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Comair

Preface

Not all stories have happy endings. Comair is aystioat
blends recent U.S. Naval history with an all-toaydible
future terrorist scenario. The ending is shockimgg sure
to leave frequent flyers with a good dose of gqoe®les.
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Martin Sheer watched from his rented Chevy Impala as the
men boarded the crowded city bus. The group ofteigls

still together. The had remained inseparable fer et
three months since he started shadowing them back i
Islamabad, Afghanistan. Just leaving the low-keyt(e
Cultural Islamico de Mexico building located in theme
ridden southern outskirts of Tijuana, Mexico, heknthe
group of men was most likely headed to their rented
apartment about five miles away.

For the two weeks since arriving in Mexico, the men
had kept the same routine. They were always togethe
spending their entire days in prayer or study unither
direction of Sheikh Muhammad Kamil Feiz - the
outspoken and controversial imam with suspectesl tie
Islamic extremists the world over.

Belching a cloud of black smoke, the bus left¢heb
and bullied its way into the heavy traffic crawliadong
Boulevard Fundadores.

Martin put his car in drive and left in the oppesit
direction. He was on his way back to the rentalaggncy
at the International Airport of Tijuana to tradehiaes.
Martin was a professional and had learned yearstago
never drive the same car two days in a row.



There was simply nothing more for him to see today
the men’s apartment was bugged and he would cantimu
monitor them electronically.

Martin Sheer was an ex-CIA operative turned
freelance security consultant. His current assigrirnad so
far been easy money. His employer was paying him
extremely well to track and report the activitiek the
suspected terrorist sleeper cell. The men had never
presented any challenges, kept to themselves, atdabt
even caught the attention of the local authoritidartin
Sheer seemed to be the only one watching the men. H
personal intelligence network was vast and he vaadyf
sure none of the agencies in North or South Amehnac
shown any interest at all in the group.

Interesting because the group was definitely plagni
something — their training in Afghanistan had ldseveral
months. All of the men had become accomplished sky
divers and each one an expert in close quarterg] ha
hand combat. But what were they planning?

That was the question Martin was hired to answer an
so far, nothing seemed to make sense to him. Teday’
operations report to his employer would be neaténtical
to the one he made yesterday - and day after dfoyrebe
that.
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Captain Kevin Johnson made his one hundredth and final
lap around the deck of the U.S.S. Lake ChamplaimceS
taking command of the AEGIS Cruiser seven monthes ag
he kept the main deck of the ship open for runmlagng
lunch whenever the ship was at sea. Although henwas
dictatorial about it, he strongly encouraged higosa to
stay in shape. Leading by example, the captainddok
forward to his daily run on deck. His fithess pragrwas
starting to work too; the command climate had dedin
changed for the better during his tour onboard. d&/th
from pushing out the last two laps, Captain Johnson
stopped to catch his breath on the ships forecastle

The sight before him was absolutely beautiful.nCal
azure seas and a clear blue sky with only a snmedl of
puffing cumulous clouds along the far horizon te #mast
towards the Mexican coastline. A light breeze csgdshis
sweating body, cooling him down nicely with its letg
five degree temperature. He marveled again that\tney
actually paid him to do this. He thoroughly enjoyes job
as the captain onboard the Lake Champlain, a Te@udh
class ship with impressive offensive and defensive
capabilities.

True, like most Surface Warfare Officers that he
knew, he would have preferred being assigned a®the
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Defense Commander for a Carrier Strike Group aniggbu
a Western Pacific deployment. Nevertheless, chading
runners hadn’t turned out to be such a bad ddareiSince
arriving on station off the coast of Baja Calif@nMexico
two months ago, his ship had made a total of twémtye
boarding’s. The crew had seized over eighteen itoipsire
Columbian cocaine and nearly eighty tons in highdegr
marijuana.

With Operation IRAQI FREEDOM winding down, he
had probably gotten the best deal anyway. His simig
crew had made a good name for themselves back home
San Diego with Commander, Third Fleet. With a |@amgl
successful career under his belt, he knew he wasshort
list to make Admiral.

Taking in the view, Captain Johnson turned to hgad
to his at-sea cabin — the daily operations briefs wa
scheduled to start in about thirty minutes. Justugh time
to shower and eat the Caesar salad he knew would be
waiting for him. He took great care of his crew &hdy
consistently returned the favor.

The International Airport of Tijuana was even more crowded
than usual. In no obvious hurry, Martin waited eatly in
line. He was an experienced operative and alwayshih
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best to blend into the crowd, never making a scene
probably how he managed to stay alive as long dsalde
He planned to pick up his new rental car and retarthe
safe house located on the cities outskirts.

A master of disguise, Martin could transform theywa
he looked almost at will. From the bored lookingsimess
man he was today into a nerdy bespectacled college
professor tomorrow. He would observe the group Inost
from a street side coffee stand in the morning and
location he had chosen close the run down boroibgary
during the day. There was no need to remain ineclos
proximity to his quarry. In fact, avoiding contabad
allowed him to remain undetected. His assignmen$ wa
simple and direct — observe and report only. Thed easy
money for a man like Martin Sheer.

Nearly to the Enterprise Rental Care service amint
Martin watched CNN Headline News on the television
monitor suspended from the ceiling. Nancy Grace was
reporting on a story from North Island Naval Aia&bon in
Coronado, California. The U.S.S. George H. W. Busis
holding a Change of Command ceremony tomorrow and
numerous dignitaries were expected to make an appea
for the event including ex-President's Jimmy Carter
George H.W. Bush, William Jefferson Clinton, andoGge
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W. Bush. The report focused on the elaborate dgcuri
precautions that were being taken as demonstratatieb
video of heavily armed boats patrolling the harbor.

“Next customer please!” Martin heard a young feamal
saying. He turned his attention away from CNN winen
realized the young lady was speaking to him. Bnallwas
his turn at the service counter.

“He was there again. Watching us from a rented Chevy this
time,” Mohammad bin Dicwaadi said into the satellit
telephone.

“Good. The operative still doesn’t suspect thals he
working for us. God is great. Tomorrow you will lo&ce a
glorious Martyr,” Prince el Amandi replied from his
sprawling compound in Saudi Arabia.

“God is great. We will not fail,” Mohammad ended
the secure connection to the group’s leader arehéier.
He turned and headed towards the filthy stairwediding
off the roof.

“Aktar, everything is in place. Get the thingsdga-
we leave before first light tomorrow!” Mohammad kel
to his second in command when he returned to tbepls
tiny apartment.
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The men lounging around the small space immedgiatel
sprang into action. Tomorrow was the day they lad) |
planned for. Although their plan was simple, eveiryg
had to go just right or it would surely end in ayweublic
and shameful failure.

Martin Sheer was wide awake. He'd learned from his
electronic eavesdropping that the terrorist groupsw
making their move tomorrow, but to do what exactlyiat
in the hell did they have planned? Although he tasnt
in Arabic and Farsi, he was unable to learn angtmore
of real tactical value coming over the bugging desihe
had planted around the group’s small apartmente, e
knew they were leaving early tomorrow but to wherée
group either did not have a need to say very maakath
other or they knew their small apartment was bugged
Whatever the case, he simply needed more informatio
Martin decided he would have to set up surveianc
close to the group’s apartment and follow them wthezy
left. He quickly keyed an updated report to his Eyer
into the encrypted burst transmitter, changed mguise
and raced to his car down on the street.
As soon as Martin Sheer turned over the key of his
rented Toyota Rav4, a specialized explosive denmeed
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him apart. The small specially shaped C4 explobidden
under his seat killed him instantly. Most of ther@daye was
neatly contained within the body of the small SUV.

Martin Sheer died never knowing that he had actuall
aided the terrorist cell that would become knowauad
the world as Allah’s Wind Walkers. He had been elgv
used, his detailed surveillance reports makindedarcthat
the Western intelligence agencies had no idea whatto
happen tomorrow in sunny San Diego, California. A
martyrdom that would be broadcast live to astordshe
viewers around the world.

“Sir, your flight to Bogota boards through Gate 11. Have a
great flight and hope your team wins!” the ladyra Aero
Mexico check-in told the group of athletes standmront

of her.

“Thank you,” Mohammad bin Dicwaadi replied in a
pleasant voice on behalf of his group. They were al
dressed in neatly tailored green sweats with Tgudoccer
Club embroidered in four inch lettering acrosschest.

The group received their boarding passes and lgagga
claims from the Aero Mexico employee and turnedams
the large overhead sign that read All Gates. Thhteanen
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each carried a small carry-on duffle bag that nmedctheir
team soccer logo and uniforms.

“Captains in Combat!” Operations Specialist First Class
Brent Jones yelled out as soon as Captain Johnatkedv
into Combat Information Center. CIC was the nergster
of the ship and having grown bored with lookingpaper
work in his cabin, the captain had decided to he@asn to
see what was going on.

“Hey Captain. It's pretty quiet right now. No sacke
contacts within fifty miles of us and no suspecssads in
the area being reported on GCCS-M or over chat,DRC
Steven Guy reported as soon as the captain tookehisat
the front table area of Combat.

“Very well, just stopping by to see if anything
interesting was up,” replied Captain Johnson. fhkh’ll
just hang out a while and listen to you all do ything,”
the captain continued conversationally.

“Aye, Aye sir,” replied the tactical actions office

Captain Johnson was extremely relaxed in Combat, an
adroit tactician with many years at sea. He wasafranly
two people on the ship that had ever seen actuabab
action. Incredibly, both of them were on the U.S.S.
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Vincennes together many years ago and were nowvingerv
together again onboard the Lake Champlain.

The captain kicked back in his chair and donned hi
headset. He had about an hour to kill before he was
expected down in Engineering for the zone inspacfihe
captain listened briefly to the routine internal
communications of his watch standers and studiedattye
screen tactical displays in front of him. His TA@swright,
no surface contacts around and the only air travfs the
commercial type over Mexican airspace. It was siapip
to be a pretty routine day at sea — or so he thoagthe
time.

Mohammed bin Dicwaadi sat quietly in seat 3B going over in
his mind the carefully scripted plan he and hisugravere
moments away from enacting. The men had easilyatiea
security and the flight to Bogota, Columbia hadetaloff
without incident. The captain just announced tlanplwas
passing ten thousand feet and he was turning effabkten
seat belt sign.

Grabbing the small duffle bag from underneath his
seat, Mohammed nonchalantly removed his seatbelt an
walked the short distance up the aisle to the tayadt the
front of the plane.
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Once inside, he opened the bag and removed the
shaving kit from within it. Unzipping the kit, hemoved
the small plastic bottle that read Aqua Velva oa khbel
and placed it on the counter. Mohammed then cldsgd
duffel bag, cracked open the door to ensure Ak&s mext
in line, and left the small space to return todaat.

Aktar entered the lavatory just vacated by Mohacohme
and secured the door behind him. He opened hieldodiy
on the small counter area and removed a thickofoNool
yarn. He tore the yarn into short strips with hatis and
placed the pieces in a gallon size Ziploc baggy.tién
removed his own fake bottle of aftershave lotiord an
poured the liquid into the plastic baggy, ensuting yarn
was evenly soaked. Aktar waited a few seconds timil
special liquid was completely absorbed into thenyar

Aktar quickly palmed the Aqua Velva bottle that
Mohammed left for him on the counter and exited the
plane’s forward bathroom.

Right on cue, a third member from their group edlk
from his seat in 17C towards the front of the aing. He
joined Aktar at the secured door leading onto tlangis
flight deck.

Aktar opened the Ziplock baggy and removed a large
clump of the sticky knitting yarn and starting glap it
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vertically along the left side of the cockpit dodihe pair
would continue until the long door hinge was cortgdie
covered from top to bottom. They knew the hinge was
constructed of ordinary aircraft aluminum and relskeah
the type often used to secure a lid to a commolnoima

“You two, what ...” the watchful flight attendant
never finished her inquiry before she was crumgigda
well-placed blow to her neck by Mohammed bin Dicdiaa
He then caught her fall and gently placed her endick in
the cross aisle galley area in the forward most phthe
plane. The action was so smooth and non-conframiaiti
that only a few passengers in the front of the @lamen
suspected that something was going on. It lookdtd@sgh
the flight attendant simply fainted and was helpedhe
deck by the swarthy looking man standing next to he

Moving quickly the two men finished placing the
clumps of sticky yarn to cockpit door. Next, Aktamoved
the lid on Mohammed’'s Aqua Velva bottle and squdeze
the reactive liquid vertically along the line of rga
Instantly, the two liquids combined in a fierce etigermic
chemical reaction that dropped the temperaturéefyarn
to around minus eighty degrees Fahrenheit. Theialum
hinge under the line of yarn immediately froze, dmang
extremely brittle.
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Aktar heard the galley cart rolling towards them
before he even saw Mohammed and two of the other me
in their group pushing hard behind it. As he and hi
accomplice jumped out of the way, the cart smasioédly
iInto the cockpit door. The sharp impact causedethi@e
length of aluminum hinge to instantly crack andl.fai
Mohammed quickly ripped the door from its frame and
entered the flight deck. Moving swiftly, he knockéuke
startled co-pilot unconscious with a hard punckht® back
of the jaw. Mohammed then confidently dragged threqgr
pilot from his seat and took his spot at the cdatro

The entire operation took less than two minutes and
most of the passengers onboard were still unawaae t
something was wrong.

“Captain, my men and | have no intention of hagnin
your passengers or your airplane. Do exactly amylasd
you can have your airplane back when we Ileave,”
Mohammed calmly explained to the airplane’s wideey
senior pilot.

The terrorist's sinister smile was greeted by the
captain’s frozen look of shock.

Commander Neil Richards visually surveyed the area around
the pier again. As the Executive Officer of Nor#lahd
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Naval Air Station, he was in charge of coordinating
security arrangements between the civilian Seceeti&e
officer in charge and his own uniformed securityspanel.
Redundant layers of security were in place and all
communications networks were operating flawlessig.
felt confident that he’d done everything in his mowo
ensure the safety of the VIPs that were now amgivan the
base.

Three road blocks with .50 caliber machine gunsewe
set up, Seal Team Five was patrolling the harb@eweral
Mark V watercraft, and a Combat Air Patrol statwas set
with a section of F/A-18F fighters just off the spaf San
Diego. Commander Richards knew the Secret Senace h
similar arrangements in place but was not cleanekhbw
what they consisted of.

The base was secure as it would ever be — good thin
too because no less than four ex-Presidents werected
to arrive shortly before the ceremony began at 130@
dignitaries would all be seated in the low-riseablgers that
were set up on the pier beside the U.S.S. Geor§é. H.
Bush, the United States Navy’'s newest nuclear peaver
aircraft carrier. Right behind the speaker’s podamd VIP
bleachers was a beautiful panoramic view of the [SBiago
skyline. Sailors dressed in sparking white dresi$otms
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would be manning the perimeter of the guest sedton
front of the podium. The arrangements were cangfull
designed to maximize the view for the numerousvisien
crews that would be filming the ship’s change ahatand
ceremony.

Commander Richards had attended all of the sgcurit
briefings and knew the current terrorist threat ke
minimal. The consensus opinion was that North lan
Naval Air Station was not the most likely place for
terrorists to strike — it was too hard of a tardstlated on
the Northern tip of Coronado Island across the foagn
downtown San Diego, the base was considered an
extremely secure installation. Any strike would tnidszly
occur either before or after the event when theithges
were in transit — definitely a security concern mdit,
technically, the concern Commander Richard’s.

As he turned to speak with one of his assistamisia
some last minute details, the Navy commander cduldn
have imagined just how horrifyingly wrong the iigggnce
assessments would prove to be.

“TAO, Air, track 2045 is well off the airway and looks like
its departing Mexican airspace,” reported Operation
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Specialist Senior Chief Mark Talbert over Net 1Bet
internal communications net in Combat.

“Roger, | was just looking at that. It was on Hiavay
heading south and then turned west towards thet coas
directly at us. Are we sure there isn’t an air eouight
above us here?” asked LCDR Guy.

“Absolutely sure sir, there is no airway above Tise
major east-west air corridors are well to the nartd south
of our position. The track looks to be a commeraidiner,
its squawking Modes 3 and Charlie, originated gmaiia
International Airport, and assumed normal speed and
altitude on the airway heading south. EW reportedttack
correlating to COMAIR ES on that bearing as wells |
definitely COMAIR but not where it should be,” Seni
Chief Talbert continued.

The airplane conformed to the profile of a comnarci
airliner including the electronic emissions detdchy the
ship’s electronic warfare operator.

“Senior, this is Captain Johnson. Have you reakive
any 7700 type IFF squawks?” asked the captain after
becoming interested in the unusual air contact. Wwée
inquiring whether or not the ship’s Identificatiémiend or
Foe system had detected the international codéhifgin
jacking.
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“No sir. But the contact has now descended to tyven
thousand feet and appears to be turning North,"eadd
Senior Chief Talbert.

“Roger that Senior. Continue to track and report,”
replied Captain Johnson as he reached for the Gaslp
Command Net, a secure satellite radio to Commander,
Third Fleet in San Diego. Since the terrorist &$agn 911,
commercial aircraft were unfortunately no longer
considered to be absolutely benign. In fact, a cencral
airliner might even be shot down if there was noeotwvay
to prevent another 911 type attack. The aircrady tivere
tracking now was probably nothing to be concerneolug
but the captain wasn’t taking any chances witlithiez.

Captain Johnson and OSCS Talbert knew each other
well and had stood hundreds of hours of watch twget
twenty one years ago onboard the U.S.S. Vincenhesy
were both in Combat when their previous ship arevcr
mistakenly shot down an Iranian commercial airlimethe
Arabian Gulf killing all 290 passengers onboardtiBmen
had carried that painful memory with them to thas é&ind
had trained hard to prevent it from ever happergggin.
Shooting down a second airliner was definitely pait of
either man’s career plan.
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Captain Johnson was a Lieutenant and Senior Chief
Talbert a Third Class Petty Officer at the time tbe
incident. They had both been in Combat Information
Center that fateful day. Although neither man waeatly
involved with the shoot down itself, they were both
involved with the events leading up to the tragedy.

The U.S.S. Vincennes was inbound the Strait of
Hormuz on the early morning of July 3, 1988 whea th
ship’s helicopter was fired upon by several Iranian
Boghammers, a type of Iranian military fast patbpolat.
When Captain Will Rodgers decided to close theadist
between the Vincennes and her helicopter, the [pat@ts
turned inbound to the ship and opened fire. Lieaén
Johnson was the ship’s Surface Warfare Coordinatol
returned fire on the Boghammers sinking eight adnth
with Vincennes’ 5” guns. Operations Specialist @iitlass
Talbert was seated at the console next to Lieutenan
Johnson keeping solid radar tracks on all twentedh
hostile surface contacts headed towards the slofh Ben
were awarded Navy Commendation Medals for their
competence in defending the ship. If the story siaaply
ended there, it would have been a great news dathéo
United States Navy. However, that was not to bectse.
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During the running surface engagement, a lone
airplane launched from Bandar Abbas, a joint cawi
military airport located in Iran at the mouth ottBtrait of
Hormuz. Due to numerous mistakes made by watch
standers on the other side of Combat, the airplaas
misidentified as an Iranian F-14 inbound for Vinges.
After several radio warnings to turn away from ttap
went unanswered and mistakenly convinced the pietke
hostile intentions, Captain Rodgers ordered therafir to
be shot down. Vincennes fired two SM-2 surfacetto-a
missiles and Flight 655 crashed into the sea gillin
everyone onboard.

The Lieutenant Johnson onboard Vincennes in 1988
was now Captain Johnson, Commanding Officer of the
U.S.S. Lake Champlain. Operations Third Class Talbe
was now Senior Chief Talbert, Captain Johnson’s tmos
senior and trusted operator.

“Captain, listen very carefully to what I'm about to tell you.
The lives of everyone on this airplane depends oun y
doing exactly as | instruct,” Mohammend bin Dicwaad
said to the pilot. Mohammed then handed the camain
small piece of paper with a latitude and longitlmieation
written on it.
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“Fly to this position and put the plane in a slteft
hand turn. Maintain twenty thousand feet and doleave
Mexican airspace. When we get there, | want yoekease
the locking mechanism on the aft port door of theratft.
My friends and | will be jumping out. Then, you caaturn
your aircraft safely back home,” continued Mohammed

“By the way, if | were you | wouldn’t turn on youiFF
distress call either. You know as well as | do wihaty're
likely to do to high jacked airplanes these days,”
Mohammed added by winking his left eye at the dapta

The captain could not believe what he was hearurig
immediately entered the latitude and longitude tomsiin
the plane’s navigation system. The position wasy onl
twelve minutes distant by air and would take thenthe
northern edge of Mexican airspace, just south efuhsS.
Mexico border and San Diego, California.

Mohammed then keyed the plane’s public announcing
system to make his intentions clear to the passenge

“Listen carefully. We are about to open the backrd
of the airplane. Don’t worry, you will all be finé you
make absolutely sure your seatbelts are fastenekeep
your heads down. The sudden change in air pressilre
have the affect of sucking things out of the pldben’t let
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it be you,” Mohammed explained to the terrified
passengers.

The terrorist immediately heard startled shouts and
cries coming from the cabin of the plane.

“Be calm! You will all be safe. My men and | are
jumping out and giving you your airplane back. Taptain
will still be able to land the plane safely backMexico,”
Mohammed finished telling the horrified passengers.

He and his men were now all dressed in slick sk bl
colored body suits and goggles. The suits contaanlkeyer
of Thinsulite that would protect the men from thib=zero
temperatures they could expect. Ingeniously desligtiee
suites had extra material sewn in between the amnahsr
and the chest area and also between the upperqgbdrte
legs. When filled with air, the men would become
aerodynamic and could glide for great distances. In
training, his team became very skilled at jumpimgntf
twenty thousand feet and then traveling eighty snide
more across the Afghanistan desert before deplayiag
parachutes mere feet above the ground — a military
technique known as High Altitude Low Opening or HAL
jumping.
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Aktar released the door arming mechanism and swung the
emergency escape release bar up in the directioimeof
large red arrow. The heavy door instantly slammpdno
against the airplanes outer skin causing a tremendang.
Aktar briefly heard frightened screams from several
passengers as he was immediately sucked from #me pl
He rolled out expertly allowing his body to quickly
disappear into the slipstream behind the aircratft.

Holding on initially until the air pressure equad,
the remaining seven terrorists followed out therdamosix
second intervals.

Mohammed bin Dicwaadi rolled out of the violent torrent of
air generated by the airplanes massive jet engpeskly
recovering and assuming the flying form, he sooottsg
all seven members of his group in a line, down aney in
front of him.

After many months of death defying practice, the
group had become extremely adept at this free-fall
formation which resembled a string of pearls flythgough
the sky. Each member was separated by approxinately
to six seconds of flight time. Although every onktle
men was capable of independent navigation, they all



29

followed Aktar who had proven himself to be the mos
highly skilled at it.

Aktar was using the GPS wristwatch he wore to make
his initial flight corrections that lined the teawp with the
San Diego coastline which was now clearly visibhetbe
near horizon. Located at the northern most tighefriarrow
peninsula just across the bay from downtown Samgdie
North Island Naval Air Station made an ideal visual
navigational reference point.

Mohammed smiled to himself knowing that nothing
could now stop th&Vill of God— like on 911, the infidels
would once again find themselves totally defenseles
against their ruthless ingenuity and utter fearless.

Only this time, instead of the spectacular desioact
of mere buildings, the world would witness the llpo
assassination of America’s former leaders.

In a headlong plunge towards earth, Mohammed bin
Dicwaadi likened it a glorious flight into HeaveWery
soon now, he would surely greet Allah as Islam’sdBest
Martyr.

“Sir, the airplane just began squawking Mode 7700. Looks
like we have a definite high jack in progress! itisa port
turn and steady at twenty thousand feet, still wathin
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Mexican airspace,” Senior Chief Talbert updated his
captain.

“Roger, keep a firm track on that plane. We just
received orders to shoot it down if it crosses ibtated
States airspace and begins to descend,” replieda@ap
Johnson dryly.

Unable to believe what he had just heard, SenieefCh
Talbert delayed a moment in responding. His thasght
immediately returned to the Vincennes incident Ine t
Arabian Gulf twenty one years ago.

“Senior, did you copy? We may receive orders tte fi
if the plane crosses into U.S. airspace,” repedtes
captain.

“Yes sir. | copy. Birds affirm track 2045. Stangiby
to fire on your orders.”

Captain Kevin Johnson knew his Senior Chief had to
be deeply troubled by what was happening -
understandably so. The captain could not beliegé ttiey
were both in a position to, once again, shoot dawvn
commercial airliner. Commander Third Fleet had just
informed him of the ceremony taking place at Ndsihnd
Naval Air Station and raised the possibility tHas Comair
they were tracking might be a potential terrorigeat. If
there was any indication that terrorists intendedide the
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airplane as a missile like they did on 911, Capfaihnson
knew he could be ordered to shoot it down.

“Jesus, Tom Clancy himself couldn’t make this shit
up,” Captain Johnson reflected quietly.

“Welcome distinguished guests and visitors. Thank you for
coming out to sunny San Diego to be a part of hisgoric
occasion,” Admiral Kutkelvin began in an upbeatoceoas
soon as the National Anthem ended and the guestsalle
reseated. The day was gorgeous and a clear blueosky
above the audience seated before him. The high rise
buildings of downtown San Diego loomed large behnimd
forming a perfect backdrop for the historic event.

“On behalf of ..” the Admiral started but suddenly
stopped short. Something had caught his attentiothe
sky, just beyond the audience. Hushed murmurs bagan
several heads turned to see what the Admiral walarig
at.

The Admiral stared, frozen in place at the podasn
the line of skydivers homed in on them from the tweke
thought they were much too low and too damn close!
Something was very wrongall of their parachutes must
have failed!
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“...What the ... TAKE COVERRAdmiral Kutkelvin
yelled his warning as loudly as he could.

At that moment, Aktar slammed into the front row of
guests at nearly two hundred miles per hour. At spaed,
his 193 pounds of body weight carried a devastating
amount of kinetic energy.

Broken pieces from the metal folding chairs indtant
became flying shrapnel — wickedly impaling and isbic
through arms, legs, and heads of those seatedstlose

The sound of the impact was sickening. The pardlyze
shock of the guests seated safely beyond the inguac
was brief, turning quickly into panic. The spray bbod
and splattering human gore started the crowd ieodfied
motion away from the scene.

Several of the more alert Secret Service personnel
immediately jumped on top of the former presidenmts
were seated just beyond Aktar’'s kill zone. Secoladisr,
the next human missile smashed into the speakedsim
tearing Admiral Kutkelvin roughly in half. The tremdous
force propelled the admiral’s upper torso completel
through the VIP bleachers and out onto the pavement
beyond — his waist and legs cart wheeled crazitgsscthe
pier like an abused rag doll being tossed aside.
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In full panic, the crowd tried desperately to flas
even more human kamikazes rained down. Choosing the
point of impact by making minute aerodynamic
adjustments, the terrorists vectored in unerringty the
VIP bleachers. Then, as quickly as it started & waer.

The aerial bombardment had proven horrifically
effective. Ground zero was now a flattened moungtiif
recognizable humanity. Gleaming white bone and neahg
organs stood out grotesquely from the broken carpisat
were strewn about as if some enraged giant hadogtoon
the crowd, squishing people between his massivs. toe
What remained of the formerly idyllic scene on ther
was now a hellish nightmare — an ugly vomit glarbagk
at the world through live television cameras.

Jimmy Carter, George H.W. Bush, William Jefferson
Clinton, and George W. Bush were among the dead.
America’s last four living presidents had been indyr
assassinated.

Reluctantly, Captain Kevin Johnson reached for the radio
handset to answer the Task Group Command Net.

The foreboding urgency in the caller’'s voice clegarl
telegraphing the dreaded orders that would follow.
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Captain Rogersin Command

~

Preface

Captain Rogers in Commandas penned on July 4, 1988.
The day after Flight 655 was shot down in the Aazabi
Gulf. Kevin swears the damned lines wrote themselvhe
woke up in the middle of the night and could nat r@gain
until he’d finished copying down all of the 398 wlsrthat
literally came from someplace else.
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Vincennes made record time
cutting the Pacific West,
with Captain Rogers in command
as one of America’s best.
It was a fearless company
that tore to a holy war,
where two nations of the Persian Gulf
nearly closed the tradesmen’s door.

Most free nations on the earth
cried peace could be won.

This eight year war had cost young lives
since the day it was begun.
Captain Rogers kept eternal vigilance;
his crew might have to fight.
He knew the sailors of the Stark
died on one dark night.

The cruiser watched the bloodied straits
with her helo in the air,
When shots were fired from small boats
that almost downed it there.
Captain Rogers ordered: “Fire!”
to defend his ship and crew.
When high speed boats raced towards Vincennes
and dodged the rounds that flew.

Into this heated battle
a lone aircraft broke the sky.
Was it friend or foe that tried his ship?
He had minutes to decide.
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The captain’s men were trained for this;
they did not tell him lies.
Captain Rogers would fight his ship,
and his crew would not die.

The roar was felt by every man
as two missiles flashed away.
Cheering voices released the stress
from the fighting of that day.
Silent prayers were offered
for those that would be killed.
And the thundering missiles found their mark
with a blast heard round the world.

It was the 3 day of July,
Iranian Summer '88.
Flight six five five exploded
falling to her fate.
All passengers who rode that flight
fell to their destiny,
As the flaming silver airplane
slammed into the sea.

To protect the innocent
Vincennes hastened to that place.
When they learned what they had done
they prayed to God for grace.
Their eyes were wide in disbelief,
all hearts in misery.

They could not even fathom
such a ghastly tragedy.



“Rogers was engaged in battle,
and forced to protect his crew.”
This is what the world news said,;

it was the common view.
His men stood firm behind him,
Team Spirit one and all.
The brave crew gave their captain faith
and courage to stand tall.

Those two nations in the Gulf
then signed a Peace Accord.
The death of their own children
was too costly to afford.

Sometimes fate is strange
in what it has in store,
placing Captain Rogers in command,
to checkmate senseless war.

~

by:
Operations Specialist Second Class
Kevin M. Day
United States Navy
July 4, 1988
Onboard U.S.S. Vincennes (CG 49)
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Hoover

—~

Preface

Unlike many of Kevin's stories that have elements o
factual accounts woven into them, Hoover is a wadrgure
fiction. Also unlike his other stories, Hoover is@ story
about the sea. Instead, he immerses the reader in a
terrifying tale of what could happen to the HooEm —
and the huge man-made lake lurking behind it. Handh
would it be for a determined terrorist, even whaleting
alone, to bring down the great dam, one of thengtst
structures ever built by man? Impossible you sagadR
Kevin’s entertaining little tale to find out jusbWw possible

it might actually be!
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Prolog

The huge woolly mammoth crept slowly down the narrow
path leading to the swiftty moving river far below.
Choosing her steps with amazing agility, the masbwast
led her calf down the sheer canyon hugging thesoakh

her thickly muscled shoulder. The walls of the [iric
canyon loomed nearly six hundred feet above them,
separated by a long thin ribbon of angry gray dkyen
now another sheet of heavy rain swept down ther rive
canyon, heralded by fierce gusts of wind that ttereed the
animal’s thin purchase on the stony trail. Luredthuyst to
the smell of fresh water still several hundred fesdow, the
mother and her offspring would not be the firstratyi
creatures to fall to their deaths from the wallshaf ancient
and narrow canyon.

Stopping on the path, the mammoth did her best to
shelter her calf by taking the brunt of the powkekfind
with her massive body. Suddenly, starting as arienvble
that was felt more than heard, the earth beneatldgan
to tremble. Slowly at first, the powerful earthgadbuilt as
rocks and debris rained down on them from aboveabln
to stand, the woolly mammoth fell on her side aldhg
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narrow path, her massive legs wind milling the atirthe
edge of the cliff. Letting out a fierce trumpet fioher
frantically grasping trunk, the huge mammoth roliétithe
trail into empty space.

A deep bend in the river broke the great creatiaiés
Dissipating much of the energy with a tremendouastp
of water, the mammoth broke her back. The forcehef
impact cleanly severed her spinal cord but crudity not
Kill her. In total panic now, the mother flailedal half in,
half out of the water, her eyes searching desgdgrateut
for her calf. She could not have known that her lymw
lay buried underneath mega tons of earth in th& siide
just up river from where she lay in agony.

Several minutes later, the river all around hemyhai
body began to recede. A gigantic landslide had ¢etaly
damned the river above and the water below vergkiui
withdrew downstream. For that night and most of rilb&t
day, the mammoth laid along the ancient river bamkble
to move. Pelted by unending sheets of rain andiéeby
massive clasps of thunder, the tormented beaseavad
die.

The relentless force of the river water generatethf
hundreds of miles of nearly vertical river canyamcgly
built up against the earthen dam. Fed by unseaboraid
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glacial melt in the towering mountains to the emsd the
torrential rains along the canyon, the river lestdadily
crept up the sides of the steep canyon behindetnedrary
dam.

In the end, nearly four hundred feet of swirling
confused river pressed unmercifully against thd-imgke
long, five hundred foot high earthen dam createe@wh
geologically unstable section in the canyon watldapsed
in the powerful quake.

No longer able to withstand the tremendous water
pressure, the trillion tons of earth making up them
suddenly gave way. Instantly, billions of cubic gsrof
water began roaring down the narrow canyon in lg epic
geologic event. The woolly mammoth knew death was
imminent. Her last view on earth was of a gigamtadl of
water, rock, and mud plowing down the canyon toward
her pain racked body.

For hundreds of miles downriver reaching all theywa
to the prehistoric Gulf of California, nothing waolul
withstand the ancient rivers fury. Thousands ofasgu
miles of flat land were completely inundated.

Millions of animals and several groups of prehistor
peoples all perished together leaving only thessiiized
remains to tell the story to a future generatiomah.
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Professor Yaksir was a tormented man, quite insane really.
Deep within his soul he knew he was being punisied
Allah for abandoning his past. He had forsakendherg -
his parents, his country, and yes, even his faitiorder to
pursue the American dream. To what end? His daughte
Arilyn had grown up in Las Vegas and knew none @f h
own heritage. Stupidly, he had even forbid the kjpggaof
any language except English in their home. Entirely
Westernized, she had also died a Westerner’s death.
Seeing her beautiful young body lying dead in &efs
was too much to bear. Why did she never listenitao?h
Why did she insist on going out with her friendsfy\did
she get into that car when she knew her friend rhase
been drunk? Akheil knew that blaming his only chwds
foolish though. This was his fault — Allah had eteaca
punishment befitting of his terrible transgressiahsst like
his little girl lying lifeless in front of him onhie day of the
funeral, he was also now dead. And in his deatbethihe
would make them pay. Yes, they would pay a venhhig
price because Akheil knew there was only one way to
regain the grace of Allah. He must become a martyr.
Akheil’'s thoughts raged as he worked alone in the
small run down metal foundry he had purchasedezahat
year with the proceeds from the sale of an apattmen
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building he owned in the northern part of town. ¥eoon
now he would have enough of the clever devicesatoyc
out his plan. Entirely his own design, he had méue
devices using parts, chemicals, and electronicslyeas
obtainable from the numerous Radio Shack, Home Depo
and Rite Aid Drug stores he shopped at throughoait_s
Vegas area. Always paying in cash and never vgsitite
same store twice in a row, he knew he had left apep
trail.

His makeshift laboratory had all but guaranteed the
success of his efforts. He had tested and retelsied
devices and knew they would work precisely as desig
Akheil bin Yaksir was a brilliant chemist and resda
scientist. The design, testing, and fabricatiomiefdevices
all well within his capabilities. He had the knodige, time,
and money to carry out his plan — and, that wastbxa
what he’d accomplished over the last few months.

He smiled again at the thought of knowing he was th
perfect terrorist cell. All alone in his plan, teeras no way
anyone could know of his glorious redemption witbdG
He had no contact with any other Muslims — none hele
so completely abandoned his past that he didnh é&new
where the closest mosque was located. To the eutsid
world, he was nothing more than a retired Profesgor
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Chemistry at the University of Nevada, Las Vegakhdil

was a highly respected, and trusted, member of fsaner
society — and, very soon now, a perfectly able mass
murderer.

Even though it was just past 9:00 a.m., the June sun was
bright and full as Akheil eased the seventy foatideioat
out of the slip. The Lake Mead Marina was alreadgyb
with tourists and vacationers and the surface ef ldke
would soon be full of all manner of boats and wertt.
Akheil was not interested in fun in the sun. Indtdee
navigated the boat out between the docks and et@pen
waters of the massive lake.

He set a course that would take him east andla litt
north of the marina to a location between Sentisknd
and western slope of Fortification Hill. Yaksir kmehe
bed of the ancient river was below him at this spud the
underwater currents still flowed in their origirdfection —

a fact that was critical to the success of his plan

Arriving at his predetermined location, Hoover Dam
was about four miles south from where the houseboat
idled on the lake. Akheil had made this same veyagery
morning now for the past three weeks. By all outar
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appearances, he was just another houseboat emsthosia
enjoying the beautiful lake.

Akheil leisurely made his way below decks.
Removing the cover from a large tube that extended
from the bowels of the vessel, he heard the famsicand
of water slapping around at the bottom about eigbt
below where he stood.

Next to the tube was a large box of his clever cket
bright yellow water polo balls with Lake Mead Maain
Water Polo Club emblazoned in large black lettarstie
side of each one. Taking the first ball, Akheil piped it
down the tube hearing it splash in the water belbls.
continued until the box was empty, carefully congtthe
twenty five balls as they went into the lake.

Since beginning his mission in late May, he had
placed a little over five hundred of his device® ithe lake.

In two more weeks, his mission would be completist ih
time for the infidels & of July celebration. Allah willing,

he would give them a show that would be remembered
forever. Smiling at the thought, Akheil replacee ttover

on the tube and made his way back topside.

After spending a short time to observe no telltale
debris floated back to the surface of the laketuineed the
boat around and set his return course for the marin
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Johnny Doll's decision to get an early start was going to pay
off in a big way for him. The outside air temperatuvas
already reaching 105 degrees as he pulled ontditherad
just past Milepost 13 on Highway 163 in a swirlicigud

of dust.

He had been up here once before when the Verizon
cell phone transmitter station was being built. &tec on
the southern shoulder of Spirit Mountain, at thire@usand
feet and with unobstructed views to the east of the
Colorado River basin clear to Cottonwood Cove tathe
North and south to the Mohave Valley, the smaltigta
provided cell phone coverage to Laughlin and Buathe
City, Nevada. Although Johnny knew he would enjog t
breathtaking view up at the site and had his camssdy to
take a few shots, it was th& 4f July and holiday pay or
not, Johnny wanted to get back home to Phoeniadyg as
possible.

Johnny thought he would probably complete his work
at the station pretty quickly. He was sent to itigede why
the transmitter station had suddenly switched otcer
auxiliary power during the night — and hopefullyi® it
back to the main power source. Normally, small risle
were the cause and nothing more than a simple oéské
units electrical power system was required. Johnould
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also top off the diesel tanks that provided fuel the
auxiliary power generator. Once again, he wouldéiting
paid nearly ten hours for a five minute job — hellath
thinking that, what the hell, somebody had to do it

Remembering the transmitter sight for its scenic
beauty, Johnny had decided to get up there eaftydoéhe
temperature became too unbearable. Heading upnib# s
dirt road that also led to the site of the anciantacava
petroglyphs in Grapevine Canyon, he kept his epes dor
the even less seldom used service road that wdsnay
past massive boulders and a huge variety of caamais
mesquite trees on its way to the top of the snedkpwvhere
the transmitter station was located.

With nothing else to do as his body bounced around
on the trucks stiff seat, he decided to searchAtileradio
dial again for any station that was broadcastingnglish.

“This elevator goes down through solid granite for 596 feet
in about sixty seconds,” continued the scrawny tpuide.
Jeff Gero looked at his fellow passengers as thea&br
began its plummet down to the foot of the dam. HAe s
written on their faces the same thing he was thipkt this
guide must have gotten his job by virtue of some
government outreach program. It was either thadliothe
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time spent in the deep tunnels below Hoover Damdaax

a number on the mental makeup of the strange ymam
He had to admit that being that deep in the earthveith a
six hundred foot deep lake brooding overhead wassmo
than a little unnerving — he knew he would not wHre
young man'’s job.

“When the elevator door opens, we will be in the
original Nevada side service tunnels. We will thvealk a
short way to a larger tunnel that houses the thaty wide
steel penstock that takes water from the 395 falbttwin
Nevada Intake Towers and feeds it to the Nevadaepow
generation facility. The Arizona side of the rivieas the
same general physical construction”, the young tpude
explained as the elevator began to slow. The edevat
stopped and the doors opened revealing a cavesfikee
hewn from solid rock.

Natural rock arched tunnels led off in severaleadiht
directions. The place had a cool damp feel toat thdn't
help to hide the sensation of trillions of tons mbther
earth looming overhead. Jeff realized that thisr tas
definitely not for people prone to claustrophohiawas
more than a little eerie down here and he suddeaty a
greater appreciation and respect for his geekie lithur
guide. Although he would enjoy this tour, a patthan
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was not going to be too upset about returning tEps the
visitor’'s center either.

“Follow me please. We will now head to the Nevada
power generation facility,” the tour guide saideafthe
group made a short stop at the penstock tunnel.

The massive tunnel was also hewn out of solid rock
and the gigantic steel penstock threaded rightutjinat —
the engineering required to do this staggered the
imagination. The clearance between the sides ofhinty
foot wide penstock and the rock walls of the tunweals
mere feet. How men were ever able to maneuver lsugha
pieces of solid steel in such a tight place wasoatm
impossible to imagine. Construction of the penstoukst
have been a very slow, frustrating, and dangerpasation
— Jeff was sure that men had died here.

Shaking his head in wonder, Jeff fell in behind the
group. He was in awe at the incredible engineeand
shear brute force that had obviously been expeddadh
here.

The last of the water polo balls quickly sank into the dark
depths of Lake Mead. Not really sports balls af die
heavy objects were constructed of thick cast iron
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painstakingly molded in Akheil’s foundry and clelyer
painted to look like innocent playthings.

Plummeting to the preprogrammed depth of three
hundred feet, Akheil’s devices suddenly split inotw
releasing ten smaller objects from within each ohthem.
The cast iron halves continued sinking for anotbee
hundred feet or so and came to rest on the mudidgrbmf
the lake. Neutrally buoyant, each of the basebakds
objects released from the fake mother-balls slowly
separated from each other. Caught in the slow ngovin
currents deep in the lake, they soon unraveled sbkms
fully deploying their specially designed spider wige
nets.

Within the center of each of these webs, ingenjousl
designed to ride the lake’s submerged currents, avas
pound of homemade C-4 military grade explosive vitish
own miniature sonar activated detonator.

Caught in the underwater river system and drifahg
stable three hundred feet below the surface ofake, the
explosive charges silently began their slow jourtoavards
Hoover Dam. Like the thousands of similar charges
clandestinely deployed by Akheil bin Yakir over the
preceding five weeks, the explosive devices woulidt d
along in the weak current until their specially idesd
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webs shagged or caught on some submerged objqzirdee
the lake. Many had been caught in this way to tegadda
and Arizona Intake Towers just above the dam.

Most of the devices however, where now clinging
undetected to the lake side of the dam about the fo
hundred feet below Highway 93 and the thousands of
passenger cars that daily made their way acrostofhef
the incredibly scenic roadway.

Akheil knew the houseboat was about four milesmort
of Hoover Dam. In the half-knot current deep in ldiee, it
would take about eight hours or so before the dhdtis
submerged devices reached the vicinity of the daumst
past noon on July'8 the terrorist decided to simply wait
overnight on the lake — there was no reason for tam
hurry.

At noon the next day, Akheil would lower his re-
engineered fish finding sonar in the lake and traha
very low frequency sound in the water. The soundeva
would travel easily through the lake and triggex gonar
detonators on the 8,700 pounds of military gradé bw
sticking half way down the lakeward side of Hoofzam.

The greatest martyr in history relaxed in the sun,
smiling contentedly. He let the glorious rays oflahl
penetrate deeply into his soul.
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On the 4 of July he would finally find his redemption
in God. Joyously, he would unleash a hell not seerarth
since before prehistoric man first hunted the amcrever
canyons now covered by billions of cubic yards et
deep lake water.

Built in Black Canyon at the extreme southwestern end of
the area known today as the Grand Canyon, Hoovar Da
stands as a monumental human achievement. Stargdég
feet high and 660 feet in width at its base, tha daone of
the seven manmade wonders of the world. The 118 mil
long, six hundred foot deep Lake Mead is the largemn-
made lake in the world — created in 1935 when iy
constructed Hoover finally blocked the ancient rivieat
we call the Colorado.

The Hoover Dam is considered a manmade wonder for
good reason. More than seven thousand men labared i
brutal temperature extremes reaching 125 degredbein
summer. The colossal construction lasted a sungsi
short five years from 1931 to 1935 - killing aniestted
four hundred men.

The construction crews used more than 3.25 million
cubic yards of concrete. Enough to build a one toak,
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four foot wide sidewalk around the earth’s equatto®,dam
holds back nearly 3.5 billion cubic yards of water.

Today, the water stored in Lake Mead services the
combined populations Los Angeles, San Diego, Lagage
Phoenix, Tucson, as well as numerous smaller céres
towns in Nevada, Arizona, and California. Canalyeha
turned massive areas of fertile but arid soil imtoh
farmland producing an estimated $1 billion dollangear in
agricultural products. The electricity produced kye
staggering volume of water behind the dam lightsuge
portion of southwestern United States — more thaur f
billion kilowatt hours a year.

To this day, Highway 93 winds its way down the
canyon walls and runs across the 1244 foot arcped at
the top of Hoover Dam.

An unbelievably daring achievement during
America’s Great Depression, many of today’'s engmee
believe that the Hoover Dam would be unachievai@ay,
the price of such a feat would simply be too high.

As many engineers also know, if the unfathomably
strong Hoover Dam were to ever fail, the pent upy fof
the ancient river behind it would unmercifully das way
through the narrow canyons and quickly inundate the
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thousands of square miles of flat land below —tasas
done several times throughout prehistory.

For modern humans, the event would arguably
become the world’s single greatest disaster.

Exactly the twisted, yet brilliant plan of Professo
Akheil bin Yaksir. A Prodigal Son of Islam who thght to
become the religion’s greatest martyr ever.

Jeff Gero stood on the catwalk overlooking the massive
water turbines that made up the Nevada power gemera
facility. The eight generators were feed by smaller
penstocks branching off from the thirty foot maenptock
his group had just visited.

Located at the very base of the dam, the Nevada and
Arizona power generation facilities sit between thee of
the natural canyon and about two hundred feet altowe
surface of the river that separates them. Althougltould
not see it from within the facility, Jeff was awatet the
face of the dam towered nearly six hundred fedthefind
where he now stood looking in the downriver diresti

As Jeff stared down the long rectangular shaped
facility, he was strangely comforted by the briglatylight
that shown through the openings along the top efléfft
wall closest to the river.
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“The facility you are looking at generates ...” an
astonishingly loud boom suddenly rocked the entire
building, causing the tour guide to instinctivelyicd.
Almost instantly sirens began to wail throughout th
facility.

“Quick! Follow me!” the tour guide yelled at the
startled tour group.

Not waiting for the ungainly tour guide or the rest
his group, Jeff Gero ran as fast as he could fa& th
elevators. He instinctively knew that something was
terribly wrong and that he must get back abovedtdma as
quickly as possible.

Luckily for Jeff he reached the elevator just awdis
closing to take another group back to the surfacke—
ignored several dirty looks as the doors momentaril
paused to let him in. As another low rumble sholb& t
earth, the elevator started up.

Jeff had no idea what was going on but he did know
that being at the top of a seven hundred footdath was
far better than being at its bottom if somethingl lvgas
about to happen to it!

Akheil's submerged explosives had settled in a rough line
on the dam about three hundred feet below the b
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the lake — resembling a sort of weird, unseemlylesmi
across its underwater face.

Amazingly, the natural underwater currents in tieel
had somehow created the ideal explosive patterdetke®r
destroying an arch gravity type of dam. The random
deposits of Akheil's devices could not have beeprowed
upon if a team of expert divers had individuallgg#d each
and every one of them.

The specialized frequency that Akheil transmitted
from his modified fish finder traveled unimpededatingh
the lake at seven times the speed of sound — triggell
of the sonar detonators. The massive underwatdosrp
instantly induced a countless number of microscomcks
that radiated deeply within the surface of the dam.

Alone, the spider web of cracks would not be enough
to ever cause the unfathomably strong dam to fail.
However, the 8,700 pounds of C-4 had also instantly
vaporized a billion tons of water creating a gatgan
bubble deep under the lake. Lasting a mere nanodette
tremendous force of the water pressing in fromsales
instantly collapsed the empty void.

The full weight of the 110 mile long lake slammed
back against the surface of the dam with an intaiide
amount of destructive power. Tiny jets of watergaduout
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the myriad of microscopic cracks wedging them even
deeper into the virgin cement within the dam.

It was the combined effect of millions of still gvang
cracks and the unbearable assault of the great tlekie
doomed Hoover Dam. At first, it was only small marb
sized chunks of cement that began to fall away ftbhm
submerged face of the dam, sinking quickly into dbgss
below.

Within a few minutes however, the cracks had
traveled completely through the heart of Hoover Damd
began to appear on its dry side.

Jeff Gero had never been so scared in his life. Escaping the
foot of the dam, the group of tourists in the etevdad no
idea what was happening. Above the wail of sirdreyt
could hear groans and rumbling emanating fromiadss

Jeff knew the elevator rode in a shaft sunk sttaigh
down into ancient rock. He also knew the sourcedhef
unsettling noises was not the elevator equipmenmntthoes
very earth itself. It sounded as though the gramies
tearing itself apart just feet away from where thaged
towards the surface.

The unashamed stench of fresh human feces suddenly
filled the small space. Jeff guessed the fat ladyp was
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doing her best to wedge into a prized corner inbhek of
the elevator, must have just shit her pants. Jeffidn’t
blame her either — he too was terrified almost beythe
ability to function.

Finally, the elevator slowed and the doors opedef.
ran out of the visitor center and out onto the ogerview
deck that overlooked the dam and the river canyam f
below.

At first, he didn’t notice anything wrong. Howevais
he studied the top of the dam more closely he saweral
lifeless looking people strewn across Highway 98Il S
more were running, crawling, and limping along the
roadway in both directions off the dam. The surfatéhe
road held large standing pools of water and the fi#che
dam looked as though a sudden torrential rain hestl j
passed by. Most of the cars caught traveling adhfessglam
had been abandoned as their occupants ran foatéty ®f
solid ground.

Although he was nearly a quarter mile away, hedaoul
hear many panicked screams above the walling sirens
Pure pandemonium was underway, but why? He knew
there had been a tremendous explosion, but whetigér O
than injured and panicked people trying to fleeed dam,
nothing looked like it had been damaged.
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That's when Jeff saw them. Barely visible at firat,
spider web of cracks began to appear on the sawedréd
foot face of Hoover Dam. The rumbling sounds inseeh
as the cracks raced down to the foot of the danfirgttit
was just a small finger of water that shot straiguit from
the face of the dam about half-way down. The foruest
have been awesome because the jet of water extended
nearly horizontally for several hundred yards. Thercar-
sized chunk of cement launched away from the fddbeo
dam spinning crazily through the air. As ice codafrar
seized Jeff's heart, he witnessed the misshapeeaqgpie
somersault for several hundred feet and punch gfrabe
roof of the Arizona power generating facility aetfoot of
the dam.

Jeff vomited forcefully over the deck railing as he
suddenly realized the magnitude of the unstoppadnieage
that was about to be unleashed.

Jeff stood frozen in place as he watched a hude cle
suddenly appear in the face of the dam. Then, &etians
of solid concrete the size of football fields peetavay as
several hundred feet of water parted the hearh@fdam.
Two dozen cars and most of the people too sloviemirig
tumbled into free fall as the roadway at the tophaf dam
crumbled away beneath them.
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All Jeff could do is watch in horror as a towernvgll
of dark lake water leaned over the disintegratimgcsure
and begin its plunge into the river canyon far belo
hungrily devouring the assortment of cars, hugé@es of
the dam, and far too many unheard screams with a
sickening finality.

The sudden displacement of such a huge volume of ai
caused a tremendous rush of wind from the bottorthef
canyon. As Jeff gagged over the view railing, higoer
body was hammered with the force of a medievakbaty
ram. Instantly knocked unconscious, he flew throtigghair
like a lifeless crash test dummy for at least twefset
before impacting the concrete decking flat on laiskb

Johnny Doll was nearly finished inside the windowless cell
phone transmitter station when he heard the lowbiung
begin. A native of Los Angeles, Johnny knew it hade
an earthquake. As the sound built in intensitydéeided to
move outside just in case. Grabbing his cameratldf
work table, he quickly exited the small building.
Momentarily blinded by the strong daylight, Johnny
struggled to clear his vision. Although he couldiply hear
the rumble as though a huge train was approachiglid
not really feel the ground shaking like it had ireyaous
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earthquakes. Scanning the river valley below hiroload
of dust far to the north caught his eye.

Captivated, Johnny slowly gained the realizatioat t
he was watching a huge wall of water roll acrossttp of
Lake Mohave. Still about fifteen miles to the nodahthe
small peak where he stood overlooking the riveleyalthe
torrent raced towards him. The water was so deapith
reached astonishingly far up the sides of the roagryon —
worse, the inland tsunami was heading directly towa
Laughlin and Bullhead City, Nevada!

Johnny also knew there would be no way to stop the
mysterious tidal wave that was now flooding outtloé
north. Davis Dam just above Laughlin was abouidaun
over like field mouse on an airport runway.

Johnny fell to his knees as he helplessly watdhed
inexplicable deluge mass its power at the soutleeich of
the valley, rising even higher as it climbed thenyzm
walls. Then - as though the Devil himself had sundigle
paroled every lost soul in hell - the ungodly totre
mindlessly stampeded over the small dam and traimple
Laughlin and Bullhead City underneath. Johnny just
watched in horror as the unearthly plain of watantimued
the exodus south out of his field of view — Needli®
Mohave Valley, Lake Havasu City, Blythe on Intetst&0,
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and Yuma on Interstate 8 where all next in the ditthe
unstoppable disaster.

As Johnny looked on from the safety of the high hi
the mother of all alluvions inundated the narroweri
valley below him. Several times he had to turn éyes
away from the flotsam, some of it not quite deaap$€ized
boats, crushed cars, intact buildings, and whatdddike
pathetic human forms still clawed at the undulasngface
of the passing cataclysm.

Akheil had grossly underestimated the astonishing power of
the water. Caught up in an insane religious ferveid
carelessly forgotten to factor in his own safety.

His engine at full throttle, the houseboat wasialty
being sucked backwards towards the deafening riotreo
epic cataract in the earth! Was it just his imagoraor was
the boat actually trying to move uphill?

Soon after the massive explosion caused the
catastrophic failure of the dam, Akheil knew tharas no
way he was going to make it all the way back torttagina.
Instead, he was desperately trying to angle thesdimnat
towards the much closer eastern shore of the lkdkee
could just escape the clutch of the water, he wdddch
the boat as best he could.
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His mind began to scream in torment — he couldiet
now! No one would ever know it was he, Akheil bin
Yaksir, who had accomplished such a spectacular
Martyrdom. He cursed himself that he’'d left nacega- no
clues!

The houseboat finally lost the battle and was
hopelessly caught in the mind boggling power dfdnk of
cubic yards of water moving, faster and fastethm same
direction. Knowing he was going to die, Akheil tachto
face his destruction.

Moving downhill, he stared into the mist filledasye
just beyond the edge of the monstrous waterfaleéatdd of
the pleasure of watching the infidels flail in arghuin the
aftermath of such an unprecedented disaster, Akhesed
God. Had he not returned to Allah and bravely eadrout
his will? Why then was he being rebuked — so ubyfair
cheated of experiencing the glory he had earned?

Akhelil braced himself as best he could in the opien
wheelhouse and stared down his own death. As tla¢ bo
careened over the falls and launched into the abgksv,
Akheil fell.

Strangely, he thought he must look like one ofstho
crazy American base jumpers he had watched oniselav
Airborne, Akheil cursed as loudly as he could feveyal
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hundred feet before being swallowed up in the nhaets
of the river below.

Although Jeff Gero had only lain unconscious for several
minutes, the level of the lake behind the dam was
noticeably lower by the time he regained his spotha
view railing. A mixture of blood and tears stundf'3eeyes

as he suddenly remembered the group of fellow advers

he had so callously abandoned at the foot of the. d&
he’d known then just how many people were now dabme
or dying downriver, he would have even been crying
harder.

From the eagles’ eye view he had from the Hoover
Dam Visitors Center deck, it appeared to Jeff asigh the
entire contents of Lake Mead was now pouring over t
broken dam. It was impossible for him to comprehtrel
volume of water that was entering the river canyon
seemingly all at once.

Remembering his small digital camera, he fishexlit
of his back pocket and zoomed it in for the besselin
shot he could get. The picture he took appeardtefront
page of every major newspaper in the world. We& York
Times headline read, “Professor Courageously Confronts
Own Death”.
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Jeff Gero’s amazing photo showed Professor Akhell
bin Yaksir’'s tiny looking houseboat at the precgif the
roaring falls. The professor himself could be dieaeen
standing upright at the helm of his boat. Profegddreil’s
arms were raised high over his head apparentlypifigp
Death the bird. News commentators throughout thddwo
naively marveled at the respected university psigs
bravery. The Whitehouse spinmeisters used the pimoto
their propaganda war against Islamic terrorismggssting
that the strong, multicultural American society \Wboever
give in without a fight.

The Professor's memorial the following week was
nondenominational and attended by thousands of his
former students and grieving colleagues. The psoies
body, along with a half million other victims, wagver
found.

With al-Qaeda quickly blamed for the attack, the
world would never learn that Professor Akheil biaKgir
was in fact the deadliest terrorist ever.

Or that Jeff Gero’'s famous photograph had really
captured Islam’s greatest martyr using the unilgrsa
understood American gesture as he screamed blaspisem
renunciations at his God.
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Just a Dream

—~

Preface

Have you ever had a dream that was so life-likeresd
that it haunted you for several days? The followialg is
about such a dream — sort of anyway. There arey Nav
ships, exotic countries, beautiful girls, bizarvasts, and
even a little crying at the end if you feel so inell once
you get there. And just like those pesky vivid ains,
please don’t be too upset if Kevin's little stomntinues to
haunt you for a few days too.
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Prolog

Pretending he was a shark swimming silently through the
gentle surf, Roger Hammond stalked his prey. Smpttier
sun tanned ankle as she moved towards shallower Wee
grabbed it and pulled her with a splash down insoanms.
Noi giggled loudly, her pretense at being scaretkiy
turning into a display of passion for the beaut§wiung
American sailor. Secluded in a small cove at NarnHa
Beach, they kissed long and hard as the foamingrveaitd
soft white sand caressed their young bodies.

Together for only three weeks, what had startecasut
a one night stand in Phuket, Thailand had turndd in
something a little more serious. Sadly though, Was their
last day together - Roger’s ship was leaving toma!r

That was tomorrow though. Noi smiled thinking about
the whole day ahead that still remained.

The U.S.S. Gridley had been in Phuket for nedmige
weeks awaiting the return of her commanding offiddre
night before the ship dropped anchor in Patong f8aya
four day port of call, the ship’s captain receitkd terrible
news that his wife and daughter had been killea icar
accident. He immediately left for home on emergency
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leave. Commander, Seventh Fleet decided the slopldh
remain in Phuket until the captain’s return. Whatsvbad
news for the captain had turned into great newskFioz
Controlman Third Class Roger Hammond. On his first
Western Pacific deployment, Roger was having tme wof

his life in beautiful and exotic Thailand.

Not yet 9:00 a.m., the two love birds crawled itie
shade of a palm tree and fell asleep in each othens.
Later they would probably catch a taxi and driveuaud the
iIsland, making plans for a future together thatytbeth
knew would never happen. That didn’t matter thouldiey
had right now and they had each other.

“Roger, wake up,” he heard Noi saying. “You were talking
in your sleep,” she continued. The girl was propppdon
her elbow staring at him. Her sun burnished faces wa
glowing radiantly. Her beautiful hazel colored eywesre
twinkling with a deep inner happiness. Roger knbat ff
he wasn’t careful he could easily fall in love withs girl.
“Wow, how long did we sleep?” he asked.
“Not long, I think,” Noi replied. She was fingegrthe
necklace that Roger wore on a long silver chaimmdahis
neck. “Where did you get this?’ she asked.
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“I made it. | took a jewelry class my last yearhigh
school. Here look, you can see my initials,” Roger
explained as he showed her the tiny RAH engravethen
bottom of the pendant.

“It's beautiful,” Noi said.

“You really think so? Look, it comes apart,” said
Roger as he removed the necklace from around bls ne

He pushed the piece together slightly and twistde.
pendant became two pieces each with its own place t
fasten onto a chain.

Noi marveled that the young man lying before hat ha
made such a beautiful thing. It was silver and gdinwo
pieces of quartz crystal together so cleverly ttay
looked like one piece of stone.

Roger then hung the pendant that was still attathed
the silver chain around Noi’s slender neck.

“You keep this half. | will keep this one. That yvave
will both be protected until the pieces are rejdirgain,”
Roger offered, making up the phony reason on the sp
the moment.

“Really? Are you sure? Of course, that means wke wi
have toseeeach other again!” Noi said excitedly before
kissing the fascinating young man.
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“We willl How else will | ever get my necklace
back?” asked Roger teasingly.

As Noi played with the pendant around her neclk, sh
instead thought she would probably spend the resieo
life wondering what became of young Roger Hammond.
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A much older Roger Hammond splashed cold water on his
face before placing a small dab of toothpaste am hi
toothbrush. Trying his best to wake up, the ChiekeF
Controlman was headed up to Combat Information €ent
for the early morning watch. Even though he hadnbee
riding ships like the U.S.S. Cowpens for over tweydars,

it still took him about three days of being undeyviiefore

he got his sea legs back.

Being one of the ships primary watch standers didn’
help. In addition to his day job as the Combat &yst
Leading Chief Petty Officer, a department with owse
hundred personnel, he was also one of only foutifopda
Combat Systems Coordinators on the ship. A fact tha
meant he was on a round the clock rotating watdh bi
Needless to say, life underway for FCC Hammond mean
long hours and very little time off for anythingsel

Dressed in coveralls, the crew’s underway uniform,
Chief Hammond entered the Chiefs Mess located adfac
to the sleeping area. He was greeted by an emptg amed
the smell of burning coffee. The clock on the sbarid
bulkhead read 0319 — just enough time to makesh fpet
and check his email before heading two decks up and
forward to Combat Information Center. He cleanetitba
old pot of coffee and filter basket in the smalikslocated
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in the starboard aft corner of the mess. Openiagdbinet
below the coffee mess, he reached around the can of
Folgers for the bag of Starbucks he hid there safber
getting underway from Pusan, Korea. He filled tlasket,
set the pot on the burner, and hit the automatiterwa
dispenser. He then grabbed his plastic spill poogf with
the U.S.S. Cowpens ships crest nearly worn ofgeathit
out in the sink, and set it down next to the coffe. In
about five minutes, he would have a fresh cup dfleecto
take with him on watch.

Chief Hammond then left the mess area for the Ghief
Lounge where the computer workstation was localtésl.
logged on and checked his email.

Holding his coffee cup out in his left hand and using the rest
of his arm to hang his jacket over, Chief Hammond
punched in the four digit code to enter CIC. Withoad
clank, the lock disengaged. Chief Hammond grablhed t
lever that secures the water tight door and putleg. The
door opened, he stepped over the knee knockereentee
darkened vestibule, and turned around to secureldoe
behind him. He parted the blue curtains that sépar@IC
from the vestibule area and walked the short destda the
Air side of combat to relieve the watch.
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“Good morning, anything happening?” FCC
Hammond pleasantly asked the CSC on watch.

“Hing do thang,” replied the sailor seated at the
console.

“What?” replied Chief Hammond trying hard to
remain in a good mood.

“Roo fa pi,” continued the sailor as he turned doef
the chief.

FCC Hammond dropped his coffee cup and jacket as
he quickly back peddled away from the console. hgsiis
balance he fell hard to the deck smacking his lwathe
watch stander’'s chair behind him. He used his hamib
legs to push himself along the deck to get evethéar
away.

Completely in shock, Chief Hammond stared back in
terror at the strange beings looking down at hifmhe
closest one had his right hand over the back ofctieer,
tapping his long white fingers as if contemplatimgat to
do about the human lying there on the floor. Chief
Hammond nearly fainted as he realized the alierre ne=al
— Grays he vaguely thought. Every seat in CIC wasmad
by honest to god fucking aliens!

Strangely, SH3 Thongvanh appeared to be the only
other human in Combat. But, what in the hell was sh
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doing here? As a junior member of the ships supply
department she had no business standing arountiGn-C
especially not a 0330 in the morning!

Beep, Beep, Beep, Beep, Be ...

Startled, Chief Hammond turned over and quickly
silenced his alarm. The big red letters read 03@sus,
what a weird dream he thought as he shook his Ih®ad
clear it. Instinctively he felt the back of his de&omehow
he actually had bumped it — pretty hard too byldnep that
was there.

As he swung his feet onto the cool deck of the
berthing compartment, he thought he must have someh
banged his head while sleeping. With a dream taking
real — he shouldn’t be too surprised. Reactindhéodream
alien as he slept, he must have jerked his heakl &ad
smacked it pretty good on the side of his rack.

His heart still raced from the incredible intensayd
startling vividness of the dream as he stood ubpeiad for
the shower.

The U.S.S. Cowpens had left Pusan, South Korea two days
ago on its way to Singapore, the next stop on thkes
groups’ port visit schedule. As the Air Defense
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Commander for the ABRAHAM LINCOLN Strike Group,
the Cowpens was one of five ships that were slanaiing
their way from their homeport in San Diego across t
Pacific Ocean. Stopping on several goodwill visitsing
their Western Pacific Deployment, the naval grogs wue

to relieve the JOHN C STENNIS Strike Group in the
Arabian Gulf. With Operation IRAQI FREEDOM in full
swing, FCC Hammond’s ship was just one of many that
would be making this trip in the years to come.

For Chief Hammond though, this would be his last
deployment. Due to retire from the Navy shortlyeaft
returning from WESTPAC, Chief Hammond was looking
forward to beginning a new job in San Diego as fermke
contractor. Bill Leo, his long time friend and pakipmate,
was now a Program Manager at Raytheon and haddglrea
promised him a job. Although the pay was a littkdow
what he wanted, he would be a Systems Engineer
supporting Ballistic Missile Defense. With his bgobund,
he felt really good about taking the position.

“Roger, what did you think of Pusan?” asked Hospital
Corpsman Senior Chief Gary “Doc” Smith as soon GE F
Roger Hammond sat down for breakfast. Roger hatd jus
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arrived back in the Chiefs Mess after his mornirggol up
in CIC.

“I'm not attached to a ball and chain like you Ddc
had a great time. Texas Street is still like | rerher it!”
replied FCC Hammond with a sly smile.

“Ha! | thought | saw you take off with that gifHow
old was she anyway, eighteen?” replied Doc laughings
shipmate. The thirty nine year old Roger Hammong wa
sailor's sailor, never married, and always did wkalt
himself whenever the ship was in port.

“Fuck you Doc. You just wish you could still pull
them in like me!” replied Chief Hammond jokingly.

It was true though. Roger Hammond’'s exploits
overseas were legendary. He was one of those eangle
who could party like rock star but never seemedose
control of himself or the situation. With naturalayl looks,
a trim build, and an outgoing personality, most ho$
fellow chiefs liked to hang out wherever he wasaduse
they knew it was going to be a great time. And shg’s
last stop in Pusan, South Korea didn’t disappdiair.

Known for its raw night life, Pusan is a favorit®s
for the U.S. Pacific Fleet. Located on the eaststad
South Korea, the city has a reputation for goodaphe
entertainment. Texas Street has to be seen in todee
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believed. Along each side of the long avenue aoeest
fronts with large plate glass windows. Lined upidesthe
buildings are girls — each one wearing a numbethen
chest! Every establishment has its own unique theome
of them bordering on the down right bizarre. In @tere
there might be nurses, the next one has Frenchsithiein
its school girls, after that airline stewardessesxt its
wedding dresses, on and on for block after bloakung,
old, fat, or skinny — just order by number!

South Korea is a fascinating country with the same
type of societal Yin and Yang found in most Asian
countries. In some ways the people are very coafieev
and it other ways, as in the case of Texas Stne¢tat all.

In fact, many of the so-called working girls arstjaollege
students making a few extra bucks whenever thesshiip
the World’s navies pull into port. Without the saseial
stigma that prostitution has in other parts of therld,
South Koreans are a good people just trying to naaka a
hard place.

FCC Roger Hammond finished eating his breakfast and
placed his dirty dishes in the opening to the scyll
With about an hour to kill, he decided to kick bamk the
couch in the lounge. Although he had just gottdmaitch,
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the rest of the ship was just waking up which méemnstill
had a full day ahead of him. Intent on catchingatap
before Officers Call, he pulled his ball cap loweovhis
eyes and covered himself with his jacket.

“Hey Roger. The XO was looking for you at O’Call,”
said the voice waking him up.

“Shit! | missed Officers Call,” replied FCC Hamntbn
glancing at his wristwatch.

“The XO said he would be up on the bridge. He want
to review the in-port watch bill for Singapore. ueags the
ship got a message about increased security measare
we’re there,” continued Operations Specialist Sefibief
Ray Lemont.

“Roger that. Thanks man. | can't believe | felleap
so fast.”

FCC Hammond had prepared the in-port watch bill
before going to bed last night. He was supposexkéothe
ships Executive Officer right after Officers Calemt down
that morning. With the new security requirementsutyh,
he would probably need to rewrite it. He got upnirthe
couch and went to his rack to grab the folder damg his
work.

He left through the back door of the berthing aaed
went up the ladder leading to the ships mid-shiprigu
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deck. He continued to the starboard side of the aind
gathered his thoughts in the fresh air on the nukaok
feeling the wind on his face. The morning was hbrighd
pleasant. The water was calm and a slight breezled¢ohe
air. About nine miles away he could see the U.S.S.
Abraham Lincoln as she proudly sailed south. Takiradl

in, he headed up the ladder past the starboard daoaitt,
crossed forward on the ships 03 and 04 Levels,thed
ascended the final ladder heading up to the shiggda He
walked onto the starboard bridge wing and opened th
water tight door entering the bridge.

“No! Make it come the other way George. Towards
that big boat over there! Jeez, can’'t you do angthight?”
the five year old boy said in exasperation.

The boy sat in the captain’s chair wearing plaiolbr
shorts and a green t-shirt. His legs hung belowetbeated
bridge chair swinging freely back and forth.

“I'm trying. This wheel don’t turn that good you
know,” replied a tiny voice from behind the Helnm&ll
hands could be seen grasping the bottom of thesship
wheel.

Three little girls wearing brightly patterned sumime
dresses sang merrily as they ran around in a smnelk on
the port side of the bridge, just aft of the XOfa.
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“Ring around the rosies, pockets full of posied)exs
ashes, we all fall down!iwith that, all three girls fell hard
to the deck. They were totally unconcerned thair tiitde
dresses had come up revealing their underwear.

FCC Hammond just stood there stunned. He'd
somehow walked into a very strange and out of place
kindergarten fun house.

The only thing even half way normal was the faeit th
SH3 Thongvanh was standing on the port bridge wing
staring into the bridge. Her young Asian featurésamty
visible through the glass.

“Roger, wake up. Dude, you were humming a nursery
rhyme,” laughed CTTC Shiela Lee, the ships senior
cryptologist. “O call is in five minutes,” she camied.

FCC Hammond was quite startled and more than a
little disoriented. Obviously he had been dreamaggin.
But the vividness of his dreams was starting takréim
out a little. He glanced at his wristwatch and saat it was
0755. Shaking his head, he tried hard to wake Hfmape—
to bring his mind back to the here and now. Jesthst in
hell is wrong with me? he asked himself. Seeind tha
rest of the Chiefs Mess had already emptied outhbeght
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he better get up to the Ward Room for Officers Gafore
he really was late.

Chief Hammond used the same ladder as in his dream
on his way to the mid-ships quarterdeck. Intergsginthe
U.S.S. Abraham Lincoln appeared to be exactly whiere
had been in his dream. Still feeling a little grggde
entered the passageway heading aft into officeristry.

He respectfully knocked a couple of times on therdVa
Room door and walked in.

Chief Hammond immediately came nose to nose with
a fully grown zebra. The animal sniffed at his aplbnce
before pawing the deck with his left front hoofe@ping
back in fright, he shouldered into a very largeriost
standing next to the door. The bird immediatel\ledf her
feathers releasing a thick cloud of dust and dander

Looking around the room he spotted several animals
common in many city zoos. A very unhappy looking
cheetah, several deer, a cute baby elephant, er natdan
looking Cape buffalo, and two fully grown giraff@sng
down with their long necks looking really uncomédste
up against the ceiling.

Perhaps strangest of all though was the presence of
SH3 Thongvanh. The girl was seated at the centse ta
staring into empty space.
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“Officers call! Officer’s call will be held in the ship’s Ward
Room!” the ship’s general announcing system sthrtle
Chief Hammond from his catnap.

He was almost too afraid to open his eyes. Of @&gurs
he was still on the couch in the Chiefs Lounge whiee
had fallen asleep after breakfast.

Several chiefs were walking past on their way up to
the Ward Room. Chief Hammond coughed nervously a
couple of times to convince himself that he wadllyea
awake this time. Rubbing his eyes, he grabbed dsgmsll
cap and headed out of the mess towards officetriatcy.

“Doc, we have to talk,” FCC Hammond said as he walked
into the ships infirmary shortly after the realiofr’s call.

“Sure, have a seat. What's up?” replied HMC Smaith
little concerned for the serious look on his frieni@ce.
Roger wouldn’t be the first crewmember to show apd
shot of penicillin. Several of the ships sailorsdha
contracted gonorrhea while in Pusan.

“I've been having dreams,” said Roger a little unes
of how to begin.

“Well, welcome to the human race. Nice to know
you're actually mortal,” replied the Doc a littlelieved but
not exactly choosing the best bedside manner.
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“No Doc. Listen, you don’t understand. These dream
are incredibly vivid. I've never had anything likbem
before. Jesus, they're so real,lsparre they’re scaring the
hell out of me!” Roger paused searching his friefatse.

He felt incredibly stupid for even coming here.

“Go on.”

“The dreams somehow seem so fucking real. Last
night it was aliens manning CIC. And this mornintea
watch, | had a dreanwhile dreamind) First, it was
kindergartners driving the ship, and then | thouglad
woken up. But when | went to the Ward Room for CHfs
Call, it was full of zoo animals!” continued Roger.

“Well, at least your dreams are somewhat based in
reality,” replied the Doc trying his best to hunias friend.

“Very funny. If | wasn’t so disturbed by the whole
thing | would be laughing too. Probably the most
perplexing thing though is that SH3 Thongvanh igwery
one of my dreams,” explained Roger with a seriaee f

“Well, that isn’t so strange either. Hell, sheorebably
in the dreams of every man on the ship!” said Doc,
instantly picturing the beautiful young Asian gid his
mind.
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“Doc, this isn’'t a sexual thing. She’s in my duty
section but | doubt if I've ever said more than twords to
the girl,” Roger finished explaining.

The Doc just looked at his shipmate. Obviously he
was deeply troubled — and probably a little emissed as
well about coming to him about something so unusual
Realizing that light humor and a listening ear wérgoing
to help his friend, he decided to change gearia i

“Look Roger, sometimes stress effects us in very
strange ways. Often we don’t even realize we ameun
stress but the symptoms can still persist. Youéatiigg out
of the Navy soon. You've spent a good part of yioier
here and maybe you're starting to deal with it omeay
deep, very personal level,” explained the corpsman.

“I don’t know. | feel great. | don't feel espediatired
and I'm able to concentrate just fine. It's just$k dreams.
God damn they’re weird,” replied Roger.

“If you start losing sleep | need to know about tan
get you off the watch bill for a few days and gwa some
medication to help,” the Doc paused, seeing the&wnon
his friends face. “Look, don’t worry, nobody willnkw
about it either,” he continued.

“Look Roger, you're probably the most sober, most
level headed person | have ever met. Don’t woroyrtmch
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about this. It's just a dream,” the ships hospit@atpsman
continued.

“Thanks Doc. | think I'll be just fine too. | pralbly
just needed to hear it from you,” said Roger.

Chief Hammond wasn’'t really convinced though.
There was something about thldream qirl that was
strangely familiar. He knew it was SH3 Thongvanbnir
the ship, and somehow it wasn’t her either. He tiead
weirdest feeling that he knew the girl in his dreafrom
somewhere else. Some other place and time - bifabe
absolutely no idea where or when.

The U.S. Army UH-1N “Huey” helicopter hugged the terrain
as it flew extremely low over the jungle canopy. Deir
way from a clandestine location on the southerrstcoé
Mindinao, Captain Lewis Arnel concentrated on gt
his aircraft. Although he had made this same trignyn
times before he focused intently. It was his jolfetwy the
American and Pilipino special operations forcesmMeen
their remote operating bases spread throughouthilc&
jungle and the friendlier territories on the east&de of the
remote island in the southern Philippines.

He preferred to fly manually instead of relying e
aircrafts autopilot. The Huey helicopter is fullgpable of
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automatic terrain hugging flight, which is normalenating
procedure for instrument flight rules navigation like
during times of low visibility and almost always @ight.
Now however, it was full daylight with the sun tbet
southwest providing good visibility of the terraahead of
him.

Good thing too because the Captain was able td reac
quickly as the small arms tracers from the grodmed the
air just in front of them. Banking hard to the tigtihe pilot
put the helicopter into a series of evasive maneuuatil
he was able to clear the next hill bringing theidogiter
safely into the valley below.

“Call in the location. We can’t have that happenin
later tonight,” Captain Arnel calmly said to his-ibot.

“Solid location. Making the report,” responded
Captain Sherry Howell as she keyed the mike on the
helicopters encrypted UHF radio.

“Zeus, this is Charlie One Niner, fire mission, platoon
adjust, one round, shell HE, fuse quick, deflectdfi24,
guadrant 247, two rounds in effect, over,” saidi®e@hief
Operations Specialist, SEAL, David Richardson itite
compact PRC-177F radio set.

“Fire out,” came the only reply.
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Covered in heavy foliage and moving extremely
slowly, Senior Chief Richardson’s four man team had
finally spotted the expertly camouflaged campsitetha
Abu Sayyaf terrorists on the hillside about two usand
yards north of them.

The goal of his reconnaissance team was to take out
the insurgent’s camp without coming into direct temh
with the enemy. The fire mission he just relayestruncted
the distant fire support base, call sign Zeusireodne high
explosive type round that would detonate on imp&be
SEAL would observe the fall of shot and adjust rthei
gunnery onto the target.

Moments later a single round from the distant
Howitzer screamed through the air above them and
impacted the hillside just a little south of thesungent’s
campsite.

“Deflection 2978, quadrant 218,” said Senior Chief
Richardson as he directed correcting fire ontaainget.

The second round flew overhead and exploded in the
heart of the enemies sprawling encampment.

“Two rounds, fire for effect,” the SEAL watched
closely through his compact binoculars as the onsots
reacted to the sudden and unexpected bombardment by
firing wildly into the jungle around them.
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All four ground fire support Howitzers fired two
rounds each at the last position given. The rosedsamed
over the concealed position of the SEAL team amndédd
dead center in the insurgent’s campsite in a thuonse
fusillade. The SEAL briefly surveyed the area cartohg
his battle damage assessment.

“End of mission. Gun emplacements destroyed.
Troops dispersing,” Senior Chief Richardson finghe

“End of mission, out,” Zeus immediately replied.

The SEAL team had finished their mission and would
now move slowly to their prearranged evacuatiomation.
The SOF transport helicopters wouldn’t have any anor
trouble from this area for quite awnhile.

Rashid ibn Nadil stopped the service van at the gate to
Changi Naval Base and rolled down his window. The
Singaporean Naval officer looked inside the cab and
instructed him to pull over for inspection. Fullypecting

the security routine, Rashid nodded his head, watyahis
identification, and pulled off to the side of thead into the
fenced off vehicle inspection area.

Rashid was a contract worker for SingTel, the darg

Singapore based telecommunications provider thdtthe
contract for Changi Naval Base. His job was maimidy
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the miles of fiber optic cables on the piers tretwged a
large variety of commercial and naval ships thatked
there.

Pulling the van over, Rashid exited the cab anchege
the hood. He then walked to the rear of the veharid
opened the doors. The technician then stood otlteofvay
as the security personnel proceeded to thorougtdych
his vehicle.

Finding everything in order, the security officer
cleared him through. Rashid got back into the cabaept
past the gate waving to the guards — his wave fuick
returned. He was just one of many regular and famil
workers that supported operations on the base.

On routine maintenance of the installation’s latge
pier, Rashid had been sent to inspect everything in
anticipation of the U.S. aircraft carrier that veagpposed to
dock there in a couple of days. Ships that largesecmed a
huge amount of bandwidth and Rashid would make sure
that the system was operating as designed.

Granted a foreign workers visa called an S Pass,
Rashid had been in Singapore for more than a yaar A
Malaysian national, his work in Singapore helped to
support his mother and father back in Malaysiase dlis
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twin brother who was now fighting in the jungles of
Mindanao, Philippines.

Although Rashid could never reveal his allegiartoes
his employer or host country, he was a devout Mughat
actively supported the Abu Sayyaf freedom fighiarshe
southern Philippines and Sulu Archipelago. His ageous
brother was there fighting for an independent Istam
homeland under Shariah law.

Rashid planned to rejoin his identical twin in thew
Islamic state once independence was won. Theiefatias
native Pilipino and their mother Malaysian, bothtioém
devout Muslims who had raised their sons undemtbst
fundamental precepts of the Islamic faith.

Traditions he and his brother feared were in jedypar
of being forever lost as Asia became increasingly
westernized.

Rashid parked the service van next to the largjigyut
trunk on the pier. He made the connections fromtriek
to the testing equipment in the back of the vanerChe
next hour or so the specialized equipment woulesstthe
SingTel broadband connections at more than twiae th
anticipated demand. With nothing else for him towduole
the tests ran, he decided to eat his lunch andtheatétter
he just received from his parents in Malaysia.
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As soon as Rashid opened the letter, he knew it
contained terrible news. Wiping angry hate-filleglans
from his eyes, he learned of his brother’s deathlewh
fighting the infidels in Mindanao, Philippines. Vge, it
appeared that he had been killed as a result of an
unprovoked aerial bombardment on his company’s
encampment — once again, the infidels were too amtiwa
to engage the freedom fighters in a fair fight!

Enraged, Rashid ibn Nadil also knew his own life
would soon come to an end. His dreams, his verpqaga
for living in Singapore and working so hard, welsanow
destroyed. His parents were old and they now hadigin
money to sustain themselves for the rest of tineasl

Rashid was bound by the tenants of his faith —dwk h
no choice in the matter. He must attain vengeaocehk
death of his brother! Although he was not trained aa
warrior, he did have an idea of how to accomplistatahe
must do.

And more importantly perhaps, he had to access to
Changi Naval Base where he would carry out higjiha

FCC Roger Hammond was a happy man. Things had gone
exceptionally well underway as the Strike Group desh
south towards Singapore and the Malacca Strain,Aie
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hadn’t had any more of the strange dreams sincealks
with the ship’s corpsman. Even better, he had treiag
watch in CIC tonight meaning he would be gettingpdjo
nights sleep before the ship pulled into Changidll#8ase
in Singapore tomorrow. Just waking from a restfap nhe
was headed to the ship’s mess decks for the IcanCre
Social. It was the Chiefs Mess turn to host it &edhad
about an hour to volunteer as an ice cream seeferdéhe
needed to be on watch.

Making his way aft along the port side main detk o
the ship, Chief Hammond passed the ship’s galleyiga
at the mess specialist who was busy baking tomdsrow
bread and cinnamon rolls. Already hearing a lively
commotion on the mess decks, he opened the doateldbc
port side aft where he knew the ice cream serviagos
would already be set up. Everyone was facing fadwar
listening the ship’s captain talking about how vik& crew
was doing and putting out a few words about theoapieg
liberty port in Singapore.

All at once, the entire crew on the mess decksetr
around to face Chief Hammond.

“Sorry Captain, didn't mean to interup ...,” he neve
finished his apology.
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His voice caught when he saw that none of the crew
had a mouth, nose, or any eyes! Nothing but a dmsittet
of skin covered their faces from chin to hairlingnseen
tongues rolled the undersurface of their skin-faessthey
somehow enjoyed the comically huge bowls of icarre
they held.

One of the sailors brought a mountainous scoopeof |
cream up to his ... his face? using a spoon the cfiz
serving ladle. The gooey glob of Rocky Road leftt we
brown smears on his weirdly moving skin-plain befor
trailing down the front of his coveralls and plopgiloudly
on the deck.

That's when Chief Hammond saw her. She was sitting
in the middle of the mess decks staring into engpigce.
SH3 Thongvanh had the only normal looking facehe t
room.

Beep, Beep, Beep, Bee...

Chief Hammond reached over and turned off his
alarm. Immediately knowing he had been dreamingnaga
he quietly swore to himself. When will these fuakiweird
ass dreams stop? he thought in frustration. Lookingis
clock, he had about an hour and a half before ledetkto
be up on watch.
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Swinging his feet onto the deck, he stood up, logdb
his towel and shaving kit, and headed for the sho@kief
Roger Hammond was becoming more and more concerned
about his own mental health.

“Moored. Shift colors!” the announcement of the ship’s
arrival blared from the general announcing systéifter
several hours at sea and anchor detail, the UCGh®pens
was finally tied securely to Pier 3, Changi NavalsB,
Singapore.

Once the ship was clean and the watch had been set,
the Captain would let the crew go on liberty. Witire
exception of the duty section, the sailors wouldniestly
free to explore the fun and exotic city-state.

Chief Hammond was actually happy he had duty the
first day in port. He would have the next two dawl
nights free and he planned to make the most of .thén
had reservations at the Novotel Clarke Quay Singapo
located in the heart of Clarke Quay.

Chief Hammond had discovered the place several
years ago and was looking forward to returning.dted in
central Singapore, the quays came alive at niglst.ha
knew well, Singapore is a very fun place if you wno
where to go.
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That was tomorrow though. He still had to get tigtou
today as the Duty Section Leader. Among other &inmg
was his job to ensure all of the required watchesew
assigned and that watch standers stood a propehwat

The first day in port for a U.S. Navy warship is
almost always hectic. And before Chief Hammond kitew
it was nearly sunset and time for evening Colore H
decided to observe the lowering of the Americag flam
the pier. He’d wanted to get off the ship all daywnand
this was a great reason for doing so.

Shifting his paperwork to his left hand, Chief
Hammond smartly saluted the Officer of the Deck and
received permission to go ashore.

The jasmine scented breeze barely lessened thegstif
humidity out on the pier. Chief Hammond was already
sweating profusely by the time he dropped his sadlitthe
end of the National Anthem.

As Chief Hammond turned to walk down to the end of
the pier, a refreshing burst of wind caused soméisf
paperwork to fly out of the folder he was carrying.

As several sheets of paper fluttered down the pier,
both he and the Cowpen’s watch stander ran afemth
stepping on top one piece of paper, grabbing i, duen
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running after the next, crisscrossing each othath @s
they went.

Rashid ibn Nadil had the perfect target picked out for
avenging his brother’'s death. Unable to believe Ik,
the young female sailor had said hello to him assssed
by his service truck. He returned the wave, hidmg
disgust for the young Asian girl that had becomendidel
whore to the U.S. Navy. She would rightfully die foer
sins and vengeance would be his.

Rashid had cleverly hid the AK-47 assault rifletie
electronics cabinet in the back of the service van.
Removing a small panel, he freed the weapon. Higlha
were shaking badly. He wasn’t scared, just nentbas he
had only fired a gun like this once before backmaysia.

He was a student, not a soldier like his brothest then he
heard the music out on the pier. The Iinfidels were
observing sunset and he knew that everyone angtbusy
would stop until the ceremony was over. Hidingha back

of the van, he ensured a round was chambered and th
ammunition clip was secure as he waited for theicnas
end.

Taking a deep breath, Rashid exited the back ®f th
van and quickly spotted the young female sailoth@npier.
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About twenty five yards away, she was bending daavn
pick up some papers.

As she stood up, he framed the girl in the riflegro
sights and fired.

Quickly realizing that he’d missed her, he steadhisd
aim and fired again.

Nothing happened.

Staring down in panic at the gun, he saw the bolt
carrier was stuck in the open position. Rashidedisthe
sliding lever as he madly tried to jiggle it fremdachamber
another round.

Chief Hammond felt the crippling pain even before he heard
the deafening boom. Instantly realizing he had bswot,
he lay on the pier in agony trying his best to stog flow

of thick black blood pumping from his chest.

“Halt! Don’t move!” came loudly from up the pier
followed by much louder staccato blasts of gunfire.

Chief Hammond turned his head to look and saw the
Singporian security personnel pointing their autbena
weapons towards a figure lying motionless on ther pi
hopefully the assailant who had shot him.

“Chief, don’t move. You're hurt,” said a voice almv
him. He turned and saw SH3 Thongvanh leaning owar h
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She was using some of the recovered papers to toger
wound in his chest, her efforts actually helpingnhio keep
a breath a little easier. He realized he had bkenhia the
lung.

“How ... how bad is it?” Chief Hammond asked,
already suspecting the answer.

“It's not too bad,” she bravely lied. As she ledne
over farther, a necklace swung out from her uniform
blouse.

“Jesus, | ... | know that pendant,” said Chief
Hammond in astonishment. He was trying his befiktbis
gaze on his old handmade pendant - unbelievablygsng
just in front of his eyes! Blood was in his throand
beginning to choke him a little.

“Don’t move Chief, your hurt ..bad; Petty Officer
Thongvanh started as Chief Hammond pulled out the
matching quartz pendant he wore around his own.neck

Using the last of his strength he caught the girl’s
pendant as it swung above him. Struggling, he mepbithe
long separated twins. Even though the pieces haa be
apart for over twenty years they still snapped tioge
perfectly.
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“My god, my mother gave that to me ... how ...
how?” the girl asked as tears began to flow down he
cheeks, her show of bravery now gone.

“Because ... | ... | gave it ther ... a long time ago.
We were friends ...close friends Chief Hammond
whispered. He thought he must be dying.

Everything was very clear to him now and he knew he
had to quickly tell the girl fais daughter the truth.

The strange dreams underway suddenly all made
perfect sense to him. The mysterious girl in hisadns was
not the one talking to him now. It was her mothei,Nhis
long ago girlfriend from Phuket, Thailand.

He didn’t have to say anymore more though, his eyes
revealed everything to the girl.

“You're my ... my fathe®? But ... but she said you ...
d-d-died”

Slowly exhaling his last breath, Chief Hammond then
did die. He passed easily into peace.

A growing crowd on the pier watched as the young
Cowpen’s watch stander leaned over the dead C8&led.
was crying uncontrollably, her small hands protexta
necklace that was worn by both of them.
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Epilog

“Roger, wake up!” he heard Noi saying. “You were talking
in your sleep,” she was giggling.

They were laying arm in arm, two young lovers
napping beneath the palm trees on Nai Harn Beabh. T
beautiful azure seas of southern Thailand stretohed
before them.

“My God ... you wouldn’tb-believethe dream | just
had,” Roger stammered, crying openly as he woke.
Sunlight danced happily on his unashamed tears.

Her easy mood now gone, Noi’'s heart pounded.

“She’s ... she’s going to bk-beautiful . Unable to
say more, Roger’s soulful eyes told all.

Noi’s belly stirred, wondrously moved by words not
spoken. It was to become an unforgettable momeath b
cherished and cursed by her forever.

Because then, a congenital birth defect of theomaj
carotid artery in Roger’s brain suddenly hemorritagéhe
massive aneurysm causing him to jerk violently &r h
arms.
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Under the gently swaying palms, Roger Allen Hammond
died.
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Recruit Training Command, San Diego, Californigptéember 1986.
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