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    Chapter 1: Jungle


    

      

        [image: image]

      


    


  


  We are surrounded by a primordial jungle, the heat and moisture is like a sauna wrapping around us and makes even breathing difficult. I’m puffing to extract the rich oxygen from the damp air. My uniform is soaked and sticks to me in all the wrong places furthering the wet blanket sensation of claustrophobia. Thank Christ we aren’t wearing underwear. Bunch balls and crotch rot we do not need. There is no room to sweat, no room to cool off. 


  The trees are enormous prehistoric structures, hundreds of feet high, and hundreds, maybe thousands of years old. The base of the trees as they curve to meet the earth are more than twenty feet high at the apex and covered in moss, assorted jungle flora and fauna, and vines climbing and twisting out of sight. Shit, there could be an army of gooks in the trees and we would never know until we’re dead.


  Everywhere there are clumps of ferns as large as houses. The leaves on giant unidentifiable plants are 10 feet long and 3 feet wide. A fleeting thought of monster meat eating plants flits through my mind. We cannot move without stepping on or disturbing the plants. The plant leaves shaking and waving as we pass is a dead giveaway of our presence.


  It is half-light even though it is the middle of the afternoon. We are shielded from the sun by the canopy of the trees hundreds of feet above us. Yet occasional spots of sunlight slip through from above and hit plants which light up like neon lights. Drifting amongst the trees and plants are patches of mist or fog just hanging and floating in the air, like vaporous alien life forms. I smell the rich odor of vibrant vegetation over the pungent stench of plant and animal rot. It is a surrealistic world. Nature’s living breathing Salvador Dali painting. 


  Around us the jungle is a cacophony of creature sounds, birds clattering and squawking. Tree animals, some form of monkey I suppose, are rustling the branches and yipping and howling as they move from limb to limb. Insects by the truckload, some biting, some crawling, all contributing their sounds into the jungle orchestration. Reptiles everywhere, coiling and hanging in loops from tree branches, the flick of motion as they strike and seize their victims, the soft sighing rustling  sounds as they flow across the leaf carpeted jungle floor and through the greenery. Christ, I hate snakes.


  Such prolific life forms all living and functioning in a careful time and evolution engineered chain of biology of who eats who. Nature on steroids. I am getting confusing signals, a sense of peace and contentment of Mother Nature doing what she does best, and at the same time a sense of expectancy of pending disaster. It is a confusion of emotional senses clouding my self-preservation radar. 


  Cambodia, the deep jungles of Cambodia, so this is what they mean by a steaming jungle. How the fuck can anyone live in this, survive, and conduct war. Just living and not being consumed by the jungle is a full time job. We are but another entry in the biological food chain. A pair of large rich blood bloated bipedals, ripe for the jungle to pluck and feed on.


  I glance at P-man, noticing the beads of sweat rolling down over the camouflage grease paint on his face, and signal a direction towards a cluster of coiling vines climbing a tree trunk. Using my machete I single out a thick vine and slice it open. Immediately water pours out and I drink. P-man follows suit.


  “Christ,” mutters P-man, “We must be in the jungles at the beginning of time!” 


  I just nod and take a pull of bourbon chaser from the canteen on my belt and offer it to P-man. He shakes his head. 
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    Chapter 2: Firebase Foxtrot
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  The dust, choking red fucking dust, in my eyes, ears, nose, throat and choking my lungs! Jimmy Hendricks guitar, Purple Haze, howls out of Roseler and Shaker’s bunkered hooch. 


  “Jesus H Christ,” I complain bitterly, “If it isn’t the gooks, the jungle, or the fucking snakes trying to kill us, the fucking dust will smother us!”


  I pull my ghillie hat off and wipe the dust and sweat of my face with my t-shirt and check the photo of Daria inside my hat brim.


  “You forgot the fucking military command shitheads,” adds P-man, “Don’t forget those incompetent assholes!”


  Firebase Foxtrot, Vietnam, fifty clicks from Pleiku, on the edge of the La Drang Valley, real close to Cambodia. Less than two acres on top of a high hill stripped of vegetation, all red dirt, with a collection of dirty bunkers and ratty sandbags surrounded by coiled razor wire and minefields. And dust, Christ, dust billowing up in swirling clouds from the choppers thumping their way in and out resupplying ammo, men, mail, food, gear. Ass and trash they call it, hauling ass and trash.


  My name is Corporal Hudson (Hud) Reynolds, 24 years old, Marine sniper, ho-yah, 15 confirmed gook kills. We snipe in teams of two, a spotter and a shooter. I shoot a tick better, so P-man spots. PFC Phoenix (P-man) Wall is a good lad, solid as the day is long, good man to have at your back, a Canadian volunteer. We’re short timers, less than a month left in our rotation. God, I can’t wait to get back to Daria, and yet I have terrible anxiety she will reject the version of me that comes back from Nam.


  Today P-man and I have drawn the sand bag maintenance detail. Check all the bunkers for broken sand bags and replace them. No leaking sandbags allowed. Shit, like it makes a bloody difference. Besides they are just bags of red dirt anyway. There’s no goddamned sand for miles in any direction. But when Major Farris says, “You two boys have a special treat today, you are on sandbag detail!” You do not be bitching or moaning or you will get to be on latrine duty and burn barrels of shit and piss. 


  Roseler and Shaker are doing latrine duty right now, pulling the barrels from the backs of the latrines. Then pouring in some jet fuel from the Huey’s fuel supply into the barrels, lighting it up, and stirring the excrement with a stick while the noxious odors of burning shit and toxic black sooty clouds billow into the air. Most everyone vomits from the stench. It warms my heart just thinking about it because I know how much everyone hates latrine detail. Sandbag detail doesn’t seem near as bad.


  It has been a quiet routine for the last week or so. The patrols go out they come back without contact with the gooks. Everyone is glad, but also uneasy as we don’t know what the hell is going on. OPCOM seems to know even less than we do. Charles is likely planning something huge while we wander around with our dicks in our hands being useless. There is an uneasy pregnant air over the firebase.
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    Chapter 3: Briefing
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  OPCOM briefing and sniper team assignment is underway. Major Farris, the huge black dude chewing the cigar who should be playing football, is assigning the day’s missions to the squads, and the sniper teams to the squads. P-Man and I are not assigned to a patrol squad. This is an ominous sign as we may be assigned to pull a special Ops duty. Not good!


  Major Farris waves us over to his corner of the Operations tent.


  “Got good news and bad news for you two boys,” he states around his cigar. 


  “Good news is I had one of the boys back home acquire one of these babies for me,” he clunks down a 10 inch long black metal tube on his desk, “And I want you boys to try it out and give me a full report on its performance!”


  “How the hell did you get a silencer sir?” I ask in awe.


  “Never you mind how I got it. And it is not a silencer! It is an NSD, noise suppression device. Just use the fucking thing to smack some gooks!” his face wrinkles into a crooked grin.


  “Now the bad news is,” he continues, “I want you two humping over to some co-ordinates where we think there is some very important gooks planning a big op, and fuck their day up royally!” he points to a position on his wall map.


  “Shit Major, we aren’t supposed to be in Cambodia.” I say. “Besides P-man and I are low time, fuck we have less than a month left in our rotation, how about send in a fresh meat team!”


  “That’s right, Hud,” he grins, “Low time, ain’t it a bitch, but you two boys are the best team I have and I need you guys to do recon and to wreak some havoc, if there is anything there. Besides a fresh meat virgin team will not make 5 clicks in the shit!”


  “Major, it’s at least two days hike in and two days back and if anything goes to shit we can’t call for an extraction or medic dust off, or fuck all as we are in Cambodia!” says P-man.


  Major Farris just grins all the wider, “Yup, its beautiful isn’t it, no paper work because the Special Op doesn’t even exist. So don’t fuck it up and it will be a walk in the park. Now head over to maintenance and get this beauty screwed on yer damn sniper rifle, Hud, and get your sorry asses out of here!”


  Nobody says no to Major Farris more than once, and lives to not regret it. There is no choice; we are going into Cambodia, fuck, fuck, and fuck! 


  The devil rears his head and begins to smile!
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    Chapter 4: Testing
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  Budweiser beer cans at 300 yards. A short range test to evaluate the effect of the silencer on my Remington Model 70 bolt action sniper rifle in .308 caliber. I lay the gun over a sandbag and sight up the first beer can and squeeze the trigger. A soft “POOOF”, like disconnecting a compressor air-line is all the rifle says and the beer can leaps off the tree branch. 


  “Son of a bitch,” says Roseler “Damn rifle doesn’t make any noise at all. It’s quieter than a pellet rifle!” 


  “Your point of impact is low by one inch,” says P-man, as he peers through the binoculars, “a couple of clicks up will fix it!”


  “Roger.” I say, spinning off the top turret cover and clicking in a couple of clicks of vertical adjustment, cycle the bolt, get quiet, and sight up the second beer can.


  Millar, the laid back Texan, wanders over to view the activities.


  “Har, those beer cans put’n a dangerous move on you peckerheads, or are you just executing them on general principle?” he drawls.


  My sniper rifle says “POOOF” and the second beer can leaps off the tree branch.


  “Point of impact is right on,” says P-man.


  “What in the fuck is the matter with your rifle, Hud?” asks Millar.


  “Silencer,” I say.


  “You gotta be shitting me,” he gawks, “Where in the hell did you steal one of those, you prick?”


  “Got it from Major Farris, he was grinning like a damned cat when he handed it to me.” I chuckle.


  “Some fucking deal,” grouches P-man, “We have to go into Cambodia to use it on a possible gook encampment.”


  “Cambodia, oh man, you two are so fucked!” drawls Millar, “Shit we won’t even try to find your maggot ridden remains, that’s how fucked you are. Farris can shove his damn silencer up his ass. I sure as hell ain’t going in to Cambodia!”


  “POOOF”, says my rifle as the third beer can gets shot to hell.


  “Big talk Millar, you asshole, when was the last time you told Farris to go fuck himself when he gave you orders?” glares P-man.


  “What choice do any of us really have?” Roseler interjects. “Here, have a pull on this and think about it, fools.” he passes a silver flask of bourbon to Millar.


  “POOOF”, says my rifle and a beer can dies. “Christ, Roseler, has Shaker got you drinking that damn horse piss too?” I ask.


  “Hair of the dog, Hud, hair of the dog,” grins Roseler.


  “Well fuck, as much as it pains me to say so, you’re right,” says Millar, “Nobody says no to Farris more than once and lives to brag about it!” He tips back a long pull from the bourbon and lights a smoke.


  “So like when you two dumb fucks get wasted by the gooks, how’d it be if I go back home and fuck your women for you, how about it? Daria is too fucking hot for you anyway, Hud, you dead asshole!” he continues.


  “Millar, you’re a fucking asshole to be sure,” I grin. “But that little pecker of yours wouldn’t make a woman do anything but laugh until she pees!”


  “Fuckin eh, you be needle dink the bug fucker Millar,” guffaws P-man.


  “Yeah right, fuck y’all, you’re both walking dead men, assholes!” sulks Millar as he picks up his rifle and flicks his cigarette butt at us and wanders off to guard duty.
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    Chapter 5: The Stalk
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  We have our gear collected and it makes a pretty impressive pile. Enough water is a problem. There will be lots on the way but likely contaminated. Fresh rain water in leaves and water from vines will be our best bet. Field rations eaten cold. Some tinned shit supposed to be boned chicken and rice, or bacon and eggs, etc, etc. When you open the damn tins you can’t even tell what the hell the mess is!


  Given we are close to the Cambodian border anyway and most of the stalking will be in enemy occupied territory we elect to wear our complete camouflage ghillie suit right from the get go. Every piece of equipment is covered in camouflage tape, and ghillie strips, even the silencer, gun barrel, scope and stock of my sniper rifle. Grease camo paint on our faces. From 40 feet away in the jungle we are invisible shadows. Ho yah!


  The boys in communications have installed a high tech scrambling chip in a PRK 10 portable transmitter/receiver. Grunts like us just call them “prick 10” radios. We are instructed to check in every 4 hours, with extremely short transmissions. We do not want Charlie, or anyone really, knowing where we are. Our frequency will be monitored 24-7, our call sign is Streetgang, and the firebase is Almighty.


  Our orders are pretty simple. Hump twenty clicks into the Cambodia jungle, avoiding any enemy contact, recon the gook encampment at the designated co-ordinates, kill as many gook officers as possible, destroy as much as possible, hump back to our Fire Base avoiding any contact.


  We shoot a compass heading and set out. 


  I check the pic of Daria in my hat and murmur my love for her. My stomach tightens at the thought of not coming back and seeing her again...


  Millar is at it again “Well, well, the houseplants are off to get smoked in Cambodia, tough shit suckers.”


  “Kiss my ass Millar, you motherfucker,” growls P-man.


  I give Millar the one finger salute as I hump by. 


  It is tense setting out, always is, but this time it is a long mission and the chances are not good at all of returning. It all seems very contrived, the more you cheat death the tougher the missions get until you are finally smoked. Under a fucking month left and we are off to Cambodia, fucking son of a bitch, fucking Army!


  The devil is standing and begins to chuckle...


  By noon we are deep in the Cambodia jungle, stopped to recheck our position, rest, drink a bit of water from the vines, and eat some rations. The swig of bourbon cuts through my thoughts and pushes the situation into increased clarity. It is too easy to get complacent in the jungle, distracted by the multitude and richness of the environment, distracted until you are dead.


  “Almighty, Almighty, this is Streetgang, radio check,” I mummer quietly into the Prick 10.


  “Streetgang, Streetgang, this is Almighty, check affirmative,” comes the low hissing reply. 


  The terrain is rough with deep ravines running across our path, handy for course deviations. We never hump in a straight line toward their target. Directional changes must be made every hour at least. Otherwise anyone tracking you will know immediately where you are going and set up an ambush for you. Also we must backtrack a couple of times per day to pick up anyone tracking us. It is a very dangerous game of cat and mouse and we sure as hell do not want to become the mouse.


  “Nice and peaceful,” whispers P-man. “Just like a jungle should be.”


  “Sure,” I whisper.


  Checking the pic of Daria in my hat I think, God, I love that woman. I am so scared of getting smoked out here in this rolling clusterfuck...


  P-man is in his element in the deep jungle. His disposition is in harmony with our surroundings. He is calm, quiet, relaxed yet attentively aware to changes in the jungle sounds and rhythms. Moving calmly and silently on point he slips through the jungle, a predator on the hunt. We hump along quietly as possible for the next 2 hours, no talking, no smoking, no noise, and trying our best to be invisible.


  Entering a shallow stream in the bottom of a ravine we elect to walk up-stream several hundred meters before going to shore. The running water makes it difficult for predators to follow our tracks and scent. Leaving the stream we climb slowly up the side of the ravine staying in the cover of the jungle foliage as much as possible and avoiding open ground. We are very careful not to let anything metal scrape across the rocks as we climb. Sounds like that are out of place in the jungle. Approaching the top we pause in cover and rest while scanning the far side of the ravine for any indications of being tracked. There is nothing, just the jungle and the sounds.


  It is getting darker, almost evening half-light gloom as the sky clouds up and the afternoon thunderstorms begin to grumble in the distance.


  P-man says, “What’d think Boss, you want to keep going until the storm gets close and then hole up until it passes?”


  “Works for me,” I say, “And we can have some grub and get a few hours of sleep while the storm is on.”


  The jungle thins out a bit on the ridges and high points as the rocks hold the vegetation at bay. But in the bottom of the ravines it is very slow going and the jungle is damn near impenetrable. We cannot see more than 5-6 feet ahead. Every time we cross a ridge we shoot a compass heading to ensure we maintain our direction even when doing the course deviations.


  The storm is getting closer, louder and the first drops of rain are beginning to fall. The lightning and thunder are really screwing up our jungle sounds. It is time to hole up for a few hours until things calm down and we can hear the jungle properly.


  P-man suddenly raises his clenched fist, shit it must be Charlie. He points and makes walking signs with his fingers, we are about to cut across a jungle trail. Not something to do in a thunderstorm. Charlie is notorious for moving men and materials in rotten weather. His logic is no one would be so stupid to be out in such shitty weather. Charlie may be a damn un-educated gook, but he sure as hell is not stupid and extremely jungle smart.


  Stepping back carefully from the trail we hunker down in a thicket of bushes where we can see the trail and are away from trees as best can be. Be an ironic bitch to get taken out by a lightning striking on a tree we are hiding behind. As we slip our ponchos on to try to remain partly dry I do a quick radio check. It’s a little early, but better now than a couple of hours late due to the storm.


  “Go ahead and catch some nap time,” I say. “I’ll take the first watch for about an hour or so. The storm is likely going to last at least a couple of hours.”


  “Roger,” whispers P-man. “Bastard, I need a coffee and a smoke with this damned boned chicken!” He wastes no time in shoveling in his tin of cold food and pulling his poncho over his head and curling up.


  I have time to eat, check the trail, and look at the picture of Daria and remember her touch, her perfume and the sound of her voice. 


  God, how I miss that woman. I am so scared of dying out here in this fucking jungle. And even if I do manage to get back alive will I still be the man she knew and loved. The longer I stay in the jungle the more animal I become. The weed and Jack Daniels keep the night terrors at bay but...


  The Devil is enjoying this immensely, rubbing his hands, licking his lips, and chuckling...


  The storm has made it almost completely dark now, I check my watch. A movement catches my eye on the trail. Sure as hell, the gooks are moving supplies in the storm. Wiry little fuckers dressed in black pajamas with the peaked woven straw hats to keep the rain out of their eyes. Each man or woman carrying a huge pack on their back. Jesus they are tough little bastards to carry such a load and jog all night long. For every 10 gooks carrying packs there is a soldier with an AK-47 machine gun. In addition, and in all likelihood, the human convoy has patrols out in the jungle on each side to provide protection. But I’ll bet they would be surprised as hell to get attacked this far in Cambodia. I mark the convoy position on my map. It is time for P-man to wake up and do his watch while I grab a little sleep.
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    Chapter 6: The Village
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  “Hud, time to rise and shine,” P-man whispers.


  I grunt a reply, check my watch, shit 90 minutes have gone by and it feels like ten. The rain has stopped and the storm has past.


  “Any more gooks on the trail?” I ask.


  “Nope, been quiet for 30 minutes now, but it was a freeway for a while.” mutters P-man.


  “Shit, I need coffee, this humping around in the jungle eating cold food, no coffee or a smoke sucks the big one.” I bitch.


  “Ha, don’t forget the weed and booze,” adds P-man, “we might as well be completely comfortable out here.”


  “No shit, let’s get across this damn trail and get the hell out of here.” I hiss.


  The jungle has its own smells and sounds. We bury the empty food tins, bury your shit, when you crap, coffee smells will drift a long way, like wood smoke or tobacco smoke. If you want to have coffee and a smoke, you might as well shoot up a fucking flare to tell Charlie we are here. No smells, no trail to follow, no sounds, just ghosts.


  We hump along for a couple of hours in the gloom and reduced jungle sounds as evening turns into night. My nerves jump as P-man raises a hand to halt. 


  “What,” I hiss, looking for movement in the jungle around us.


  “Caught a whiff of wood smoke, there must be a camp close by,” says P-man. “Maybe just over this ridge.”


  We crest the ridge very carefully making sure we are not silhouetted against the sky. Sure as hell P-man is right. Down in a small valley, larger than some of the other ravines we have been crossing, is sprawled a collection of six or so straw huts. The outside fire pits are flickering in the gloom and the smell of wood smoke is quite plain. We can just make out the figures moving around. 


  “Nice call,” I say. “Let’s go to ground here tonight as it is really getting too dark to comfortably work our way around the camp and we need to get some rest, my ass is dragging!”


  “Roger that, I am done and done. Can we have Chinese food order in?” whispers P-man.


  “Fuck, you asshole, I wish,” I reply. “How about cold canned shit called boned chicken or bacon and eggs?”


  “Better than being shot I suppose,” say P-man. “Catch some rest, I’ll take the first watch while I enjoy my lovely late night snack.”


  I get my depression in the jungle floor dug and crawl into it and cover up with sticks, leaves, moss and whatnot becoming part of the jungle, put my head down and am asleep immediately.


  I’m a piss poor dancer and always feel like a clumsy clod when I try. But when Daria is dancing with me all the clumsy goes away and I don’t notice my awkwardness. Daria is a feather on her feet which never need to touch the floor. She just floats in my arms. I breathe in the smell of her hair and feel her cuddled against my chest. And I dance better than anyone can. Who the hell is calling me...?


  “Hud, stop dancing and wake up,” whispers P-man.


  “Ah, jesus, how the fuck did you know I was dancing with Daria? I mumble.


  “You were humming and making happy sounds, you love struck asshole,” chuckles P-man. “I should have just left you for Charlie, he loves to dance you know.”


  “Ah Christ, you do a radio check on time?” I ask.


  “Yup, it’s cool. In a couple hours it will be first light. We should move out then and get around this damn village” says P-man.


  “Roger, it’s a good call, get some rest dude,” I mutter.


  Reality is flooding back on to me and I feel sick as I measure the possibilities of staying alive. Fucking cold canned bacon and eggs shit. Water chaser, aw fuck.


  The devil smiles and stretches and scratches and points at me and chuckles in anticipation...


  The jungle is beginning to wake up, there is no sun yet but the sky is becoming light. It is peaceful and serene, the time between dreams of night and the harsh glare of the day. The temperature is comfortable and the jungle smells vegetation fresh from last evenings rain. 


  P-man is correct, I am a love struck asshole, my love for Daria is a blessing and a curse. She is what keeps me going when the guilt and madness of killing are suffocating me and its Daria keeping the evil from closing in and transforming me into the devils’ legionnaire. Yet at the same time I am focusing on her so much to keep me sane I fear I am missing the telltale clues of my environment. Tell tales can keep me alive. I should have smelt the campfire smoke last evening at the same time P-man did. Fuck, I have to pay more attention!


  There is a movement by the village. Shouldering my rifle I scan through the scope. Shit, it’s a two man gook patrol coming out of the jungle on the left of the village. What the hell are they doing out here at this time of day. They are slowly moving from hut to hut. A young girl with waist length hair is coming into the village from the right carrying two buckets of water on a yoke across her shoulders. She stops when she sees the patrol and puts the water buckets down. One of the gooks is gesturing as he questions her. She is shaking her head. The gook slaps her hard and she falls to her knees. An old woman comes out of a hut protesting and waving her arms. The second gook turns and shoots her twice, not even raising his weapon. The old woman crumples to the ground. The young girl is screaming and trying to get away to the old woman. But the first gook has her by the hair and throws her to the ground. He slaps her again and sets his rifle down and kneeling rips the girls dress off.  Oh fucking Christ, you fucking piece of shit, this girl is maybe ten years old. 


  Hud, Hud, my love, don’t let this happen to the girl. Hud, listen to me, you need to save the girl from this...please, for me Hud, says Daria! 


  No, No, No, fuck off, screams the devil in excitement, let the boys have their fun with the little gook bitch, she is worthless...


  No...I don’t want to watch, but I cannot move. No... I don’t want this to happen, but I must not...fuck, fuck, fuck..I can’t let this happen! You cocksucking piece of shit, today you die. I flick the safety off and as the gook climbs on top of her I place the scope crosshairs on his head and squeeze the trigger. POOOF says my rifle and WHACK the gooks head explodes in gobs of red muck. In the fractional second of stunned silence I cycle the rifles action and just as the second gook takes his first step to run for cover POOOF...SMACK I drive a 173gr. bullet through his lungs and rip his fucking backbone out. How does it feel you fucking low-life, piece of shit, child raping, cocksuckers?


  The girl is sobbing, sitting up and trying to pull her cloths together; she raises her head and looks at the two bodies and then turns her head and looks directly at me. She is a lovely, sweet ten year old child. How the fuck can she see me, it’s impossible and at the 500 yard range she couldn’t have heard my rifle. She is looking exactly at me, what the fuck...?


  “You fucking idiot,” hisses P-man. “Do you have any idea what you have just done?”


  “Smoked a couple of child raping, motherfucking gooks,” I reply grimly.


  “No you shithead, you have killed everyone in the village and let every gook in the jungle know we are here!” P-man rasps.


  “Maybe, but there are villagers already busy dragging the bodies away and cleaning up the mess.” I say watching through the scope. “Those two gook fuckers will just be MIA’s and nobody will know anything!”


  “We better fucking hope so, you trigger happy asshole,” says P-man. “Let’s get the hell out of here, chop, chop. We need distance from this mess!”
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    Chapter 7: The Gook Camp
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  It is mid-afternoon; we lay just below a ridge line, invisible in the jungle foliage observing the VC camp. For once OPCON was right, this is a large camp. It appears to be a major mustering point for men and supplies. Not that Charlie needs much in the way of supplies, he has no mechanization to speak of, but he has to eat and he has to have ammunition. 


  P-man is drawing a map of the encampment, noting entrances, exits, munitions storage huts, officer’s huts and the like. The VC doesn’t have any officer or rank designation on clothing visible, the smart buggers. But it is easy to tell who is an officer as they are the ones yelling and waving their arms, while the rest of the men scurry around.


  “How do you want to handle this boss?” asks P-man.


  “Well I’m not too interested in hanging around here very long, so we need to do serious damage quick and get the hell out.” I ponder. “I’d bet there is a tunnel behind the camp going back into the ridge, it would sure be good for us to collapse the entrance. They have the little putt, putt generator running for the radio’s which means there must be gasoline in one of those huts, maybe the one where they are dragging crates of ammo into and out of. So it would be nice to blow it to hell too.”


  “I count four huts which are important, two likely have stuff in them to go bang, one is just food from what I see coming and going to it, and the last one over there has the arm waving guys coming and going from it so it’s likely an OPCOM hut.” says P-man.


  “Nice, four huts needing to go bang, and a tunnel entrance to collapse. Now as far as the shooting goes I figure we can snipe a few easy enough but they are going to be able to determine our position the more we shoot just by how the bodies are falling, so we can only shoot a few and then we would have to move. So maybe to get around moving I should start sniping the single isolated gooks while you are working your way close enough to use the grenade launcher on the huts and the tunnel entrance. In the commotion of the grenades I can snuff some more officers and they will be too busy scrambling around to figure where we are. How does that sound?” I ask.


  “Boss, you are an evil son of a bitch to be sure!” grins P-man. 


  “Well thank ya buddy, I do try hard, now one last thing. I’ll do the harvesting here and when I hear you stop firing the grenade launcher I’ll move up the valley and keep right on going toward the high point on the ridge.”  I reply.


  “I was wondering how the hell we get out of here,” says P-man. “It will suit me fine.” 


  “Yeah, we will rendezvous on the high point of the ridge at say 2100 hours.” I mutter.


  “Done boss, when does the show start?” asks P-man


  “About dusk when I can still see clearly through the scope. And you start stalking 30 minutes before I start shooting and get within grenade launcher range. Once you blow the huts and the tunnel to shit you head for the rendezvous point pronto and I will shoot every fucking gook I can in the confusion. I’ll be able to see from the light of the fires.” I reply.


  “Done and done, gives me time for a meal and a nap before the fun starts.” says P-man.
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    Chapter 8: The Firefight
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  It is dusk; P-man has left to slither down close to the camp to get within grenade launcher range. The camp is 800 yards away from my position, give or take a bit, depending on which hut I am ranging on. My 173 grain match grade bullet will leave the rifle muzzle at 2550 ft/sec. At 800 yards it will drop 80 inches. But even at distance the damage to a human is horrific. The entry wound hole of the bullet is a neat .30 inch but the bullet is spinning for stabilization at an incredible 153,000 rpm and expands immediately as it enters the flesh turning it into a jagged ¾ inch saw which chews a huge hole out the targets back, the exit hole will be 4 inches across.  It is time to turn loose the dogs of war. It’s red mist time!


  I get real comfy with the .308 over my pack, my ammunition packs handy, my elbows firm in the soil and get a solid cheek weld on the rifle. There is no cross wind to speak of, the foliage is not moving here or at the huts. The first target is a gook alone by the food hut having a smoke. It will be best to drop the single soldiers first so as not to alert the rest any sooner than I have to. I put the crosshairs of the 10 power scope on his upper chest as I suspect some additional bullet drop I have not compensated for as he is on the far side of the camp. POOOF and Charlie is thrown backward with a wet THUNK. Yup, about a 5 inch drop from point of aim to point of impact. I dial in a couple of vertical adjustment clicks on the scope. Second target is an officer who was yelling at four men hauling ammo crates. Now he is at the back of a hut with his back to me taking a piss. POOOF ... SMACK, Charlie is face down in his urine, never knew what hit him. I get four more single soldiers as they move through the huts. They are dead before they hit the ground. Counting the two gook bastards in the village the score is 8 dead. But now the harvesting gets more complex. The soldiers walking, smoking, and pissing alone are dead. We do not have unlimited time so I must begin the harvest in earnest now and do my best to select the officers from the groups of men. I keep my scope close to the hut where the officers had been going in and out of. So far no luck, they are not emerging.


  A group of men are coming out of one of the closer huts and following a soldier who is pointing and yelling. I set the crosshairs on his chest and squeeze the trigger POOOF...WHACK the bullet runs high and blasts through his chin and lower face all but tearing his head off. The men around him are splattered in blood and bone bits and in shock for a fraction of a second and then they scatter yelling like hell. So much for stealth, they sure as hell know we are here now. I get two more shots off killing a couple of them as they hide on the wrong side of a hut. Bad mistake fellas, you guessed wrong. POOOF...SMACK, POOOF...SMACK.


  I hear a CLUNK and recognize it as the sound of P-man firing the grenade launcher. He is targeting the fuel and ammo hut, KA WHUMP, the grenade goes off and takes the gasoline containers with it. A couple of them blow straight up through the roof spiraling flaming gas. The hut is burning real good now and some of the ammo is beginning to cook off and bullets are whining out in every direction. The light from the fire is perfect for me. P-man turns his attention to the entrance of the tunnel into the hill. I am watching the officer’s hut. Oh yeah here they come, come on you fucking gooks! The first three out the door die immediately; the last one gets blown back inside the hut.


  P-man is firing and reloading as fast as he can, the rhythmic CLUNKS as the grenades arc into the tunnel mouth, the food hut, the second ammo tent. KA WHUMP, KA WHUMP, KA WHUMP. There is a tremendous concussion and explosion from the tunnel, a huge gout of earth and jungle seems to rise up in the air and then fall back down into the hole blasting a cloud of dust across the camp. Christ, those crazy buggers must have had explosives stacked inside the mouth of the tunnel. The second ammo hut is on fire now as is the food hut. There is complete and absolute chaos and mayhem in the camp. Soldiers are running in all directions. More officers, well at least I hope they are officers, are spilling out of the OPS hut now, some of them are carrying papers and map tubes. Too many for me to fire quickly enough to kill them all, I whack another four of them, the rest slip off into the shadows. KA WHUMP, the officers OPS tent disappears in an orange fireball. Nice shot P-man. 


  Four huts destroyed and on fire, and the tunnel or where the tunnel used to be, is spouting black smoke, 18 gooks dead as hell from my rifle and more from P-man and his grenade launcher. I know P-man is moving already as he is not firing so he will be working his way to the rendezvous point. It is dark enough now I can barely see movement in the camp and only then if they stand close to a burning hut. Time for me to get the hell out of here and head for the rendezvous point too.


  The devil is ecstatic, jumping up and down and screaming in glee and laughter...


  Fuck, I feel sick...
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    Chapter 9: Sleep
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  Exhaustion is heavy on us. Since meeting at the rendezvous we have been humping hard all night long and all morning to get the jump and some distance on the gook patrols sweeping the jungle. They know we are here, just not sure what course we are on to get back out of Cambodia. 


  “Here take a hit of this,” I say offering my canteen of bourbon to P-man. “You look like shit, don’t bother dying on me I’m too tired to haul your ass back!”


  P-Man takes a long couple of pulls on the bourbon. 


  “Damn, I hate that shit, but it sure tastes good right now!” He mutters. “Fuck, I feel like I could tip over and sleep for a week!”


  “We got some serious clouds coming up and I can hear the grumble of thunder already, be raining heavy and storming like a bitch in a couple of hours.” I note.


  “Well I’m a walking dead man so we might consider finding a real good spot in some very dense jungle to hole up in while the storm moves through.” offers P-man.


  “Yup, we need the rest, let’s find us some serious thick jungle with big trees.” I reply.


  Within the hour, while scanning the jungle in all directions from on a ridge, we have located an area of very dense growth. The trees are massive soaring up out of sight. The light is blocked by thick canopy of foliage. It is half-light all the time here. I select a tree that is as big around as a small house. Slipping out of my pack and setting my rifle down I remove the climbing rope from the pack, tie one end to the pack and clip the other end of it onto my belt, and start to climb. 


  “Stay sharp, when I get up a ways and out of sight I’ll tug on the rope a couple of times and  you tie on your pack and I’ll haul them up,  then you climb on up.” I say.


  “Roger that boss.” mutters P-man


  I pause when I am up some 50-60 feet up the tree. The damn tree trunk is still the size around of big car. I cannot see the ground at all the canopy of jungle foliage has obscured it completely. Couple of tugs on the rope and wait for the answering tugs from P-man to indicate he has his pack tied on. I feel the tugs and start pulling the packs up. Christ, these are dead weight and heavy as hell. P-man and the packs come into view about the same time.


  “Here, take another pull on this,” I offer the bourbon. “When we catch our breath we need to secure both packs and ourselves to this mothering great tree so we don’t fall off in the night when we’re asleep.” 


  “Jesus, you sure being stuck up here is a good idea boss?” asks P-man. “We have fuck all and nowhere to go if the shit hits the fan!”


  “Don’t worry, it won’t, Charlie can’t see shit up here. The storm is on us already and after it will be night and dark as shit.” I whisper.


  The storm and all its fury is on us in minutes. Lightening hisses and crackles and the smell of burned air and ozone is strong enough to give you a headache. The thunder shakes the tree and our bodies and threatens to loosen the filing in our teeth. Fuck, risk getting killed in a tree by lightening or caught by Charlie. But it doesn’t matter to us as we were so damn beat we slept through the whole show. 


  Oh dear God Daria, what have I done, I’ve butchered 18 boys who will never return to their girl friends, children, Moms and Dads. Butchered them without a chance...fuck I have become the devils legionnaire...


  Yes, yes you have” hisses the devil “and you are doing a fucking great job...we can kill thousands together you and I...killing for eternity...


  About 02:00 am I wake up, disorientated, wet, stiff from not moving, and hungry. Damn even the C-ration of bacon and eggs taste good. I’m feeling pretty damn good considering.


  “Yo P-man, you awake?” I whisper.


  “Yup, some asshole eating c-rations woke me up.” he sighs. “But I slept alright, considering I’m stuck 60 feet up a fucking tree.”


  “Have some rations, get your gear together, we’ll climb down, move out and lets hump the rest of the night and hole up at daybreak and see what the situation looks like.” I mutter.
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    Chapter 10: Pursuit
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  It is dawn and we are being tracked. Spotting is an art, divide the terrain into sections and keep the binoculars moving over each section looking for straight lines. Straight lines are man-made; there are no straight lines in nature. P-man and I lay on a ridge in the bushes watching the opposite side of the gully we had just come through 30 minutes ago. The gooks are there and they know we are not far ahead of them. 


  “Shit,” say P-man, “we have beaucoup Charley’s on our ass, how the fuck can they track us in this damn jungle?”


  “Buggered if I know, maybe the odd boot sole impression we are leaving in the damp ground.” I mutter. “We are going to have to lose these bastards chop, chop. Let’s wrap some of those big leaves around our boots so there are no marks in the mud and take a 90 degree angle to their direction, hump for another hour and see what we have.”


  “Christ, this is never easy is it?” hisses P-man?


  “Well they know we are here, so let’s leave a little surprise for the gooks shall we? Set up a couple of grenades there and over there and run trip wires over here. We’ll ruin the day for a few of them.” I mutter.


  The leaf fronds wrapped around our feet are problematic. While they obscure the boot sole marks in the soft ground it also makes us clumsy and prone to slipping on anything but level ground. We flounder along as best we can. The jungle sounds are constant and undiminished even though we feel we are making too much noise.


  After 45 minutes we come to the edge of a very steep ravine, it must be 300 feet to the bottom and a stream. 


  “Well so much for the leaf shoes unless we want to ski down to the bottom.” say P-man.


  “No time to fuck around, let’s get them off and get down there, cross the stream, and set up a position on the other wall of the ravine. We’ll have a little rest and if we are followed let’s see if we can kill a few of the bastards to slow them down.” I say.


  Just as we start the climb down the slope we hear the THUMP, THUMP of the grenades detonating in the distance.


  “Morning Charley, you fuckers!” hisses P-Man.


  The climb down is treacherous, the rocks are wet and slimy, but we make it without breaking a leg. Wade across the stream, which is deeper and the current is stronger than it looks, and climb back into the jungle on the other side. Another 15 minutes of climbing and maneuvering and we have an excellent sheltered position to watch who comes down the opposite slope and attempts to cross the stream.


  “You know, we are not far from the village where I whacked those child raping fuckers,” I mutter as I stare at the map. 


  “Fuck, which means we have at least 2 more days of this shit!” curses P-man.


  “That’s about the size of it.” I reply, and take a pull of the bourbon and hand it to P-man.


  We rest, have some rations, do a radio check and are just getting ready to move out when my eye catches a movement on the far side top of the ravine.


  “Charley is here,” I whisper.


  P-man gets the binoculars on the soldier and watches to see how many move into view.


  “Only see 3 of them, boss,” he whispers. “The rest must have gone straight ahead when we turned off.”


  “Yeah, could be just a small scout team to try to pick up our tracks after they disappeared.” I reply “Let’s let them work down into those rocks and then take them out.”


  “Range about half way down the ravine is 450 yards,” says P-man.


  It feels good to click in the values on the scope and to settle in over my pack with a solid position and cheek weld on the stock. The three gooks are spread out single file slowly picking their way down through the rocks. It is a vulnerable position for them as they do not have a chance of moving into cover quickly. Tough shit I think as I sight in on the chest of the last soldier. POOOF...SMACK and a cloud of blood explodes from gook number three. I cycle the bolt and swing down to gook number two POOOF...SMACK, not dead center like the first one but it blows a hole in his left lung and plasters him to the rocks. Gook number one knows he is in shit supreme and slithers behind the rocks as best he can to cover his vital areas. I wait, the jungle sounds continue, the rifle is so quiet it doesn’t even disturb the birds and monkeys squawking and jabbering. Charlie raises his head to have a look around, then ducks back down, then raises to look and ducks back down again. I wait, I want a clear shot on this son of a bitch. There is no way he is getting out of here alive to alert the others. But Charlie doesn’t see it that way and I see him unsling his AK-47. Shit, if the fucker touches off a burst the rest of his men will know he is in shit and come running. His head is just coming over the rock and he is bringing the AK-47 up to fire, POOOF...WHACK, like a hammer hitting a plank, his head explodes in a cloud of blood and bone and grey goop. But the damned AK-47 slides over the top of the rock and clatters down into the stones below and the impact on the piece of shit gun triggers a three shot burst BAM, BAM, BAM!!


  “Fuck, fuck, fuck, what kind of shitty luck is that?” curses P-man.


  “Rotten fucking luck, that’s what, son of a bitch,” I swear, “Let’s get the hell out of here as his buddies will be here pronto and on us like flies on shit!”
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    Chapter 11: Mia Lei
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  There is no time for leaf fronds on boots or fuck all now, just double time along the slope of the ravine and work back down close to the stream. I’m leading as we plow through the jungle. We cut across a path and I turn onto it as it speeds up our progress. Rounding a turn in the trail I come face to face with a short gook carrying a pair of water buckets on a yoke. The rifle is at my shoulder instantly and the slack is being taken up by my finger. I hesitate, there is something wrong, the gook is too short.


  Hud, don’t shoot, don’t shoot, the child Mia can help you...says Daria...


  “Come on man, shoot or get the fuck out of my way!” hisses P-man.


  The gook reaches up and pulls off the pointy hat, oh Christ, it is the young girl from the village. She doesn’t run instead she walks closer to me and touches the silencer on the end of the rifle pointed at her, and smiles at me. She knows it was me killed her would be rapists. 


  “Hud, for fuck sake we have to go!” curses P-man.


  The girl glances at him and beckons to me to follow, grabs her hat, tosses the empty water bucket off the trail, and beckons again for us to follow her. 


  “We’re gonna follow her!” I say lamely.


  “Are you are out of your fucking mind?” curses P-man.


  The kid is fast and we have to stretch out to keep up with her, when she reaches the stream she turns and run along the gravel and stones downstream all the time beckoning us to hurry up, hurry up. After three hundred yards or so she cuts back into the jungle over some rocks where a small creek is running. We clamber after her as fast as we can. 


  For an hour we follow the girl as she twists and turns through the jungle. There is no trail to speak of and I can’t see any markers or indicators at all. She just seems to know where she is going. We are climbing and we are huffing and puffing pretty bad. The damn kid hasn’t even broken a sweat yet. Suddenly she stops and as we stand there trying to breath she points. I don’t see anything except a wall of green.


  The girl moves over to a bushy area and reaches into the bush and lifts it aside. There is an opening, she beckons us to enter.


  “I’m not liking this, man!” gasps P-man.


  “You got a better idea?” I wheeze?


  I enter into the tunnel as does P-man. The kid swings the bushes back into place and beckons us to follow her up the tunnel. She can stand upright but P-man and I must stoop considerable to avoid banging our head on the stones. The tunnel widens out as we step into an open area. The stone walls are high and look very old. The jungle has grown over much of the walls. There is a ladder on the far wall leading up to a small platform and another tunnel. The girl scoots up the ladder like a monkey and beckons us up. Once we have got up to the platform she pulls the ladder up into the tunnel. This tunnel opens into another open area, but smaller than the first. The walls are shorter also but the jungle canopy covers the area completely. There is evidence someone has been living here.


  “What in the hell is this place?” asks P-man as he sits down on a stone step. “I’ve got a very bad feeling about this.”


  “Beats me, maybe an old Buddhist temple from a previous century.” I say. “Who the hell knows, we’re in Cambodia man, could be anything.”


  “Listen, Hud, you and I have been through a lot of shit, but I don’t fucking like us being led around through the jungle by a 10 year old girl. And I don’t fucking like this place. She never saw you at the village it was impossible. Get a fucking grip on reality man!” bitches P-man.


  “Yeah, I know, and I can’t explain it or why, it’s just a feeling, a very strong feeling, and I cannot ignore it.” I offer weakly.


  P-man watches me very closely, reading my mind through my eyes. He is right, this looks fucking ridiculous, but we’ve been through a lot of nasty shit together and somehow we have stayed alive. And a lot of it was just “feeling”.


  “Shit, you asshole, you know I have your back!” says P-man quietly.
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    Chapter 12: Lunch
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  The girl is rummaging around in the mouth of yet another opening or tunnel. When she comes back she is carrying two bowls. In each bowl is a mixture of cold rice, greens and some kind of white meat. She shyly gives a bowl to P-man and to me and then sits down beside me gesturing me to eat. It smells delicious and I realize I’m starving. I eat, P-man eats, the girl watches and nods and smiles. It’s one of the best meals I’ve ever had!


  P-man is stretching out on the stone step.


  “Get some sleep, man,” I say to him, “I’ll keep watch for a while.”


  “Roger that.” mumbles P-man.


  I have time to look at this jungle girl. She is beautiful, her eyes are dark almost black and her skin seems darker than most locals. Her waist length hair is well cared for and has a sheen to it. She is a gorgeous radiant little girl. She has no fear of me at all and meets my stare calmly and with curiosity. 


  “Mia Lei” she says pointing at herself.


  “Hud” I say pointing to me.


  She smiles a broad smile, her teeth are perfect. 


  Mia says something and points to my rifle and the silencer and then touches me on the arm. It is clear to me she is thanking me for whacking the gooks inclined to rape her. I don’t know what to say or do except to smile and nod. Then I point to the empty food bowl, rub my stomach and say “good”. Mia gestures if I want more, but I shake my head.


  I take off my bush hat and remove the picture of Daria and show it to Mia.


  “Ohhhh”, Mia says softly nodding with a smile.


  There is the sound of a single shot from an AK-47 fired out in the jungle in the direction we came from, it is a distance away but it reminds me we do not have time for visiting. P-man has heard it also and is up collecting his gear. 


  “Aw shit, I knew this was way too good to be true,” he says.


  Mai leads us through a hallway in the temple; it is quite long and seems to be lit by indirect sunlight. It opens into a dense thicket of jungle bush on the other side of the ridge the temple is built into. She gestures a direction for us to go.


  On impulse I move close to her, kneel down and open my arms. Mia wraps her arms around my neck and hugs me fiercely. I hold this lovely child for a few moments then I kiss her on the cheek and stand up and step back. I turn to check P-man and when I turn back she is gone, vanished without a sound. The hair on the back of my neck stands up and a chill runs down my spine. Fuck...something is not...


  Christ Daria my love, I am losing my mind and touch with reality. We just ducked the gook patrols by following a ten year old girl through a Buddhist temple...This cannot be happening...
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    Chapter 13: Detour
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  We are moving steadily through the jungle. The side trip through the temple with Mia has shifted us off-course some 4 clicks and though it bought us time on the gooks pursuing us, they have picked up our trail once again. This is Charlie’s jungle and there is not much goes on here he is not aware of. We have an hour’s lead on them, maybe not so much and they are gaining. We don’t have the stamina to stay ahead of them. 


  “Almighty, Almighty, this is Streetgang, over,” mutters P-man into the Prick 10. “Almighty, Almighty, this is Streetgang, over.”


  “Streetgang, Streetgang, this is Almighty, what’s your status and position, over?” comes the reply.


  P-man reads our position from the waterproof map.


  “Streetgang, Streetgang, this is Almighty, set new course heading to Chu Pong Massif, over!” hisses the Prick 10.


  “What the hell are these idiots doing?” I fume, “that’s 45 degrees off our current course and we are within a fucking day of getting out of this shit!”


  “Almighty, Almighty, this is Streetgang, we have beaucoup pissed gooks on our ass, repeat last transmission, over!” says P-man


  “Streetgang, Streetgang, this is Almighty, set new course heading to Chu Pong Massif, possible extraction, over!”


  “Almighty, Almighty, this is Streetgang, roger, out.”


  “Holy fuck,” says P-man, “Did you hear that, possible extraction, sweet!”


  “Jesus, it has got to be a spook black-ops flight, they ground regular pilots for straying into Cambodia!” I reply.


  “Who the fuck cares as long as the taxi shows up.” grins P-man.


  “Hell ya, let’s go,” I say, looking at my compass and indicate a course direction.


  Oh fuck Daria, maybe we do have a chance after all, maybe I can get out of this world of shit...


  “The devil is pissed, sulking and shaking his fists...


  I figure the Chu Pong Massif is about 4 hours of hard humping. We have it in sight in three and a half hours and are none too careful and quiet about doing it. The Massif is a big hunk of rock, or volcanic plug, bald, no foliage that juts up into the sky some 400 feet from the top of a good sized ridge. There is no way up to the top of the Massif unless you are carrying rock climbing gear, which we are not.


  “Let’s work our way up the ridge to a position real close to the base of the Massif, we should be able to defend ourselves there reasonably well and wait for the taxi.” I gasp trying to catch my breath.


  “Be a good idea to set a few grenade booby traps on the way up there also just to slow Charles down a bit. But I would not bet on him thinking we are going up there as there is nowhere to go.” adds P-man


  “Tell you what, when we get up there we’ll establish a defendable position close to a place the chopper can get into, then back up 100 yards and booby trap the living shit out of the place.” I say grimly. “When the gooks get close it will be full-auto firefight and I hope to hell we are gone by then”


  Half an hour later we are on the ridge at the base of the Massif and it is starting to get dark. This is not going to be easy, the ground close to the base is strewn with boulders the size of cars. The chopper cannot land here at all. Where the boulders stop the jungle starts and the trees and bushes make it impossible to land. It would take a dozen men a week to clear the jungle back enough to get a chopper in here. We decide our position has to be in the rocks and we booby trap the hell out of the jungle around the rocks.


  “Almighty, Almighty, this is Streetgang, over,” P-man is on the prick 10. “Almighty, Almighty, this is Streetgang, over,”


  “Streetgang, Streetgang, this is Almighty, what’s your position, over,” hisses the reply.


  “Almighty, Almighty, this is Streetgang, west side base of Chu Pong Massif, over,”


  “Streetgang, Streetgang, this is Almighty, maintain position, extraction en route, over,” comes the confirmation.


  P-man and I move up into the rocks to get as high a position as possible to see Charlie as soon as he comes out of the jungle. We check our weapons and ammo supplies. Having no fallback or retreat capabilities makes us very uneasy. We are stuck up here in the rocks like turkeys on a fence post. If Charles is bright enough to figure out our plan we are in very deep shit. We wait!
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    Chapter 14: Extraction
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  Its dark, there is broken cloud cover and while it is not solid it is not clear either. I don’t know what to think, I cannot see shit with my scope, but if it gets any brighter the chopper will be a sitting duck.


  “Anything moving out there”, I whisper


  “So far so good” says P-man


  I check my watch, it has been 40 minutes since the radio confirmation. Where the fuck are these guys?


  “Charlie is here”, states P-man


  “Ah fucking Christ, where is the fucking chopper,” I curse.


  Before I can see anything some of the booby trap grenades go off and in the explosion flash and burning foliage I can see P-man is right. The fucking jungle is crawling with gooks. I begin firing at the shadows. They are dropping so I must be hitting them. P-man opens up with his M1 Garrard in 30-06 and the blast is deafening, he is firing in 3 shot bursts. Mixing in some grenades from the under barrel launcher. More grenades going off and more jungle fires to give me the light I need to pound these gooks. I cycle the bolt and fire as fast and as accurate as I can but we are hopelessly out gunned. There must be 50 gooks with AK-47’s out there on full auto keeping us pinned down. P-man is going through clips in his M1 like they are candy. It is just a matter of minutes until the gooks over run our position and turn us into worm food.


  Ah Jesus Daria, I am so sorry, I’m not coming back, I have run out of luck and P-man and I are fucked. I love you kid, I am so sorry I have failed you...


  The devil smiles widely and points at me. I can hear him, I can hear his shriek. I want you Hud, it is time, your time is now, you are mine fucker.


  “Streetgang, Streetgang, this is Bravo One, over,” crackles the prick 10


  “Bravo One, Bravo one, this is Streetgang, over,” I yell into the prick 10 over the gunfire.


  “Streetgang, Streetgang, this is Bravo One, get yer heads down boys, we coming in hot and on top of you, over!”


  Immediately the flat black chopper is right above us and descending on to the rocks. I glance up and see a 15 foot long stream of fire coming from a strange chubby gun mounted on the chopper. It is making a continuous shrieking howl like a runaway chainsaw. The empty brass is streaming out of the gun. The chopper rests the front of its skids on the rock and hovers while the gunner just hoses the shit out of the surrounding jungle. Trees are falling down, ground is being dug up, gook bodies are being flung in every direction. The shrieking howl of the gun wants to loosen the fillings in my teeth.


  A crewman is waving frantically at us, come on, come on. We scramble off the rocks and strain to get into the chopper, the crewman yanks us in hard enough to damn near dislocate our arms. We are in, immediately the chopper flares upward and falls backwards towards the jungle valley.


  “Fucking son of a bitch,” I scream as we fall, certain I am about to die.


  The pilot does some kind of crazy assed pedal turn and we rotate and suddenly we are not falling but flying forward gaining speed as we go and gaining altitude. 


  “Hell ya, fuck you Charlie, not today,” hollers P-man.


  The guy in the left seat turns around and signals P-man and I to put on the headsets.


  “Streetgang, I’m Cpt. Mason, how you boys doing?” he asks grinning


  “Not sure we’re alive or dead to tell you the truth,” I gulp “What the fuck is that”, I gesture at the gun protruding out the door?


  “Ha, GE Mini-Gun, sweet carnage, dudes, 6 rotating barrels electronic machine gun, fires 5000 rounds a minute. I reckon we stuffed some 15,000 plus rounds up Charlie’s ass in the few minutes we were squatting on those rocks. Pretty fucking sweet eh?” chuckles Mason “But if you think it’s cool ya should see Puff the Magic Dragon, that fucker has two of those guns and 10 times the ammo, and can cultivate 10 acres of jungle to summer fallow in 20 minutes. It’s completely out of sight, man!”


  “Bravo One, Bravo One, this is Almighty, over,”


  “Almighty, Almighty, this is Bravo One, over,” replies Cpt. Mason


  “Bravo One, Bravo One, what is your status, over,”


  “Almighty, Almighty, this is Bravo One, have extracted Streetgang, ETA to base is 90 minutes, over,”


  I am suddenly exhausted, beyond exhausted, the noise and vibration of the chopper turn me into a drooling zombie. I glance over at P-man and he is asleep already. Fuck, I just lean back and let sleep wash over me like a wave.


  Daria is with me, she is watching me and smiling, you are not going to die Hud, you are coming home...home to me...
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    Chapter 15: Colonel Smith
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  The chopper skids clang and ring as they hit the pavement of the airbase, it jolts me awake, or half awake. I’m disorientated, it is still dark and nothing looks familiar. The chopper rotors are spooling down and the whine of the turbine is fading. 


  “Rise and shine boys, the taxi ride is over,” says Cpt. Mason “You boys are hero’s ya know that?”


  “Cpt. what are you talking about and where the hell are we?” I mumble.


  “You’re at a non-existent Air America base operated by the CIA in Nha Trang, Corporal Reynolds, and you guys are a hot topic in the spook community the last few days,” chuckles  Mason. “A lot of money has changed hands now you made it back. Odds were against you. Nobody could believe Major Farris would get a black ops Huey with a GE mini gun to pluck your asses out of the shit storm. Mo-fo Farris has some kind of juice!”


  P-man and I glance at one another and just stare at Mason.


  “Grab yer gear, there’s a Colonel real interested in meeting you boys, this way,” he gestures toward a cluster of low buildings.


  The buildings are neither lit not marked, just shacks on a chunk of unidentifiable airstrip. We stumble in through a porch door and open an inside door. It is lit and the sudden light cause P-man and I to stumble and blink like a pair of owls in headlights. There are three men in the room. A Warrant Officer, a civilian, and the Colonel. We come to attention and salute.


  “Are you Corporal Reynolds and Private Wall of Charlie Company out of Firebase Foxtrot? The warrant officer challenges us.


  “That’s affirmative,” I reply.


  “Yes sir,” says P-man.


  “Have you ever seen or met Colonel Smith, Bert our...advisor, or myself before?” asks the Warrant Officer.


  “No sir, we haven’t met any of you before,” I reply.


  “We have some questions on your Cambodian mission,” says the Warrant Officer.


  “Sir, ahh...we would not be currently disposed to speak of any Cambodian mission, sir, if in fact any such mission did exist.” I state, glancing sharply at P-man.


  “Well Corporal, let me tell you straight, you sure as fuck are disposed to tell me anything I want to know about your Cambodian mission, I ordered the goddamn thing, and it was my mission and my fucking bird which plucked your sorry ass out of the goat fuck you were in. So you will tell me whatever I want to know soldier, do you understand me Corporal?” snarls the Colonel.


  I’m tired, P-man is tired, we are out of fucking patience and very cranky, I can shoot these assholes just as easy as I can shoot gooks. Fuck them all, and it pisses me off to have them climbing my ass. I say nothing, just glare at the Colonel.


  There is an uncomfortable silence which drags on...


  The Colonel is sitting at the far end of a table; he looks us over slowly, then glances to his left at a civilian in white shirt and dress slacks sitting close by watching us very closely. Finally he gestures for us to sit in a couple of chairs at our end of the table.


  “At ease, gentlemen, that would be Major Farris’s outfit wouldn’t it?” he asks “How is the mean black bastard doing these days?”


  “Yes sir, it is,” I reply “He’s tough as hell last time I saw him, sir.”


  “That he is, no doubt. You boys look a little rough around the edges, you aren’t wounded are you?” asks the Colonel. 


  “No sir, we’re not wounded,” I reply, “just damned tired and rung out.”


  “I expect you are to be sure. Stewart,” he says to the Warrant Officer “Get plenty of black coffee, some food, and a couple of packs of cigarettes for these men.”


  “You boys did an exemplary job out there and Bert our... ah...advisor and I want to hear all the details from the minute you stepped off the Firebase. Bert, could you switch the tape recorder on?” continues the Colonel.
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    Chapter 16: Debrief
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  The debriefing took close to three hours and was extremely thorough. They had detailed maps of the terrain showing everything damn near down to the level of identifying the tree we slept in. Bert the spook was a stickler for location and details on the gook village, the child Mia Lei, the temple, and the gook encampment and wanted the layout in detail of the camp. Fortunately P-man had just what he wanted.


  The Colonel was more technique, tactics, equipment, and strategy orientated and dwelled for a time on the silencer, and how it was Charlie could track us as well as he had. But both of them were very interested in the damage we inflicted on the camp, body counts, what blew up, and what we thought it was that went bang, and the tunnel system.


  By the end of the three hours P-man and I are well beyond brain dead.


  “Well boys, you did real good, from what we have heard from Charlie’s radio traffic and what you have told us you hurt Charlie real bad, fucked his day royally you might say.” says the Colonel, “Stewart, I want you to start the paper work to upgrade these boys rank, put in for some commendations and make sure Farris signs the damn stuff.”


  “Yes sir,” says Warrant Officer Stewart.


  “That will be all for now gentlemen,” says the Colonel “Stewart will run you over to the Air Force base next door and they will put you up for a few days of R&R. But I warn you not to go off the base as Charlie has put a bounty on your heads. We don’t want our boys getting killed on R&R ya know. Bert you got anything to add?”


  “I do as a matter of fact, if I were you gentleman, I strongly recommend you forget you ever saw a child by the name of Mia Lei in the jungle. There is a legend started back when the French occupied Vietnam and Cambodia about a young girl by the name of Mia Lei who lived in the jungle and helped the French soldiers. They all loved her, but she was a ghost. That was 50 years ago and she sure as hell would not be ten years old now unless she is undead. We get reports of ghosts and odd shit happening from time to time. Sure as hell don’t need our boys thinking the jungle is filled with ghosts. So it is just better if you just forget about such things, understand? Stewart, wrap this up,” says Bert the spook.


  “Gentleman, I remind you this mission did not occur, there was no Viet Cong Cambodian encampment, no Mia Lei, no helicopter extraction, you did not meet the Colonel, the Advisor, or myself, and I repeat, there is no Mia Lei. Do you understand gentleman, none of this ever happened” says Warrant Officer Stewart.


  “Yes sir, understood, very much so, sir,” I say.


  “Yes sir, that is affirmative, sir,” says P-man.


  “Dismissed,” says the Colonel. “And give Major Farris my warmest regards, tell him I wish he was still in my unit.” 
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    Chapter 17: Recovery
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  Sleep, nightmares, wake up, eat, sleep nightmares, wake up, eat, sleep ... for two days. 


  The nightmares are ... just terrifying and confusing. Mai Lei is there and I am running from the gooks, but Daria is there and I am scared shitless she will get shot or caught. And yet I know she cannot be there and she just smiles at me and I am going crazy because the wrong people are in the wrong place and it is all mixed up like a big stew. And Mia is leading me away, away from Daria and I can’t ... Daria, Daria, oh Christ Daria, Mia Lei is a ghost, she doesn’t exist... and I wake up covered in sweat and shaking feverishly. 


  The devil is laughing hysterically and slapping his hands on his legs, he laughs till he cries as I thrash my guts out...


  We begin to feel normal again. I don’t know what to think and try not to think at all as there are way too many unanswered questions.


  “P-man, you did see Mia Lei, didn’t you?” I ask.


  “Yeah,” he says quietly “I saw her and heard her speak, she was real.”


  “We wouldn’t be here if it had not been for her,” I mutter.


  “Yeah, I know, we had our asses saved by the ghost of Mia Lei,” replies P-man.


  “I see her when I dream,” I confess, “I’m losing touch with reality!”


  “Maybe just combat fatigue, who knows, maybe there is no answer,” says P-man.


  It’s hot sitting on our pile of gear on the pavement as we wait for a Huey to be fueled up and loaded with supplies to take us back to the firebase. The heat is bouncing off the pavement and anything over 100 yards away is shimmering in the mirage. Very surreal, I think of Cpt. Morris describing Puff the Magic Dragon, “completely out of sight, man”. Yeah. This whole fucking mission was “completely out of fucking sight”. The war is too, for that matter, just “out of sight”, it’s all you can call it, “out of fucking sight man!”


  A crewman whistles at us and waves us to get aboard, we take a last look around at the non-existent obscure shacks that is the CIA Ops center and climb in. The rotors are starting to spin, the starter is howling and the turbine is spooling up to speed.


  At 5000 feet the air is fresh and cool, the rhythmic thump, thump, thump of the rotors is hypnotic, a 2 hour nap will be very tasty on the way back.


  Daria is beside me holding my head in her hands, I can smell her, I can feel her touch. You are coming home to me Hud, you belong to me and I will not let the devil take you...
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    Chapter 18: Home Sweet Home
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  P-man nudges me awake as we get close to firebase Foxtrot. A nasty red dirt smudge on the crest of a hill with green in every direction. Not much of a place to call home. The Huey comes in fast and flares in a choking cloud of red dust. We roll out as the grunts start dragging off the ammo, food and mail supplies. The Huey pilot keeps the rotors at speed as he is not interested in being a target longer than he has to squatting there on the ground. Supplies unloaded, he lifts up and tilts forward, and is gone in a cloud of dust. After 2 hours in the Huey the silence is deafening.


  The rats have done their best to claim our sandbagged hooch. Their beady little eyes glare at us from the dark corners and there is rat shit everywhere.


  “Fuck, what a delight to be back,” grumbles P-Man.


  “Yeah, fucking home sweet home,” I add, “We better check in with Farris.”


  The hooch gets dark as a huge form steps into the doorway. It materializes as Major Farris, complete with cigar. 


  “No need to check in, I know you assholes are back” growls Farris, grinning around the cigar. “Nice work on the gook camp, glad you boys were up to it!”


  “The chopper ride was pretty sweet Major, oh and a Colonel Smith at a non-existent facility at Nha Trang sends his warmest regards,” I grin.


  “Ha, fucking Smith and his pet dog Bert, the fucking spook,” chuckles Major Farris. “I have a pile of paper work from those assholes to process, seems they liked your results, attitudes, and spunk. You might want to take some caution around those two. They have a reputation of being unhealthy to be too close to, if you get my drift.”


  “Anyway,” continues Major Farris, “You boys will be pleased to know you are on Latrine Duty, effective immediately, So, get to burning the shit boys!”


  He disappears from the doorway. 


  “Latrine duty, fucking latrine duty, Christ, I don’t believe this shit.” I mutter.


  “Fucking army, fucking army,” swears P-man and throws his gear on his cot.


  “Yeah, it’s completely out of sight,” I add. “Just completely out of fucking sight!”


  ###
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  Recruitment


  HUDSON (HUD) REYNOLDS, age 23, young, stupid, arrogant, drinking brawler, bored to death in the dusty dying town of Ector, Texas. What the hell does a man have to do for some real excitement?


  The US Army happens to be looking for men spoiling for a fight. There have this conflict raging in a little country called Vietnam. When you join up and do a tour or two you have had all the fighting you need, if you come back. Too many good men didn’t.
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  Don’t die today; try very hard not to die today!


  Hud and P-man are a sniper team operating out of firebase Foxtrot. They are good, maybe too good at their skill set, as their ability to perform and survive brings increasingly difficult and dangerous missions. A powerful evil other than Charlie is stalking Hud and P-man. Can Hud’s spiritual link to his beloved Daria tip the balance to level the playing field?
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  The Horror


  The Tiger is an immense beast, highly intelligent, and tracking them constantly!


  Hud and P-man are seasoned professionals in their ability to perform and survive increasingly difficult and dangerous jungle missions. But Captain Farris has handed the lads the ultimate horror.  Hunt down a squad of our own rogue soldiers which have gone out of control. The Devil is ecstatic, P-man is in a murderous rage, the jungle Tiger is watching them very closely, and Daria is Hud's only chance to save his soul from eternal hell and damnation!


  The Horror is the third and final book in the Vietnam War series. If you enjoyed Sniper, Apocalypse Now or Platoon then you have to read Martin E Silenus’s action thriller!


  Pick up The Horror today to read the heart stopping conclusion!
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