve more wine. Another legionnaire, rose from his seat, threw his chair behind him and yelled, “Marche ou Creve” (March or Die) the age-old motto of the legion. 
 
                 Now, it was Reilly’s turn. Bennett could only guess at what would come out of his mouth. Reilly swayed back and forth. “Vive le Jack and Coke!” he yelled. He pulled a bottle of Jack Daniels from his flight suit and tossed it to Le Tarte. Then he downed his own drink and sat back down with a thud.
 
    
 
                 Back at the Bedouin camp, Al-Burger’s status had plummeted rapidly in the eyes of the five naked and very horny Bedouin women.               “What is wrong with it? It looks like you’ve been bathing in cold water.” Janan said. 
 
                 “We’ve fed you, given you fruit juices and tried to stimulate you with every ancient technique we know. Still, it looks like a raisin in the sun.” Ablah said pointing to his Johnson. She had just spent an hour trying to bring Burger up to standard.
 
                 “Maybe I should sleep, that’s it. I’m tired and I have a lot of stress. Remember, I’m on a secret mission for my country.”
 
                 “Yes, why don’t you drink some tea? Ablah handed him a cup. He began to sip it and within a minute he was slipping into unconsciousness. After another minute, he was out cold. Ablah turned to the other women. “He is worthless. We must find another man.”
 
                 “What do we do with him?” Bahiya asked.
 
                 “We sell him to the Iraqis for gold. Maybe they’ll want him.”
 
                 At two in the morning, an intoxicated Bennett climbed into his sleeping bag and gazed into the sky. It was the first night he had slept under the stars in the Middle East and it was a sight that would stay with him forever. There were literally thousands of stars across the sky. It was one of the most beautiful sights he ever witnessed and it was in a war zone. How strange life could be. As he continued to gaze up into the sky, he began to see the lights of aircraft coming over him. First there were a dozen, then there were a hundred, and then it looked like there were a thousand moving lights. Bennett’s stomach churned. The attack was underway. The planes were on the way to Iraq, a hundred miles to the north. It was a gigantic air armada that reminded Bennett of old D-Day footage. He had the chills suddenly. The army, with all of its outrageous antics and humor, had suddenly become very serious.
 
    
 
                 “We’re going.” Bennett yelled to the Arab truck driver who was brewing up a cup of tea next to his truck the next morning.
 
                 “No, breakfast.” The Arab yelled back.
 
                 “We’re going now!” Bennett said a little more loudly.
 
                 “Tea!”
 
                 “No, we go!”
 
                 “Tea!”
 
                 “We’re leaving now.” Bennett pointed his .45 pistol at the stunned driver.
 
                 “We go, we go!” the driver dumped his tea and jumped in his cab. He gave Bennett a V for Victory to show that there were no hard feelings. Five minutes later, half of the convoy was underway. Bennett left the camels with the legion and piled all of the track drivers and crew into the HET’s with the Arabs. It was tight, but they managed it. The convoy rolled out and headed toward their next destination, the town of Hafr-al-Batin.
 
    
 
                 When Dwight David Burger awakened he was inside a straw basket. It was dark and he could tell he was being carried. He also heard male voices in Arabic and most frighteningly, the whine of a diesel engine from an armored vehicle. His stomach trembled and his glasses fogged up with condensation. What had those bitches done to him? 
 
                 “Where is this American pig?” the Iraqi officer asked Ablah. 
 
   
  
 

              “Inside the basket idiot, where do you think?” The Iraqi was not used to being talked to like that from a woman. But, she was beautiful, so he just grinned. He barked an order to two flunkies who removed the basket’s lid. They looked down into the fat face of Burger and burst out laughing.
 
                 “Hello…”  Burger said meekly. The officer walked over to Burger, looked in the basket and laughed as well.
 
                 “You say he told you he’s on a secret mission?” The officer asked Ablah.
 
                 “Yes, that’s what the limp one told us.” Janan nodded in agreement. 
 
                 “We could always torture him.” Upon hearing this, Burger panicked and reached for the L-Pill that Zamboni had given him. He wanted desperately to live, to find lost treasures; to visit every five star restaurant in the world, to get his Ph’D in ancient history. It was all over, kaput. He popped the vitamin, cringed and let it work its way down his throat. He would be dead within a minute. The officer looked at Burger again. “On second thought, he looks too stupid and fat to be of any use to us. You keep him.” The officer walked away. Burger was now frantic. He had just taken the L-pill and for no reason. He tried to regurgitate it, but to no avail. Oh, God, he thought, I’m going to die. Janan walked up behind him and hit him over the head with a rock. He felt himself going back into unconsciousness. The L-pill was unloosing its cyanide, he mused. Then there was only darkness again.
 
    
 
                 As Sean Reilly flew at treetop level above the Arabian Desert, the sun blossomed brilliantly across the horizon behind him. Reilly sipped a cup of coffee, gained a little elevation and tried to recover from one of the worst hangovers he had ever experienced. He popped three aspirin, crunched on them and sipped some more dark French coffee. He poured a little coffee in Tom Collins’ bowl behind him. Reilly had discovered that Mr. Collins enjoyed coffee and an occasional Jack and Coke like his master. He was one hell of a goat. Reilly wondered if he would be allowed to bring him back to Boston someday? 
 
                 He continued flying due southwest, with the intent of refueling at King Khalid Military City or KKMC. KKMC was located about fifty miles south of Hafr-al-Batin. From KKMC, it was about sixty miles southeast to the assembly area.
 
                 After about forty-five minutes, Reilly spotted the shiny brick buildings of KKMC in the distance. He gained a little elevation, circling the base and looking for the aviation brigade’s FARP. He spotted it and was about to land when he saw a column of armor parked along the highway’s shoulder. Reilly banked to the right and swept over it. He landed, jumped out, with the engine still going and ran over to one of the vehicles. “Shit hot,” he smiled. He had found the rest of Bennett’s convoy for him. After telling the drivers to stay where they were and wait, Reilly went back to his chopper, pulled out a chaise lounge and got some rays as he watched down the road for Bennett. He couldn’t radio Bennett. He was too far away. If he tried to locate him in the Huey, the rag drivers would probably ditch him. Nope, the best thing for Reilly was to stay where he was. He estimated that the main body was just clearing Hafr-al-batin and would be passing him in an hour. He saw Bennett an hour and ten minutes later. He waved frantically for Bennett, who was in the lead Hummer, to stop. As he pulled over, the rest of the convoy obeyed him for once and halted for half a mile down the road’s shoulder. Bennett ran over to Reilly. “Please tell me those HET’s belong to me.” 
 
   “They sure do. Found ‘em here. Looked like they were just waiting for us.” Reilly said. Bennett ran over to the HET’s, informed everyone that they were moving and then after some switching of track drivers and crew into new HET’s, the convoy departed, intact for the first time in 200 miles. Bennett took a deep breath and thanked God for the fact that he had miraculously found his convoy again. He consulted the World Book map. Now, if he could only find the green barrel. It seemed almost impossible, locating a green fuel barrel in the middle of the Arabian Desert. It was like searching for a needle in a burning haystack.
 
   Almost an hour later, he found the needle. There actually was a green fuel barrel sitting ten feet off the road shoulder. Bennett signaled with his hands for the convoy to follow him off road and move inland behind him. 
 
   The gaggle slowly turned off the highway and followed in column inland. But, then something outrageous happened. Gradually, the HET’s spread out in a wide formation, for a mile. They began to drag race across the desert, with the three Hummers caught in the middle in a huge cloud of dust. As they raced, the drivers yelled, shook their fists and honked their horns at the other HET’s. Bennett was so stupefied he could only burst out and laugh. Ferguson started laughing too. It was so insane it was surreal. The drag race continued for ten miles inland, across the desert floor until they spotted another Hummer in the distance. It was another officer from the 74th Cavalry who was waving at the racers to stop. They finally did, a half mile in front of him. When they stopped, they moved into a giant wagon wheel and did donut maneuvers for five minutes. Finally, it all stopped and the convoy followed the liaison Hummer another twenty miles to the assembly area. The convoy had arrived.
 
   Speeding south from Hafr-al-Batin in a white Nissan pick-up truck were Ablah and Janan. Burger was still unconscious and inside the straw basket in the cargo hold of the truck. When they reached the green barrel, which was known to every Bedouin in the desert, they rolled the straw basket off the truck and watched it bounce to a stop. They waited for Burger to crawl out, but it didn’t happen. Janan and Ablah climbed back in the Nissan, turned around and drove north in search of another man to satisfy their cravings.
 
   After refueling, Reilly flew back to Hafr-al-batin to find some real goat food for Tom Collins. He was inside a feed store, buying a fifty-pound bag of grain, when he ran into Ablah and Janan. “S’cuse me ladies.” He walked past them and back to his chopper. They followed him and watched him throw the grain in the Huey, take his shirt off and perform routine maintenance on the bird. 
 
   “I want him.” Janan said. 
 
   “You can have him too, but I’m first.” Ablah answered.
 
   “We’ll have him together, that’s even more fun.” Janan ran a hand through Ablah’s hair. They French-kissed for a second, and then walked over towards Reilly who was taking a break with a Jack and Coke. He saw the two hotties and smiled. “Now, this is what I call the luck of the Irish.” They stopped in front of him. 
 
   “Hey, sexy.” Janan said. Reilly noticed both of them were not wearing bras. 
 
   “Hi ladies, my name is Reilly, Sean Reilly.”
 
    
 
   On the second night of the Gulf War, Saddam Hussein unleashed his Scud missiles at the cities along Saudi Arabia’s eastern coast. Damman, and the port facilities there were a major target. Peacock and Moses were in their deuce, ready to depart when air raid alarms began to bellow across the city. “This is the real thing. We better take cover.” Peacock ordered. They jumped out and ran to a ditch along the road. From there they could see the port warehouse about two hundred yards away. One of the warehouses had recently been re-stocked by the Kamil Brothers. In the distance there was a loud explosion and the horizon was illuminated in yellow against black. 
 
   “Patriot got that one.” Moses exclaimed.
 
   “Let’s hope one of them don’t get us. We got years of liberatin’ left to do.”
 
   “Amen, to that.” They watched as another Scud streaked along the sky, passed over them and exploded behind them about a mile away. 
 
   “Where were the Patriots on that one?” Peacock asked. Several Patriot batteries opened up in response, knocking down a missile in the distance. Moses and Peacock cheered them on.  “Those ADA assholes are good for something.” Peacock said. Another missile flew across the night sky. It looked like it was headed straight for them. It started to lose altitude as Peacock yelled, “Incoming.” They both burrowed into the ditch as the Scud hit the Kamil Brothers warehouse. They gazed up from the ditch and saw the warehouse burning. Peacock let out a rebel yell when he saw which warehouse was on fire. 
 
   “This just proves it.”
 
   “What sarge?
 
   “The good Lord is on the side of Peacock and Moses. Alpha, mike, foxtrot Camel Brothers!”  
 
   Suddenly two more Scuds came in and hit a city square block with devastating effects. Buildings were burning ferociously and people ran from their houses; burned, wounded, yelling, crying. Firefighters rushed to the scene and attempted to put out the huge conflagration. Sirens bellowed in the area as ambulances hurried to the scene. Peacock and Moses spent the rest of the night assisting the firefighters and helping victims of the Scud attack. Operation Grand Slam had been surpassed by Operation Desert Storm. 
 
    
 
   Burger had always wondered what death would be like. But, it seemed stranger than he had imagined. First of all, he was still breathing and surprisingly still flatulating. But, the world was dark around him. Had he gone to hell? No, he wasn’t a bad person: incompetent, yes, but evil, no. He felt the side of the basket and he remembered the visit to the Iraqis and then swallowing the L-pill. Had the pill not worked? He kicked open the basket and crawled out on the sand. He rose to his feet and saw the desert all around him for hundreds of miles. Was this purgatory? Oh shit, maybe I wasn’t good enough to make it to the top floor, he pondered. Then a white, Nissan pick-up drove by and the truck honked its horn. Burger heard laughter. Why were they laughing at him? He suddenly realized that he was naked, except for his tinted glasses and a pair of Bedouin sandals that were too small for him. He shook his head and began to follow the road north, not knowing if he would ever meet Saint Peter. Death, he mused, was a raw deal. There were no harps, no angels, and no food, nothing, except sand. He walked along the road until his bare ass disappeared behind the horizon.
 
                 
 
   Chapter Eight – Inbound Ali Baba
 
    
 
   74th Cavalry Squadron
 
   Somewhere in Saudi Arabia
 
   January 20, 1991
 
    
 
                 Lieutenant-Colonel Quincy Lorraine had done something he would have never attempted in his illustrious eighteen years on active duty. He had gotten a hold of his officer evaluation report before it was signed and finalized by his senior rater, Major-General Travis Reno. Lorraine sat at his desk, in the command tent, sipping a Perrier, reading the report and growing nauseated at the same time. One passage, written by Reno, particularly troubled Lorraine. 
 
    
 
                 “Lieutenant-Colonel Lorraine has done a below average job as the 74th Cavalry Squadron commander. He is a poor leader, frequently indecisive and lacking in the intestinal fortitude to complete missions given to him. He should not be assigned to any other command position and it is this general officer’s belief that he should be separated from active duty in the United States Army once hostilities with Iraq conclude. Finally, this officer also believes that LTC Lorraine practices bizarre sexual activities, which are abhorrent and not in keeping with the standards of conduct expected of an officer in the United States Army. (Please see attached CID report concerning gold paint incident at King Abdul Aziz Port, Damman, Saudi Arabia).”
 
    
 
   Travis Reno
 
   Major General, Commanding
 
    
 
                 Lorraine let go and watched as the report landed softly on the desk. He sat quietly and pondered what his next move would be. His uncle, Franklin Lorraine, had written a special clause in his will. It stated that if Lorraine served for twenty years on active duty and retired honorably, he was entitled to inherit over forty million dollars from Uncle Franklin’s estate. Lorraine had despised every minute of his eighteen years in the lean green machine. But, he had put up with it for one reason. Now, some modern day Davy Crockett was going to destroy his life. He couldn’t stop the report from being sent to Washington, but he could ensure that he had another form of income other than his goddamned light colonel’s pay. 
 
    
 
                 That evening, Northern Saudi Arabia, Southern Iraq and Kuwait were hit by a series of torrential thunderstorms. The rain would continue for the next week, causing delays in air operations across the theater. Across the United States, patriotic citizens were flocking to their drugstores to purchase sunglasses and sunscreen for the troops. What the boys really needed was foul weather gear.               
 
                 Bennett arrived back in the TOC soaking wet and cold. The temperature had dropped to the high 40’s. He crawled into the S-2 track and watched as Zamboni slammed the top hatch shut. A torrent of water washed down into the track. It was as if they were in a submarine. Zamboni was soaked too. In fact, everyone and everything was wet everywhere.
 
                 “I came here to get a good tan for the ladies back home and what do I get rain.” Bennett exclaimed. He poured himself a cup of coffee and smiled. “Can it get any worse?”
 
                 “Hell yeah it can.” Zamboni said. “Look at this goddamn thing I just received.” He handed Bennett a spot report from Sixth Corps G-2 (intelligence). Bennett read it aloud.
 
                 “Reports indicate the Iraqis are attacking with 10,000 dismounted troops down the Wadi-al-Batin tonight. All Sixth Corps units should be prepared for imminent combat operations.” Bennett shook his head. “What moron sent you this?”
 
                 “Man, I don’t know. This is why I hate tactical intell. There’s wall to wall shitbirds.”
 
                 “What do you want to do with it?” Bennett asked.
 
                 “Tear it up, burn it, eat it, put it out on a puddle and watch it float to Iraq. I don’t care.” Bennett nodded and put it in his pocket. It would make a good souvenir one day. Bennett stepped down into the main part of the TOC, which was bare to the bones compared to the usual set-up. Obviously, Peacock and Moses had other things on their minds. Bennett filled his canteen cup with coffee from the five-foot high-liberated East German coffee maker. As he was sipping it, Reno entered with his entourage. Lorraine was glued to his side.
 
                 “Atten...tion,” Bennett yelled. The skeleton crew came to life and stood at attention.
 
                 “At ease, hard dick cav troopers.” Reno said. Bennett could tell he was in a good mood. Lorraine, on the other hand looked like he had just been diagnosed with untreatable pancreatic cancer. Reno walked over to Bennett. 
 
                 “How do you like being the support platoon leader son?”
 
                 “I think it sucks sir.”
 
                 “Well, as of now you’re back to being an intell officer again.” He looked at Lorraine. “Quince, why in God’s name would you replace Bennett with that dud Burger?”
 
                 “As I explained it to you earlier general, Bennett construed a myriad of fake intelligence that caused chaos at Sea City and resulted in the terrorists abducting me and, well, you know what happened.”
 
                 “You got caught with your cannon in your hands.” Reno said. “Not to mention that body paint you were wearing. Jesus H. Christ, what’s got into you Quince?”
 
                 “Sir,” Lorraine pointed to Bennett. “Bennett is a Malthusian.”
 
                 “A what? Shit, I ought to relieve you right now for using that type of word in a cavalry TOC.”
 
                 “General, I only meant.” Reno put up his hands. “Stop, make sense? Now, the corps G-2 has a report of 10,000 Iraqis coming down the Wadi tonight.”
 
                 “Are they on hydrofoils sir? There must be five feet of water in the wadi by now.” Bennett indicated. He turned to look at Zamboni who was in the track trying to light his Coleman stove. 
 
                 “You’re a goddamn card, kid. Hydrofoils.” Reno laughed loudly and walked to the map and pointed. “I want you and the crazy man, uh...what’s his name again?”
 
                 “Zamboni,” Bennett answered. 
 
                 “I want you and Captain Zamboni up on the border tonight to establish an observation post near the wadi. You guys will be the eyes and ears of the division, make sense?”
 
                 “Not really general, sounds like a death sentence. Has anyone given it a moment’s thought on how 10,000 infantrymen could possibly be moving through five feet of water in a torrential rainstorm?”
 
                 “This is why we pay you and that maniac the big bucks. It-n’t that right Captain Zamboni?” Reno said. The next sound anyone heard was a terrific explosion in the S-2 track. Zamboni’s Coleman stove had blown up in his face. He walked out of the track with black guck all over his head and poncho. 
 
   “You buys are gonna find ‘em and fix ‘em. We’ll kill ‘em. Make sense?” Reno said.
 
                 “General, nothing in the army has ever made sense to me since I joined.” Bennett chimed in again. Not that he had a choice in the matter. Had he ever had a choice since day one with the lean green machine?
 
    
 
                 While Bennett and Zamboni were loading the Hummer for their trip to the Wadi-al-Batin, Sean Reilly was relaxing in the comforting arms of five beautiful and naked Bedouin women. He was currently at a Bedouin camp, fifty miles northeast of the assembly area. Inside the tent, Bahiya and Janan fed him, while Ablah massaged his legs. Ghadah and Karida mixed a Jack and Coke for him. “Not too much Coke there honey, and add just a little more Jack. That’s good.” Karida smiled and handed it to him. They waited for him to sip it. “Excellent ladies, excellent.” They clapped with delight. Ablah looked at him as she fixed a kebab for him.
 
                 “You are the best Al-Reilly. Not like that fat pig Al-Burger who was as soft as a wet apricot. You must take a lot of vitamins to have so much energy.”
 
                 “Actually, I’m on a diet of meat, potatoes and Jack and Coke. All the Reilly’s seem to have a lot of stamina in the sack. Goes all the way back to my great-grandfather Liam who came from Dublin.” Ablah handed him the kebab.
 
                 “Will you show us the game after you eat?” She asked.
 
                 “You mean Naked Twister, heck yeah. You ladies are going to love it.”
 
    
 
                 Bennett and Zamboni were riding across the desert at night in the thunderstorm in full battle gear as the Doors, “The End” played loudly on a ghetto blaster. Bennett, being the junior man drove, while Zamboni snored loudly. Bennett hit him in the arm. “What, what? We got contact?” Zamboni muttered.
 
                 “Listen, if there really are 10,000 dismounts coming down the wadi, this is a suicide mission, right?”
 
                 “Yeah, so? What else is new bud?”
 
                 “So, I’m not dying for Reno, I can tell you that.”
 
                 “You got a better idea?”
 
                 “May I make a suggestion?”
 
                 An hour later, Bennett and Zamboni were pulling into a very dark and blacked-out Hafr-al-Batin. The small town lies at the southern end of the wadi and is roughly forty miles from the Iraq border. As Bennett and Zamboni stopped in front of a café and dismounted, they could see the yellow flashes of bombing across the border.
 
                 “Someone’s having a bad night.” Bennett said. Zamboni didn’t reply, but walked over to the café door. It was locked. “I’ll find the owner, you stay here.” Zamboni ordered. Get the radio and our stuff out of the vehicle.”
 
                 Zamboni returned in five minutes, leading a terrified Arab man at gunpoint. The man opened the door of his café for them and they walked into the dark room. “Salaam, welcome.” The Arab said.
 
                 “Get some candles for us and some food. We’re hungry, thirsty and we’ll be here for a few days.” Zamboni ordered. The Arab stood in place, saying nothing. Zamboni fired two shots into the ceiling. The owner scampered off into a back room.
 
                 “You’re making friends fast around here.” Bennett added.
 
                 “I’m tired of dicking around bud. One of these days I’m gonna put a couple rounds into Reno and Lorraine.” Zamboni turned around and gave Bennett a first-class psycho stare.
 
                 “I’m going to send the first bogus report to the TOC. That okay with you?”
 
                 “Fine with me.”
 
                 Bennett finally made radio contact with the TOC ten minutes later. He informed them that they were set at the OP and that they had not seen any enemy activity at all. The Arab brought them hearty plates of rice and lamb kabsa with cups of tea. Bennett extracted a Jack Higgins novel from his cargo pocket and began reading. Zamboni was settling in too. Bennett noticed that he was eating with his hands and swatting imaginary flies.
 
                 “No flies tonight.” Bennett said.
 
                 “They’re here, can’t you see them?”
 
                 “No, I think you’re having another of your delusional spells. Are you bucking for a Section 8 again?”
 
                 “Pound sand shitbird.” 
 
    
 
                 While Bennett and Zamboni were eating dinner, Major Steinwald was driving through the endless dark desert toward the headquarters of the 74th Cavalry Squadron. He was, among other things, going to see his patient, Captain Zamboni. His Hummer moved across the horizon like a ship at sea. After some stopping and starting and re-orientating back on his azimuth, he finally located the 74th. Normally, the protocol called for him to report to the unit commander, but Steinwald had decided that he would stay in the shadows and just observe for a couple days. Rumors in the army are like leaves floating through the autumn air. And the tales about the 74th Cavalry were numerous indeed. He had to see the place for himself. He parked the Hummer next to a tent, and after a quick meal of MRE ham slices and coffee, he opened a psychiatric textbook which quickly put him to sleep.
 
    
 
                 
 
   
The Next Morning...
 
                 
 
   “How long will it take you to hot wire that Nissan pick-up Stanton?” Peacock asked his colleague in crime. They were currently sitting in a HET, one hundred yards from a Bedouin camp. 
 
                 “Five, ten seconds at the most sarge. Remember I learned this shit when I was ten from Monroe Watkins in Chicago.” Peacock nodded. “Was he as good as Willie the Actor?”
 
                 “Monroe was better, capiche?”
 
                 “Yeah, I capiche. Let’s move in!” Peacock watched as Moses dogtrotted across the Bedouin camp, past several tents, a flock of sheep and over to the white Nissan pick-up. He jimmied open the door and within ten seconds, hot-wired the truck and began to drive it back to the HET. Peacock lowered the hydraulic ramp and directed Moses into the HET. After another minute, they were driving out of the area and laughing.
 
                 “This is so easy, it’s scary.” Moses said, taking a swig of warm and real Coca Cola. He cannon-balled it with a mouthful of Junior Mints.
 
                 “No sign of Joe Habibi?” Peacock asked.
 
                 “If you had four wives would you ever leave your tent?”
 
                 “You do got a point there.”
 
                 “Never thought Desert Storm would be this profitable.” Moses indicated.
 
                 “Amen, compadre. Every Swingin’ Omar this side of the wadi’s got a white Nissan pick-up. Ten more and will have us a real barn burner truck sale back at the assembly area.” Moses laughed. “War is hell, ain’t it?”
 
    
 
                 Hardass Ferguson spent the morning in the desert kingdom’s capital city, Riyadh. After picking up some requisition forms at Third Army HQ, he decided to visit the post Laundromat. He stripped out of his fatigues and dressed in his PT sweats. He threw two loads into a washer, purchased a Fizzy Cake from a vending machine and then walked outside. He leaned against the wall, chewing on the Arab Twinkie.
 
                 Across the street, a reporter with CNN was shocked to see General Schwarzkopf standing in front of the Laundromat. He grabbed his cameraman and sound technician and raced across the street toward Ferguson. “General Schwarzkopf, CNN, can we have a word with you?” Ferguson looked stunned but enjoyed the fact that everyone thought he was a four-star general instead of an illiterate Okie.
 
                 “Roger, guy, come on in to the Laundromat with me.” The crew followed him inside, but not before setting up a satellite truck next to the facility. Within minutes, reporters from NBC and CBS were inside the Laundromat and setting up outside as well.
 
                 Inside the building, Ferguson was observing his laundry through the fisheye in the wash machine. The CNN reporter approached him. “General, we’re going to start the interview in one minute.”
 
                 “Sounds good guy; I got stuff in spin cycle now.” Ferguson walked over to the center of the room. The CNN sound technician looked at him. “Sir, counting down, five, four, three, two, one, rolling...” The CNN reporter, who had the scoop, began the interview which was being televised live worldwide.
 
                 “General, we’re surprised to see you have time to do your own laundry. Aren’t you busy contending with the continued Scud attacks?”
 
                 “Affirmative guy. The SCAB and the SCAB-B are lethal weapons.” 
 
                 Across the base, the real General Schwarzkopf was eating his lunch and watching CNN. He dropped his peanut butter and jelly sandwich when he spotted Ferguson on the tube. Then, he screamed for his aide. The aide came crashing into the room. “Yes sir?”
 
                 “Do I have a double?”
 
                 “Ah, not that I know of sir.” 
 
                 “Then who in the hell is that on CNN?” Schwarzkopf pointed to Ferguson.
 
                 Back in the Laundromat, the CBS reporter interjected. “You said, SCAB and SCAB-B, are those new, modern versions with better technology general?” Ferguson looked confused, but kept going.
 
                 “That’s right, the SCAB is a bad ju-ju guy. It’s capable of taking out whole cities within minutes.”
 
                 “General, have any of these so-called SCABS ever been used by Saddam Hussein?” The NBC reporter asked. Ferguson scratched his head.
 
                 “Oh yeah,” he looked at his watch. “There could be one heading to Damman right now as we speak. They’re dangerous guy.”
 
                 “Right now, you mean Damman is under attack with this new weapon? Have the Patriot batteries been alerted general?”
 
                 “You got me, now listen up. My spin cycle is over with. Gotta buy me some fabric softener and get back to work.”
 
                 “We understand sir.” The CNN reporter stated. He turned to his technician. “Get Damman on the line. They could be coming under attack.”
 
                 In Damman, air raid sirens wailed for five minutes in anticipation of a SCAB attack that never materialized. In Riyadh, Schwarzkopf was going ballistic. “I just heard that air raid sirens are sounding in Damman. They think they’re under attack after what this imposter said on CNN. Also, this idiot has the world believing that Iraq has some super powerful missile. Who is this clown Adams?” He turned to Colonel Adams, his aide.
 
                 “We’re checking on that general.”
 
                 “You better find him by God.”
 
    
 
                 Bennett awoke at dawn inside the café in Hafr-al-Batin. He shook himself out of his sleeping bag and as he did, he realized he was alone. The radio, which sat on the bar, crackled with mindless static. Bennett checked his watch. It read ten minutes after six. He reached for the mike and pressed the push to talk button.
 
                 “Saber six, this is two, SITREP over.” Bennett called Lorraine. He tried to visualize what the little candy butt was doing. In response to his thoughts, a tinny voice emanated through the airwaves.
 
                 “This is six, send it.”
 
                 “Set on OP Custer. Negative contact, over.”
 
                 “Roger, remain there until further instructions, out.” Bennett heard a click and then more static. He shook his head, then poured himself a cup of hot, piping very sweet coffee that Mr. Jafar, the owner had left on a stove. Bennett walked out of the café and watched the sun come up over the desert. Bennett could see some merchants opening for business. Four women walked the street, chatting gaily on the way to a market. An old man bicycled past him and gave him a V for Victory. Bennett saluted the man casually. 
 
                 Bennett thought he was hearing things when he heard someone chanting cadence. Were there other American troops in the area? Had that maniac Reno come to the town with his entourage? Surely, he suspected Bennett would pull a fast one on him. Damn! The cadence chanting about death and danger grew louder. Bennett didn’t know what to say when Zamboni rounded the corner and jogged towards him. Zamboni was stark naked, except for a pair of jump boots on his feet. He continued past Bennett, who saluted him. He began another cadence, actually a song, “She wore a yellow ribbon.” Shaking his head, Bennett saw the four Saudi women gasp in horror at the site of Zamboni’s morning run in his birthday suit. 
 
                 By noon, Bennett had sent two more creative spot reports. He began to wonder what had happened to Zamboni. How far could the man have gotten in the nude? Bennett was sitting outside at a table with a cup of coffee and his Jack Higgins book, when he heard the ‘whop, whop, whop’ of a Huey helicopter. As the chopper came in to land, fifty yards from the café, Bennett saw the familiar markings of ‘Cunnilingus Four-Zero’ on the door panel. Bennett noticed that a woman was sitting in the co-pilot’s seat. As soon as the motor kicked-off, four other Bedouin women climbed out. The five women and Reilly made a beeline towards Bennett. Tom Collins the goat tagged along behind them. Bennett could only shake his head in awe.
 
                 “How’d you know I was here?” Bennett asked. He had the Hummer parked in Mr. Jafar’s garage.
 
                 “Logical reasoning, boyo. When I heard that Reno dispatched you and Z-man on a suicide mission, I assumed you would naturally disobey orders. I had a hunch you might be hanging out here instead of the border. You sending bogus reports?”
 
   “Full of sound and fury and signifying nothing.” Bennett stared at the five beautiful Bedouin women. 
 
                 “You going to introduce me to your friends?” Bennett asked.
 
                 “Yeah... ladies this is Bennett. Bennett: Ablah, Janan, Ghadah, Karida and Bahiya.” Bennett smiled. He noticed two things about Janan. She had incredible breasts and she was giving him her best “screw me now” look. 
 
                 “Take a seat.” Bennett beckoned for all of them to sit down.
 
                 “Thanks, but we’re going to the assembly area.”
 
                 “You’re taking them to squadron headquarters?”
 
                 “Not inside it, but...”
 
                 “But, what?” Bennett posed. He took a sip of coffee. Something was coming.
 
                 “The ladies and I are going into business.”
 
                 “What?”
 
                 “I’m opening up an establishment called The Sand Club. We’ll have gambling, some live entertainment and of course female company will be provided to those with available funds.” Bennett shook his head, looked down at the table and laughed. His friend had progressed from a virgin, to an addicted client, to a whorehouse operator in just a year.”
 
                 “Does Lorraine know about this little plan of yours?”
 
                 “Hell no. It’s going to be on the other side of the dune behind the camp. You know he never goes twenty feet from his command tent and the TOC.”
 
                 “You sound like you got this all figured out. Are Peacock and Moses involved?”
 
                 “I asked them, but they’re too busy stealing Nissan pick-ups. Listen…here’s the best part. Bob Hope has agreed to open the club.”
 
                 “Thanks for the memories Bob Hope?”
 
                 “Yep. I ran into him a couple days ago at the port when he was doing a show with Brooke Shields. We totally bonded. Bob’s a big fan of backgammon, booze and babes.” 
 
    
 
                 Reilly was wrong about one thing. Lorraine did in fact venture farther than twenty feet past the TOC. He was walking at a brisk pace towards two people whom he rarely conferred with, Peacock and Moses. They were currently surveying an area the size of a football field. Behind them was a GP large tent that was filled with stolen Nissan pick-up trucks. Lorraine had no idea what was inside the tent and they had no plans to show him.
 
                 “Ah, Sergeants Peacock and Moses, good morning.” Peacock and Moses looked at Lorraine strangely.
 
                 “Lost sir? The TOC is the other direction.” Peacock said.
 
                 “Not exactly. I’m here on a business visit.” Peacock shook his head. First it was the fucking Kamil Brothers and now this little pipsqueak; who was next?
 
                 “What can we do for you sir?” Peacock asked. He might as well be polite to the bum. 
 
                 “Let’s take a little walk gentlemen.” They followed Lorraine further out in the desert and past the tent full of liberated trucks. Lorraine stopped in front of the tent.
 
   “What’s in here?”
 
   “Supplies sir.” Moses said. Lorraine looked at them, then walked over to the tent and went inside. Peacock and Moses stared at each other in silence. When Lorraine didn’t come back out, they walked into the tent as well.
 
   “What have we got here, twenty Nissans?” Lorraine asked.
 
   “Nineteen sir.” Peacock said. 
 
   “Delightful, and when do you plan to re-sell them?”
 
   “We’re working on that sir.” Moses answered. Peacock hit him in the shoulder.
 
   “Relax Peacock, the jig, pardon the expression Moses, is up. I’ve known for a while about your nefarious activities. I’ve said nothing and wanted nothing, but times are changing.”
 
   “Sorry, sir, we’re in business for ourselves. We don’t need no partners or nothin’” Peacock stated.
 
   “You don’t seem to understand. From now on, you two are going to give me forty percent from any take you get. If you don’t, you’ll both be on the way to Leavenworth.” Before they could answer, Lorraine added one final thought. “I’ll visit you once a week to collect. Have a good day.” He exited the tent. Peacock and Moses followed him out. They watched him disappear in the distance.
 
   “What are we gonna do sarge?”
 
   “I’ll tell you one thing. That blintganger ain’t gettin no forty percent. We’ve worked too long to become the international entrepreneurs we are, to let this bozo ruin our careers.”
 
   Behind a dune, Major Steinwald wrote some notes in a tiny notebook. He had eavesdropped on the whole conversation between Peacock, Moses and Lorraine. Things were already getting interesting. Besides Zamboni who had enough psychiatric disorders for a whole week-long medical conference, Lorraine was apparently a psychotic, Peacock a megalomaniac and Moses a kleptomaniac adrenaline junkie. 
 
   In Riyadh, Schwarzkopf was in the process of ripping an air force general a new anus, when Colonel Adams walked up to him. “This better be important Adams.”
 
   “It is sir. I got a line on your double. He’s a sergeant in the 74th Cavalry.” Schwarzkopf shook his head.
 
   “They’re part of Reno’s Flying Circus, figures.” He rubbed his chin. “Adams we’re going there tomorrow!”
 
   “A surprise visit general?” Schwarzkopf thought for a moment.
 
   “No, let them know. That’ll put them in the panic mode for 24 hours.” He laughed and waited for Adams and the air force officer to join him. They did, out of fear.
 
    
 
   That afternoon, Bennett and Zamboni were given orders to return back ASAP to the squadron headquarters. Zamboni had finally returned to Mr. Jafar’s café at noon. Strangely, Zamboni was back in his clothes when he came through the front door, complaining about the price of lettuce in Oregon.
 
   “Who were you talking to?” Bennett asked. Zamboni said nothing; he just stared right through Bennett. 
 
   “Just got the word to pack up and go home.”
 
   “Land of the Big PX?” Zamboni asked.
 
   “Uh, no, the assembly area.”
 
   When they returned at two thirty, it was to a scene of total chaos. Peacock and Moses were directing a crew of fifty Swingin’ Richards who were raking the sand as if they were on a golf course. Behind the crew, another twenty Swingin’ Richards were constructing a gigantic billboard in the desert. 
 
   Bennett wondered what was going on. He swung the Hummer next to their tent. He dismounted and walked over to a piss tube. In the distance he could see a large sand colored tent. There was a palm tree in front of the entrance and a sign that read, “The Sand Club Welcomes Bob Hope.” Tom Collins was hitched to the tree and sat in the shade. Bennett saw the Huey parked near the tent. No doubt, Reilly was in business. 
 
   Back at the Bedouin camp, two very irate Bedouin men were looking for their wives. They checked everywhere, but there was no sign of the five. They knew that their wives would never dare leave camp without them. Or, would they? They spotted an elderly tribesman tending a flock of sheep. When they asked him where Ablah, Janan, Bahiya, Ghadah and Karida were he told them that they had gone for a ride in an American helicopter. 
 
   “The Americans have a lot of helicopters in the desert kingdom old man. Did you see anything recognizable about it?” One of the husbands, a giant of a man asked.
 
   “Yes, there was one thing. Painted on the door, were the words, “Cunnilingus 4-0.”
 
   “Cunnilingus 4-0? What does that mean?” The old man shrugged his shoulders and went back to his sheep.
 
   Bennett was taking a dump when Schwarzkopf arrived. He was sitting on a former card table chair that had been punched out in the middle, covered with MRE boxes and secured with 100 mile an hour tape. Bennett watched as the Blackhawk helicopter swept over the desert floor at treetop level. As it neared, he spotted the four stars on the door panel. Finally, as it swooped over him, he did what all good soldiers do when they see a general; he saluted Schwarzkopf. He smiled as Schwarzkopf returned his salute. 
 
   As the bird came in for a landing, an air raid siren blared across the camp. A dozen soldiers ran out of the TOC and unraveled a red and white carpet for fifty yards. Lorraine, Reno, the commanders and primary staff took their places along the carpet. Reno looked around nervously. “Where in the hell is Captain Zamboni?” He said to Lorraine.
 
                 “He was just around here a minute ago general.” 
 
                 As Schwarzkopf exited the Blackhawk with an entourage of ten aides and four bodyguards, he stared in awe at a fifty-foot high billboard that rose from the desert. It read, “IF YOU AIN’T CAV, YOU AIN’T SHIT.” Schwarzkopf shook his head and muttered, “Undisciplined screwups”, and moved out toward the red and white carpet. Schwarzkopf looked to his right and stopped. “What in the hell is that?” He said to his entourage.
 
                 “It looks like a used car lot sir.” About a hundred yards away, Peacock and Moses were walking through a lot of white Nissan pickups as two prospective buyers followed them. Red and white ribbon surrounded the lot. There were signs, which read in English and Arabic, “BAD CREDIT, WHO CARES,” “NO DOWN PAYMENT, NO PROBLEM,” “24 HOUR SALE, EVERYTHING HAS TO GO.” 
 
                 “Are those American soldiers selling pick-up trucks?” Schwarzkopf asked in shock.
 
                 “It would appear that way general. Should I bring them over here?” Colonel Adams asked. Schwarzkopf shooed him away like a fly. As he stepped on to the carpet, a bugler sounded the classic cavalry charge. Then Reno called everyone to attention. Reno saluted Schwarzkopf and greeted him.
 
                 “General, welcome to the 74th Cavalry and the Eighth Armored Division. May I present Colonel Lorraine and his commanders and staff?” Schwarzkopf nodded curtly and shook Lorraine’s hand. 
 
                 “This is a great honor general, a great honor.” Lorraine chirped. Then, out of the corner of his eye, Schwarzkopf saw something moving across the desert. At first, it looked like a large bush moving up and down. As it got closer, it resembled a big green bean. Reno knew who and what it was.
 
                 “Son of a bitch, Quince. It’s that madman Zamboni!”
 
                 “General, I assure you...”
 
                 “Shut-up Quince.” Reno said. Zamboni was actually inside his sleeping bag, with a cav Stetson on his head, hopping across the desert towards them. Bennett saw the big green bean too. He was walking back to the TOC with the shitter chair in his hands. He stopped and smiled. Maybe Zamboni would get that Section 8 discharge after all. 
 
                 Zamboni hopped over to Schwarzkopf, stopped a foot in front of him and presented arms. Schwarzkopf looked him up and down and finally returned his salute. 
 
                 “Who in the hell are you?” He said to Zamboni.
 
                 “Captain Zamboni, general, intelligence officer from Force 157; been exiled in the cav for four years.” 
 
                 “Army intelligence, well that figures. What’s this talk of him being exiled Lorenzo?” Schwarzkopf bellowed. Lorraine tiptoed over to Schwarzkopf.
 
                 “It’s Lorraine sir, not Lorenzo.”
 
                 “Well, you look like a Lorenzo.”
 
                 “Yes sir, Captain Zamboni was re-assigned to us after an unfortunate international incident over East Berlin back in 1986.”
 
                 “What unfortunate incident was that?” Schwarzkopf turned to Reno for an answer.
 
                 “Zamboni dropped a 35mm camera from a Cessna.”
 
                 “Oh, yeah, I remember that now.” He looked at Zamboni. That was a real cluster son. No wonder they shit-canned you to the cav. Well, as far as I’m concerned this is a good place for you. Now...”
 
                 “Don’t you think it’s time the army let bygones be bygones?” Bennett interjected. Schwarzkopf turned and looked at him. 
 
                 “Just who in the hell are you?”
 
                 “Lieutenant Bennett sir, intelligence officer and anarchist at large.”
 
                 “Bennett, that’s enough!” Reno barked. Schwarzkopf seemed to ignore the comment anyway. He was staring at Bennett’s shitter chair.
 
                 “Nice chair kid. What do you want for it?” Schwarzkopf asked Bennett.
 
                 “What do I want for what, general?”
 
                 “The goddamn chair. What the hell do you think I’m talking about?”
 
                 “It’s not for sale.” Bennett said, and then he reconsidered. “On second thought, if you transfer Captain Zamboni back to Force 157, I’ll give you the chair for free.”
 
                 “No dice, Zamboni is in the cav until he retires.”
 
                 “No transfer, no chair.” Bennett saluted, did an about face and walked away with his prize chair. Zamboni, with his mouth drooping and looking like he had finally had enough of everything, hopped away in his sleeping bag. As he did, he vowed that he was going to finish off the three sons of bitches that had conspired to ruin his life. Yes, tonight Reno, Lorraine and Schwarzkopf were going down. Now, if he could just locate enough C4.
 
    
 
                 Heading due south from Hafr-al-Batin were the two irate Bedouin husbands of Bahiya, Karida, Ablah, Janan and Ghadah. They had received a tip from Mr. Jafar who claimed that he had seen a helicopter with the words, Cunnilingus 40 stenciled on the door panel. Mr. Jafar wasn’t sure, but he thought the pilot had come from a unit near KKMC. The two Bedouins thanked him and sped off south in their white Nissan pick-up truck. 
 
    
 
                 Inside the TOC, Schwarzkopf was relaxing in a Jacuzzi that was powered by a generator Peacock had liberated from the Canadian Army at Graf. Moses served him a cold beer while his aide lit a cigar for him. Meanwhile, Reno went over a song and dance brief about the cavalry’s role in the upcoming ground war. Lorraine stood in the corner, watching like a hawk for any outrageous behavior from Zamboni.              Reno was about halfway through the brief when Hardass Ferguson ran into the TOC, out of breath and clutching a thin piece of paper from a field fax. 
 
                 “We got two inbound Ali Babas!” Ferguson screamed. Schwarzkopf stared in awe at Ferguson’s exact likeness to himself. 
 
                 “Say again son? That was kind of garbled.”
 
                 “Scab launch general. Two inbound Ali Babas are on the way.” Ferguson responded. He handed Reno the Teletype. Lorraine walked over and glanced at it as well. By now, Schwarzkopf was out of the Jacuzzi and walking over to the map board. Ferguson then bolted out of the TOC yelling, Inbound Ali Baba across the assembly area.
 
                 “Looks like we’ve had a couple Scuds launched at us.” Reno showed it to Schwarzkopf. “Bennett and Zamboni front and center.” Reno barked. When they didn’t show up, Reno went postal. “Goddamn MI people. They’re either cubby-holin’ shit or they’re shammin’.” Schwarzkopf ripped the paper from Reno’s hands. An aide threw a towel over him. 
 
                 “We really need to know what this Ali Baba is.” Schwarzkopf said. “It sounds like it’s a new rocket they’ve secretly developed as part of the SCAB program.”
 
                 “Shouldn’t we be taking cover now gentlemen?” Lorraine said.
 
                 “Worried Quince?” Reno said smiling.
 
                 “If it’s this new SCAB missile everyone’s talking about, I think there’s a reason to be cautious here.” Suddenly, an explosion rang out.
 
                 “Incoming!” Lorraine yelled. He dove into a corner of the TOC and went into the fetal position. Everyone else hit the dirt where they stood. A second boom reverberated through the TOC. “They’re zeroin’ in on us.” Reno said. 
 
                 Behind a dune, several hundred yards away, Zamboni was testing out a stash of C4 he had liberated from the engineer company. “Adios muchachos.” Zamboni laughed loudly to himself. He laughed so hard that he fell and rolled down a thirty-foot dune. 
 
                 Steinwald had spent the rest of the day talking to random soldiers and taking more notes. He had given Hardass Ferguson an IQ test, in which Ferguson scored a stellar 75. Burger and Steinwald had had a long chat, during a walkabout in the desert. Burger told Steinwald about his sexual fascination with 80 year old women and members of the opposite sex dressed in fuzzy bear suits. He also confessed to Steinwald that he hadn’t had an erection since he was in 8th grade.   Steinwald had diagnosed Bennett as a chronic cynic who was addicted to masturbation and the Chaplain as a vapid nymphomaniac. 
 
   Finally, Steinwald had snuck into Zamboni’s tent and taken a peak at his belongings. Among other things, he had found claymore mines, TOW-2 missiles, Stinger anti-aircraft missiles, hundreds of rounds of various ammunition, a dozen Boris and Natasha cartoons on VHS and an autographed picture of a very bare chested Arnold Schwarzenegger from the movie “Commando,” with the inscription, “To my gut friend der Zambone.” 
 
                 That night things began to unravel in the assembly area. Schwarzkopf, Colonel Adams, Lorraine and Reno dined in Lorraine’s command tent. Peacock and Moses provided food and beverages. Ex-Lax was provided by Zamboni. As Lorraine talked about receiving physical abuse at the hands of his prep school headmaster, Bennett entered through the front door of the Sand Club. He could hardly believe what he was seeing. 
 
                 Reilly had decorated the place to look like a Las Vegas lounge. There were tables and chairs and a corner bar where the house drink, Jack and Coke sold for a buck. A four piece band cranked up “Thanks for the Memories” as Bob Hope took the stage. Hope, wearing a desert camouflage jacket and holding a 9 iron, walked up to a microphone. “It’s great to be here at the Sand Club in the scenic Al Dahna Desert, which in Arabic means, “Where in the hell am I?” The crowd of troopers clapped and whistled. 
 
   Hope continued on for another ten minutes. Finally, he introduced the chaplain. “Let’s give a big Sand Club welcome to Chaplain Larry Shamus.” The crowd hooted and hollered as the Chaplain came through a curtain, shook Hope’s hand and grabbed the mike. Shamus was wearing a white tuxedo jacket with a red carnation in the buttonhole. He began singing “Mack the Knife”. Bennett thought he was actually pretty damn good. When he finally finished, Reilly grabbed the mike again. “The Chaplain will be back later for an encore. Now, the Sand Club would like to present the five sexiest Bedouin babes this side of the Wadi. Let’s give a big hand to Ablah, Janan, Bahiya, Karida and Ghadah.” 
 
                 Bennett watched in awe as the five gorgeous Bedouin babes came on stage as a David Lee Roth’s rendition of “You Really Got Me” started cranking. Gradually, the five ladies began to take their clothes off on stage. They continued to dance as ZZ Tops’ “You Got Me Under Pressure” began playing. Reilly walked over to Bennett. “Care to see our menu?”
 
                 “Your menu?” Bennett said. Reilly shoved a piece of paper in his hands. Bennett looked at it under candlelight. It was a menu for sexual services. Thirty minutes with one girl was a hundred bucks; an hour would cost you two hundred. Bennett shook his head. He stared at Janan who kept smiling at him. 
 
                 While Bennett was inside the Sand Club, Zamboni was wiring the three wooden shitters in the camp with plastic explosive. He ran detonator cord from all three blocks of C4 to his clicker. All he needed to do now was wait. He had earlier slipped some Ex-Lax into the food that they were eating. It ought to be starting to work soon, he mused. He sat on top of a dune and waited.
 
                 The two Bedouin tribesmen arrived at the assembly area and parked their Nissan about one hundred yards from the Sand Club. They spotted Reilly’s Huey, which was parked behind it. It didn’t take them long to find the stenciled words, “Cunnilingus 4-0 on the door.”
 
                 “That Son of a Dog is here now!” The taller one exclaimed. They both unsheathed their swords and went looking for Reilly. 
 
                 Moses was walking back to the used Nissan lot, when he saw the Nissan the Bedouins had just arrived in, sitting in the desert. He shrugged his shoulders, opened the driver’s door and hot-wired it in five seconds. “Monroe would be proud.” He told himself. He drove the Nissan over to the storage tent and parked it. 
 
                 Back at the Sand Club, three of the Bedouin girls were dancing on the stage to AC-DC’s “Thunderstruck.” Janan had already left with Bennett, who was promised a freebee by her because he had blue eyes, a rarity in the Arab world. Karida was in the back of the tent, behind the stage, fucking some young cav trooper who never knew war could be so much fun. 
 
                 When the two Bedouin tribesmen came through the door and saw what was happening they went ballistic. 
 
                 “You whores, you will be stoned for this!” The larger one yelled. The women scampered off the stage in all directions as the Bedouin tribesmen ran through the tent with their swords. The smaller one yelled, “Who is the dog that calls himself Cunnilingus 4-0?” A drunken cav trooper pointed to Reilly, who upon seeing two pissed off husbands with swords coming after him, threw a table at them and bolted out of the tent. They chased after him across the desert. 
 
   In the command tent, the Ex-Lax was kicking in. “You’ll have to excuse me, gentlemen, my stomach.” Schwarzkopf ran out of the tent with his aide after him, carrying a roll of toilet paper. Schwarzkopf was followed by Lorraine and Reno. Zamboni’s mad plan was working. He watched from the dune as the three burst into their separate latrines in the nick of time. Zamboni checked his wires. Time for the countdown: ten, nine, eight...
 
                 The Bedouin tribesmen had Reilly pinned against a Bradley armored vehicle. “We are going to behead you; you American dog.” The giant said. Reilly knew there was no use arguing with them. He had to think fast. As the giant sharpened his sword, the smaller one, held him against the vehicle. 
 
                 On the dune, Zamboni counted down: three, two, one; he hit the clicker. There was a spark and then a terrific explosion as all three latrines were blown sky high. Zamboni laughed hideously and clapped with glee.
 
                 The explosion was enough to distract the Bedouins for a moment. Reilly darted away from the Bradley and sprinted to his Huey. He opened the door, checked that Tom Collins was inside and cranked the engine. As he started to rise the Bedouins swung their swords at his chopper. He gained some elevation and then flew away. They ran to their Nissan, but discovered it was gone. Reilly circled around the assembly area and came in to pick up all of the girls except for Janan who was in Bennett’s tent. They piled in the back of the bird and he lifted off into the night sky.
 
                 At the latrine site, there was wreckage scattered for fifty yards in every direction. The only things remaining were three fuel barrels and three dazed and slightly damaged men. Zamboni had incorrectly wired the explosives on the back of the shitters. This caused the sides and roofs to blow-up, but not the floors or the toilets. Reno, Schwarzkopf and Lorraine had survived the assassination attempt. Schwarzkopf looked at Reno. “Either that was a SCAB or someone around here doesn’t like us very much.”
 
    
 
                 The following morning at zero seven, the men in the white suits finally came for Captain Zamboni. It hadn’t taken the targets very long to figure out who the assassin was. The verdict was in; Zamboni was a full-fledged nutcase and he had just been given a one-way ticket out of the war, courtesy of Schwarzkopf and Major Steinwald, who had finally emerged from the shadows, identified himself and then re-examined Zamboni. Steinwald was convinced that Zamboni now needed to be admitted to a psychiatric hospital for further treatment. 
 
                 A crowd of troopers gathered to watch as Zamboni was put in a straight jacket and then into some type of Swiss seat harness which was part of a Fulton Surface to Air Recovery System. The harness was attached to a lengthy rope. At the end of the rope, two thousand feet in the sky, was a red and white helium balloon. Bennett watched as a C-130 passed over and snagged the balloon line, which caused Zamboni to be hoisted into the air at the end of the rope. Bennett watched as Zamboni was eventually sucked into the back of the cargo plane. Just like that, Zamboni had finally out-processed from the 74th Cavalry Squadron. Bennett watched as the plane disappeared into a cloudbank. He wondered if he would ever see his friend again. 
 
    
 
    
 
   

 
   Chapter Nine – Task Force Quiche
 
    
 
   Southern Iraq
 
   February 25, 1991
 
   Day Two of the Ground War              
 
    
 
                 General Norman Schwarzkopf’s plan to kick Saddam Hussein out of Iraq had commenced twenty-four hours earlier. The Sixth Corps, under that madman, Blitzkrieg, had been the main force in Schwarzkopf’s famous Hail Mary run through Southern Iraq. The Crazy Eight Armored Division, commanded by Reno, was in the corps reserve. Subsequently, Reno’s boys had seen no combat and had done nothing except guard Iraqi prisoners of war.
 
                 Reno was not a stupid man. In fact he was pretty damn calculating. He knew that the war was going to end within the next three to four days. He also knew that if his boys never fired a shot in anger, he would never see four stars, a six figure defense industry retirement job and a reserved PX parking space for his wife, Betsy. The time to act was now. He needed to do something great. As he walked towards the entrance to the 74th Cavalry Squadron’s mobile TOC, the first seeds of an idea were germinating in his mind. He remembered a story he had read about Patton and his son-in- law during World War II. 
 
    
 
                 Reilly was currently forty-three nautical miles north of the 74th Cavalry and flying at treetop level across the undulating and grassy southern Iraqi desert. He flew over a Republican Guard position and received some automatic weapons fire from a few pissed off Guardsmen. The passengers in the back of Reilly’s Huey, the five Bedouin women he had been hiding for the last month, screamed as the bullets shattered a small window. Reilly, banked sharply, throwing the women on top of each other. Tom Collins was in the middle of it all. Then, Reilly gained some altitude and switched course. He had been too close to the front line. 
 
                 Reilly was on his way to deliver the girls to their cousins, who were members of a Bedouin tribe, which roamed the vast wasteland of Southern Iraq. 
 
                 Fifteen minutes later, Reilly landed at a large encampment. He bid the girls a fond farewell, knowing in the back of his mind that he would never have access to so much free pussy in his life again. He received a couple thousand wet kisses from them and waved. Ablah, turned around, walked over to him and tossed him her blouse. Reilly got one last look at her tits, shook his head, waved and took off toward the sound of the guns. 
 
                 On the way back to the TOC, he followed a remote desert road. As he traced a path above the grey ribbon, he spotted what looked to him like a Winnebago. Gulping down the last of a Jack and Coke, he went in for a closer look. By God it was a Winnebago. It also had a huge marking on the side that read, “Notre Dame Fighting Irish.” Reilly wondered how in the hell Notre Dame’s immense popularity had permeated Iraq? Turning around for another pass, he saw a man with a moustache exit the Winnebago and sit in a lounge chair. Reilly had a good look at the man. He thought for a moment his imagination was playing tricks with him. But, after a final pass, he was certain who it was. Saddam Hussein was riding around Iraq in a Notre Dame Winnebago! Reilly leveled off at a thousand feet and flew back to the TOC. He had to find Bennett. This was some real intelligence.
 
    
 
                 In the TOC, Lorraine was being roasted alive by Reno.
 
                 “Quince, just what kind of hard dick cav trooper are you? When I ask you to brief me on current operations, I expect some piss and vinegar from you. What do I get, sour milk?” 
 
                 “I’ve got a lot on my mind general.”
 
                 “The only thing you need to be thinkin’ about is how to find, fix and kill the Republican Guard; make sense?”
 
                 “I guess.” Lorraine chirped. He dropped an Alka Seltzer into a cup of water. Reno wasn’t finished with his ass chewing. “Quince, this war is fixin’ to end in the next few days. Your boys haven’t done anything in the last month except send crazy Zamboni out of here in a C-130. Now, let’s take the fight to the enemy!”
 
                 “General, why is being in combat so damn important? I like the fact that we’re in reserve.” Reno closed his eyes. He truly wanted to crack the little twirp across the head, but he would need him to command for a few more days. Then, it was sayonara Lorraine from the lean green machine.
 
                 Their conversation was interrupted by, of all people, Reilly, who rarely made an appearance around the flagpole. 
 
                 “Reilly, what is it? I’ll sign anything you need, just give me the forms now.” Lorraine held out an open hand. 
 
                 “It’s not paperwork I’m here for sir. I just spotted Saddam Hussein about forty miles north of here.”
 
                 “Say again son?” Reno said.
 
                 “I saw Saddam Hussein walk out of a Notre Dame Winnebago. I made a few passes. I’m sure it was him general.” Reno nodded and then slapped the map board harshly.
 
                 “Shit hot. I got it Quince! Here’s what we’re gonna do! You’re going to lead an armored task force behind enemy lines with the mission of capturing Saddam Hussein.”
 
                 “You’re not serious general?” Lorraine’s stomach began doing gymnastics.
 
                 “Goddamn right I am. This’ll get us back in the ball game. The task force will leave tonight at 1900; make sense? Destroy any enemy you see, keep going, cut a path through the enemy’s ass until you succeed.”
 
                 “You’ll be with us sir?” Lorraine prayed.
 
                 “Negative, this is your ball, Quince. You find ole Saddam and I might re-write your OER.”
 
                 “Yes sir, thank you sir.” Lorraine’s chances for the inheritance blossomed. Suddenly, chills cascading through his nervous system hit him. He would actually have to lead men in battle. 
 
                 “On the other hand,” Reno continued, “You dick this up and you’ll be working at the post Burger Bar while your separation papers are processed.”
 
    
 
                 The last time Bennett had been in a good mood was a month ago, the night he had banged Janan; the night Zamboni had almost assassinated Schwarzkopf, Reno and Lorraine. Since the Zambone’s departure, he had been saddled with Burger, who was now the permanent assistant intelligence officer. Bennett had tried on numerous occasions to shit-can the fat slob from army intelligence. Nothing seemed to work. Now that the 74th was actually going into combat, something had to be done about Burger before he got people killed. Bennett remembered a book he had read about an intelligence operation in 1943. As he sipped a cup of Joe from his canteen cup, he formulated a plan. If it was successful, Burger would be out of his hair and Bennett would save lives. He told a private to locate Burger and Hardass Ferguson and have them report to him immediately.
 
                 Immediately, was not in the vocabulary of Burger and Ferguson. They both stumbled into the S-2 track thirty minutes later. Bennett told Burger to shut the track door. When he did, Bennett began the briefing.
 
                 “I’ve chosen you both for a top secret mission of the utmost importance to the cause of freedom and final victory for the Allied forces in this war. Have you men ever read or seen the movie, “The Man who Never Was?” Burger raised his hands. 
 
   “Good, Dwight, tell us about it.”
 
                 “In 1943, the Brits floated a dead man with fake papers off the Spanish coast to make the Germans think we were invading Sardinia instead of Sicily. The Germans bought it; hook, line and sinker.”
 
                 “A plus, Dwight. Now, we’re going to do something just like it. Sergeant Ferguson, you’ll be wearing dress blues and will be posing as General Schwarzkopf.”
 
                 “Ah, roger guy.” Ferguson looked absolutely bewildered. Was Bennett planning on killing him?
 
                 “Burger, you’ll be wearing tropical whites and masquerading as Schwarzkopf’s aide de camp. You’ll both be given fake operation orders and maps to fool the Iraqis.”
 
                 “Iraqis?” Burger asked.
 
                 “Roger, you’ll both be dumped in the Persian Gulf off of Kuwait. You’ll tread water, dead man’s float, whatever until you’re picked up by the Iraqis. They’ll interrogate both of you, so it could get rough. But, the disinformation you provide could save millions of lives.”
 
                 “Wow,” Burger exclaimed. He prodded Ferguson in the stomach.
 
                 “So, you’re fixin’ to kill both of us sir, then dump us?” Ferguson asked. This was all very confusing; 1943, Sardinia, dress blues, Kuwait?
 
                 “Negative, you’ll be alive at the time of infiltration and hopefully, God willing and the river don’t rise, at extraction. Report to Chief Reilly at six in your special uniforms. I’ll give you the maps and op orders. Dismissed.”
 
    
 
                 Quiche Lorraine had suspected for a couple weeks that Peacock and Moses were short-changing him. His suspicions were confirmed when he went through their books two days before. In one month, the two ‘entrepreneurs’ had earned $108,567 dollars. According to their deal, Lorraine was supposed to make forty percent of that, equaling $43,424. He had been paid a measly $10,856 or ten percent. 
 
                 As Task Force Quiche, as it was being called by the troops was making final preparations for departure, Lorraine barged in on Peacock and Moses who were packing up their deuce and a half. They didn’t see Lorraine who emerged from the shadows, brandishing his .45 pistol. 
 
                 “You should be more careful with that sir.” Peacock eyed him.
 
                 “I’m a combat soldier just like you Peacock. Don’t forget that. I can’t miss from here anyway.”
 
                 “Sir, we really are in a hurry. Remember, your task force is leavin’ in ten mikes.”
 
                 “I’m aware of the schedule sergeant and the fact that you and your partner have not given me forty percent of the take this month.”
 
                 “Sure we did. We made about forty-three g’s; you got over ten; fair and square.” Peacock turned around and threw a case of beer up to Moses who was standing in the truck.
 
                 “I went through your books, Peacock. I know you made $108,567. You still owe me over thirty grand. Either you pay me right now or you’re both under arrest.” Peacock eyed Moses who waited for Peacock to nod. He did. Moses went to the back of the truck and grabbed thirty g’s in hundred dollar bills. He handed them to Lorraine who rifled through them quickly.
 
                 “Looks like the rest of it is here. Good, from now on I’m taking fifty percent.”
 
                 “Fifty, no way sir, that’s highway robbery.”
 
                 “Good deduction Peacock. You must be an expert.” Lorraine said. “By the way, if you both attempt to fuck me over again, I won’t have you court-martialed, I’ll kill you. Good evening.” He walked away into the night. 
 
                 “This is beginning to piss me off sarge. What do we do?” Moses asked.
 
                 “We got rid of the fuckin’ Camel Brothers, we’ll get rid of this blintganger, capiche?”
 
                 “Yeah.”
 
    
 
                 Bennett was walking towards Reilly’s chopper when he bumped into the Chaplain. “Something’s different about you.”
 
                 “I’m a Lutheran minister now.”
 
                 “I thought you were a priest?”
 
                 “I had some disagreements with Rome over indulgences and parish corruption.”
 
                 “I see, so you’re having your own little reformation.”
 
                 “Yeah, what do you think?”
 
                 “I think you’re about 500 years too late.” Bennett added. The Chaplain handed him a leaflet.
 
                 “What’s this?”
 
                 “My list of grievances against the Catholic Church. I’m posting them in public for all to see. Pretty cool idea huh?”
 
                 “Yeah, no one has ever done that before Mr. Luther. I gotta go.” Bennett walked away while the Chaplain thought about who this Mr. Luther could be. Hmmm?
 
    
 
                 Bennett rendezvoused with Ferguson, Burger and Reilly in front of his Huey, ten minutes later. Ferguson was wearing his dress blues without a nametag. Burger was in a set of tropical whites that were so tight they looked as if they were about to explode off of his body. He handed Burger a briefcase with handcuffs attached.
 
                 “Put the handcuff on your left wrist and secure it. The fake operations orders and maps are in the attaché case. When you’re captured, let the Iraqis have it. The more they think they know, the more we’re fooling them.” Bennett instructed. 
 
                 “What you got planned for me, sir?” Ferguson asked.
 
                 “Absolutely nothing Hardass. Just act like Schwarzkopf. You can do that can’t you?”
 
                 “Yes sir.” Ferguson responded. Reilly was surveying the whole scene with a Jack and Coke. 
 
                 “Alright, load up men, let’s go.” 
 
                 Reilly flew due east over Southern Iraq and into Kuwait. They took some enemy fire a couple times, but received no damage. Bennett sat up in front with Reilly who mixed him a Jack and Coke. Reilly also offered him an assortment of nuts and cheese and crackers. It was like flying on United Airlines. Behind them, Ferguson and Burger sat, looking terrified and petting Tom Collins. 
 
                 “We’re two minutes from the DZ. Get ready.” Bennett yelled to Burger and Ferguson an hour later. They glanced nervously out of the side door, which had been open for the whole flight. “Reilly’s gonna go in low over the water and bank sharply. You two make sure you’re unbuckled so you can just roll right out. Got it?” Burger and Ferguson nodded. They looked terror stricken. Suddenly, Reilly banked sharply to the left. Ferguson fell out like a sack of cement. Burger remained in the aircraft, clinging to Tom Collins and crying. “I can’t go, please don’t make me go.” Bennett clambered back into the main section and kicked Burger in the ass so hard that he fell towards the open door. As the helicopter flew over the water, Burger held on to the ledge with one hand. “Please, Bennett, please don’t let me go.” 
 
                 “A coward dies a thousand deaths, a brave man dies but one. So long Dwight, nice to have known you.” Bennett turned to Reilly and yelled. “Bank right!” Reilly swung the aircraft sharply to the right, knocking Bennett against the other side of the Huey. When he turned around, Burger’s fat hand was gone. As Reilly leveled off, Bennett looked down in the water. He saw Ferguson and Burger bobbing around in the ocean like buoys. 
 
    
 
   The Next Day
 
   February 26, 1991
 
    
 
                 As Task Force Quiche made snail-like progress, Peacock and Moses made some decisions. One, Lorraine was not going to receive fifty percent of the action, or for that matter, any part of the action anymore. Two, the chances for profit were limitless in the desert. They would do what they could to exit the theater as millionaires. They were presently manning a roadblock along Highway 8, which runs from Baghdad to Basrah. 
 
                 “Looks like our first customer just showed up.” Peacock said. He watched as a taxi rolled to a stop in front of the deuce. Peacock and Moses sprang out of the truck with scarves on their faces while holding pistols. 
 
   The Arabs in the car didn’t know what to think. 
 
                 “This is a stick-up. Give us your jewelry, right fuckin’ now or we’ll smoke ya, sure as shit.” The terrified passengers and the driver handed over a Seiko watch, a Citizen quartz watch, a gold bracelet and a gold necklace. 
 
                 “Thank ya kindly.” Peacock said. He waved for them to drive away. As the taxi speeded down the road, Moses looked at Peacock.
 
                 “Why didn’t you ask for money?”
 
                 “Because all these duds have is Iraqi Dinars. The shit is virtually worthless. Gold is what we’re looking for compadre, gold.”
 
    
 
   Task Force Quiche was currently three miles from its position the night before. All of its armored vehicles were arrayed in a large wagon wheel, protecting their fearless leader, Lorraine, whose mobile headquarters was placed in the center. Instead of slicing through Iraq, Task Force Quiche was stagnating. Bennett decided to pay Lorraine a visit. He climbed up the steps to his van and knocked on the door. He heard a meek, ‘enter’, opened the door and stepped inside. Upon seeing Bennett, Lorraine frowned.
 
   “What is it Bennett?” 
 
   “Just got word that there’s a Republican Guard battalion waiting for us about ten miles up the road.”
 
   “Good God, I hope you’re not serious.”
 
   “It’s straight from G-2. You can read it yourself sir.” Bennett handed him the fax. Lorraine examined it and paced back and forth nervously. 
 
   “Oh, one other thing. Here’s a message for you from Reno.” 
 
   “Just read it aloud.”
 
   “It says, MOVE YOUR ASS.” Bennett read aloud.
 
   “Move my ass, huh? While he’s back safe and sound. Well, we’re staying here for a while longer. No use in taking any unnecessary chances. Why should I be the last man killed in this war? It’ll be over soon anyway.” Lorraine tried to sound convincing. He observed Bennett pulling a tomato from his pocket. He took a bite.
 
                 “Where did you get those?”
 
                 “Reilly picked them up near Basrah. Want some?” He tossed Lorraine a couple tomatoes. Lorraine took a bite out of one and thought about how he would continue to delay his task force until the war ended.
 
    
 
                 Ferguson and Burger had spent three hours in the Persian Gulf before the tide dragged them ashore and into the arms of the Iraqi Army south of Kuwait City. Almost immediately, the Iraqis knew that they had captured General Schwarzkopf and his rotund aide de camp, Burger. They were taken to a headquarters complex where they were questioned, fed and then thrown into a cell to await their fate. Burger’s attaché case was stripped from his wrist and a courier sent the documents and maps to Saddam Hussein. As soon as he glanced over them and learned who had been carrying them, he demanded that Schwarzkopf and his aide be brought by the fastest means possible to him. He would then decide their fate.
 
    
 
                 Bennett and Reilly were sweeping at treetop level across the desert, in search for that mysterious Notre Dame Winnebago. “This is the exact grid where I saw it yesterday.” Reilly said. Bennett looked out of the Perspex windshield. There was nothing on the road except a couple smoldering Iraqi armored personnel carriers. Reilly continued to follow the road north towards the intersection at Highway 8. 
 
                 “You think you’re going to stay in after this is all over with?” Reilly asked.
 
                 “Fuck no, I’m getting out in November.”
 
                 “Then what?” Reilly sipped a Jack and Coke from a thermos. He turned around and poured some into Tom Collins’ bowl. 
 
                 “You give the goat Jack and Coke?”
 
                 “He likes it, look.” Bennett saw Mr. Collins slurping up the libation. 
 
                 “Anyway, as we were saying, I’m going to become a journalist, I think; hopefully stay in Europe for a while. How about you?” Bennett stated. 
 
                 “I’m thinking about rebuilding the old whorehouse in Bullingen that burnt down. I could be the owner/operator.”
 
                 “You don’t even speak German.”
 
                 “I could learn. You want to go in halves with me on it?”
 
                 “I have to think about that one Sean.” Bennett thought that he had created a whoremonger monster. Reilly was now thinking of being a whorehouse manager as a lifetime career.
 
    
 
                 Task Force Quiche pulled out of its wagon wheel formation and crept another five hundred yards northeast before stopping for rest and refueling. By late afternoon, there were reports of heavy fighting with the Republican Guard only seven miles northeast and east of the task force. Lorraine decided that he would do anything imaginable to avoid combat. He stepped out of his van and listened to the booming in the distance.
 
    
 
                 Ferguson and Burger were riding in the back of a Republican Guard Land Rover. They could also hear the sound of the guns to their south. They passed through miles of Iraqi military defensive positions until entering an area of oil pipelines and tomato fields ten miles south of Basrah. The Land Rover finally stopped in front of a white Winnebago with a Notre Dame Fighting Irish logo emblazoned across each side. Ferguson and Burger looked at each other in amazement. Was Saddam a Notre Dame fan?
 
                 They were marched past two guards at the side door and were led inside the mobile home. Inside the Winnebago, Saddam was watching an old rerun of Sanford and Son dubbed in Arabic. A flunkie poured him a fruit drink and a bodyguard with a Saddam moustache stood in the corner trying to act vigilant, but looking quite bored. 
 
                 Saddam surveyed Ferguson and Burger for a moment. He beckoned for Ferguson to take a seat on the couch. He stared at Burger who was sweating uncomfortably in his too tight tropical whites. He clapped his hands and the bodyguard appeared at his feet. 
 
                 “Yes Rais?” The bodyguard said in Arabic.
 
                 “Give Schwarzkopf anything he wants. Take the fat fuck to Baghdad for intensive interrogation.”
 
                 “As you wish Rais.” The bodyguard looked at Burger who’s tinted glasses were covered with condensation.
 
                 “You will going to Baghdad.” Before Burger could react, the bodyguard marched him at gunpoint out of the Winnebago and back into the Land Rover. 
 
    
 
                 “Just keep going straight and follow the road to Basrah.” Peacock ordered Moses. The two were currently in the deuce, meandering through the Ramaila Oilfields in Southern Iraq. Peacock turned up Glen Campbell’s Greatest Hits on the tape deck. He began to wade through the loot they had taken from terrified drivers along Highway 8.
 
                 “What you think we got sarge?”
 
                 “Maybe thirty g’s worth of jewelry and watches.” Peacock pulled an Omega chronograph from the pile and tossed it to Moses. “Good work Stanton. Keep it.” Moses slipped it on his wrist.
 
                 “Thanks, sarge.” 
 
                 It took them another hour to locate the First National Bank of Basrah. They slowed to a stop in front of the large stone edifice. Several customers exited and entered the building. Peacock turned to Moses. “Remember, we gotta move fast, grab the loot, and get the hell out of Dodge before we have half the Iraqi Army on our butt.” Moses nodded. He checked his .45 automatic. “Get your mask on.” Peacock pulled a Yosemite Sam mask over his head while Moses wore a Foghorn Leghorn one. The two looked at each for a moment, nodded simultaneously and dismounted. They sprinted up the steps and burst into the bank.
 
                 “Qiff mother-fuckers!” Peacock yelled while holding an M-16 with a M203 grenade launcher attached to it. 
 
                 “Down on the floor now folks. No one gets hurt if you do what we tell ya.” Moses yelled. Two Iraqi boys were pointing to their facemasks and laughing. 
 
                 “Get their jewelry. I’ll get the loot!” Peacock ordered. He ran over to the counter and told the man behind it to start passing him bags of U.S. dollars. The man reluctantly opened the safe and handed Peacock cloth sacks. Peacock looked inside.
 
                 “U.S. greenbacks, shit hot!” He took two more bags from the man, totaling four. He moved back to Moses who had a bag of jewelry in his hands. “Time to go.” The two moved back slowly and then backed out of the door. They sprinted to their deuce just as alarms sounded loudly. Within another minute they were driving out of town and southwest towards the vast wasteland of Southern Iraq. 
 
                 Peacock ripped off his mask and Moses followed. Peacock started to count the money. “I think we got about 200 g’s here. God damn, we’re lootin’ this country six ways from Sunday!”
 
    
 
                 As darkness fell, and Task Force Quiche was settling in for another night of stagnation, Reno paid a visit to his cavalry squadron commander. He climbed the steps to the Hotel Lorraine and kicked in the door like John Wayne. Lorraine was sleeping underneath a down quilt. He walked over to the bed and grabbed the mattress. With one heave, he threw the mattress and Lorraine on the floor. Lorraine shook his head while awakening, squinted and realized he was staring at Reno. He remained on the floor looking up at Reno like a frightened child.
 
                 “Quince, you’ve only moved this task force five miles in 36 hours. You should be barreling towards Basrah now with guns blazing, dicks hard; ready to capture that son of a bitch, Hussein.”
 
                 “General, I...”
 
                 “Shutup, just shutup. The Republican Guard is fighting Sixth Corps along a seventy-mile front. They’re only a few miles due east. You’re gonna fire up this task force and hit the enemy in the balls, make sense?”
 
    
 
                 Dwight David Burger was having a truly bad day. After being transported to Baghdad, he was thrown into a damp jail where his only friends were the two rats which sprinted around the perimeter and the cockroaches that darted along the walls and ceiling. After an hour of fruitless questioning, two security service thugs dragged Burger to another room where he was hoisted into the air and hung by his toes. He was currently swinging back and forth like a clock pendulum. A security service major kneeled down on the ground and screamed at him.
 
                 “Are the Americans coming to Baghdad? Are they?”
 
                 “Any chance I can get some pigeon and a carton of Guava juice?” Burger asked.
 
    
 
                 Inside the Winnebago, Ferguson was having a more enjoyable time. He was sitting on the couch, eating a plate of grapes, drinking mango juice and watching Sanford and Son with Saddam. 
 
                 “Who is that drunken man?” Saddam asked.
 
                 “That’s Grady, he’s a friend of Fred G. Sanford.” 
 
                 “And, who is the big woman who’s hitting Fred with the purse?” Saddam asked.
 
                 “That’s Aunt Esther. She’s a nasty old bitch.”
 
                 “Are you still hungry General Schwarzkopf?”
 
                 “Yeah, you got any brisket guy?”
 
    
 
                 Reilly flew due east over miles and miles of smoldering wreckage that used to be Saddam’s elite Republican Guard. As he dipped lower, he could see dead bodies everywhere; on tanks, on the ground; shattered limbs were scattered across the desert floor. Tanks and armored vehicles smoldered in the morning mist. Dogs roamed the battlefield, eating dead soldiers. As he flew farther east, the sky began to blacken until it was as dark as night. Oil fires below glowed. Black clouds billowed hundreds of feet into the air creating evening at ten in the morning. Reilly turned on his lights and then swung to the northeast. He saw something in the distance that looked familiar. As he flew closer, he spotted the Notre Dame logo. He dropped elevation and swept low over the Winnebago. As he did, he realized that there were no guards around the Winnebago. He wondered if they had already deserted. He landed twenty yards away, climbed out with the engine running and approached the Winnebago with his aviator .38 special. When he kicked in the front door, he could hardly believe his eyes. Saddam and Ferguson were playing a lively game of air hockey as a rerun of Sanford and Son played in the corner. “Why does Fred hate Puerto Ricans?” Saddam asked, not realizing that Reilly was pointing his pistol at him.
 
                 “Negative knowledge guy.” Ferguson saw Reilly enter.
 
                 “Okay, Saddam put your hands up. We’re going for a little ride.” He marched Hussein out to his chopper with Ferguson walking behind. They both got into the back of the chopper. Saddam saw Tom Collins. “You fly with a goat?” 
 
                 “He’s an honorary member of the cav. Get your ass in there.” 
 
                 When they were airborne, Reilly did what he considered to be the courteous thing. Even though Saddam was a tyrant, he still offered him a Jack and Coke. Hussein accepted and sipped the beverage as the Huey flew towards Task Force Quiche which had been renamed Immobile Force Quiche.
 
                 In Baghdad, the Iraqi security service realized that Burger was not only a fat fuck, but also lacking in any knowledge about U.S. military plans and operations. All he had talked about was getting some fried pigeon and rice kabsa. When pressed about military matters, Burger mumbled about Operation Eureka and Otto Skorzeny. Finally, the security service major had had enough.
 
                 “Get rid of him.” The major told his sergeant major.
 
                 “Where sir?”
 
                 “Dump him in the Euphrates. Let the carp take care of him.” Burger was cut down from the cell and carried to a Land Rover where he was driven to the banks of the Euphrates in Baghdad. Still unconscious from hanging upside down for twelve hours, he was tossed into the swift-flowing river. The security service soldiers watched as he drifted downstream. 
 
    
 
                 Back at Immobile Force Quiche, Lorraine was getting another ass chewing from Reno when Reilly burst into the TOC with Saddam and Hardass Ferguson. “Gentlemen, the President of Iraq, Saddam Hussein.” Reilly exclaimed. Reno smiled and slapped Reilly on the back. 
 
   “Damn kid, you done good, real good. I’m putting you in for the Medal of Honor.” He looked at Lorraine. “Get Schwarzkopf on the line.” 
 
                 While Reno spoke on the phone to Schwarzkopf, Saddam was told to sit in a chair under guard. He was offered a cup of coffee from the East German five-foot coffee pot. “That is the biggest coffee pot I’ve ever seen.” Saddam said to a soldier. “Where did you get it?” The kid looked at him and smiled. “It was liberated.”
 
                 “I see sir. Yes, sir, I understand completely. We’ll keep him here until the MP’s show-up. Yes sir, out here.” Reno placed the field phone down and walked over to Reilly and Lorraine. “Your boy here is a fake, a double.”
 
                 “Say again sir?” Reilly asked.
 
                 “You captured Saddam’s double. The real Saddam is somewhere up north. They intercepted a phone call he made an hour ago. Voice analysis prints confirmed that was the real Saddam. What we got here is a good actor.”
 
                 “Shit, sir.” Reilly said.
 
                 “Don’t worry son, I’m still putting you in for the Medal of Honor.”
 
                 “Why sir? He captured a cheap replica.” Lorraine said. They all turned and looked at the ersatz Saddam drinking coffee in the corner.
 
                 “Why? I swear you can be as dumb as a pile of horseshit Quince. Just think what great press it’ll be for the division when they hear that one of our Crazy Eight boys won the CMH.” 
 
                 “I guess sir.” Lorraine countered.
 
                 “You don’t know where the road meets the rubber, so I wouldn’t expect you to understand.” He began to walk away, but turned around. “Oh, one other thing Quince. As soon as we get back to Germany, you’ll be relieved of command because of cowardice in the face of the enemy. You’ll be working at the Burger Bar in Bullingen until you’re separated.” Lorraine’s jaw dropped. So, that was final. He wouldn’t inherit the forty million from his Uncle Franklin. His only option was to steal as much as could from Peacock and Moses. He wondered where they could be.
 
    
 
   
Southern Iraq              
 
   March 1, 1991
 
    
 
                 The Gulf War had officially been over for twenty-four hours when Dwight David Burger’s unconscious body was pulled out of the Euphrates by American troops. Still wearing his too tight tropical whites his rescuers had no idea who in the hell they had rescued. They carted him off to their aid station. 
 
                 Peacock and Moses found the Notre Dame Winnebago that day. They were on their way back to the TOC when they saw the white mobile home parked in the distance. They looked at each other and pulled to a stop. After loading all of their loot into the Winnebago, they abandoned the deuce and hopped into the mobile home. As they drove away, Peacock turned on the stereo. They heard the familiar tune of the Notre Dame Victory March play. Peacock turned up the volume and they both sang along as they continued down the road.
 
    
 
    
 
   

 
   Chapter Ten – The Court Martial of Peacock and Moses
 
    
 
    
 
   Field Headquarters
 
   74th Cavalry Squadron
 
   Northern Kuwait
 
   April 14, 1991
 
    
 
                 Since hostilities concluded a month before, the days had passed in virtual slow motion. Reno had ordered the squadron to move down to a former Kuwaiti Army complex, dubbed Versailles in Northern Kuwait. Time there was spent reading, playing cards, talking, and thinking about the day when the big bird would take everyone back to Germany. 
 
                 After robbing the First National Bank of Basrah and the Karbala Savings and Loan, Peacock and Moses had virtually gone underground. They had stopped all looting and liberating operations in the theater. After adding up their takes from Operation Grand Slam, the Nissan sale, the highways robberies and the bank heists, they had earned a grand total of $637,980. They were currently sitting in their tent, relaxing when Lorraine appeared.
 
                 “Good afternoon gentlemen. Haven’t seen you around for a while. Been busy?”
 
                 “A little sir. You know how our business has its ups and downs.”
 
                 “How true. If you remember our deal, I’m supposed to get fifty percent of your cut, right.” Lorraine extracted two issues of The Stars and Stripes from the last month. He began to read. “Military Police are investigating reports of American soldiers robbing Iraqi civilians along Highway 8.”
 
                 “There’s a lot of Joes with a lot of time on their hands now sir. You know that.” Peacock explained.
 
                 “Let me continue.” Lorraine reached for another edition. “Army CID in Kuwait is investigating the robberies of banks in Basrah and Karbala which were apparently done by U.S. servicemen wearing cartoon character masks.” Lorraine put down the papers. “Interesting isn’t it?”
 
                 “Sir, first you accuse us of bein’ some modern day highwaymen. Next you tell us we robbed banks wearin’ fuckin’ Woody Woodpecker masks.” Peacock stood up and poured himself a cup of coffee nervously.
 
                 “So, from my calculations, I should be getting about 250 to 300 g’s from you two. Hand it over.” Lorraine held out his empty palm.
 
                 “Moses and I decided that you ain’t gettin’ nothin’ from us, capiche. We don’t take too kindly to gettin’ blackmailed by some tinpot colonel who’s fixin’ to get riffed.”
 
                 “Is this your final decision?”
 
                 “You bet.” Peacock answered. They watched as Lorraine stormed out of there.
 
    
 
                 Dwight David Burger was on the trail of what he thought was a possible gold mine. He had discovered that part of the lost Solomon’s treasure was being horded by the Republican Guard. For the last month, he had scoured former Republican Guard bunkers in search of the loot. Finally, a tip from an Iraqi POW had sent him to the place he was currently at, the former headquarters of the Al-Medina Armored Division. Burger found the division HQ bunker and climbed down into it. As he began to rummage through a trunk he thought he heard the ground rumble, or was it the ceiling? Next a cracking sound started. Burger ignored it and continued to go through the trunk. The next thing he heard was a sound like a train coming through the bunker. It was the last thing he ever heard. The bunker caved in on him and Dwight David Burger was buried alive. 
 
                 His body was never recovered. All army investigators could find at the scene were a pair of tinted glasses and a 200 horsepower Norwegian penis pump. Burger was declared MIA. Across America, schoolchildren and concerned citizens wore silver bracelets in his honor. 
 
    
 
                 That evening, CID agents led by Mr. Jones arrested Peacock and Moses. They carted off the desert entrepreneurs in an olive green K-car, along with a dozen boxes of so-called evidence. Peacock was happy that they had deposited their winnings into the Bank of Dubai. As they were herded into the squad car, Lorraine stood in his silk bathrobe, staring at them with his arms crossed.
 
                 “I hate to use a cliché Peacock, but crime doesn’t pay.”
 
                 “You ought to know, you spineless carpetbagger.” Peacock yelled back as his head was pushed into the K-car. 
 
                 News of their arrest spread like lightning through Versailles. Bennett found out about it when he was having his regular breakfast with the Chaplain.
 
                 “You heard about those heathens, didn’t you?”
 
                 “Heathens?” Bennett asked.
 
                 “Peacock and Moses. CID arrested them last night. Serves them right. They’ve been thieving for years. Someone finally had the balls to throw the book at them.” Shamus said. Bennett scrutinized him for a moment.
 
                 “First of all, Lorraine had them arrested because they wouldn’t let him in on their take. Two, they did a lot for the squadron.”
 
                 “How? By breaking God’s commandments?” Bennett stared at the Chaplain in awe. 
 
                 “Since when do you care about the Ten Commandments? You’re a walking, talking commandment breaker.”
 
                 “Those days of sin are thankfully in my past. I’m born again Bryce and I’m on the path to being a Southern Baptist minister.” Bennett spit out his orange juice.
 
                 “You have got to be kidding. How long is this charade going to last? Since I’ve known you, you’ve been non-denominational, a Buddhist, an Orthodox Jew, a Catholic, a Lutheran and now you’re going Southern Baptist. I’ll give you a week.”
 
                 “I’m serious this time and devoted to the scriptures.”
 
                 “The only thing you’re devoted to is poontang.”
 
                 “The Bible specifically states that pre-marital sex is a sin.” Shamus added. He took a sip of coffee. Bennett rose from his chair. 
 
                 “You’re full of shit, did anyone ever tell you that?”
 
                 “Please do not take the Lord’s name in vain Bryce.” Bennett walked away laughing loudly. 
 
                 “I’ll pray for your conversion my son.”
 
    
 
                 Reilly couldn’t believe he was standing in the White House Rose Garden. President Bush was making some opening remarks about the heroism of all servicemen during America’s forty-four day trounce over the world’s fourth largest army. He continued, “Sometimes, in war, men perform deeds that are above the call of duty.”
 
                 “Chief Warrant Officer Sean Reilly front and center.” The army colonel bellowed. Reilly marched up to the President in his dress blues. He stood at attention as the orders were read to the audience.
 
                 “Attention to orders; Chief Warrant Officer Sean Reilly, United States Army for conspicuous gallantry and intrepidity at the risk of his life above and beyond the call of duty: Chief Warrant Officer Reilly distinguished himself by acts of gallantry and intrepidity above and beyond the call of duty in action with an armed enemy near Basrah, Iraq on February 28, 1991. On that day, Chief Warrant Officer Reilly single-handedly captured Saddam Hussein’s double inside a Notre Dame Winnebago. Chief Warrant Officer Reilly’s extraordinary heroism and uncommon valor are in keeping with the highest traditions of the military service and reflect great credit upon himself, the Eighth Armored Division “Crazy Eight”, the 74th Cavalry Squadron and the United States Army.” 
 
                 President Bush placed the blue ribbon and medal around his neck. “Congratulations son. You’re a hero.” 
 
                 “Thank you Mr. President. Do you know where I can get a Jack and Coke at this hour?”
 
                 “You could try the hotel across the street.”
 
                 “Thank you sir.” Reilly saluted, did a perfect about face movement and marched back to the sidelines. As he did, two blond women smiled at him. It was one hell of a day. He wished Bennett were there with him to celebrate. 
 
    
 
                 Back in the desert...
 
    
 
                 “We want you to be our defense attorney sir.” Peacock said, inside a jail cell at Versailles. Moses, Peacock and Bennett were seated around a small card table while two Neanderthal MP guards stood at attention.
 
                 “But, I don’t know the first thing about military law Peacock. I’m an intelligence officer. Everyone seems to forget that around here.” 
 
                 “Sir, you have style. I told Moses here, if there’s one officer we can trust and who can get us out of this mess, it’s Lieutenant Bennett.”
 
                 “Thanks, I don’t know what to say.” Bennett responded. He was speechless. He nodded. “Alright, I’ll defend you guys. When is the court-martial?”
 
                 “Thursday, sir; you got 72 hours.” Bennett rose from the table, looked at them and exited past the goons.
 
                 As he walked back to squadron headquarters he thought about how in the hell he was going to pull this one off. CID and Lorraine had enough evidence against both of them to send them to Leavenworth for a hundred years. It was obvious that any type of normal defense or action by him would do nothing to help Peacock or Moses at all. The only way to free them was to hang Lorraine. Bennett smiled. Lorraine had it coming for a long time anyway. He was a first-class coward and back-stabber. It was time for him to out-process from the lean green machine. 
 
                 The next morning, Bennett located his Hummer and drove south to Kuwait City through the five miles of destruction the press had deemed the Highway of Death. The place gave him the creeps. There were still dead bodies everywhere. The smell of rotting and burnt corpses made his nostrils twinge and his stomach rumble. He couldn’t help thinking that the spirits of the dead Iraqi soldiers were watching him from their sandy graves. He accelerated and got past the carnage as soon as he could.
 
                 When he arrived in Kuwait City, he located the 357th Military Intelligence Battalion, whose main function, when not whining, was to monitor enemy communications. He paid a call on his old friend Sergeant First Class Red MacKenzie. MacKenzie was a virtuoso in the world of collecting and jamming voice intercepts. 
 
                 “Sir how goes it?” MacKenzie said. He was sitting in front of several radios with a cup of tea.
 
                 “Need some help Red. Let’s take a walk.” 
 
                 Ten minutes later, after Bennett had explained everything, Mackenzie agreed to what he needed done. After writing himself a 24-hour pass, he piled into the Hummer and drove off with Bennett back to Versailles.
 
    
 
                 That evening after chow, Bennett visited Lorraine who was ensconced in a pile of paperwork at his desk. As Bennett walked inside the Hotel Lorraine, Red Mackenzie slipped a small microphone the size of a garden snake through an opening in the office window. 
 
                 “What is it Bennett? Can’t you see I’m snowed under with work?”
 
                 “Sir, as the defense attorney for Peacock and Moses I would like ask you some questions.” Lorraine exhaled exhaustedly.
 
                 “Fine, but not more than ten minutes of questioning.”
 
                 “Thank you sir.” Bennett opened an attaché case and pulled out a yellow legal pad. “First question, how long have you suspected Peacock and Moses of conducting illegal activities?”
 
                 “Umm, probably for over a year. My antenna really went up when CID investigated them back in Bullingen.”
 
                 “Okay, next question sir. What do you accuse them of actually doing?”
 
                 “You read the charges Bennett.”
 
                 “I want to hear it from you sir, if you please.” Bennett beckoned with his hand for him to continue.
 
                 “Fine...CID and I accuse them of breaking into various PX warehouses in Germany, stealing a merchant marine vessel, the HMS Rupert; hot-wiring Nissan trucks, robbing Iraqi civilians and sticking-up two banks. Is that good enough for you?”
 
                 “Yes sir.” Bennett scribbled down some notes on his pad. “Next question sir. Were you at all involved in any illegal activities with Peacock and Moses?” Lorraine slammed his pen down on the desk.
 
                 “What kind of question is that Bennett?”
 
                 “Please answer the question sir.”
 
                 “Very well, if you insist; the answer is no and no again.”
 
                 “So, you didn’t request that they give you a percent of their take every month?” 
 
                 “Of course not.” Lorraine wiped his forehead with a cotton hanky. 
 
                 “Did you threaten to kill them sir?” Bennett asked. Lorraine jumped out of his chair like a jack in the box. 
 
                 “Go to hell Bennett, you hear me.” Bennett continued the questioning for another five minutes before he was ordered to leave.
 
                 “Thank you for your cooperation sir.” Bennett rose from his chair and exited. When he did he walked across an open parking lot for a hundred yards and stepped into another building. Mackenzie was rewinding a high-speed tape deck that rested on his lap.
 
                 “Did you get it Red?” Bennett asked.
 
                 “All of it, every word. Now, let’s go and talk to Peacock and Moses.”
 
                 The night before the trial, as Bennett prepared his defense for the next morning, he received a long distance phone call from Washington, D.C.
 
                 “Bryce man, you there?” Bennett smiled. He could hear a loud raucous in the background.
 
                 “Yeah, how’s it going Sean?”
 
                 “Having the time of my life. The CMH is a great pussy magnet. I’ve banged five different women since I got it.”
 
                 “Congratulations.”
 
                 “You sound stressed man. Get yourself a Jack and Coke.”
 
                 “Peacock and Moses are being court-martialed tomorrow. I’m their defense attorney.”
 
                 “Jesus Christ. How’d that happen?”
 
                 “It’s all a long story. Also, Burger is MIA, probably KIA.”
 
                 “Fuck. You’re depressing me.”
 
                 “I’ll see you when we get back to Germany.” Bennett said morosely. Reilly hung up. Bennett hoped to God his plan would work tomorrow in the courtroom.
 
    
 
   Court Martial
 
   Assembly Area Versailles
 
   Northern Kuwait
 
   April 18, 1991
 
    
 
                 Bennett was shocked to see that Captain Plank of CI was the prosecuting attorney. As Bennett sat across the aisle with Peacock and Moses, Plank conferred with Lorraine and three CID agents, including Mr. Jones/Smyth. They appeared completely overly confident. Bennett looked at his watch. Things were going to blow sky high in the next few hours.
 
                 Bennett noticed that Blitzkrieg was the acting judge and that the Chaplain, Reno and three officers he didn’t know were the jury. Plank opened with a bombastic, scathing attack of Peacock and Moses. 
 
                 “Master Sergeant Wyatt Peacock and Staff Sergeant Stanton T. Moses are accused of hijacking goods from PX warehouses in Schweinfurt, Fulda, Wildflecken, Grafenwoehr, Hohenfels, Augsburg, Berlin, Bad Tolz and Garmisch. They are also accused of stealing a merchant marine ship, the HMS Rupert and re-naming it the SS Peacock. Upon arrival in the Kuwait Theater of Operations, they are accused of sabotaging a warehouse and a waste disposal truck belonging to the Kamil Brothers of Damman. They are also accused of hot-wiring and re-selling numerous white Nissan pick-ups belonging to various Bedouins in Saudi Arabia. Their nefarious activities also include robbing Iraqi civilians along Highway 8 and holding up the First National Bank of Basrah and the Karbala Savings and Loan.”
 
                 “Captain Plank, are you calling any witnesses?” Blitzkrieg asked.
 
                 “Yes sir. The prosecution calls Mr. Karl-Heinz Schuster of Nordlingen, Germany to the stand.” Bennett watched as the overweight Bavarian was sworn in. Plank opened fire again. “Mr. Schuster, tell the court what you saw the night the warehouse in Nordlingen was burglarized.”
 
                 “That night, I saw two American soldiers run to an army truck and speed away from the warehouse before the police arrived.” Plank nodded. He pointed to Peacock and Moses. “Are those the men you saw sir?”
 
                 “Yes, absolutely.”
 
                 “Objection your honor.” Bennett yelled.
 
                 “On what grounds Lieutenant Bennett?” Blitzkrieg asked.
 
                 “The weather reports from that evening state that there was thick fog. How could he identify the robbers so clearly?” Bennett sat down and waited for Blitzkrieg’ reply.
 
                 “Captain Plank?” Blitzkrieg asked.
 
                 “Mr. Schuster was walking his dog on the other side of the parking lot. He wasn’t more than thirty feet away from the defendants when he saw them.” Bennett sat down. Plank continued.
 
                 “The prosecution calls Mr. Jones of CID to the stand.”
 
   After the customary swearing-in, Plank began the questioning once again. “Mr. Jones why don’t you tell us about Operation Grand Slam?” Jones smiled. Peacock and Moses looked at each other.
 
                 “CID had been investigating reports of heists across Germany for a year. After tracking down the location of Peacock and Moses’ secret warehouse in Bullingen...”
 
                 “Objection, your honor; Peacock and Moses provided CID with signed receipts to account for every item in their warehouse.” Bennett said. Blitzkrieg looked at Plank.
 
   “Continue Mr. Jones.” Plank said.
 
   “Several months later, CID learned that Peacock and Moses had initiated Operation Grand Slam, which was a plan to steal military and non-military items across Germany and then sell them in Saudi Arabia. The goods were stored in an underground hangar that formerly belonged to the Third Reich.”
 
   “What proof do you have of this Operation Grand Slam?” Blitzkrieg asked Jones.
 
   “I have sworn statements from two CID informers who overheard Peacock and Moses bragging about this operation.” Jones handed them to Plank who showed them to Blitzkrieg. 
 
   “Objection,” Bennett stated. “The sworn statements contain hearsay, just rumors and should be thrown out as evidence.”
 
   “The court will strike the sworn statements from the record.” Blitzkrieg ordered. Bennett had won a small victory.
 
   Plank brought in his big guns. “The prosecution calls Mustapha and Hassan Kamil of Damman, Saudi Arabia to the stand.” Bennett watched in awe as the Kamil Brothers strolled into the courtroom and up to the stand where they promised to tell the whole truth and nothing but the truth. Mustapha took off his Foster Grants and gave Peacock and Moses a dirty look.
 
   Plank approached the stand. “Gentlemen, would you care to tell us about your association with Sergeants Peacock and Moses?” Mustapha began.
 
   “My brother Hassan and I met them in January. We told them we had a family business that went back 150 years. We wanted to help the American soldiers out by providing supplies to them at no cost. They told us to go to hell, that they had their own business and that if we interfered, they would kill us.” Plank whistled. “Then what happened?”
 
   “They burnt down one of our warehouses at the port for no apparent reason. My grandfather built those warehouses with his bare hands.” Mustapha held out his hands to the court. “It will cost us millions of riyals to rebuild them. Then they blew-up one of our waste management trucks. I ask you; is this not the mark of cruel men who wish to harm honest citizens?” Mustapha rattled on. “They also stole 50,000 dollars in cash that belonged to us. That set my brother and I back for a whole year. Hassan has had to take a second job sweeping streets in Dharan. My sister is forced to work in a sweatshop that makes sneakers. My brother and I are just happy to be alive, thanks to Allah. Peacock and Moses are pirates and deserve the harshest punishment the U.S. Army can give them.” Mustapha took out a handkerchief and began to cry. Plank and Hassan helped him down from the stand. 
 
                 If this wasn’t enough, Plank continued with his litany of witnesses. “The prosecution calls Mr. Beni al-Haza to the stand.” Bennett watched as a Bedouin man sat down and faced the court.
 
                 “Mr. al Haza are these the gentlemen you saw stealing your white Nissan pick-up truck in February?” Plank pointed to Peacock and Moses.
 
                 “Yes, those are the dogs.” The Bedouin spit on the ground. “I saw it happen when I was watering my sheep. The black man stole my truck with the other man there.” 
 
                 “Thank you sir, that’s all. You may step down.” Plank said. The Bedouin walked towards Peacock and Moses and then ripped off his sandal. He attempted to beat Moses in the head with it, but was stopped and dragged away by armed MP’s.
 
                 Bennett wondered how much worse it could get. The chances of saving Peacock and Moses were dwindling every minute. “The prosecution calls Mr. and Mrs. Jamal to the stand.” Plank parroted. An elderly couple entered and sat down next to Blitzkrieg. 
 
                 “Tell the court about the day you were both robbed at gunpoint on Highway 8, please.” Plank asked. Mr. Jamal spoke first.
 
                 “Those two, right there,” he pointed at Peacock and Moses. “They made us stop on the highway. Then they took my watch and my wife’s jewelry.”
 
                 “Is this correct mam?” Plank asked the old woman.
 
                 “Yes, yes, those animals forced me to give them my bracelet and necklace. I want them stoned.”
 
                 “Unfortunately, the uniform code of military justice prohibits stoning m’am, but hard labor is still a possibility.” Plank turned and smiled at Peacock and Moses. Then he turned to the jury and Blitzkrieg. “The prosecution has presented a myriad of witnesses and evidence which clearly shows that Master Sergeant Wyatt Peacock and Staff Sergeant Stanton T. Moses are guilty of felonies ranging from breaking and entering to armed robbery. We recommend that they both be found guilty and sentenced to 30 years with hard labor. We rest our case.”
 
                 “The court will recess for one hour. When we return, the defense will present its case.” Blitzkrieg ordered.
 
                 Bennett was too nervous to eat. What he really needed was a Jack and Coke. After an hour, the court martial commenced again. “Lieutenant Bennett, please present your defense.” Blitzkrieg stated. Bennett noticed the Tartar-like eyes watching him like a hawk. Bennett rose from his chair and began.
 
                 “The court will record that the defense believes Sergeants Peacock and Moses are completely innocent of all charges they have been accused of. Also, the defense believes that Lieutenant-Colonel Quincy Lorraine has deliberately made false accusations against both men out of jealousy and anger. Furthermore, the defense believes that not only are Peacock and Moses innocent and victims of slander, but that the real criminal in this court room in Lieutenant-Colonel Lorraine.”
 
                 “I object, your honor.” Plank said after he rocketed out of his seat.
 
                 “Objection sustained.” Blitzkrieg said. “Unless you have evidence to support your accusations against Lieutenant-Colonel Lorraine, the court orders you to cease from further personal attacks against the officer in question.”
 
                 “Your honor, I do have evidence.” Bennett turned and looked at Lorraine who sneered at him.
 
                 “Please present your evidence to the court, Lieutenant Bennett.” Bennett extracted a tape deck from his attaché case and inserted a small micro cassette in the recorder. “Your honor, if I may...Sergeants Peacock and Moses had long suspected that Lieutenant-Colonel Lorraine was attempting to not only destroy their careers, but their lives as well. The defense does not know or understand the motivation for such action. We can only present what we have. The following is a conversation recorded by Sergeants Peacock and Moses.” Bennett played the tape.
 
                 “I’ve been robbing PX warehouses in Germany for over a year.” Lorraine said on the tape. Plank snapped back at Bennett. 
 
                 “Objection... this is pure nonsense your honor.”
 
                 “You may continue Lieutenant Bennett.” Blitzkrieg answered. Bennett saw Reno smirking. He pressed play on the machine again.
 
                 “Why are you telling us this information sir?” You could plainly discern it was Peacock speaking.
 
                 “Because I need partners. It was too difficult to run Operation Grand Slam and steal the HMS Rupert by myself, but I did it all. I was responsible for blowing up the Kamil Brothers’ warehouses and their truck. I had to let them know I meant business. In the desert, I personally hot-wired two dozen Nissan pickups and re-sold them to other Bedouins.” 
 
                 “Sir, you’re a criminal.” Moses added on tape.
 
                 “Of course I’m a criminal Moses. Who do you think robbed those Iraqis along Highway 8 and committed armed robberies at two banks in Southern Iraq? I did: me, Lieutenant-Colonel Quincy Lorraine. I want you in as my partners. I’ll give you a small cut if you help me commit more crimes. Also, if you breathe a word of this to anyone, I’ll either kill both of you or have you sent to Leavenworth.”
 
                 “Sir, Moses and I don’t want to go to jail. We’re just a couple Joes who fix the TOC up and order spare parts. No thanks, compadre and adios.” Bennett shut the tape off. The courtroom was staring in awe at Lorraine.
 
                 “This case is dismissed. Sergeants Peacock and Moses you’re free to go. Lieutenant-Colonel Lorraine, you’re under arrest. Take him away men.” Blitzkrieg said. He shook his head and walked over to Reno who was speaking with Bennett, Peacock and Moses. 
 
                 “You gentlemen care to join me for a gin and tonic?”
 
                 “Hell yeah, general.” Peacock said. Bennett watched as MP’s escorted Lorraine out of the room.
 
                 “Game, set and match.” Bennett said. 
 
    
 
                 Back in Germany...
 
    
 
                 The 74th Cavalry Squadron returned to Germany the first week of May 1991. There were parades and parties held for the conquering heroes by Americans and Germans. Bennett participated in as few events as was possible for someone of his rank. He wanted to live a normal life again, to do things normal people did. He wanted out of the lean green machine forever. 
 
                 Reverberations from the court martial of Peacock and Moses still boomed around Bullingen. Lorraine had been cleared of all charges against him, but his career was chain-sawed to death by Reno who relieved him. Lorraine was assigned as the Burger Bar manager until his dishonorable discharge was processed. In revenge, and in his last act as squadron commander, Lorraine had given Bennett a horrific officer evaluation report. Bennett didn’t care. He had done what he had to do to save his friends. 
 
                 Reilly was back in Germany. On a warm night, Bennett, Reilly, the Chaplain, Peacock, Moses and Ferguson visited the Hotel Koenigshof in town for several drinks. As the Chaplain ordered a very large wheat beer, Bennett couldn’t help prying. “I thought devout Southern Baptists don’t drink.”
 
                 “Man, I never realized how uptight those cats were. What does alcohol, sex and dancing have to do with the Big G?”
 
                 “You got me.” Bennett sipped his beer. 
 
                 “I’m back to square one. Non-denominational is the way to go Bryce. It allows you complete freedom of choice.” Bennett nodded at his old friend. 
 
                 “Glad to see you’ve gotten your sanity back. I was worried about you for a while.” 
 
                 Bennett stared around the table at Reilly, the Chaplain, Peacock, Moses and Ferguson. He thought of Burger who was certainly dead and Zamboni who had finally lost his marbles in Arabia. As he examined each man, he realized that no matter what he did for the rest of his life, he would never meet men like this again. A camaraderie existed that could never be duplicated in the civilian world. He knew that nothing in his life would ever exceed what he had experienced during the last year and a half. Bennett mused that he had peaked at the ripe old age of 26. It was indeed the most maudlin moment he had ever experienced.
 
    
 
                 The following morning, Bennett drove out to visit Captain Reginald Zamboni who was currently residing in Room 23 of the General George S. Patton Psychiatric Ward. Bennett knocked on the door carrying a present. When no one answered, he entered cautiously. Zamboni was sitting in his pajamas watching a defense department training film from 1967 about the Soviet Army in East Germany. He looked up at Bennett and nodded. 
 
   “Sit down bud. Just catching up on Ivan. You know he’s really building up his forces over there.” Zamboni pointed to the window, which Bennett noticed, overlooked the old IGB. He walked to the window and looked out. He could see an old second generation guard tower, a few remaining strands of barbed wire and some dragon’s teeth. A group of children played soccer in what was formally no man’s land. 
 
                 “I brought you a present.” Bennett handed him the gift. Zamboni ripped it open with glee. No one had given him much since he in-processed at the looney bin.
 
                 “Wow, the Soviet Groups of Forces East Germany, order of battle book. Thanks.” Bennett smiled. He had pasted a top-secret cover sheet on it. It was neither classified nor important any more. It had as much use to army intelligence as an appendix has to a human being. Nevertheless, Zamboni thought it was top drawer. “I’ll have to go over this with a fine tooth comb, bud.” I’ve been plotting some units on the map there.” Bennett saw a map of Eastern Europe behind his desk. 
 
                 He stayed another ten minutes and then bid Zamboni farewell. Before leaving, he told Zamboni that he would visit him once a month. 
 
    
 
                 For the next fifteen years, Bennett kept his word to his old friend. Throughout this time, he witnessed Zamboni slip further and further into a variety of delusional mental states. The last time Bennett visited him, in March of 2006, Zamboni had accused Bennett of being an East German imposter, who was out to kill him and every member of army intelligence in Potsdam. 
 
                 The following month, Bennett was at work when he received a phone call from a doctor at the Patton Psychiatric Ward. Zamboni was dead. He had escaped from the hospital during the night and had somehow tripped an old East German mine that had never been retrieved from no man’s land.
 
                 It had taken almost two weeks for Bennett to wade through a sea of Defense Department red tape. But, he finally obtained what he requested; a full military funeral for Zamboni at Arlington National Cemetery. After thanking and bidding farewell to the squad of U.S. soldiers who had served at the funeral, Bennett stood by himself and looked at Zamboni’s tombstone. It read:
 
   Captain Reginald Zamboni
 
    United States Army
 
   January 1, 1954 – April 17, 2006
 
                 Bennett wondered what future generations would think about men like Captain Reginald Zamboni. Would they stop and pause to say a prayer for him? Would they even take time to read his grave marker? Would they even care? Probably not. 
 
                 For the next hour, Bennett walked in silence across Washington, D.C. He thought about the people he had known in the army for only a few years, but who had made such an impact on him for the rest of his life. 
 
   His good friend Sean Reilly had been discharged in 1993 and returned to his native Boston to own and operate a successful chain of gentlemen’s clubs where the house drink is Jack and Coke. During workdays, Tom Collins is at his master’s side, eating cheerios. 
 
   The Chaplain had at long last bid a fond farewell to religion of any kind. He’s currently the manager of a lingerie shop in Santa Monica, California. 
 
   Dwight David Burger’s body was never found. The Defense Department declared him officially killed in action in 1995. His tinted glasses and penis pump were returned to his parents in Ohio. 
 
   After being handed his dishonorable discharge in 1991, Quiche Lorraine disappeared from the surface of the earth. No one from the 74th Cavalry Squadron or the Crazy Eight ever heard from him again. 
 
   Hardass Ferguson retired from the army in 1998. He works as a bartender at the Fort Knox NCO Club. 
 
   Reno never made it to four stars. He retired a three-star, lieutenant general in 1997. He presently works for a major conservative cable news network as a military analyst. His rough and tumble comments are frequently edited. 
 
   Sergeants Peacock and Moses were both honorably discharged from active duty in the Spring of 1992. They have since made millions of dollars with their self-help promotional tapes, seminars and books. They travel the world, giving uplifting speeches about the power of a positive attitude and manifesting success.
 
                 As Bennett walked along Constitution Avenue, he thought about his own life since leaving the army in the winter of 1992. He had gone on to work as a reporter for The Stars and Stripes in Heidelberg. He left that job in 1996, to work for Reuters in Berlin. In 2005, he departed Reuters to work as a freelance writer. 
 
   Bennett continued to stroll down the sidewalk and past throngs of pedestrians when someone called out to him. 
 
                 “Loo-tenant. Loo-tenant Bennett!” Bennett turned around slowly. The voice was so familiar. Wyatt Peacock was standing ten feet away in front of the entrance to a bank. He placed an envelope in his coat pocket.
 
                 “Peacock, what are you doing out here?” 
 
                 “Just a little bankin’ sir. Also, Moses and I are doing a week-long seminar here in D.C.” Bennett laughed to himself. 
 
   “Where you headin’ now?” Peacock asked. Bennett explained to him that he had just returned from Zamboni’s funeral. Peacock looked deeply saddened. 
 
   “The Zambone was a good man. The army destroyed his life.”
 
   “That’s affirmative.” Bennett replied, looking down at the curb and feeling a tear well up in his eye. Peacock pointed down the street to his left. “I was fixin’ to meet Moses over at the Steak House. Why don’t we all get some chow? We’ll catch up on old times.” Bennett thought for a moment and smiled.
 
                 “Alright.” 
 
   “Great,” Peacock said. “Hey, remember the time we had to bail ole Reilly out of the whorehouse?” 
 
   “Oh, yeah...” Bennett smiled. Peacock slapped him gently on the back. “Those were the days...”
 
   The two walked down the avenue. Bennett gazed down the street and into the sun. He heard a church bell chime once, a child laugh, and a taxi honk its horn. He thought back to days that glittered with the light of youth. Hope seemed eternal.              
 
                 
 
                 March, 2011
 
   The four vehicle convoy had been travelling all day through the mountainous, Taliban controlled area of Afghanistan. Bennett was in the lead vehicle, gazing out the window and wondering how in the hell he had gotten himself into another god forsaken war. In what he could only describe as a moment of patriotic insanity, he had rejoined the Reserves in 2001 a month after 9/11. The army had even been kind enough to put him back in military intelligence as a captain. He had spent the last ten years hiding out in the inactive reserves, giving the army a series of addresses ranging from a ranch in Texas to a log cabin in the Austrian Alps. He did nothing and was still promoted, even after writing the reserve commanding general that an old injury from the Vicksburg Campaign was rearing its ugly head again. Strangely, he was promoted to Major two months after he mailed the letter. That was the army for you. The more you hated it, the more it loved you. As the wars in Iraq and Afghanistan heated up, Bennett prayed fervently that the army would never find him. But, they did. The bastards always did.
 
   He had been in Afghanistan for a month and he could officially say that he despised the place. He hated it all, and mostly because in this war, he had too much damn responsibility. There were no larger than life characters, no antics, nothing, except for death all around him. And, it looked like it would go on forever. He longed for the days of his youth and the free-spirited insouciance that had defined him. He had been on a quest for the last ten years to find his youth, but it had been evading him like some type of ghost with a sick sense of humor. 
 
                 When the IED exploded, Bennett felt as if he was being simultaneously thrown and torn apart at the same time. He was. The impact tossed him and the driver and the armored Hummer into the air like child’s toys in a sandbox. When he landed thirty feet away, he was still conscious. He could hear other soldiers from his unit returning fire at the Taliban. He gazed down and realized his right leg was missing. He was coughing up blood and something hot was burning in his abdomen. It was actually an eight inch piece of shrapnel that had been hurled into his liver at supersonic speed. Strangely, he could feel no pain in his left arm, even though it was shredded by the explosion as well. 
 
                 Bennett knew he was dying. He tried to yell for a medic, but the words never came. As he lay on the rocky ground, mortally wounded, bleeding internally and gasping for breath, he couldn’t help but think of all of them: Zamboni, Lorraine, Reno, Peacock, Moses, Burger, Hardass Ferguson, the Chaplain and Reilly. Bennett smirked a little. Yes, Reilly! There he is. Finally! It was Reilly’s chopper. He was coming to rescue his friend, to pluck him up in the sky and take him to safety. Reilly would save him. But, it wasn’t a helicopter. And, it wasn’t Reilly. It was a boot. Sanderson, the medic had found him. The kid gave Bennett an injection. 
 
                 “Major Bennett. You’re gonna be alright sir. Hang in there. Medevac’s on the way.”  He was trying to stop Bennett’s leg from bleeding. Bennett could barely hear him. He tried to speak, but more blood spilled out of his mouth. As it did, he saw a brilliant light in the distance. He couldn’t help but focus on it. It was the most beautiful thing he had ever seen in his life. It was like a multi-colored tunnel. It seemed to be getting closer and closer. He stared at it and as he did, he remembered the parades, the celebrations for the conquering heroes after the last war, that splendid little war. Those were the days Bennett. Those were the days and they were gone. There wouldn’t be anything like that this time. There would be no fanfare, no red, white and blue bunting, no patriotic speeches, nothing at all, for all glory is fleeting. He looked into the tunnel again. It was so close now. Was that? No, it couldn’t be. He laughed and spit up more blood. Bennett reached out toward the medic and took his last breath.
 
    
 
   Bennett is buried at Arlington National Cemetery next to his friend, Captain Reginald Zamboni. 
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