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    Chapter 1: Firebase Foxtrot
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  Clunk...pop...hiss”, Clunk...pop...hiss. 


  WHAM, WHAM, WHAM, WHAM, WHAM ...


  “Ya muthafucka’s...”


  WHAM, WHAM, WHAM, WHAM, WHAM ...


  “Take that ya muthafucka’s... die you cocksucking bastards!”


  2:43 am, bathed in sweat, partially stoned, partially drunk, partially awake,  the parameter sentries firing flares, the heavy slapping concussion of a .50 caliber machine gun killing shadows...or not.


  Distortion...yes...no, social distortion...no, no, reality distortion...yes, reality distortion...so violently, horribly distorted!


  Hendricks’s guitar howls from Roseler’s hooch, “s’cuse me while I kiss the sky”, sounds, and notes bent, stretched and distorted. That’s what it is ... some form of unrecognized reality hell with the devil himself leaning on the whammy bar, distorting, stretching, bending, howling!!


  The Devil screaming and laughing...blood red Fender guitar...howling!


  What do you cling to when reality is so distorted you cannot recognize it anymore? What and where are your pillars of sanity which hold up your world? Death, destruction, carnage, mayhem, and insanity in all directions striking at any time. Explosions, fire, shattered bodies, body parts littering the camp. The stench of blood, shit, piss, and fear gagging! How do you rationalize and cope with this fucking horror? Where is there any form of sanity I can please, please christ, please cling to?


  Hang on Hud my love, please hang on, believe in us, I hear Daria’s voice in my mind. I feel her calming presence...!


  Firebase Foxtrot, Vietnam, fifty clicks from Pleiku, on the edge of the La Drang Valley, real close to Cambodia. Less than two acres on top of a high hill stripped of vegetation, all red dirt, with a collection of dirty bunkers and ratty sandbags surrounded by coiled razor wire and minefields. The epiphany of hells asshole!


  Our happy little home, with rats in the bunkers scurrying around in the shadows and the dark corners. Still it does offer some degree of protection with the sandbags and the proximity of fellow grunts. And the choppers coming and going gave us a false sense of being connected into the rest of the world. Not like being out in the jungle just you and your spotter for days trying to stay alive against the insects, reptiles, predators, to get one damn shot and then fade away like smoke.


  My name is Gunnery Staff Sergeant Hudson (Hud) Reynolds, 24 years old, Marine sniper, ho-yah, 35 confirmed gook kills. We snipe in teams of two, a spotter and a shooter. I shoot a tick better, so P-man spots. Corporal Phoenix (P-man) Wall is a good lad, solid as the day is long, good man to have at your back, a Canadian volunteer. We’re short timers, less than two weeks left in our rotation.


  It is very hard for me to talk about this, or P-man either for that matter. We suppress the whole fucking horror show and work hard to push it into the back corners of our minds and desperately strive to lock it up so it cannot get free to torment us. We are only partially successful.


  I suppose in retrospect we all feared this type of tragedy might happen. What the hell options did the villagers have really? The Cong came and went at will and hid supplies and weapons in the villages. If the villagers did not like it they were shot. So what choice did they have? Then we would come along and find the weapons stash and demand to know who of the villagers were Cong, when in fact none of them were. And we were not exactly gentle in our interrogation techniques. If the interrogations went bad and we did not get answers we liked, the villager would be shot. What the fuck could they do, the poor buggers were caught in the middle and shot either way.


  So statistically you just knew it was only a matter of time until the devil got his way and a village was massacred. You just fucking knew it was a combination of the right tension and stress level and some little trigger to set the whole horror show off. But we had no idea we were going to be right in the middle of it.
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    Chapter 2: Bien Ho


    

      

        [image: image]

      


    


  


  Bien Ho was a Vietnamese village about a click away from our firebase. Bien Ho was what it was named as best we could tell, although it seemed to have other names as well depending on which of the villagers you were attempting to talk to. Our interpreter explained it was not unusual for a village to have several names as the generations of villagers lived and died there. It was a lovely little place, close to a stream deep in the jungle, so nice and green and cool under the jungle canopy, a great spot to go in the shade and rest. We became quite close to the villagers. Although the elders, while they smiled and nodded, were not quite as convinced of our good intentions as the younger villagers were. The children were beautiful wide eyed innocents hopping around and we would give them gum under the disapproving eyes of the parents. Of course the parents really enjoyed our cigarettes. We would sit and smoke together and watch the children play. The happy kids remind us of our lives before this fucked up war. Their innocence and enthusiasm make us feel calm and energized. Perhaps this is why we fight this war, for the kids. The war seemed very far away. We had never found anything of any military interest in Bien Ho.


  One of the guys had managed to get hold of a soccer ball when he was in Saigon on R & R and he brought it to the village children. Fuck, what a wonderful commotion of excitement it caused. We set up some sticks for goal posts and played soccer with the kids all afternoon. They had never seen a soccer ball before and were in great awe of how they could kick it without hurting their feet. It was a wondrous object to them. Some of our lads had played a little soccer so they showed the boys some moves for handling the soccer ball. By the time we left they had a basic idea of the game and how to control the ball. Kids of all ages from toddlers up to 10 or 11 years old laughing, giggling hysterically and running after the ball. No teenagers though, sadly I suppose they were off fighting us in some other corner of the jungle.


  The elders did not seem to approve at first and were pretty stiff about the whole thing. But the glee of the children won the women over first and soon the men were watching and laughing along with everyone else. Happiness is very contagious and at times like this we could forget for a while the horror of the war and why we were there.


  God, it was so important to have these times to feed our souls, soothe the jagged emotions, and mend the torn mental images.
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    Chapter 3: The Mission
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  3:20 am, there is movement in the doorway of our hooch, my guts clench as I fear a suicide gook bomber. Accordingly, we have designed a right angle trap in the entrance to our hooch. The gooks know where we are and are very eager to kill P-man and I for political, troop morale, and general marketing reasons. They cannot allow us to get out of country alive, cannot!!


  “Fucking cocksuckers!” I growl and fire three thunderous warning shots from my .45 caliber sidearm into the sandbags which constitute the trap at the entrance to our hooch. P-man rolls off his cot and grabs his cut-off pump shotgun and touches off a couple of rounds. The noise is fucking deafening!!


  Major Farris’s hollers “For fuck sake, are you two fuck-ups done killing sandbags?” He waves a bottle of Jack Daniels around the corner of the entrance.


  I’m pissed off and scared. “Fuck you; what are you doing sneaking around our hooch in the middle of the fucking night? I could have shot you, you asshole, and come to think of it I probably still should!” 


  “Gunny, given the current situation I am going to ignore that remark.” replies Farris as he lumbers his bulk into the hooch. “Holster them smoke poles!”


  Major Farris is a huge black man! He should be a linebacker for the NFL Miami Dolphins and make millions by crushing fools playing football. But he is here, and big, and imposing, and has too many connections to spooks and things which should not and cannot exist but do. 


  Raised in Philadelphia in a good black neighborhood, parents were professionals, good schools, solid schools, money for University, degrees, college football and so on. Farris did very well, bright and street wise. Recruited by the military, here things get a little hazy, somehow comes to the attention of Colonel Smith. Recruited by Smith and disappears into black ops world for a few years. Then pops up as a Major of Firebase Foxtrot in Nam, but still has ties to Smith and things that go bump in the night, and access to assets other Majors only have wet dreams about. He is also my boss in the military, P-man and I are accountable to Farris, whether we like it or not. He is a tough no nonsense fucker for sure, but fair as he can be given the situation. One thing for sure, nobody and I mean nobody fucks with Major Farris, on that you can bet your life, we know, cuz we have!


  Farris is drunk, not bad drunk, but kinda drunk. Man his size is likely on his second or third bottle of Jack.


  He grabs three water glasses, pours them half full, and drains his in two swallows. 


  “We need to talk boys”, as he lights his cigar. “We have a situation, so to speak!”


  A “situation” at 3:20 am in the night, in Vietnam, in a war zone, with Farris, is not a good thing, not good at all. I look at P-man, he keeps his hands on the pump shotgun and looks calm, but I know he is not.


  We drink, Farris pours again, we drink again. Farris is struggling, I can see it in his eyes. It scares the hell out of me as I have never seen this man blink an eye at combat. We wait, and we drink!


  Finally he blurts, “The village, Bien Ho, was destroyed tonight, just hours ago, I got word from..., I got word our boys destroyed the village, and killed everyone, it was massacred and burned!”


  His words hang in the stale cigar smoke and whisky air of our hooch like demons...! Farris drinks again.


  I am stunned, maybe not realizing what he just said. 


  P-man says, “Not the Bien Ho village just a click from here?”


  “Yeah, that one” says Farris, and he looks like he is going to cry as he drinks another glass.


  “What the fuck do you mean, our boys destroyed it?” I manage to whisper.


  “Colonel Smith just let me know what was supposed to be a routine recon mission by the Snakes went to hell and blew up. The village was massacred and burned!” says Farris.


  “The Snakes did this?” asks P-man, while I just stare dumbfounded.


  “A Special Ops Patrol from the Snakes, 6 guys,” whispers Farris.


  “Fuck Major, there is nothing in Bien Ho but kids and old people, we have been there visiting, smoking with the elders, and playing soccer with the kids for over a year,” I say.


  Farris nods and looks tortured as he pours three more glasses of Jack. 


  “It gets worse ... Colonel Smith and I want you guys to hunt down and kill the boys from the Snakes responsible for this horrific goat fuck, terminate with extreme prejudice!” rasps Farris.


  There is silence, silence stretching to a breaking point as we stare at one another.


  I snap, this is well beyond fucking insane!


  “Well fuck Smith and fuck you, you crazy nigger asshole, we are days to rotation and you actually want us to hunt down and kill our own fucking men?”


  Farris moves with the speed of a Panther, grabs my uniform and lifts me off my feet and holds me in the air.


  “You may call me a number of things Gunny, but one thing you will never call me again is a crazy fucking nigger,” hisses Farris.


  There is a click-clack of a pump shotgun; P-man has the muzzle of the shotgun at Farris’s ear.


  “Put him down Major!” says P-man calmly.


  Farris turns his head and looks into P-man’s eyes, puts me down gently and sits down, pours another three glasses of Jack and drinks.


  None of us say a word, we just drink.


  Finally Farris says, “Boys, I am very sorry I have to ask you to do this. But Smith and I agree you boys are the only ones to handle this. No-one must know about this and the Snake boys have to die in a manner which is combative or accidental in nature. There can be no trace of you boys, none what so ever. I know you are low time, so you leave tonight and never return. When you have terminated all six Snakes you notify Colonel Smith on this scrambled radio, give him your position, and a black-ops chopper yanks you out. Out of country immediately, done, gone home.”


  Silence...time frozen...! The bottle Farris brought is empty. I fumble under my cot and find a full one, pour three glasses and we drink. We watch one another, together, yet are looking inward at our souls.


  Farris puts a file folder on the table. A file folder with six American soldiers’ pics and bio’s in it.


  P-man says, “I cannot believe any walking swinging dick would kill those people of Bien Ho, christ, we had such good times there with the villagers, there was no enemy there!”


  “Yeah, I know,” says Farris. “I was there a couple of days ago and played soccer with the village kids. The Snake boys must have been fucked up pretty bad to do what they did.”


  “Fuck, it is one thing to kill gooks, but our own guys? Fuck me, just doesn’t seem right,” I mutter.


  “We don’t fight war by massacring innocent civilians and burning villages,” replies Farris. “Those responsible for this have to be killed in combat so their story never gets out, no court martial, no press, no uproar back home, just make them dead! The spec-ops team has and is being disbanded as we speak to cover this fucking mess up. Each member is going to be re-assigned. You will need to hump yer ass to get them RFN before they slip away and the word leaks out. So get yer gear and be out of here within the hour. Colonel Smith has a gook weapons cache as indicated on this map you will find very useful. Remember no fucking trace of your work; it has to look like the gooks!”


  P-man and I look at one another in stunned silence. There are a million questions, but nothing to be said!


  Farris stands and salutes us, “Good hunting gentlemen, get home safe, and the Army is eternally appreciative of your efforts and contribution.” Major Farris is sober as a judge and all business as he sticks out his huge hand to shake our hands. As he goes out the entrance to our hooch he pauses and looks at P-man, and asks, “Would you have pulled the trigger on that alley-sweeper you had in my ear?”


  “In a heartbeat Major,” replies P-man.


  Farris nods slowly, smiles, and says, “So would I, so would I!”


  The Devil is howling, his head is back and he howls into the dark sky. He laughs and claps in glee and screams at us, we are always for eternity his horsemen of mayhem and death...!!
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    Chapter 4: Carnage
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  Daria, my love...this horror of war has moved to a new level...we have to hunt our own rogue grunts...how fucked up can this get...I’m not sure I can do this...


  It is dawn, we are loaded up, geared up, camouflaged up, greased up, in the jungle and in the zone, sober, alert and on edge. Bien Ho is burned rubble. Smoke hangs and drifts in the air looking for a place to go. Burned bodies litter the place, the stench is revolting. It is one thing to see a dead, burned adult, as horrific as that sight is, but it is a new level of horror to see dead children, shot, ripped asunder, and burned. 


  “When I look at the remains of these children that just days ago I played soccer with, I do not have any doubts about killing those responsible. Gonna kill the fuckers worse than what these villagers suffered!” mutters P-man through clenched teeth wiping tears from his eyes. “The fuckers did this are going to die fucking screaming!”


  I am numb, stunned, it is just off the scale for me. I look, I see, I smell, I weep, I vomit!


  “Christ aw fucking mighty, let’s get out of this hell-zone, I can’t think.” I gag.


  As I turn away a movement on the edge of the jungle catches my eye, I pause and fear a gook patrol, but a huge tiger silently steps out into the open. The massive cat must be 12 feet long and weigh 900 lbs. He views the carnage, lifting his head to smell, he watches us, unafraid, then turns and with a sweep of his tail slips back into the jungle. I notice the last foot of his tail is crooked. 


  We move back into the jungle and climb up a low ridge where we can breathe without puking. 


  “That’s the most god fuckin awful sight I have ever seen, don’t ever want to see something like it again,” I mutter.


  “It’s the bodies of the kids, fucks me up bad,” says P-man shuddering.


  “Who could do such a thing, what kind of fucked up animal slaughters kids?” I ask.


  “Those who have are going to pay more dearly than they can ever imagine.” states P-man.


  “And jesus christ, did you see the fucking tiger?” I ask.


  “Yup, one giant mo’fo cat to be sure, maybe the smell attracted him,” says P-man.


  “Mutherfuckers, what are our odds on this clusterfuck? Ya know Charlie is hunting hard for us, and we cannot even rely on our own troops cuz we are hunting some of them. What the fuck chances do we have?” I ask shakily.


  “Be surprised if our chances were one in three, maybe...jungle is against us, Charlie is hunting us, and the pukes responsible, and their troop buddies will be hunting us too soon enough, and maybe the fucking tiger too.” replies P-Man softly. 


  “We got nothing but some tools and maybe info from Colonel Smith, and our own skill as ghosts in the jungle. And we have done well beyond “good at being ghosts”, and that is the truth.” says P-Man. “And I tell you what, if we do not stand up for those slaughtered kids who just wanted to laugh and play soccer, then we are no damn better than the pukes who killed them!”


  “Shit, true enough, true enough, the kids are what makes this whole thing worth doing. In a way they were our foster village. And nobody but nobody fucks with our village like that and walks away alive.” I acknowledge.


  I read through the file Farris gave us on the 6 marines we are to kill. While I am extremely unhappy with the notion of killing fellow soldiers, after seeing Bien Ho and the carnage of the children I am much more accepting of the fact anyone who did such a thing should be killed. Making deliberate war on defenseless civilians is just not done. Not even in the madness of war. 


  The sight of the fucking big tiger has set my nerves on edge, what the fuck is he all about?
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    Chapter 5: The Enemy
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  Every group or functional organization has a structure. A leader, second in command, etc, etc, all depending on its size and functionality. The special-Ops squad had a structure, a command structure to make it work. But like every other structure it had a ghost command structure within the structure. The invisible power structure made the decisions the visible structure accepted. For us to be effective in our hunt we needed to understand and recognize both the apparent structure of the squad and also the invisible ghost power structure within the squad.


  It took some time filtering through the bios of the squad members to fit it all together, but it was there, you just needed to know what to look for. I have always maintained the most important skill set to being a sniper is a degree in psychology. We have to know how the target is going to think and what he is going to do under stress.


  The so called leader of this spec-ops squad, Cpt. Johnson, was a low time boy out of Nebraska, farm and ranching background. Blonde hair, wire rim glasses, reasonably bright and had attended Military College. He was close to rotation back to the US, back to Nebraska. I could not see him as a drugged out of control freak, fried by combat, and determined to kill every gook he found. It did not fit, all he had to do was stay calm and cool and complete his rotation with his head down and it was all over for him. It was very apparent he could not control some of his men.


  The Sargent in the squad, a Sgt. Boyle, greasy black hair, scars of acne and knife fights on his face, dead pig eyes, fit the psychological profile of a psychopath exactly. He was a Latino ghetto pig, didn’t matter if there was a war or not, he loved it over here as he could kill and maim and destroy all he wanted. War was the perfect environment for this piece of shit. He hid in the military and hid behind the military structure, but when the fire fights broke out he was the animal doing all the killing, all he could get away with and then some. He had been disciplined for being overzealous in killing, torturing prisoners on two previous occasions, although no charges were brought against him. How could the system condemn the essence of what they had created? It was like being accused of speeding at the Daytona Speedway for fuck sake.


  I knew the type well, slimy upfront, and undermining all command structure. Spreading rumor, unrest and turning the men around him against the system. A vicious back stabbing weasel very difficult to corner and if you managed it they would fight like a madman. Fucking perfect!


  There were also a couple of brain dead idiots in the squad. Pfc. Lee was a white inbred hillbilly, struck me as complete waste of skin, and likely had the mental capacity of a house plant. He was a stoner and just followed Boyle no doubt. Pfc. Jackson, a negro from Chicago, was a little brighter, an ass licker, he could sense the power as it shifted from Cpt. Johnson to Sgt. Boyle and he became Boyle’s right-hand man. Smart enough to know what he could get away with if he hid behind Boyle or Lee and denied to beat hell. Real pieces of work the both of them. If it wasn’t for the war these fools would be in jail as they knew nothing else.


  The other two men of the squad seemed to be just average fucking grunts, one out of Seattle, Pfc. Gerard, a hiker and skier and Pfc. Bomont, a black man from the ghetto of Los Angles. Bomont had shown natural ability with demolition explosives. Special!!


  It wasn’t hard to envision how this whole goat fuck went down. The spec-op squad was dysfunctional to say the least. At least half of them or more were druggies baked on what the fuck ever they could acquire to smoke inject or ingest in some manner. Given to violence and under severe stress, with weak leadership, they had been out on a mission which had produced nothing. When they got to Bien Ho something triggered them. Or more correctly it triggered Boyle and his two pet dogs and they went out of control. By the time it was all over they were all fucked. The villagers were fucked, the children were fucked and the semi-innocents in the spec-op squad were fucked too.


  Fucking precious, just fucking precious, to get out of this colossal shit show P-man and I had to clean this fucking mess up. Boyle, Lee and Jackson I could kill while drinking my morning coffee, like swatting flies or killing rats, no sweat. They are the sewer scum of the world and deserve it even if they had not committed such atrocities at Bien Ho. Cpt. Johnson I am comfortable to kill as he is an ineffective spineless piece of shit leader. He should have controlled his own men and prevented their actions in the village. Instead he did nothing. You are an embarrassment to the military. Leaders unable to lead are worthless shit.


  The two average grunts are problematic for me as they were dragged into this goatfuck and are in part victims. But the spec-op squad is accountable in whole and in part for the collective actions at Bien Ho. Maybe I will kill you quick and painless, maybe!!


  I pass the file to P-man for him to read and assess.


  Daria darling, the burned village is a horror beyond words...watched over by a fucking great Tiger...


  The Devil is relishing his glee, happy...oh so very, very happy...
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    Chapter 6: Bomont & Gerard
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  The prick 10 radio crackles to life in a hiss of static, “Streetgang, Streetgang, this is Almighty come in.”


  “Almighty, Almighty this is Streetgang, read you clear,” I reply.


  “Streetgang, Streetgang, be advised two targets designated item three and item four are enroute to the Golfcourse Firebase.”


  “Almighty, Almighty, copy targets three and four enroute to Firebase Golfcourse,” I confirm.


  “Game on P-man,” I mutter. “Let’s haul ass to the gook weapons cache and catch these two pieces of shit out in the jungle for some quality discussion time!”


  “Oh you bet your sweet ass, wouldn’t miss it for the world,” says P-man through gritted teeth.


  The gook weapons cache is impressive. Col. Smith knows his shit. A Druganov Russian sniper rifle, an AK47, small caliber handguns, Russian grenades, and a couple of gook machetes. Plus a package of gook explosives complete with detonators. 


  “Not bad, not bad at all,” I mutter. “Smith is a kind of a handy guy to have around.”


  “I am definitely on board with the up close and personal machete,” growls P-man.


  We intersect Pfc. Bomont and Pfc. Gerard as they flounder and scramble along the jungle trail. I watch them through my binoculars. They are scared shitless and on the verge of hysteria, the poor stupid fucking pukes. How they managed to get as far as they have without Charlie making a meal out of them is beyond me. 


  “Can ya fucking believe those two clowns?” hisses P-man.


  “Shit, they are beyond pitiful, let’s just smoke’m quick!” I whisper.


  “When they come around the bend down here tap a couple of rounds into the nigger with the AK47 and I’ll use the Druganov to pop the white fools head. Then we’ll slip over and grab the dog tags and split.” I say.


  “Done and done,” mutters P-man as he slips into position with the AK47.


  Sometimes it is just too easy. Through the scope I can see Bomont pause to look around as he comes round the bend and crests the slight rise. The poor stupid fuck is hysterical and in shock, his eyes are wide and white and he is shaking like a leaf. Gerard is no better, looks like puke dribbling out of the corner of his mouth and he appears to have pissed himself, he looks exhausted. 


  I set the scope cross hairs on his face and wait for P-man. WHACK, WHACK says P-man’s AK47 and Bomont goes limp and collapses. I squeeze the trigger the final fraction of an inch, the Druganov says THUMP and Gerard’s head disintegrates in a red puff.


  They are both comfortably dead, no fuss, no muss, we collect the dog tags, P-man mutters into the prick 10 radio, and we slip back quietly into the jungle, no sounds, moving like smoke drifting, ever aware of Charlie and his omni-presence. Easy, just too easy, two Snakes down! I think or imagine I hear the cough and rumble of a tiger. Christ, being stalked by a true predator, fucking lovely!


  I check the picture of Daria inside my hat, she watches me calmly and I can feel her touch and hear her voice....


  The Devil applauds our efficiency with killing and bows in our direction...
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    Chapter 7: Johnson
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  It is late afternoon, beer time we used to call it back in the world.


  P-man says quietly, “You realize we are being stalked by Charlie?”


  “Yeah, I know, I figure they have been pacing us for the best part of a couple of hours.” I say.


  “Odd they are not being more aggressive and closing for a kill shot. You don’t suppose they know what we are doing and are giving us a bit of a pass do you?” asks P-man.


  “Well, Charlie knows everything happening in his jungle, this is his backyard. I reckon he knows very well we are tracking and exterminating our own men who smoked Bien Ho. It’s entirely possible he’s just fine with it. What bothers me is we got bounties on our heads so when we’ve smoked the last grunt asshole you can bet Charlie is gonna hit us and hit us hard.” I state.


  “Shit, it just keeps getting better and better doesn’t it?” replies P-man.


  “When we get the last cocksucker lined up we whistle up Smith pronto for the big taxi chop, chop. With any luck he arrives just about the time we smoke the last piece of shit, and we slip away on his magic carpet.” I say thoughtfully.


  “I am really starting to fucking hate the “with any kind of luck” phrase. If we had any fucking luck at all we would be home drinking beer and chasing the ladies!” sulks P-man.


  “Well, we ain’t dead yet, are we?” I say.


  “Fuck off!” replies P-man.


  “The big fucking cat is stalking us too”, I say.


  “Yah, I thought I heard him, but never saw the bugger,” replies P-man.


  Mid-day, clear, sunny, hot, on a ridge overlooking a narrow dirt road. K-rations and water, we are lucky to have that, Charlie maybe has some cold greasy rat meat and stale rice once a day if he is fortunate. 


  Almighty has told us Cpt. Johnson of the Snakes Spec-Op squad is moving by jeep on this particular road to join another Marine division. We want to pick him off this jeep like a turkey off a fence post. Problem is there will be others with him in the jeep, so just demolishing the jeep is not a good option.


  We work our way down to get a line of fire down the road. We are range checking various points on the road from our position. There will be no time to make scope adjustments so the shot has to be taken when the bullet trajectory is as flat as possible. Somewhere around the 300 yard mark should work dandy and yet still give us sufficient cover. We range from 200 yard to 400 yards. The jeep is not going to be wasting any time so it is important we have a shot as the jeep comes toward us. I’ll pick up the target and get the scope on him out past 400 yards and hold it on him until P-man gives the word at 300 yards. 


  P-man is on the binoculars, I have the Druganov on the bi-pod and solid, we wait, snipers are good at waiting. 


  “Hey man, you want a beer?” whispers P-man.


  “You fuck, yah I want a beer, and pussy too.” I hiss.


  “Roseler tell ya about the tight little twat chick he got in Saigon?” asks P-man.


  “Shut up ya asshole, I don’t want to know.” I growl.


  “He said her twat was as tight as your hand and he could feel her squeezing and gripping his cock.” chuckles P-man.


  “You fucking cocksucker, if this Snake doesn’t appear soon I swear I will shoot you instead.” I curse.


  “I see dust, get ready, he’s coming” chuckles P-man.


  I pick them up as they come into sight. Driver, and guy in the front with a machine gun, the Snake Johnson is in the back. I get his head in my scope, fucking trail is rough and his head is bouncing around. 


  “400 yards...350 yards...300 yards, take the fucker,” hisses P-man.


  THUMP says the Druganov and slaps me in the shoulder. The recoil causes me to lose sight picture for a moment. 


  “Got him just under the chin, ripped his head off,” says P-man.


  I get the Druganov back on target, and there sits our useless as tits on a bull Snake Cpt. Johnson, headless, with blood spurting out of his neck. There is no sign of his head. Fuck this feels good for me, elation surges through me. Fucking sweet!!


  The driver glances back at the THWAP of the Captain’s head being torn off and starts to scream in horror. He lets go of the wheel and the jeep swerves sharply, bounces once and then flips over tossing everyone out and rolling over on them. Flames lick out of the engine compartment as we watch...SWOOOSH...the jeep and the three occupants are engulfed in flames. 


  I line up the driver’s head and shoot him, then the soldier with the machine gun. One shot each through the head.


  “Well for fuck sake, it didn’t quite go as planned, did it?” says P-man.


  “Fuck’em all, we got the Snake, not our fault the driver is a shithead, just didn’t feel I wanted those boys to be burned to death.” I whisper.


  Three Snakes down, P-man is on the prick 10 muttering to Almighty. Maybe he’s ordering beer and hookers. 


  Just as we turn to leave an enormous tiger pads out of the jungle, sits down on his haunches and surveys the mess. I put the scope on him immediately, the cat is fucking huge, must weigh some 900 lbs., a beautiful handsome creature, with a crooked tail. What the fuck? He is looking directly at us. I nudge P-man and point.


  “Man, it’s the same fucking cat from the village,” I hiss.


  “What cat,” says P-man?


  “Don’t fuck with me you asshole, it’s the same fucking cat we saw at Bien Ho,” I curse.


  “Alright, alright, yeah it does look the same, sure is fucking big,” mutters P-man. “So why the hell is this fucking cat following us around and showing up whenever we snuff one or two of the Snakes?”


  “Well I got an idea, but you ain’t gonna like it,” I offer. “How much you know about spirits?”


  “Oh for fuck sakes, here we go again with the shit that gives me the creeps,” replies P-man. “This another one of those Mai Lei spooky deals?”


  “Could very well be buddy, the land has spirits, back home on the prairies it was the Coyote who represented the land, and up north in the woods it was the Wolf that was the symbol or spirit of the land, and in the Artic it is the Polar Bear,” I say.


  “So you’re telling me the fucking great tiger is the spirit of the jungle?” asks P-man.


  “For lack of a better answer, yup I believe he very well may be,” I reply.


  “Sweet, why is the fucker following us?” asks P-man.


  “There was a terrible injustice done at Bien Ho,” I say. “I gotta sense he is following us to ensure the injustice is answered.”


  “Ok, you’re freaking me out with this shit.” mutters P-man.


  “Let’s just watch and see what the cat does, for christ sake don’t shoot at him or we are all dead meat,” I say. “We will know soon enough.”


  I can hear Daria as she admires the magnificent tiger...


  The Devil is laughing and has tears of glee at the mayhem and carnage of the jeep crash...
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    Chapter 8: Lee & Jackson
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  Few people realize and even fewer would agree we humans can be manipulated to perform any acts imaginable. There is nothing we will not do if sufficient motivation is present within our reality construct. Such theory is righteously rejected by those who have never experienced the “sufficient motivation”. Those who sit comfortably and theorize how mentally strong they might be to reject the concept they can be pushed to perform vigorously the most inhumane of all acts. Those humans do not have a fucking clue, not a fucking clue. They are babes in the woods. But the facts are there for those who care to look. Inside the construct of any human conflict the truth of such horrors awaits. Mostly it is denied and covered up or just not mentioned as it is too uncomfortable. But those who have experienced it know it to be true. I know because I performed the most inhumane acts with revenge, zeal, and consummate satisfaction. 


  We have been on recon watching and tracking the movements of Pfc. Lee and Jackson from the Snakes Spec-Op team. These two fuckers are bad news. Lee is an inbred hillbilly who only knows killing, fucking, and getting stoned or drunk. Jackson is much the same but has enough sense to be dangerous. He can anticipate and has a sense of destiny. Both of them are very cautious. Seems word is getting around about the other missing three Snakes and their “accidents”. These two fuckers do not venture far from their Firebase and are hard to catch alone. To get these two pukes we are going to have to get close and personal and be quiet about it. Of course they have no idea who is hunting them and we could walk right up to them and give’m a “how ya all doing” before we slash their throats and piss on them as they bleed out.


  Every Firebase requires maintenance, filling sandbags, burning barrels of shit, razor wire positioning and securing, maintenance to minefields, and spraying poison on the vegetation on the parameter of the firebase to keep the killing fields clear. All firebases are the same and everyone gets to take a turn at it. We wait for a day and sure enough Lee and Jackson are on weed detail outside the minefield. P-man and I are in the jungle not 50 yards away watching.


  We work out a plan to lure these two grunt-fucks into the jungle to smoke them. I will back up along the jungle trail and make like I am wounded while P-man attracts their attention to come and help him. What could possibly go wrong with this plan, all we gotta do is get them into the jungle and outta sight before we smoke them, all nice and quiet like.


  Pfc. Lee is running the sprayer and Jackson is carrying the spray tank. 


  “Hey, hey, over here, I need some help my buddy is wounded,” calls P-man.


  “Who der, y’all Simpson?” asks Lee.


  “No I’m not fucking Simpson, hurry the fuck up man, my buddy is bleeding bad and Charlie ain’t far off, hurry up.” says P-man from the half light of the jungle shade.


  “Fuck y’all man, I don’t like this shit,” says Jackson.


  P-man is waving at them to hurry the fuck up as he retreats back up the trail to where I am sprawled. Lee and Jackson see we are American as soon as they get into the jungle shade and hurry to where P-man is bent over me.


  “We all should be calling for backup,” complains Jackson. 


  “No time, hurry the fuck up,” yells P-man.


  The Snake Pfc. Lee is right over me, but Jackson being a bit brighter smells a rat and turns to run back to the firebase.


  P-man is an animal; I have never seen him in such a controlled and deadly rage. He catches Jackson and kicks him in the stomach. Jackson is bent over on his hands and knees puking, retching and trying to scream. P-man unsheathes the machete, hisses “For Bien Ho muthafucka”, winds up and swings the machete down on Jacksons exposed neck. There is a THOK as the machete slices cleanly through bone and flesh. Jackson’s head rolls a couple of feet away. The body stays on hands and knees shaking and trembling and spraying blood in long wet pulsing spurts as it doesn’t know the head is gone. P-man swings the machete again and drives it through the back of Jackson’s body and out the chest. The body flops over on its side with the machete impaling it.


  I roll over and clip Lee in the throat with the Druganov stock flipping him over backward and watch him struggle to breathe and squeal as he flops on the ground. I kneel on his chest, the little gook semi auto pistol “poodle smacker” handgun in my hand. 


  “Remember Bien Ho ya fucking sack of shit?” I ask, and press the handgun against his crotch and pull the trigger. The bullet explodes his testicles.


  POP, he jerks and flops and screams at the top of his lungs, but no sound comes out. His eyes bug out and his mouth opens so wide his jaws dislocate.


  “Feels good doesn’t it, try some of this ya pig fucker,” I press the gun against his left eye, POP, his body arches high and spasms as blood and dark goo squirt out of the ruptured eye socket. 


  “Ya like it fucka,” I ask as I move the gun to his right eye and pull the trigger again. 


  POP, he shakes, spasms, jerks and lies still. 


  The small caliber bullets easily penetrate the brain cavity through the eye socket and ricochet around within the brain cavity making mush as they go. A very quiet and very efficient way to make dead people. I feel good, elated, vengeance is mine and it is fucking sweet!


  There are excited voices coming from the path to the firebase, shit, we were not quick enough, shit, fuck, and damnation. With a sudden horrendous roar, the huge Tiger plunges onto the path and charges at the grunts coming from the firebase. Screams, scattered gun fire, more screams, growls, quiet. Fucking jesus christ almighty!


  Dog tags collected we slip back into the deep jungle. For two hours we work our way up and down a couple of ridges fording a couple of small streams until we pause just below a ridge top to rest and watch our back trail.


  “I’m losing touch with reality, my head is fucked, the fucking tiger showed up and ripped up those grunts?” I ask shakily. “Guess there’s our answer about the jungle spirit.”


  “Same tiger as before, with the kinked tail,” hisses P-man. “It makes no fucking sense, but everything out here makes no fucking sense. Mai Lei and the Buddhist ruins, that made no sense either.”


  “Gimmie the prick ten, I gotta call the Snakes kill in.” I mutter.


  Christ Daria, we slaughtered two grunt pukes...and the fucking great tiger killed the grunts that were closing in on us...what is the fucking tiger?


  Hud my love, the tiger will never harm you, he will protect you if he has to...be careful my love!


  The Devil rolls on the ground in glee, slavering and watching the death, gore and blood...
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    Chapter 9: Reaction
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  “Fuck, I hate it when it is very quiet and I think too much,” says P-man.


  “Huh,” I ask.


  “I want a beer, no make it a case of beer and a pack of smokes,” says P-man.


  “Uhuh,” I grunt.


  “Beer and smokes, while I marinate my Angus steak in my special sauce for a couple of hours,” continues P-man. “You ok if I do the BBQ?”


  “Sure,” I reply.


  “BBQ’d steak on an expensive BBQ with indirect heat, crispy salad, baby potatoes and carrots with butter and salt, mushrooms in garlic butter, and more beer,” muses P-man.


  “Jesus, you fuck,” I drool.


  “For dessert I want black forest cake with whipped cream, that work for you?” he asks.


  “You’re a demented asshole,” I reply.


  “The best part is after supper, after coffee and a couple of shots grand Marnier,” P-man muses.


  “What then?” now I am interested.


  “Two sweet Saigon naked girls massage me all over, then one rides my aching cock and the other puts her pussy in my face so I can make her cum all over me,” says P-man.


  “Ahh fuck, you pervert, you hungry demented pervert,” I sigh.


  “I love the women in Saigon, they are so small and delicate and their pussies are so tight,” say P-man.


  “Shut the fuck up, I don’t want to hear about it,” I growl.


  “Hud, they’re all dead you know,” says P-man in a small voice.


  I turn from the binoculars to look at P-man, he is weeping and rocking back and forth quietly and I realize he has been while describing the supper and afterwards.


  “Jesus P-man you ok, who’s dead?” I ask.


  “All the kids at Bien Ho, they’re all dead, Hud, just dead,” sobs P-man.


  Fuck, fuck, fuck, this shakes me badly. P-man has always seemed the rock. Often it was me who got squirrely when things felt wrong in the jungle. Or when I could hear Daria speaking to me and warning me. The slaughter of the kids has eroded P-man’s foundation. That would explain his actions hacking up Snake Pfc. Jackson.


  “Jesus P-man, dude......... I don’t know what to say, we gotta let it go buddy. They’re gone and cannot be hurt anymore. We’re here and can revenge their slaughter. It doesn’t bring them back but it’s a clear and present warning to those who follow,” I say softly.


  P-Man nods and wipes his eyes.


  “Hud, I’m going to do terrible things to Boyle!” hisses P-man.


  “So am I P-man, so am I, it will not be a quick painless death,” I reply. “If we be the devil’s mercenaries then we do the complete job!”


  I am so sorry for what I have done and must do Daria my love...


  It is war Hud my darling, and there is no correlation to living in peace...


  The Devil laughs and bows at the waist to us...oh yes, we are his favorites and we are gonna torture, slaughter, butcher, Boyle with blood , gore, viscera...
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    Chapter 10: Boyle
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  Inside everyone reside two wolves, a black wolf of evil and a white wolf of good. Every day when I awake I must decide which wolf I will feed this day. Sometimes it is very, very hard to feed the white wolf of goodness. The black wolf howls, slavers and slams into the end of the chain holding him in check. If I feed the black wolf too often, he will grow strong and break the chain and be loose upon the world. Woe be onto those who have transgressed against me, for hell, damnation, and the black wolf shall visit them. Should that come to pass I will be lost and will be consumed in my own hell for eternity.


  Boyle must be punished, a slow screaming death of agony over hours for the slaughter of the Bien Ho and the innocent children in particular. How do I retain ownership of my soul through such a course of action? How can I keep the chain on the black wolf?


  The Devil is excited and drooling...we are trapped and cannot get out of this...we are the devils legionnaires...this time more than ever...


  “Hud, Hud,” murmurs Daria in my head. “This is war and survival, it is an altered state of reality, rules don’t apply here as they do in the real world...you do what has to be done for the children of Bien Ho...”


  The jungle, hot steaming jungle, a kaleidoscope of green tones and sounds, drunk with oxygen, evolution, life eternal. Sound is the jungle barometer. When the bird sounds stop death is eminent. What form will death have today, this time? Why is the fucking great tiger stalking us? Are you ready Boyle, can you feel us, can you feel death waiting in the jungle for you?


  “I been thinking about what we could do with Boyle, and I got some ideas,” I say.


  “You mean besides hack the fucker to shreds?” asks P-Man.


  “Yeah, what do you know about the Comanche Indians of the late 1800’s in Texas?” I ask.


  “Bout fuck all and nothing,” says P-Man.


  “They were the most feared warriors in all of North America because they were masters of torture. And some of their methods are very similar to what Charlie likes to do.” I say.


  “Got my attention, let’s hear the program,” say P-Man.


  “Comanche’s liked to hang prisoners upside down over a fire and let them cook their heads as they swung back and forth.” I explain.


  “Can we cut this fuckers balls off and stuff them in his mouth, can we include it in the program?” asks P-Man.


  “Yup, don’t see why not, seems like a dandy addition as far as I can see.” I reply.


  “I like it, come to think of it I like it a lot, bet Charlie would like it too.” says P-Man.


  “It fits nice, appropriate payment for Bien Ho, and a method Charlie might use.” I say.


  Daria watches me from her picture, calmly, lovingly...


  The devil is clapping his hands in glee...outstanding torture and death...


  We watch and wait; it is just a matter of time. Boyle is ours, ours to perpetrate all the evil horrors he inflicted on the folks of Bien Ho. On the third day, he and some other grunts leave Firebase X-Ray on routine patrol. Yeah, this is the opportunity we have been waiting for. We know generally where they are headed and more importantly where we can intersect them.


  It’s not difficult in the jungle to create a little diversion with explosions, smoke, fire, shoot the Ak47 a bit, move around, toss a grenade or two and the grunt boys figure they are under serious attack by Charlie. Once confused and rattled it is not hard to pick out one of them, Boyle, and spirit him away as if he never existed.


  Boyle, the slimy weasel, is all too eager to crawl from his unprotected spot to our position in the fake firefight. I whack him on the back of the head with my gun butt and he collapses like a sack of shit. We strip off his gear, tie his hands together and his feet, slide a pole between both and off we go with him bouncing on the pole like a Sunday dinner. As soon as he starts to groan P-man just kicks him in the head until he is unconscious. It takes a little while but we carry Boyle several clicks into the jungle for a little “personal and up close time”.


  The Devil is in hysterical anticipation of what is to come. He howls and drools and jumps up and down. Laughing and slapping the ground and clapping his approval...


  We strip Boyle naked and tie a rope to his ankles. 20 feet overhead is the branch of a huge tree covered in moss and vines. Boyle is suspended head down from the branch. His arms are lashed behind his back with vines, lashed tight, very tight. He regains consciousness and begins to flop around.


  “Well muthafuka Boyle, how good of you to stop by so we can chat,” I hiss at him.


  “What the fuck man, cut me down, whatta ya doing, I didn’t do nothing,” whines Boyle.


  “Ah, so soon you forget Bien Ho, you maggot piece of shit,” growls P-Man.


  “They was nobody, they was nothing, just fuckin gooks, smoke’n gooks don’t count, sides I didn’t do nothing, Johnson he did it all, Johnson and the other guys,” whimpers Boyle.


  “Too bad muthafucka, they all dead, and they say it was you who wigged out and did the slaughtering,” smiles P-Man.


  “You know what’s gonna happen to you ya muthafuckin hunk of shit?” I ask.


  Boyle starts to whine, plead, scream and simper as weasel slime balls do when cornered. He watches upside down while P-man collects the necessary items for a nice little fire. A nice little fire which will be under Boyle’s head.


  “Oh christ fuck no, you can’t do this to me, it wasn’t me, it wasn’t my fault.” Boyle is crying and begging now, then struggling and screaming obscenities.


  P-Man just keeps bringing wood for the fire. 


  The huge tiger with the kinked tails steps into the small clearing where we are and looks at us, tossing his head and smelling the air. He swings left, then right and then sits on his haunches. A low rumbling growl comes from his throat. The beast is enormous and even sitting his head is as tall as we are. He is 30 feet away, one leap and he is on us.


  “We got company P-man,” I say.


  “Fuckin jesus, any plan on what we should do?” asks P-man.


  “He could have killed us and eaten us for lunch anytime over the last few days. If he wants to watch then he can watch,” I reply.


  “Suits me,” says P-man as he kicks Boyle in the nuts.


  With a loud wet farting sound Boyle shits and pisses all over himself. More screaming, pleading, and sobbing follows.


  “How are you enjoying our little get together Boyle, is it as much fun as you had at Bien Ho? I ask.


  P-man gets up from watching and unsheathes his combat knife and slices Boyle’s balls off. The knife is so sharp Boyle isn’t sure what has happened. P-man shows him up close what his scrotum and testicles look like. He screams an inhuman sound and flops and gyrates in terror. Blood sprays around everywhere. P-Man picks up a handful of dirt and drops it on his crotch on the ragged ends of the tissue where Boyle’s ball’s used to be. 


  “My my, can’t have you bleeding to death, can we you sack of shit,” says P-Man.


  The Tiger roars it’s approval, deafening us, but stays sitting and watching.


  When the screaming and flopping begins to slow down I grab his head and P-man stuffs the scrotum and testicles into his open mouth. A few wraps of duct tape around his neck and mouth ensures he won’t puke out his balls.


  We sit back and enjoy our handiwork. Share a couple of pulls on my canteen of JD.


  “Think it is time for a little fire?” asks P-Man.


  “Yes I do believe it is time to warm Sgt. Boyle up some,” I reply.


  I take a couple more pulls on the canteen and hand it to P-Man.


  Boyle is shaking and trembling and making gagging sounds. P-man pulls him back from the fire a few feet while I get the fire going nicely. Then P-man lets him go, screams an inhuman scream and kicks him as hard as he can in the back. Boyle swings through the fire and out the other side, then back through the fire. Back and forth he swings, fighting to sit up and keep his head out of the flames. Back and forth, back and forth...!


  The fire is burning down now and Boyle is swinging slower. He is making animal screams inside his taped mouth. The heat on his head is getting hotter and frantically and spastically he attempts to make the rope swing. His hair is smoking and burning now and his body is shuddering. Steam and blood begin to come out of Boyles ears. With a soft plopping sound his eyes pop out of their sockets followed by gouts of steam. His shuddering has all but stopped and he remains positioned over the low fire. Sudden spasms of jerking wash through what’s left of him. 


  I unsheathe my combat knife and insert the end into Boyle’s carcass just above his pubic bone and slash downward to his chest using both my hands on the knife. Boyle’s guts and bowels slop out of the stomach cavity and hang down over his chest and head. Boyle doesn’t move.


  “Give Smith a whistle will ya P-Man, its time,” I mutter softly.


  P-Man looking at Boyles body takes a long pull from the canteen of JD and says “Will do, damn this feels good, just fucking righteous, what the fucker so desperately deserved!”


  The fucking great tiger gets up and approaches the remains of Boyle. We back up and give the cat plenty of room. It snuffs at the remains and looks at us giving a rumbling growl of approval. Then turns away from us and slips back into the jungle without a sound!


  Daria, dear God Daria my love, we have butchered the creature who slaughtered the children of Bien Ho, the revenge is sweet so sweet....


  The Devil is rolling on the ground in hideous delight, screaming laughing and clapping his hands...what a performance...excellent my legionnaires, just so excellent...!
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    Chapter 11: Extraction
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  We hump the three clicks to the extraction point very aware of Charlie in the jungle around us. We don’t see him but we sense his presence. The bounty on us is very large for a Vietcong soldier, very large indeed. It is close on to being dusk. And all the way through the jungle the fucking great tiger is following us, pacing us, or running interference. We catch a glimpse of him from time to time as he moves through the jungle and we can hear his cough and grumbling growl. 


  “What the fuck ya think the bloody great tiger is doing?” ask P-man.


  “Well, I don’t believe he means us any harm, likely just wants us the hell out of his jungle.” I reply.


  The extraction point is little more than a room sized clearing in the jungle. We huddle close in the trees as we hear the Huey thumping closer and closer. Then it appears over the clearing and a rope with a pair of climbing harnesses attached flops out and falls onto the ground. We waste no time slipping into the harness and begin being winched up to the hovering chopper. 


  P-Man is yelling at me and pointing, “Hud, Hud, over there!”


  Charlie has just entered the edge of the clearing, three of them. One of them carries a Druganov sniper rifle. I know this guy as we have hunted and been hunted by him. Charlie doesn’t fire at us. Instead the Sniper with the Druganov stands at attention and salutes us as we are reeled up to the chopper! Both of us salute back, not sure why we should, but instinctively sense we should, and we do it.


  In the chopper I look at P-Man and he looks at me, we both look for Charlie, but they have slipped back into the jungle. There is no Charlie and no Tiger either, just green jungle.


  “Can you fucking believe that?” I yell at P-Man, “Charlie knew we are leaving Nam!”


  He just shakes his head, “Guess maybe we got the pass we were wondering about.”


  The devil is outraged, screaming you cannot leave, you are mine for eternity, my legionares...


  It’s all a blur, a blur of Colonel Smith, Bert the CIA freak, of interviews, of positions, co-ordinates, kills, and trying to explain the fucking great tiger. They watch us close when we speak of it and what it did. Watch us close to see if we are certifiably insane. Where was Charlie and the guy with the Druganov, was the tiger his? Why didn’t he kill the tiger, why didn’t you kill the tiger? What do you mean you sense the tiger meant you no harm; how the fuck could you know what a tiger is thinking? We look like drooling combat stunned idiots. This is exactly what we are.


  A blur of doctors to heal the flesh and bone, of doctors to listen and heal the mind. It’s a blur of good food, of rest and relaxation, of meetings and discussions. A blur of being under guard on an airbase which doesn’t exist. A blur of what we did and how we might live with it. And during it all Daria is whispering in my mind and touching my face during the nightmares. In all the nightmares the fucking great tiger is there, watching and prowling. I cannot get a read on the cat, why is he there, what does he represent, am I in danger from this cat, can’t be as he could kill us anytime, nothing makes any sense at all, nothing.


  The devil doesn’t like the huge tiger...why...it is like they are two opposing entities...both aware and distant to the other....a balance of force...


  The tiger is the jungle Hud, my darling, and he can be your ally and your enemy...


  P-man and I talk quietly as we walk the airbase and smoke.


  “I am not liking our visits to this place, every time we are here, we are so fucked up,” I say.


  “Yeah, fucked up heads, the hardest thing to get straight,” says P-man. “I can heal pretty quick from the wounds of combat, but the shit we have done, and seen, and the insanity of it all, I am struggling to get around it. The nights are bad for me, the memories are replayed and scare the shit out of me.”


  “Doc says not to try to make sense of it all, there is no why or how come answer and there never will be,” I say. “War makes no sense and everything which occurs within the war has little logic but long on horror.” 


  Colonel Smith encourages us to stay on and work for him. The work is what we know, the compensation is very impressive. I am unstable, I know I am. P-Man declines also saying too much too soon. Smith nods and says the door is always open if we change our minds. He gives us a number on a card to call if we change our minds. It makes me shiver what Colonel Smith does. But I see what has to be done as clearly as he does. I just cannot do it right now without complete self-destruction.


  The layover in Hawaii, more doctors, more military brass, but these guys do not have knowledge as to what our mission was. Just, we are extremely distinguished soldiers. They are curious and want to open us up. Their efforts drive us back to retreat inside ourselves. They do us no service at all. It is unpleasant there and we are eager to continue our journey home. 
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    Chapter 12: Home
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  I am home, if that’s what it is called. It is a nightmare worse than the jungle. I am still in the jungle, but I am not in the jungle. I love Daria so much it makes me sick. When she met me at the airport, I thought I my heart was going to burst. I could see in her eyes the shock of what had come back from Nam, what her Hud had become. But she is patient, so patient to all my ills. I am so fucked up it is beyond belief. The shift from combat ready to civilian is not going well at all. I am still combat ready, I hear all, I assess risk, I imagine, I have weapons within reach, I have nightmares during the daytime. The distortion of reality is... I cannot discern what the current reality is. I’m a creature of death locked in my house prowling, waiting, for the inevitable attack unable to go outside as I cannot cope with the surroundings.


  The devil is with me 24 x 7 whispering in my ears, laughing and howling in glee at my insanity, encouraging me to sign back up for another tour with Smith and come back to my home in the jungle.


  The nights are nightmares, I cannot rest, the prescription pills don’t seem to have much effect. Daria and I go to bed and make love, it is one of my few threads to sanity, I hold her till she sleeps. Then the war begins all over for me again, the killing, the attacks the blood and gore and mayhem. Daria is holding me with a cold cloth on my forehead while I shake and drool. She is reassuring me I am not in the jungle and the city sounds are normal and we are not under siege. I am such a fucking mess, and this is so not what I wanted to have happen when I got back. I am terrified Daria will grow weary of the clusterfuck that I am and leave to rejoin the rest of the world.


  I wonder how P-man is doing, or where he is, I have lost track of so many people. I am scared  he might not be feeling what I am feeling and I am insane by myself. Just me and the devil with the distortions of memories.


  The doctors who know of these things say it will go away in time, the memories will fade to the point where I can keep them locked up at night. How long, how long is “in time” and what the fuck happens in the meantime? In the meantime am I the drooling terrified idiot in the circus locked in a cage? I have Smith’s card and phone number stuck on the mirror. How long before I just give up and return to Colonel Smith and the jungle mayhem or maybe just terminate myself, how long...?


  I am so alone...Daria is my only hope, my salvation; if she leaves I am lost!


  Self-doubts, anxiety, angst, so undermining, so destructive, so paralyzing, so power robbing, so adept at keeping you locked in your personal hell. What has happened to me, how have I become what I am? I don’t even know what I am, and I deny any conclusions as to what I have become or may become. There is just the current bubbling acid stew of horror.


  It is suggested if you look very carefully at your life to date with an eye to the themes in your life and how they have shaped you at 10 year intervals, you can predict the next 10 years and thereby conclude what you will be like 10 years hence. It’s a very difficult exercise to do by yourself as we argue with the facts of our lives. We can’t seem to just accept what has happened and thereby what will happen if we continue to apply the observed theme. We deny our future state and we fight against adjusting the current theme. What the hell did you think was going to happen when you ventured down this path? Did you not do any research at all, just blindly reacted like some mindless amoeba?


  Daria reassures me, of performing as necessary during a state of war, reassures me of things which happen beyond reason, beyond horror, during the altered distorted state of physical, emotional and mental carnage. Reassures me of the current reality state, reassures me I must disconnect from the past and re-attach to current constructs and environments. Reassures me by pointing to the warring history of mankind and reassures me I did nothing out of the ordinary such any grunt would have done given the circumstances. I did what I did and must move on, I will not let the past control me.


  The mental discipline to control thoughts, reactions, memories, mind states, backwards thinking, ruminating, poring over what could have been is the hardest most difficult thing I have ever faced. A massive self-re-programming effort to split from the past and engage with the current reality. But what is my direction, I must have a focus, a goal to achieve; it is the way I am assembled. I need a reason to get out of bed in the morning. I need the goal to keep the memories in check.


  Some vets move to what is pertinent for their training, police, security, detective work. I don’t feel I can go there as it keeps the memories alive I so desperately need to shed. I want to contact P-man, and I do. It was awkward, very awkward, and once we got past the elation of seeing one another again I had the bad feeling it pulled me backwards. I suspect it affected him the same way. Meeting other Vets was ok but it didn’t work that way with my partner. It just pulled back too many memories I had worked hard to keep in storage. It made me very sad, so terribly, terribly sad.


  After about a year has passed it is a combination of several factors which allowed me to obtain some traction in achieving inner peace and contentment. The ongoing love and support of Daria, the professional help of my psychologist, the Post Traumatic Stress Disorder (PTSD) group I joined, and believe it or not the memory of the huge jungle tiger which stalked us, protected us, while we set right the horrendous wrong which had violated the locals of the jungle.


  One day while Daria was at work I went to the local zoo, to the tiger compound to be exact. They had a beautiful specimen there. I sat and watched the tiger for hours, and he watched me. I wept until I could not weep any longer. The tiger paced and watched me, it seemed to know, animals pick up on sadness and turmoil, they can read humans, and perhaps they can see our auras. 


  Daria was and always will be the voice of reason of the here and now, just showing me how to cope with the issues of the day. My psychologist provides the learned theories of my challenges and reflects the education of dealing with our current construct. The PTSD group supports me and shows me I am not alone at all. There are many who suffer the effects of PTSD and only some are from a military or war background. PTSD is far more prevalent across all sectors of society than I could ever have imagined.


  Mother Nature is such that in each area of our world there is a creature who best typifies her. Perhaps it appears as an agent of Mother Nature if you will. In the jungle it was the huge tiger, on the prairies it is the coyote, in the North it is the wolf, and in the far North it is the polar bear. Nature provides me with great peace and contentment as I sit on a grassy hill and watch the goings on of her family of creatures, of which I am one. Daria and the huge great tiger are always with me, they are the primary columns of support which hold my world in place, and I expect and hope they always will be with me.


  




  Authors Note:


  I want to express my profound respect for the men and women who have served and will serve in our Armed Forces. Their commitment, tenacity, and personal sacrifice are beyond reproach!


  This is the third and final ebook of the series on the Vietnam War and the personal experiences of a couple of young lads that had the misfortune to wind up in the middle of it. Life allows no observers!


  Special thanks to Guy Vanderhaeghe, who encouraged and inspired me to keep writing, to Rita Toews for the excellent cover, to Maureen Cutajar for formatting, to friends and family for ongoing support. And last but not least to my friend Joan who edits my doggerel into readable format.


  Thank you for reading my book. If you enjoyed it, won’t you please take a moment to leave me a review at Amazon?


  Thanks!


  Martin E. Silenus


  




  Copyright 2014 Martin Silenus


  Thank you for downloading this ebook. This book remains the copyrighted property of the author, and may not be redistributed to others for commercial or non-commercial purposes. If you enjoy this book, please encourage your friends to download their own copy from Amazon.  Thank you for your support.


  




  Recruitment


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


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


  RECRUITMENT is a novella prequel to the Trilogy on the Vietnam War. The adventures of Hud and P-man a sniper team in the jungles of Vietnam. If you enjoyed Platoon or Apocalypse Now, you will love Martin E. Silenus’s action adventure book!


  Visit www.martinesilenus.com website, subscribe and get your free copy of RECRUITMENT.


  Race the Devil


  Don’t die today; try very hard not to die today!


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


  Race the Devil is the first book in a series on the Vietnam War and the personal experiences of a couple of young lads that had the misfortune to wind up in the middle of it. If you liked Platoon or Apocalypse Now, then you will love Martin E. Silenus’s action adventure book!


  Pick up Race the Devil to discover this exciting new series today!


  




  Cambodia


  In the jungle there are entities that freeze you in mid-step, turn your blood to ice, make your skin prickly, and make you afraid, very afraid!


  Captain Farris has sniper grunts Hud and P-man humping into Cambodia to a possible Cong supply base to create havoc. The jungle watches and offers beings that our sniper grunts have no way to rationalize. Things that deny reality, even the warped reality of a war zone!


  Cambodia is the second book in the Vietnam War series, and the adventures of Hud and P-man, a sniper team operating from firebase Foxtrot. If you enjoyed Apocalypse Now or Platoon, you will love Martin E. Silenus’s powerful action book.


  Pick up Cambodia to continue this exciting series today.


  




  Visit http://www.martinesilenus.com today and Subscribe to get free books and special offers for your library of fine reading!
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