
F111 - The Bone Yard Wrangler  [SEC=UNCLASSIFIED] 

Draft Copy 

1

1

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

Australia at War circa 2015 

Operation 

A note from the author: Pig Hunt is a future war ‘faction novel’ 
that explores the ‘what if’ scenario. The point of this exercise 
is to test present ADF ideology, posture, threat analysis and 
capabilities to respond to future military challenges and 

contingencies. 
 

For those readers outside of the ADF that understand the 
situations they operate in today, you will appreciate they are 

second to none. The professionalism, skill and training of the ADF 
are evident in their performance. More evident is the Australian 
spirit that has carried us from the Boar War to Gallipolis and 

beyond. The spirit and character of the Australian ‘Digger’ across 
all services, still proudly survives us today. 

 
To the reader, I hope you enjoy the book, remember – it (The book) 

apart from the bullshit is mostly fact!  
(Except for the drop bears) 
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Central to this story is a particular airplane, the airframe 

(F-111A) A8-272. Previously named "DREAM GAL", she was 

prematurely retired by the USAF but dragged off the Arizona 

boneyard by the RAAF to Amberley in 25 Mar 1994. She came from 

the 380th Bomb Wing SAC in Plattsburg AFBW and had won at least 

five Fairchild Trophies (bombing competitions SAC) in her time. 

She retired in 2010 but she still had work to do. A8-272 was 

pivotal in the most dramatic operation this country has ever 

had to undertake. This country owes the crew that flew her, the 

crew that made her fly and the people that made her possible. 

 
 

Steve Jamieson (F-111G) A8-272 Avalon 
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Book One 

The Seeds of Conflict 

Conflict and subjugation are attracted by weakness, not strength. 
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Introduction: Antarctica, Vostok Station 

Antarctica is home to more than 70 

lakes that exist thousands of feet 

under the surface of the 

continental ice sheet, including 

one under the South Pole itself. 

Lake Vostok, beneath Russia's 

Vostok Station, is one of the 

largest of these sub glacial lakes 

hidden beneath 12,000 feet of ice. The Lake, a body of water the size 

of Lake Ontario, is over 155 miles long, 31 miles wide, and contains 

around 1250 cubic miles of water, a good match for Lake Superior. 

There are more than 145 other lakes trapped 

under the ice. Vostok's two largest 

neighbours are referred to as 900E and 

Sovetskaya for the longitude of one and the 

Russian research station coincidentally 

built above the other. Like Lake Vostok, the 

icy waters have been sealed off from the 

surface for over 35 million years. The 900E Lake has a surface area 

of 2,000km2, which is about the size of Rhode Island, and is second 

only to Lake Vostok's 14,000km2 surface area. Sovetskaya Lake was 

calculated to be about 1,600 km2. Both are sealed beneath more than 

two miles of ice. The lake depths, estimated to be at least 900 

meters, were calculated from gravity data taken during aerial surveys 

in 2000 and 2001.  
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Antarctica.  16 Miles North of Vostok Station. 78° 16‛ 59” S  106° 25‛ 13” E   

Sunday Dec 30 2007  

The gunman pressed the end of the barrel hard into the back of the 

other man's neck squeezing the trigger at the same time. The sound of 

the gunshot was partly muffled by the heavily padded hood of the 

victim's parka, the rest of it snatched away in the blizzard of wind 

and ice that swept over the two lone figures. The large calibre round 

entered the man's lower neck and exited through the other side of his 

skull, taking most of his face with it and spraying sizable chunks of 

bone and brains over the white surface. Feng's dead body collapsed 

like a wet sack.  The killer then kneeled next to the body quickly 

going through his pockets. He found what he was looking for and 

carefully examined it. It was a cylindrical piece of ice that with 

the exception of the black globules near its centre was crystal 

clear. He retrieved a small plastic container from his own jacket and 

dropped the sample inside, sealing the lid. 

 The gunman stood for a moment, holstering the weapon and 

replacing the outer glove back on his gun hand. He watched with 

satisfaction as the drifting snow quickly covered the bloody evidence 

staining the ice.  The body was also collecting snow and would be 

covered in minutes. In 70,000 years, as the ice floe continued its 

steady march north; they might find it at the other end of the lake. 

The man with the gun grunted and returned to the waiting snow 

tractor, climbing into the warmth of the cab. 

 The driver waited until he was seated then shifted the snow 

machine roughly into gear without looking up. "Wet feet?" he asked. 

 "Big fucking mouth," the gunman said Frozen feet now.  

 "You think Feng knew you were going to kill him?"  
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 The gunman thought about the exit wound. "Didn't show in his 

face." He said, at least what was left of it. Hong Liu squirmed 

himself comfortably into the trucks seat. He worked for the Second 

Bureau of the Chinese Ministry for State Security, the Foreign 

Bureau, the one responsible for operations abroad. 

 "What about Hamilton?" The driver asked. 

 "If he sniffs around here again kill him."  He looked through 

the windscreen into the blinding snow, the wipers scraped back and 

forth furiously in an almost futile attempt to maintain some 

visibility. But he wasn’t thinking about the snow, he was thinking 

about the Australian. Hamilton was a risk, too great a risk to leave 

walking and talking. He pulled his gloves off, checking his pocket 

for the cylinder. "Hamilton was talking to Feng,” He continued, “when 

the time is right..." Hong left the sentence hanging because he was 

really talking to himself, he knew if anyone were to find out about 

the ice core sample, China’s future would be gravely jeopardised.  

 The driver nodded. "We have agents in Australia, why not have 

them do it?” 

"No,” Hong Liu said, a little troubled by the other mans 

complacence. “This I need to do myself.” What they were undertaking 

now would take at least seven years to come to fruition and could 

turn the world and the balances of power upside down.  

The driver had no idea what was in Hong’s pocket or what they 

were really doing. To him the whole exercise was just another 

secretive experiment; the driver knew he had a better chance of 

surviving if he didn’t know anything, anyone in the PLA could tell 

you that. 

"Durnovo is preparing the drill site," Hong said shivering a 

little, but not from the cold. "We don't need any more complications 

like Feng." He looked at the driver. “Or we might join him.” 
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The driver inwardly shrank and looked away. Yes, the least said 

the better; Hong seemed to have an unusual degree of latitude with 

Beijing. He didn’t want to be Hongs next job. What ever they were 

doing was clearly worth killing for, not that that had ever been a 

problem. 
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Weapons Free 

Location: Gonzo Station, the Gulf of Oman.  

100km south of Chah Bahar, Iran. 

Carrier Task Force (CTF) 150. USS John C. Stennis (CVN 74) Strike Group (JCSSG)  

 

The narrow Strait of Hormuz is 

considered one of the most, if 

not the most strategic strait of 

water on the planet. Through a 

small sea space less than 40 

miles wide, moves the better part 

of the worlds oil needs.  

This stretch of water bordered by 

Iran, Oman's Musandam Peninsula 

and the United Arab Emirates is a 

magnet for trouble. 

 

13 October 2007 1023 HRS. Call sign ‘Boner’ side number 402 

approached the nuclear-powered aircraft carrier USS John C. Stennis 

(CVN 74) from dead astern at an altitude of 1,200 feet and a distance 

of eight miles. The pilot, temporarily assigned to the naval attack 

squadron the Argonaughts, VFA-147, eased his F/A-18C Hornet fighter 

to starboard, aligning it on his final heading for a straight-in 

night landing.  

The John C. Stennis was into the wind, the small Island of 

Bahrain to her stern and the Gulf on her bow. An approach controller 

in (CATCC), the Carrier Air Traffic Control Centre, called out radar 

updates during the final minutes of Hamilton's mission. Radio chatter 

was held to a minimum. 

CATCC: "402, on glide path, on course." 
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Boner: "402." 

CATCC: "402, on glide path, on course, three- quarter miles. 

Call the ball." 

Boner: "402, ball. 5-3." Boner confirmed his visual sighting of 

the ball, his position relative to the beam of amber light, the 

location of the "needles" on the cockpit display of his automatic 

carrier landing system, and his remaining fuel available.  

Paddles: "Roger, ball." The landing signal officer (LSO), or 

‘paddles’ as some called him, confirmed Hamilton's radio 

transmission. The LSO monitored all carrier landings from a platform 

on the port side of the flight deck near the ship's stern, radioing 

instructions as necessary. 

Eighteen seconds after his final radio transmission, Boner's 

FA/-18C Hornet slammed down on the JCS’s flight deck. As his 

aircraft's tail hook reached for one of the four arresting cables 

spanning the flight deck, Boner applied full power to the Hornet's 

two General Electric turbofan engines. In the event he missed 

grabbing a wire owing to a hook skip or landed past the wires, Boner 

would "bolter" and make an immediate takeoff on the carrier's angled 

flight deck.  
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Only when a safe arrested landing was assured (on a "number 

three wire") and the flight deck officer's lighted wands signalled 

him to reduce power did Boner pull his engine throttles back to idle 

and follow the directions of yellow-shirted aircraft handlers to taxi 

to his parking spot on the busy flight deck.  

After a brief post flight inspection, the temporary naval 

aviator that was really an RAAF Flight Lieutenant on TDY, went to the 

maintenance-control office to report the status of his aircraft 

followed by a debriefing of his mission and landing in the squadron 

ready room. (The LSO grades and critiques every landing on the ship 

as part of a continuing process of self-improvement).  

As the RAAF pilot signed his aircraft's maintenance forms to 

close out the mission his Squadron CO appeared, leaning through the 

hatch and propping himself up against the bulkhead.  

“You are Ready Five.” He said looking at his watch. “In six 

hours?” 

“Yes sir.” 

The Commanding Officer of VFA-147 looked at the Australian. The 

Aussie was what they called a Hot Runner – someone who consistently 

performed well, better still; he wasn’t pretentious about it or full 

of the usual cock and bull. His mate Horde, the other Aussie exchange 

officer was pretty good as well. Boner he mused, he hated that call 

sign. “You’re both short. Looks like we have to give you back soon 

huh?” 

Boner looked up from the paperwork and smiled. “Fraid so sir, 

nine days and a wakeup.” He paused, “Frankly I’d like to stay a 

little longer, was hoping to see some action.” The road to qualifying 

for active flying duty on board one of the world’s most powerful 

ships had not been easy. Boner had trained at NAS Pensacola 

completing over 140 carrier-landing practices in all types of weather 

conditions day and night, before he even saw a carrier deck. When he 
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finally did, it was flying a T-45 Goshawk trainer on and off an AVT- 

Aviation Landing Training Ship before participating in fleet 

replacement squadron carrier qualifications (FRSCQ). After all that 

and despite his significant hours in the air force flying Hornets and 

Pigs, he still joined VFA-147 as a nugget. But this was a rare 

opportunity; he and Horde would be the only carrier-qualified pilots 

in the Australian Defence Force. But their tenure was drawing to a 

close and he didn’t want to leave without just a little bit of 

excitement. 

The CO of the Argonaught’s laughed and slapped the bulkhead as 

he straightened up to leave. “Well, you never know your bad luck!  

Just make sure you and Horde don’t stain your almost flawless records 

before you go.” He was referring to landings and other instruments of 

measurement they used to weigh pilot skills.  

“What do you mean ‘almost’” Boner half shouted down the 

passageway after the retreating figure of the CO.  

The Commander turned and smiled. “Just keep your god dam noses 

clean, don’t screw the pooch.” He disappeared past another bulkhead 

his voice trailing off with “See you after the sweat.” He meant the 

often hot and boring job of sitting in the cockpit as an alert 

aircraft pilot, waiting for a launch order that most often didn’t 

happen. 

“Aye, aye sir.” Boner replied. The RAAF pilot had only just got 

used to saying ‘Aye, aye’, a habit he would have to drop.  
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At the due time and after some quick zees, Boner was back on the 

flight deck. The red shirted ordies were working to get his jet 

ready, loading AMRAAM’s, Harpoons and 20-millimeter ammo. After 

checking the maintenance book and signing the white acceptance sheet 

for the aircraft, Boner dropped off the weight sheet in Flight Deck 

Control followed by a quick precautionary wizz in the head before 

walking back to his bird. The plastic bug as some called her was 

parked in Fly One, the flight deck area in front of the Island. The 

plane captain, ordnance man and yellow shirt waited for him in 

preparation to get the jet started. 

Boner checked the boarding ladder and climbed up to the cockpit 

to inspect the ejection seat, checking that the SAFE/ARM handle was 

USS John C. Stennis (CVN 74) and USS Denver (LPD 9) steam through the Gulf of Oman.
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in the SAFE position before looking over the rest of the seat. He 

then checked all the switches were in the proper positions and 

dropped his kneeboard on the seat and stowed his paper charts. The 

paper was only for emergencies. After completing that detail he 

climbed back down and beginning from the left hand side of the 

fuselage commenced his exterior inspection, walking around the 

fuselage in a clockwise direction. He checked for loose doors, 

fasteners, hydraulic leaks, dents or anything out of place finishing 

off with an inspection of the ordnance. The two-wingtip stations 

carried sidewinders. In addition to these each wing featured three 

stations. The very inboard stations carried Harpoons, the two outer 

stations and two nacelle stations loaded with AIM-120 AMRAAM. 

He gave ‘a thumbs up’ to the plane captain then climbed up and 

strapped in.  

The air boss turned on the green launch lights and with that 

cue the yellow shirts started the engines. Once started up Boner 

punched in the pre-determined tactical frequency. His deck handler 

then signalled him and he eased the jet forwards following him 

towards the Ready Five position. The term Ready Five or Alert Five, 

as in the movie Top Gun, is a condition of high alert for aircraft 

crews on the flight deck in which they must be ready to launch within 

five minutes. Fighter aircraft are placed on the steam catapult 

complete with flight crew, armament, and fuel, ready to go. 

Boner dreaded being assigned Ready Five, because he could be 

there for hours on end. He taxied the jet following the plane handler 

up to the zipper track that led him into the launch box. When the 

nose wheel was just behind the shuttle, the towbar was lowered into a 

slot on the shuttle, the Jet Blast Deflector (JBD) just aft of the 

plane was raised and the Hornets permanent ‘holdback’ attached to its 

station. With everything ready they then gave Boner the signal to 

kill both engines and waited. They waited and sweated. 



F111 - The Bone Yard Wrangler  [SEC=UNCLASSIFIED] 

Draft Copy 

16

16

Calling it a ‘sweat’ was an understatement. It was stifling. 

The sun beat through the canopy, the sea was calm as a millpond and 

everything seemed to be going in slow motion.  This wasn’t flying it 

was a steam bath. He waited. The minutes dragged by. He kept looking 

at the island hoping for the call. The minutes kept dragging by. With 

just a few minutes to go he let himself relax a little, relief was on 

the way. This of course is when it always happens. 

“Launch Alert Five!”  Blared out from the flight deck loud 

speaker. 

The RAAF pilot sat bolt upright. The engines were started again 

and he and the deck crew quickly ran through the launch procedures. 

Once everything was satisfied he placed his right hand on the 

throttles and ran them to the stops. With his other hand he snapped a 

salute and grabbed the upper left hand hold bracing for the shot.  He 

wouldn’t grab the stick again until after becoming airborne. 

Within the space of a few seconds he was fired off the bow, 

pulling out of afterburner and headed for the tanker and then where 

ever it is he was going. Twenty minutes later he was being vectored 

to the targets Skunk Delta and Echo, two surface contacts. The second 

alert aircraft formed on his right wing. 

Boners radar had picked up both the surface contacts before 

refuelling, they looked like ‘small boys’, maybe FFG’s. He talked to 

Gunner over the tactical frequency, “Gunner, I’ll take the small boy 

north, you take the one south.” Two clicks on the transmit button 

located on the throttles of Gunners Hornet acknowledged the request. 

Boner dropped down to one hundred feet at a speed of three 

hundred and fifty knots rolling the two ‘loud levers’ forward turning 

more kerosene into even more noise. He was used to flying F111’s, and 

down and dirty was his profession, he loved this stuff. Boner quickly 

came up on the stern of the target and he pulled the fighter into the 

vertical. It looked like a minelayer, a 350-ton Iranian navy 
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Shahrock-class vessel that looked busy somewhere it shouldn’t be, 

just north east of the disputed Island of Abu Musa. As far as Boner 

could tell they were at least 10 miles outside of Iran’s territorial 

waters, which extended twelve miles into the Persian Gulf. He double-

checked his main MFD, which displayed a detailed moving map. On the 

back half of his loop he picked up a 30-degree dive and rolled back 

in the direction of the target, to his surprise angry red tracers 

raced up to meet him. He stabbed the left pedal, gave his bird some 

left stick before pulling it back and punching in the burners. The 

Hornet flicked into a heavy gee turn, standing on its wing. He 

quickly reversed, pushed the nose down hard and flattened the Hornet 

to the deck as he escaped the fusillade. He felt several thuds run 

through the airframe from canon strikes but the bug seemed to shake 

them off without any affect. The Threat Warning System (TWS) started 

blaring, he jinked hard punching chaff for all it was worth. The TWS 

stopped and he pulled a hard Immelman to head back in to Skunk Delta, 

he didn’t like being shot at.  

The ROE were clear. If fired upon he could respond in kind. 

Staying low, just feet off the deck, he approached the target from 

the beam. From his left hand multifunctional display screen he 

selected the Harpoons and hit his master arm switch to ARM and 

started his attack run in. The targeting information came up on the 

HUD. Tracking and target lock were almost instantaneous, both 

missiles dropped from the rails knifing ahead, leaving long plumes of 

rocket exhaust behind them. The normal procedure was to bug out, but 

with no other threats to worry about, Boner followed the Harpoons. 

Ahead of him the minelayer suddenly exploded under the double whammy 

missile strike, the hull heaving from the water as she was split in 

half. Boner pulled up and rolled the aircraft into a turn, looking 

over his shoulder at the same time. He could see the boat had almost 

broken in two, fire erupting from the hull amidst numerous secondary 
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explosions. Was it a boat or a ship he thought? He would have to 

check later. He circled the kill noticing the Iranian flag fluttering 

on the stern, seemingly impervious to the carnage in front. Moments 

later it slipped beneath the water. Was this a good day? He tried not 

to think about the crew and thought about heading back to the chicken 

ranch when the Local Air Controller (LAC) called in, there were five 

bogeys hauling ass out of Bandar Beheshti inbound to his position. 

“402 you have five bogeys inbound moving at 450 knots, 80 miles out.” 

There was a hesitation. ‘Make that five bandits, they look like Air 

Guards.” The LAC added upgrading the bogey dope. 

Boner picked them up as they got feet wet and called ‘Judy’ 

over the radio, signifying that he had radar contact on the bandits 

and could complete the intercept without further assistance from the 

Hawkeye. He was smack in the middle of the Strait of Hormuz, right at 

the apex just a few miles south of the Iranian Island of Jazireh-ye 

Larak. His usual wingman, call sign Horde, had some how managed to 

join him. Gunner was far to the north tangling with the other mine 

layer, so it looked like it was just the two of them in the welcoming 

committee that day.  Horde had a bloodhound’s nose for trouble and 

Boner wondered how the hell he had got himself out there. Good thing 

though, two against five was better than one. 

Boner made a point of knowing the capabilities of potential 

adversary aircraft he might have to face. The inbound aircraft were 

F-7MP Air Guards, an advanced Chinese made version of the famous MiG-

21 FISHBED. It was fast and manoeuvrable and similar to the F16; the 

Iranian version packed 30mm canon and R550 Magic Missiles. Its pulse 

doppler radar system could track a thin beam to 15km in missile mode 

and 5km in guns with a minimum height of 150m. Boner and Horde turned 

into towards the bandits, Horde following Boners jet down to the 

deck.  
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Boner figured the Iranians were obviously a little ticked off about 

their boats being sunk. Or was that ships again? Any hoot, someone 

had seen them earlier on, maybe the search radar from the new Tor M1 

Air Defence Systems that they just received from the Ruskis? If that 

was the case he thought, they better keep a bloody good distance from 

the coast. The Tor M1 surface-to-air missile system was a fast 

tracked mobile platform, which could set up in three minutes, had 

eight missiles ready to shoot and took just 5 seconds to launch from 

target detection. It had a range of 25km, could track 48 targets and 

shoot two at once with a kill probability ranging from 0.6 to 0.9. He 

did NOT want to test that last part. 

He turned southwest to head further down the Strait. The tiny 

Island of As Salamah slipped past his starboard wing with the 

Musandam Peninsula on the other. To try and manoeuvre here would be 

like trying to fly in a fish bowl, the Strait of Hormuz that 

separated Oman and Iran was just tens of kilometres wide at this 

point, which meant anywhere in the strait was potentially within 

range of Iranian missiles. The wide-open spaces of the Gulf of Oman 

lay in front him and within seconds he was due east of Hisn Diba. 

Once Boner felt like there was enough sea space between himself 

and the possible missile batteries he set-up an intercept that would 

bring them up behind the Air Guards. For some crazy reason they had 

extended out into the Gulf.  

There was of course the small issue of the ROE Boner reminded 

himself. While the minelayer had fired at him, the Air Guards had 

not. At the same time the word from the top down was to vigorously 

exercise fReidom of navigation and not to be intimidated by Iranian 

aggression. Did the hostile action with the minelayer mean that any 

overt response by the other side, in or about the same place and 

time, be perceived as the same action?  
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Fortunately that question was decided quickly. Some one had 

fired a missile at the Hawkeye. Gunner, who was closer to the 

Hawkeye, had taken care of it, no damage done. The ATCC, more than a 

little rattled and pissed off, gave them weapons free.  Boner 

followed the Remotely Fed Radar (RFR) track painted by the Hawkeye, 

avoiding the use of his own radar that might alert the bandits to his 

position. A little more than a minute later he and Horde were behind 

the Iranians in a tail chase. Once in position they ballooned off the 

deck and illuminated the bad guys on radar, the JF-17’s were closer 

than Boner had thought. He performed a low yoyo to reduce closure, 

the two bugs almost overshooting and now too close for missiles. Ass 

end Charlie of the flight of five bandits spotted him quickly and 

broke to port; the other aircraft picked up the call and broke in all 

directions. Boner stuck with Charlie, Horde sticking close to his 

wing as they began yanking and banking. The Iranian pilot was no 

match for Boner. Within seconds Boner hit him with guns and the 

Iranian jet began to burn rolling on its back and smashing into the 

ocean. Boner waived Horde off; it was time to go hunting. Horde 

executed a hard right turn plugging in the burners and keeping his 

eye on the lead bandit, rolling his Bug high to try and get him with 

a missile shot. 

At the same time Boner had new missile queues and wasted little 

time in allocating and shooting BVR.  The AMRAAMS sped off the rails 

towards their targets. “Grand Slam with all birds.” Boner said over 

the Tac. He was just congratulating himself when Bitching Betty 

blared. He dumped everything to the left and pushed the noisemakers 

to the wall again; he saw a bandit blow past his starboard and 

without turning into him targeted him with his helmet queue, firing 

off an AIM. After leaving the wingtip rail the AIM did a smart 180 

and chased the bad guy. The TWS stopped, that was two bogies down and 

maybe more if the ‘Grand Slam’ was right. Boner wondered how Horde 
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was doing.  Hawkeye than called informing him another five bad guys 

were hot, heavy and inbound.  

Boners adrenalin was pumping, he snapped the Hornet on its 

back, rolled 180 degrees and set-up a head-on pass. He knew the other 

guys didn’t have helmet or off bore sight queue capabilities. As they 

crossed he locked his remaining AIM on the lead jet. The missile 

raced off the rails and he turned and burned to follow the other 

jets. He quickly found himself overtaking one of them and hit the guy 

with cannon. Smoke poured from the tail pipe and the pilot punched 

out. That was four. The fifth was nailed with his last AMRAAM. Out of 

ammo and low on fuel, Boner ran the jet out over the water towards 

the carrier as fast as he could. As far as a fighter pilot went, it 

didn’t get better than this and it wasn’t just fuel he was running 

out of, he was sure he had just cashed in his share of luck as well. 

The whole encounter had taken just minutes. Boner had five and 

Horde was down for three. After Hawkeye told them the coast was clear 

(Literally), the two jets formed up and then landed on the carrier. 

Air to air engagements are rare, so it was with some good-humoured 

envy that the carriers wing of pilots welcomed back the Australians. 

None of the carrier’s pilots assumed for a minute that they would not 

have performed as well Boner; otherwise they wouldn’t be combat 

pilots. It was that attitude that made them the best. But it was time 

to pay homage which they did in grand style; after all, Boner was the 

first ace of the new century.  

At 2300HRS local time, Boner and Horde excused themselves from 

the celebrations. They were exhausted. Boner also knew he had ops the 

following day and wanted to be fresh to the task. While becoming an 

ace was indeed prestigious, Boner was thankful it had eventuated 

without his ass being shot off. He did not however want alcohol-jaded 

reflexes to give some other bad guy a chance to take his scalp the 
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next day. Little did he know how prophetic that thought was going to 

be. 
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Sikaram Nightmare 

Location: Mount Sikaram, Afghanistan.  

31 December 2007 1325 HRS.  

 

The elevation was 2365 meters, the location; a ridge line on the 

northwestern slope of Mount Sikaram southeast of the Kabul River.   

It was beginning to snow again. The wind had increased and the 

temperature had plummeted way below zero. Winter had been unusually 

late, but it seemed to be back with a vengeance. A Pashtun tribesman 

stopped to adjust his headdress and cover his face from the bitter 

cold wind. His name was Abu, behind him followed two specialist long-

range NATO force troopers. The lead of the pair watched as the guide 

Abu quickly resumed his break neck pace up the mountain trail. He 

didn’t trust him. Through the falling snow the lead trooper surveyed 

the harsh forbidding slopes that towered all around them. They 

vanished into heavy grey clouds chased along by a bone-chilling cold 

that penetrated the GORE-TEX pants that he wore over his camouflage 

gear. He checked his GPS heading; they were coming up on waypoint 

five. It was 0400 Zulu time (Greenwich Mean Time), which was 8:30am 

locally in eastern Afghanistan, so far so good, these were big ass 

mountains and they had been covertly scouting them for several days. 

The mountains he thought were as beautiful as they could be ugly. He 

knew the geology well. Millions of years ago, the slow but 

unstoppable movement of the alpine crust near Afghanistan’s eastern 

border had collided with the rigid peninsular block of India, causing 

the earths crust to buckle, pushing up rock to create the mountainous 

highlands he now stood on that formed Afghanistan’s eastern frontier.  

 

The invisible track that Abu followed ran onto a ridgeline known as 

the Safed Koh or White Mountains. The Safed Koh were the most 
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impressive mountains in Afghanistan straddling the Pakistan-

Afghanistan border near the Kabul River, culminating at its highest 

point, Mount Sikaram. Gneiss and hard granite rock shouldered this 

impressive mountain peak to over 15,620ft (4,761 m).  The lower 

slopes and ridge spurs of Sikaram which the reconnaissance team 

climbed were barren, made up of bare lime stones and sandstones. 

Where pine and deodar had once grown, the slopes were today desolate. 

In the mid-1980s this was the primary transit point for anti-Soviet 

mujihadeen fighters. It was now being used for launching violent 

attacks against U.S. and Afghan forces, which is why the trooper 

thought, he was risking his neck out here on such a nice day, a nice 

day in almost any other place except here. But it wasn’t the weather 

that was the big worry; it was Abu’s relatives. The people that lived 

here belonged to at least a dozen ever-warring tribes who spoke 

Pushtu and whose political fragmentation mimicked the extremely 

broken terrain. This place was deep in Afghanistan’s badlands only a 

few miles east of the Tora Bora cave complex where coalition forces 

had fought many bitter and bloody battles in pursuit of Osama bin 

laden.  

Here medieval madness prevailed. In these tribal areas, 

disloyal elders were beheaded in the public square and thieves hanged 

in the streets with money stuffed in their gaping mouths for all to 

see. 

The tribal areas straddled the border. The bad guys would come 

over the border, past seemingly oblivious Pakistani guards, ambush 

NATO forces and other Afghan or coalition troops, and then run back 

over the border into the sanctuary of the tribal areas in Pakistan. 

Despite NATO knowing where the primary threat was coming from, they 

could do little about it. The Pakistan government forbade any border 

incursions. “Any action without our knowledge and without our 
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clearance and approval and without our dictation is not acceptable to 

Pakistan.” 

Just seven days previously a NATO surveillance drone had 

observed bin Mohammed bin wali al-Haqq, a senior terrorist leader, 

enter a mosque in the tribal area just inside the Pakistan border, to 

deliver a sermon and then smugly walk out with his entourage. 

Permission to fire a precision missile or to pursue al-Haqq had been 

denied. The small drone had circled the mosque in futility. As al-

Haqq had left the building he had smiled and waved at the camera, he 

knew the infidel commanders would be really pissed when they saw 

that. 

These tribal areas were a terrorist bReiding ground. The 

Pakistan government denied that it harboured al Qaeda - declaring 

that al Qaeda's leadership was hiding in Afghanistan (which boasted 

more than 20,000 U.S. troops) not in Pakistan's tribal areas, which 

had zero Pakistani troops on patrol.  

NATO ISR and ISTAR patrols were launched regularly to try and 

catch the insurgents as they crossed into Afghanistan and destroy 

them before they were able to return. This is exactly what one of al 

Qaeda's senior leaders planned on. Bin Mohammed bin wali al-Haqq, an 

Arab trained Indonesian faithful was well aware of the parangay, 

farangay dzhagérra (foreign fighting) tactics. He was not without 

ears, he had spies everywhere; from those in military kitchens to 

government offices, even some acting as faithful guides for the NATO 

forces. He paid them all handsomely, far more in a week than most 

Afghans earned in many months. The poppy trade was his source of 

money. He protected that illicit trade. In return he received money 

and even more knowledge of the movements of his enemy. This was also 

bait; this is how he lured parangay, farangay urdu troops to their 

death.  
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Today, he had just received word that two more badstérgey 

(Shameless) unbelievers were waiting just over the border to meet 

justice. He climbed into the cab of the old truck and motioned the 

driver forwards. They headed towards the border just a few miles 

away. Knowing Abu he thought, the two infidel soldiers would be at 

the right place at the right time, the man was a walking compass and 

clock. 

A few minutes later the old Jiefeng CA10 utility truck he sat 

in lumbered past the Pakistani border guard. The truck was a Chinese 

copy of the old Soviet ZIL-157 and towed an equally old Soviet ZU-23-

2. Despite its age the ZU-23-2 was a very capable gun made up of two 

Afanasyev-Yakushev 23mm autocannons.  

A figure emerged from the guard hut as the truck passed. 

“khéezhem pettéezzem” al-Haqq ordered, telling the man to climb in 

the rear and stay hidden. The border guard paid no attention. bin 

Mohammed bin wali al-Haqq looked through the small rear window into 

the back of the canvas-covered truck and towards the gun. It would 

take less than a minute once they arrived to set-up and start firing. 

Sitting in the back were fifteen of his sipah fighters, more than 

enough to deal with the two infidel soldiers he had been told of. He 

could see the man who had jumped into the truck nervously talking to 

the others. The man was Abu, he was his jāsūs or spy, and if they 

successfully killed the two NATO soldiers he might still be useful as 

a spy. He saw Abu suddenly stand and bang the roof. They had barely 

travelled one hundred meters past the border post. The truck stopped, 

the fighters dismounted and with practiced skill prepared the cannon, 

the toptshi or gunner quickly climbing into his seat, the other five 

members of the gun crew taking their places. The Pakistani border 

guard looked on without emotion. 

al-Haqq climbed from the cab and walked to the rear of the 

Jiefeng to talk to Abu. After a brief discussion he turned to the gun 
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crew and gestured for them to proceed, “Wélem” He ordered his toptshi 

(gunner). The toptshi squeezed the trigger mechanism. 

With an effective range of over 2.5km and cyclic rate of 2000 

rounds per minute, the ZU-23 despite its age was still a nasty piece 

of works. The gunner, using an optical-mechanical sight, laid the 

sights on the position Abu had pointed out. As he pressed the 

trigger, 23mm cannon shells, each weighing 178grams left the barrels 

at over 970m/s. There were two immediate results, the first being 

noise, the bone chilling silence of the high mountain air shattered 

with the violent crash of gunfire. The second result was the impact 

of the rounds with solid objects. In the line of fire two Special 

Forces troopers suddenly realised with a great deal of discomfort 

they were no longer stealthy. The heavy calibre shells smashed into 

the rock overhanging the two men. Deadly chips of stone sprayed 

everywhere. Thud…thud…thud. The two SAS men had watched with 

incredulity as the old truck had crossed the border and stopped. They 

had watched with even greater amazement the insurgents dismount and 

train the towed gun in their direction. How was that possible? 

The two SF men, call sign ‘Nightmare’ were near the end of a 

long-range surveillance operation. They quickly hunkered down behind 

a boulder outcrop, their minds quickly switching from thoughts of 

home base and a cold VB to survival mode as the canon belched fire. 

The ZU-23 made a fast steady beat as the rounds left the barrels. The 

truck and towed gun were situated on the opposite side of a steep 

gorge and slightly below them. The two SASR soldiers could see the 

Anti-Coalition Militia (ACM) spreading out, heading quickly towards 

them.  The valley floor below was strewn with boulders. These had 

accumulated there over the last few millions of years deposited by 

the crawling bellies of glaciers long since gone. The ACM soldiers 

traversed the dry rocky stream in just minutes and began the climb 

towards them.  
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“I guess that answers the question of whether there are AQ 

using this route.” One of the two SAS men said. The two were just a 

handful of Australians still in Afghanistan after the Special 

Operations Task Group had returned home the previous year. They were 

both keenly aware of the gravity of their situation, the odds not in 

their favour. At nearly seven thousand feet, with dark rapidly 

approaching, poor to zero visibility and hostile fire, there was 

little chance of an immediate exfil by helicopter. It was also cold; 

there was no vegetation, just a hellish rocky brown landscape pock 

marked with snow. Somewhere behind the depressing cloud cover the sun 

had already disappeared behind towering peaks, the valleys succumbing 

to darkness. 

 

Captain Brian (Hammer) Hamilton, 2nd Sabre Squadron, Australian Army 

Special Air Service Regiment (SASR), checked his kit.  He had the 

shits; fear as yet had not registered. He was truly annoyed though. 

The ancient gun still kept hammering, the shots smashing into stone 

and dirt all around shrouding him and his companion in dust. The gun 

was old Hamilton thought, but it was still lethal and was making him 

a bloody sight older with every shot. Smaller rounds joined in the 

effort, ricocheting off the rocks all around him. “I hate being shot 

at.” He yelled out over the din. 

Sergeant Gary Fulham smiled. Hamilton always said that when 

they were being shot at.  “Me too! Can we go home now?” he replied, 

looking with feigned innocence at his boss but with a wicked smile. 

“We were set up.” Hamilton said flatly 

“How do you know?” 

“Ask Abu.” 

Fulham looked around. There was no Abu to be seen. He had 

buggered off before the truck appeared, to recon the path ahead he 

had said. “Yes, I see what you mean.” He ducked as dust and dirt 
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exploded between them. Gary risked a peek over the top of the 

boulder, ducking back as the rock was peppered with a volley of small 

calibre rounds. He wiped the crud out of his eyes and mouth, which 

had unfortunately been open at the time.  

“How many?” Hamilton asked 

“Fifteen, not counting anymore in the truck.” 

Hamilton ventured a quick look over the boulder and was greeted 

the same way as Fulham. Another truck had arrived followed by a 

beaten up Technical mounted with another ZU-23. Men from the first 

truck were yelling excitedly to the gunner pointing in their 

direction, one of them looked suspiciously like Abu. Seconds later 

the new gun joined in with the first one, the volume of fire 

increasing dramatically, churning the rock and dirt to more dust. 

Fulham looked at Hamilton in surprise. “What did you do to 

annoy them?” 

“Obviously didn’t like the way I looked. But make that count 45 

turbans.” He added. “Another truck and SUV rolled up.”   

 “Oh great.” Fulham sounded exactly like Marvin, the manically 

depressed robot out of Hitch Hikers Guide to the Galaxy. 

The SAS Captain couldn’t help but smile; Fulham was really good 

at that. “Air?” Hamilton asked, referring to air support. 

 “On to it.” Fulham replied unclipping the handset of the PRC 

117F radio set on his vest.  

Hamilton looked at the murky grey soup swirling above their 

heads. The weather was closing in, the snowfall heavier. He made some 

rapid calculations. The ACM guys would be on them in less than three, 

there was no time to wait for air support, they had to move.  

“Skip the air Gaz, we have to take out those guns and slow the 

AQ down and then get the hell out of here.” 

Hammer was right. Air support would take too long; they had but 

minutes to act. Fulham lifted his new AICW (Advanced Individual 
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Combat Weapon) to his shoulder. He had been hoping he might get the 

opportunity to use the weapon. He would have preferred less pressure 

though, like not being shot at. He patted the weapon; it was his idea 

to bring it along. “Australian ingenuity.” He said with his trademark 

smile. The Advanced Individual Combat Weapon (AICW) was an evolved 

5.56mm Styr AUG with an over barrel tube-fed 40mm rapid-fire grenade 

launcher. (This is military talk that just means the grenade barrel 

sits on top of the weapons barrel) The 40mm grenades had built-in 

microchips so that the AICW’s internal fire control system could 

accurately calculate their detonation time and point. Developed by 

Metalstorm, the 40mm barrel could fire three rounds before re-loading 

is required. Firing was all electronically initiated, with no 

mechanical mechanism other than reloading prepacked munition tubes. 

Effectively, the only parts that moved were the projectiles contained 

within the barrels. The rates of fire were programmable from single 

shots to ultra-rapid rates. 

This all sounds great, but in order to fire the weapon, Fulham 

still had to use the Mark I eyeball to physically sight the target. 

This required him to pop up from behind the rock like a clay pigeon 

target.  This is where Hamilton’s simple barrel mounted single-shot 

40mm grenade launcher came in handy. From behind their protective 

rock, now their new best friend, the SAS Captain made a rough 

estimation of distance to target. He leaned back and fired off the 

grenade; he then quickly reloaded and fired again. As the first 

grenade detonated, Fulham went into action. He carried four reloads 

of three rounds each. The AICW sighting mechanism was a computerised 

target acquisition and fire control system. It automatically 

displayed a corrected aiming point and elevation for accurate lobbing 

of munitions and set the individual time delay fuse for each grenade. 

In the first volley Fulham had gone for airburst. He rapidly fired 

the HE stack on top of the approaching troops. He then reloaded the 
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next cylinder stack and while the confused ACM troops were 

recovering, fired towards the trucks. It was 400 meters; he missed 

with the first round but found his mark with the other two. The troop 

carrier with the gun blew first. There was an almost instant 

secondary explosion, which meant it must have had munitions on board. 

Bodies and what looked like bits and pieces of the same blew out of 

the back onto the road. While that was happening, Fulham’s third 

round hit the SUV, which heaved into the air under the impact, 

throwing the ragged broken body of the gunner and his pals into the 

rocks of the dry streambed below. The third truck started to back up, 

but before Fulham could reload and shoot at it, the trucks windscreen 

disintegrated under a hail of bullets. He glanced at  

Hamilton who obviously hadn’t been sitting on his ass. 

While Fulham had been lobbing rounds, Hamilton had stood up 

straight, hoping like hell the ACM were still keeping their heads 

down. He had his target in mind, a frozen image from when he had 

looked over the rock. Now he stood there exposed, his eye to the 

sights, it seemed to take eternity, but between the clouds of rolling 

smoke that billowed from the burning vehicles, he spotted the last 

truck reversing. Through the riflescope he could see the driver 

yelling excitedly. He took him in one shot and then pumped the truck 

cab full of lead and the canvass covered rear. He sat back down, 

blowing out air. He had been holding his breath the whole time. 

With the driver shot to pieces and his dead foot holding down 

the accelerator, the rear truck backed straight over the side of the 

road plunging into the gorge and exploding in a very satisfactory 

fireball. 

All this activity attracted the attention of the ACM boys 

climbing the hill; they all turned around to see their rides home 

burning furiously, now they would have to walk. The leader of the 

group, bin Mohammed bin wali al-Haqq, looked back up the hill towards 
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the enemy’s position. He was told there were only two, but it seemed 

like a small army. “Werdzem, khéezhem, wázhnem badstérgey” He yelled 

over the din, signalling his men to keep moving, loosing a volley of 

shots towards the Australian’s position at the same time. 

Unlike their turban-powered friends who carried just their 

weapons and belief, the two Australians packed enough equipment, food 

and munitions to sustain them for another week in the field. They 

knew a race to escape up the mountain while carrying that extra 

weight would risk them being run down by the tough but light and 

nimble mountain fighters below. The food was dehydrated and some of 

the water they could dump in emergency; it was the communication 

equipment, weapons and ammunition that loaded you down. None of which 

they could really leave either. Without hesitation Hamilton pulled 

the rugged field laptop they used for a data link to Air Support and 

smashed it under the butt of his rifle. He then extracted the ram and 

hard drive from the remains pouring a small vial of acid on them. 

There were other ways to communicate. In fact they were really a 

walking field experiment in networked warfare. Aside from the now 

defunct laptop they both had a computerised data link via AICW scopes 

on their weapons. Brian also carried Viper, a proven small portable 

system with laser range finder, digital map display and GPS receiver-

blue force tracker, not to mention the radios and IR zoom laser 

illuminator/designator.  

This sounds like a lot of kit, but it was the beginning of the 

new age and the only way to find out if something actually worked, 

was to try it out. Hamilton thought it was all pretty good stuff, but 

at the moment the sum weight of the gear was too heavy, hence the 

laptop got the chop. 

The SAS Captains own weapon was a MK16 Mod Special Operations 

Combat Assault Rifle. It featured the AICW scope, but with less 

integration to the weapon itself. The scope featured a neat little 
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head up display, GPS, digital compass, laser and IR pointer and of 

course night vision capability. Hamilton had wanted the scope for 

forward observation and its ability to broadcast video and data drawn 

from its laser and IR sensors directly into the Global Information 

Grid (GIG). Or was that the Standardized Tactical Entry Point (STEP) 

he wondered, or maybe the DISA-operated Defense Information System 

Network (DISN) that punched into the Global Command and Control 

System (GCCS). Nope, maybe it went through the Joint Network Node 

(JNN), it all kept changing and the biggest output seemed to be new 

acronyms, but he had to admit, the end capability was worth all that 

confusion and more.  What almost seemed ancient now, was another data 

link via his ALST-5 SATCOM radio, which patched into the Enhanced 

Mobile Satellite Service (EMSS) permitting instantaneous 

communications regardless of where he was or what the weather 

conditions was doing.  

It was getting dark. The snow was falling heavily and the wind 

had increased. Hamilton hated the cold as much as he hated being shot 

at. Why did this job always end up being extreme hot or cold? Why 

couldn’t someone start a war in a place with pleasant ambient 

temperatures and low humidity? Flat would be good too, no hills and 

soft ground to dig holes to hide in. The thoughts fled through his 

mind as he considered the next move, quickly explaining them to 

Fulham. The SAS trooper nodded his agreement. 

The first part of the ‘get out and dodge’ plan required the two 

SAS men to pin the ACM fighters down to the ground with a 

concentrated volley of grenades and then to move and fire. If they 

killed some that was bonus. Wasting no time they got into position 

and started firing at the same time. Fulham’s airbursts had them on 

the deck in seconds; a few screams indicated some were at least hit.  

Hamilton’s rounds followed landing among the group throwing deadly 

shrapnel in all directions. The two men then picked up and ran, 
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moving fast, as fast as every sinew in their bodies would carry them. 

They continued to fire alternately on the move, heading up the 

mountain. After a few minutes they stopped for the briefest of 

moments. Hamilton surveyed the slope through his AICW rifle site. The 

men below him knew the mountains like the back of their hand. From 

the map he knew that beyond the crest they now climbed; lay another 

gorge that led onto a small plateau, an ideal LZ. They moved again, 

the adrenalin powering through their systems super charging what were 

already peak operating systems. But they were not supermen, just 

flesh and blood. It was rough going and both men were already 

breathing hard. The air was thin and their chests heaved as their 

lungs burned in demand of oxygen. After another hour they stopped and 

listened. It was now pitch black, the heavy clouds obscuring any 

moonlight. They attached night vision goggles and waited. 

 

While the Nightmare team interrogated the night, from a forward 

operating base (FOB) the command and control centre was becoming 

fixated on an exfil that that was rapidly transitioning into a major 

fire fight, the centre point of the conflict being the Nightmare 

team. Via the GPS tracker they were able to isolate Nightmares 

position but because of bad weather and jamming, unable to talk to 

them. The GPS signal frequency of about 1575mhz was chosen expressly 

because it was a ‘window’ in the weather as far as signal propagation 

went. That wasn’t the case for the TAC frequencies that Nightmare 

used. The frustrating part was that they knew within two feet of 

where the two guys were, but were unable to do anything about it. 

The suspected jamming came from the ACM who had deployed a low 

energy radio frequency jammer (LERF). This managed to jam all the 

radio spectrum with the exception of a few narrow pre-determined 

"windows" of RF spectrum utilized by the ACM. Because of this, there 

was also something else going on that neither side were aware of. 
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Near the mountains summit, unseen by those below, an intense 

and highly unusual electrical storm had developed. At its epicentre a 

blinding explosion of light lit up Sikiram’s peak. From out of 

nowhere, a heavy metal rod fell to the hard granite surface, bouncing 

off the unyielding rock and plummeting thousands of feet below, 

burying itself in the snow. A pulse of EMP propagated from the site 

blinding radio communications for miles. 

Hamilton stopped to try the radio again but he got nothing but 

static. Out of the corner of his eye he noticed Gary sway a little. 

He looked at his partner through his goggles noticing a bright patch 

on Fulham’s shoulder. The fresh warm blood glowed in the IR display, 

which meant Fulham was still bleeding. Hamilton took a glove off and 

felt around the entry area.  Fulham didn’t flinch. The SAS Captain 

was a little pissed that Fulham hadn’t said anything. At this height 

and temperature, any bleeding was bad. But, he thought, in their 

escape there was nothing that could have been done. Obviously Fulham 

had thought of that and said nothing. Now he was clearly groggy. 

During the extreme exertion his partner had lost a lot of blood. He 

was amazed the man had made it this far; he wondered whether he would 

have had that fortitude. His thoughts were suddenly broken by the 

sounds of voices, he listened intently. 

From somewhere in the dark below excited guttural Pushtu 

carried up the steep valley walls. He quickly plugged and bound the 

other troopers wound. He pulled off Fulham’s pack and his own, 

dropping both packs on the ground splitting and spreading some of the 

food packages, he smashed the PRC set and the laptop with the data 

link then took the scope off the MK16 and shouldered the AICW, 

clipping the remaining ammunition packs on his combat suit. He still 

had the small hand held radio. 

He then removed a single hand grenade, pulled the pin and 

carefully placed one pack partly on the other with the grenade in 
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between, making sure to make the two packs look haphazard and dropped 

in panic. There was no time for anything flash. 

He couldn’t drag Fulham. It was very likely despite the falling 

snow that the heavy drag marks left by the boots of the unconscious 

SAS trooper would still be found, which gave him an idea. Under his 

spare arm he lifted the now almost unconscious trooper and as quickly 

as one can do dragging a 100-kilo load, headed uphill. After 200 

metres he shouldered the SAS Sergeant and doubled back. He figured 

the back packers would assume they would go for the LZ site. 

Every muscle in his body screamed. The voices from below came 

closer; he tracked sideways down the hill flanking them.  Somehow he 

slipped past them. A few minutes later he heard the explosion. They 

had found the packs. It would not be long before they figured out 

what he had done and turned to pursue him. The turban heads were 

tough men. They wouldn’t quit.  He kept going. Every fifteen minutes 

he would stop. Each time he bent to pick up the trooper it was 

becoming harder to lift him. His legs trembled from the effort. He 

kept going. The walking stints became ten minutes and then five. But 

he kept it up all night.  

 

“khataaist!” bin Mohammed bin wali al-Haqq shouted in anger, they had 

been deceived. He had warned his men of the treachery of the 

infidels. Allah’s patience was thin with those that did not listen. 

The two men who had overturned the packs lay injured in the snow. He 

had no time for fools. He casually placed the barrel of his weapon 

against each of their heads and shot them, a blessed and quick end. 

In the dark he then followed the tracks in the snow further up 

the mountain, following the likely path to the LZ before realising he 

had been tricked again. He stopped, his quarry was khatarnaak - 

dangerous, also it seemed garranday, meaning fast and strong. This 

man he grudgingly admitted was resourceful and courageous. Never the 
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less, it was just a matter of time. He turned his lightly equipped 

warriors about and quickly began to reel in the distance between 

themselves and their target. 

 

To bring in air support you need to see the target and either mark 

it, or accurately communicate the target position to the attacking 

aircraft. You also need time to make it all work. At that very moment 

Hamilton knew if he stopped moving too long, he was dead. Besides, 

Hamilton couldn’t even see the enemy, not even with his night vision, 

but he knew they were not far behind. He also knew the only way out 

for them was by air, and that just wasn’t going to be possible until 

he could get himself in a position to pull in air support fire. 

Normally the enemy would try and prevent that. But as the chase 

progressed the enemy adapted and exploited. As light broke over the 

peaks, al-Haqq caught up to the two SAS troopers. He could see the 

bent over figure of Hamilton struggling with the weight of his 

companion. Despite his dislike of these infidels, he was impressed. 

The man had performed an almost super human effort. Indeed he had 

almost escaped. It would be an honour to kill this one. He had killed 

many before, men, women and children, mostly in Iraq before coming to 

Afghanistan to serve with his brothers. It was Gods will; otherwise 

he would not be here. 

al-Haqq motioned for his men to stop. He estimated the range to 

the NATO soldier to be a little over 1000 meters. He passed his AK-47 

to one of his men and was handed his favourite weapon for such 

moments. This was a Snayperskaya Vintovka Dragunova SVD, a Russian 

snipers rifle, the world's first purpose-built military precision 

marksman's rifle. Manufactured in 1963 it was the snipers version of 

the ubiquitous AK-47. It took a rimmed 7.62mm round, a steel jacketed 

projectile with an air pocket, steel core, and a lead knocker in the 



F111 - The Bone Yard Wrangler  [SEC=UNCLASSIFIED] 

Draft Copy 

38

38

base for maximum terminal effect with a muzzle velocity of about 830 

meters per second.  

The cleric loaded a round into the chamber and lifted the 

weapon to his shoulder. He looked through the scope and using the 

built in reticule was able to calculate the distance based on the 

average height of a human (The Soviets reckoned this was 1.7m tall). 

As he applied pressure to the trigger, his target stopped, gently 

dropping his load and turning to face him. 

Hamilton could sense the danger but his body was all but 

finished. It took all his energy to just stand. He turned to look at 

his back trail and spotted his pursuers in the distance. They had not 

given up. One man was holding a rifle, a snipers rifle he thought, he 

wondered if the weapon or its owner was any good. 

al-Haqq had the soldiers head firmly in his sights. The soldier 

was looking directly at him, his face grimy and despite the cold, 

sweaty. It was a face without emotion. Even at this distance the eyes 

looked defiant, unafraid. He completed the pull feeling the recoil 

but keeping his scope on target. Blood spurted from the side of the 

targets head, but the soldier barely moved. Instead he stared back at 

him before recovering his load and moving again. Balls Haqq thought, 

no god, but he had big balls. al-Haqq knew he would need to get three 

hundred meters closer to ensure a kill, this infidel was not going to 

go easily. 

Hamilton felt the sting of the bullet. He felt the warm blood 

splash down the side of his face and onto his chest and shoulder. But 

he was still standing, he had to keep moving, the shock of the bullet 

stinging him into action. 

For another hour the uneven contest continued, Hamilton 

draining the very last of his reserves. Behind him, rounding the top 

of spur, the Jihadi leader saw at last that the infidel was within 

range, there would be no escape this time. The infidel was struggling 
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up the opposite ridge, 600m according to the scope, al-Haqq prepared 

for his next shot.  The staggering figure of the soldier and his load 

swam back into his sites. He squeezed the trigger. There was the 

satisfactory recoil and the target in his sights dropped as if hit by 

a lead weight. Actually, al-Haqq thought, that’s exactly what 

happened. He smiled. 

Behind him his men stood up, eager to rush to the kill. But al-

Haqq had other ideas. He held his hand up stopping them in their 

tracks. “Pettéezzem!” Get hidden he said. They would wait he thought. 

They would wait for the rescue that would surely arrive. The invading 

oppressors were so predictable. They would come looking for their 

man. “Raaghwáarrem radio.” He called the boy in his group that would 

be a warrior. No more than thirteen, the young Jihadi’s job was to 

carry al-Haqq’s radio set. The insurgent leader, a friend and devoted 

follower of bin-Laden and Mullah Mohammad Omar smiled again. Indeed 

this was a good day and it was just the beginning, it was his turn to 

teerbáasem, or mislead the enemy. al-Haqq had ordered the cessation 

of any jamming before day break, it was time for a SAMbush. 

 

al-Haqq made the call and repositioned his men. Sixty minutes later 

al-Haqq could see his target was still down. As expected and had 

waited for, he could hear the faint moan of jet engines filter 

through the valley. “Preewézem” He ordered his men to lie down.  

Red Rider was what you call a slow mover FAC (Forward Air 

Controller). He had been watching the movements of Hamilton and the 

ACM for several hours via the infra red sensors that equipped his 

aircraft. But the weather, the tight valleys and continually moving 

combatants on the ground had made it impossible to mount a strike on 

the pursuing ACM. Everyone from himself to command was getting 

frustrated. He knew that if Nightmare had been able to, they would 

have already called in combat air support. But they were on the run, 
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had been suffering from jamming, and obviously had not had the 

opportunity. The data link he was expecting with Nightmare was down, 

which meant it was probably tits up or destroyed. He guessed 

correctly that Nightmare had ditched all the heavy stuff and was 

probably just carrying the UHF radio. He brought him up again on the 

preset tactical frequency for the mission but there was no response. 

Maybe he was dead, but the bodies on the screen were still warm, 

assuming that was them. 

He had lots of what the airforce called playtime, substantial 

loiter. He directed in the first fast mover. 

 

The ‘arif’ enemy jet rolled into the valley, slashing past at great 

speed, canon fire pummeled the mountain side. He watched as some of 

his jihad warriors were torn to pieces by the weight of 4200 rounds 

per minute of depleted uranium. But this was a price he was prepared 

to pay in order to hurt his enemy even more. These dzhangyaalay, 

brave fighting men, were just a small part of his group, these men 

were true martyrs and had met a glorious martyr’s death in the cause 

of Islam. He hoped that he too would join Allah or khwdaay in such a 

way. These men would be greeted at the gates of heaven and given 

virgins. Blessed be their sacrifice. But now this price had been 

paid, it was time for the infidels to die. 

While these thoughts raced through the mind of the Afghan 

insurgent leader, the attacking warthog pilot was still marching the 

cone of his gattling gun across the target. The bodies of the 

insurgents literally burst, disintegrating from hundreds of rounds, 

each heavy enough to punch through armour plating. It was a massacre, 

and all too easy he was thinking as he started his pull up.  

He was right, from the mountainsides that surrounded him, three 

missiles raced out to claim him. Two missed, the other struck the 
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starboard engine, flipped the jet on its back plunging it into the 

valley wall. It all happened within a heartbeat. 

Hamilton still lay unconscious where he had fallen, Fulham 

slumped over his back, the two covered by fresh snow. Hamilton was 

finished, he had walked until his body had totally failed, the brain 

and muscle tissue completely starved of oxygen and energy. 

Hypothermia and death was closing in. 

The massive air concussion of the warthog and its unspent 

munitions exploding hit him with a thump. He crawled almost 

unwillingly out of unconsciousness and struggled out from under 

Fulham’s body, trying desperately to think straight. His instinct was 

to survive; the first thing he saw was the burning wreckage of the 

Warthog, which had crashed just a few hundred meters away. There was 

obviously enemy SAM around and probably a whole lot else he thought. 

This was an ambush and they had used him as bait, the guilt was 

another yoke on already exhausted shoulders. What he didn’t know was 

that his escape dash had drawn al Haqq’s men over ten miles away from 

their well prepared hill side fortifications, forcing them to fight 

from hastily dug in positions, but they were close and had waited for 

the cavalry in order to take more infidel lives. He knew with that 

last shot he should be dead, probably the same guy shooting he 

thought. This guy was also probably the insurgent leader of the bunch 

chasing him and had deliberately left him out here as bait, the Hog 

pilot was the first catch of the day.  

He checked Gary’s pulse; it was weak but still regular. Using 

the scope he had pulled from his own weapon, Hamilton looked across 

the valley. The Viper Multi Purpose Rifle Scope could paint targets. 

Now that friendlies were near, the unit could also communicate 

directly to aircraft and via them into the command and control 

network. He knew as he scanned the terrain, that some one in 

Washington DC (If they were at all interested or bothered, which he 
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doubted), could now see through his scope as well. With the small 

digital handset he carried in his top pocket, he dialled in the local 

TAC frequency and hoped like hell the jamming was gone and someone 

was listening. But before he could check in, he could hear the growl 

of jet engines, another Warthog coming in.  

His radio chirped into life. “Red Rider Pig Hunt, Roger, see 

the target now.”  

That must be the Hog pilot he thought, he didn’t bother with 

the usual introductions, the Hog was flying into a death trap. “Pig 

Hunt, Pig Hunt, this is Hammer, abort, abort, abort!” 

The incoming hog immediately snapped into a knife-edge turn 

pulling hard gees and jinking. Hamilton held his breath as it then 

pulled up into an Immelman reversing course. A missile snaked out 

from the other side of the valley, chasing the jet. The aircrafts 

missile defence system kicked in punching chaff and flares. Fired at 

extreme range the missile wandered then locked onto a flare and 

exploded. 

While all that was happening Hamilton heard an urgent, “Buster, 

buster” broadcasted over the tactical frequency.  

Other NATO fighters on the allied network listening heard the 

same call. The pilot of the specialised orbiting FAC and attack 

aircraft, call sign Red Rider pondered the rapidly developing 

situation. He enjoyed the latest and greatest in networked 

communications, his aircrafts electronic data link automatically 

feeding the battlefield communications into the GIG. Thanks to that 

and many other data links, the growing firefight was being witnessed 

in real time by Command and Control based at Bagram Air Base.  

Several hundred kilometres away from the action in the NATO 

Command and Control Centre the duty staff had watched the shoot down 

of the Hog. They could see via an overhead display a live map with 

the positions of friendlies and enemy and could listen to all the 
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battlefield chitchat that followed. Like Hamilton the duty officers 

in the centre were quick to recognise the SAMbush. The ‘buster 

buster’ Hamilton heard was meant for two black hawks inbound to his 

position.  

On receipt of the buster call the two Black Hawks just ten 

miles out from Hamilton pulled up hard. Standing their birds almost 

vertically on their tails the pilots rotated their aircraft sharply 

to the right pulling back up at the same time into a reverse heading. 

They knew something had gone wrong and their LZ was now too hot. 

 

The hog pilot Hamilton had just warned off looked at the fireball to 

his eight o’clock and smiled, the small pieces of decoy and missile 

falling away. “Hammer this is Pig Hunt, nice call.” 

Hamilton sagged, the small adrenalin shot dissipated. “Anytime 

Pig Hunt.” He barely got the words out; he was finding it difficult 

to breath. 

The hog pilot almost winced. The voice was forced, pain and 

exhaustion etched in every word. Pig Hunt knew that who ever it was 

down there had clearly mustered a big effort to save his ass from 

certain extinction and he was extremely grateful.  

He wasn’t the only one thinking that. Everyone from Red Rider 

to the senior command on the listening end of the combat network was 

glued to the drama as it unfolded. 

Despite that the man on the ground and the centre of attention 

was oblivious to the spreading interest of his predicament. Hamilton 

looked through his scope at the enemy missile sites on the opposite 

spur and other side of the valley. The choppers were called off, 

there was no cavalry for the moment and he was all out of plans. The 

turbans were moving, they were not stupid and they would shoot and 

move. He watched them hustle to the next position. He looked further 
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up the hill and caught his breath; there were turban heads 

everywhere.  

 

Bagram Command and Control Centre.  

“What have we got?” The question was asked by a fast walking US 

Marine Corps General who was still shaking the cobwebs of sleep from 

his head.  

“Hot extraction; South West flank of Sikiram, 6000 feet….Lots 

of bad guys around. We have lost one Hog and have called off two 

birds inbound for an exfil.” The Op Centres Duty Officer answered, he 

had to walk quickly to keep up to the big two star officer as he 

marched down the entrance hallway. 

The Commander of the combined Special Forces Operations in 

Afghanistan nodded in confirmation before powering through big double 

doors straight into the Ops room. Two guards jumped to keep out of 

the Generals way, he was a big boy and you didn’t want to get knocked 

down by him. The General immediately took in the topographic and 

asset allocations displayed on the overhead screens, all the while 

striding towards his post. “Who is it?” He asked. 

“Hammer Sir.” 

The General stopped in his tracks. “Hammer Hamilton?” 

“Yes Sir.” 

The operations centre was unusually quiet. The General looked 

around the room. Hammer was in trouble he thought. The General would 

have moved hell and earth for any of his men in trouble. But Hammer 

Hamilton wasn’t just any ordinary bloke, not even in the world of 

Special Forces. He knew him, and he knew why. 

“Keep going,” he said to the DO. 

“There are two to exfil, call sign Nightmare, but we have 

several hundred bad guys on the other side of the valley and it looks 

like a whole lot of Man Pads.” 
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“Did you say several hundred?” 

“Yes sir.” 

“Excellent.” The general said. 

 

Back near the fight, Red Rider circled the combat zone just outside 

of the ACM’s missile envelope. He still had loads of fuel and if need 

be, stuff that went bang when it hit the ground. Red Rider was 

thinking; there was no way to bring in ground forces fast enough and 

no way to bring in choppers safely. A simple exfil was now something 

much larger. The enemy were trying to sucker them to bring 

helicopters and aircraft into the tight valley and their nest of guns 

and rockets. The guy on the ground was clearly bait, but the bait 

seemed pretty damned smart and had already saved one ass today. Also 

Red Rider mulled, Hammer he was pretty sure that was Nightmares lead 

still had the ability to paint targets and from the data feed was 

using a networked sighting device.  

Red Rider, sat back, sipped his coffee and drew deeply on his 

cigarette. Red Rider was the pilot of a Predator Combat UAV, an 

attack capable unmanned aircraft operated by the 17th Reconnaissance 

Squadron. He was seated behind the pilots console in what looked like 

a shipping container, a 30 foot trailer called a Ground Control 

Station (GCS) temporarily located in the middle of nowhere flying an 

aircraft nearly 100km away. He glanced sideways at the payload 

operator. The PO as they called him, sat at a console on the opposite 

side of the room that mirrored his own and looked after the UAV’s 

numerous electronic systems and weapons.  

Red Rider was a little unusual. He was also an intelligence 

analyst and was for the moment the designated air controller. He cued 

two F15’s orbiting at 40,000 feet and over 50km away to stay on 

station and ready for release. He then tried to talk to Hammer. There 

was no answer. David Stringer, Red Rider One, tried again. 



F111 - The Bone Yard Wrangler  [SEC=UNCLASSIFIED] 

Draft Copy 

46

46

 

Brian couldn’t feel his fingers or feet. They were numb. 

Extreme pain shot up his arms and legs. While all that seemed bad, he 

had in fact been lucky so far. But that luck ended when one of the 

bad guys looked away from the air show and saw him move. Bullets 

began to thrash the earth around him. Gripping Fulham’s straps he 

slowly heaved him over the fresh snow towards the protection of some 

large rocks. The same sort of rocks the turban forces had used to 

their favour for years. More and more rounds splashed into the snow. 

They were at extreme or beyond range; at least he thought that until 

a 50-calibre gun joined in from somewhere. That did make an 

impression and improved his motivation skills. Once behind the rocks 

he dropped Gazza and fell with his back against his protector, the 

mountain, one minute trying to kill him, the next protecting him. He 

could hear the radio squawking but his fingers were having real 

problems working anything.  

 

It was taking too long to get a response so there was only one course 

of action left. David Stringer, pilot of Red Rider One, took the risk 

and sent his expensive aircraft into the hornet’s nest. Stringer had 

flown her for nearly six months and had become somewhat affectionate 

to her. The aircraft had rarely ever complained, and had performed 

every mission flawlessly. But she was not worth as much as the man on 

the ground. He knew exactly where Hammer was and from the MPRS where 

the last known positions of enemy was. He flew Red Rider One down the 

valley corridor, stood the aircraft on its wing and emptied the hell 

fire missiles into the area cued on the target designator.  

This provocation was all too for the turbaned warriors below 

who opened up with everything they had. Red Rider One was hit 

multiple times and crashed into the valley walls. 
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From his position on the other side of the valley, Hamilton 

with clumsy fingers quickly designated the enemies firing positions 

as they revealed themselves. Orbiting F15’s picked up the link to 

Hammer after Red Rider went off the air and fed them into the system. 

From over 40km out they punched off almost their entire war load.  

Further away, Red Rider now knew he was just a spectator and 

was quietly mourning the loss of his aircraft. But he still had the 

downlink from the F15’s and was able to watch whatever Hamilton was 

looking at through his sights. What he saw was a horror movie. As the 

trapped SAS trooper moved around with his data linked sights, 

Stringer could see visuals of the other man down and blood on the 

snow. The man carrying the sight frequently fell over, the sight 

burying itself in snow time and again before being roughly brushed 

off. The movements were jerky. But every time Hammer fell over, he 

got up. Stringer was quietly cheering the guy. Little did he know so 

were many others that day. Finally Hammer pointed the sights back 

across the valley. This was a guy that didn’t quit Stringer thought. 

Stringer had tracked Hamilton’s SATCOM signal all night, watching in 

frustration as the bad guys pursued him. Continual satellite infrared 

imagery had homed on Hamilton’s SATCOM signal to paint moment by 

moment the picture of a relentless chase he nor anyone else at that 

time could do anything about. 

From where he stood Hammer was stuffed. There had to be 

something he could do. He lit another cigarette, he could think 

better when he smoked. Of the small contingent of four manning the 

trailer, they all smoked, small blessings in a place that truly 

sucked in every respect. Watching a mixture of satellite imagery and 

global hawk feeds, the impacts of the F15 war loads were very 

impressive. Stringer drew deeply on his Peter Stuyvesent, unless 

death was close he would smoke nothing else.  
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Their man was still on the ground. He looked into the GRID, the 

VIPER network. He logged out and then logged back in using his 

commander’s username and password to regain access, his boss would 

truly be pissed about this, most likely cost him (Stringer) his job, 

if not a prison sentence. But he wasn’t going to let that one tough 

fighting son of bitch Hammer or his mate die on the mountain. 

Under the CO’s login he could interrogate and commit a greater 

range of assets. He quickly found what he was looking for, an Osprey 

and Talon.  He gave them the vectors and then looked for some more 

fast movers. The F15’s were gone but he picked up some Hornets over 

the Arabian Sea and made the call. 

 

The Arabian Sea  

60 miles south of Gwadar, Pakistan Coastline 

Boner was still feeling a little hung over from the previous days 

excitement, probably the most he would experience for some time, if 

ever again. Little did he know how wrong he was. He was high over the 

Gulf just South of Pakistan when he got the call. 

“One Two Zero LAC” 

“One two zero” 

“One two zero confirm you have iron over?  

“One two zero Rog.” 

The LAC’s aircraft commander verified One Two Zero’s bomb 

sheet. In real time he was able to view all the aircraft under his 

control including personnel, fuel and weapon states.  “One two zero, 

LAC new vector” The LAC gave the Australian the new co-ordinates. 

Long flight Boner thought, it must be important. He tankered 

again and steered into the first waypoint of the new heading. The 

Gulf of Oman slipped from underneath the aircraft replaced by the 

rapidly changing landscapes of Pakistan. Fortunately Pakistan, 
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despite being wanting in other areas, was providing much needed 

overflight permission for U.S. and coalition forces. Within forty 

minutes after skirting the Iranian border he had crossed Pakistan and 

was over Afghanistan. Some one called Red Rider picked him up on the 

tactical. 

“One Two Zero this is Red Rider, copy over.” 

“One Two Zero copy.” 

“One Two Zero steer one one three angels fifteen.” 

“Steering one one three.” He replied, rolling the Hornet into 

the new heading and pushing the nose down. The mountains were now at 

the same height as he was. The target information was displayed on 

his MFD. Red Rider was talking him in when all of a sudden he got an 

abort. 

“Abort, abort” 

Boner had been listening to the radio chatter all the way in. 

It seemed someone called Hammer, a snake eater like his brother by 

the sounds of it, was down on the ground and in deep shit. 

“Say again?” 

“This is Nightmare to approaching aircraft 402, I say again 

abort, abort, it’s a no go.” There was some static and a lot of noise 

in the background that sounded a lot like gunfire. 

All this meant to Boner was that the guy needed more help than 

ever. Deliberately ignoring the call he flicked the Hornet on its 

back, shoved the throttles forward and pulled the stick back into his 

crutch, the heavy gees almost blacking him out. He was in. The valley 

quickly raced to meet him, the walls closing in. Where, where, where? 

Missiles raced out from the mountainsides chasing him, he punched the 

burners, pulled up hard over the top and rolled back out over the 

mountains before reversing and heading back into the valley. Now he 

knew where some of the bad bastards were at least. 
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Captain Brian Hamilton watched the approaching jet with an 

almost detached attitude. Crazy bastard he thought. The last one died 

doing that. He saw it pull up hard in its first ingress, punch chaff 

and go over the top, told you so.  

But less than a minute later the jet came back, this time much 

lower and looking all business. 

FLT LT Lance (Boner) Hamilton had the throttles to the wall. 

The position of the two grunts on the ground, call sign Nightmare 

were locked via their GPS signature into his system. Somehow, 

somewhere along the track the individual call sign of Hammer had 

seemed to take over. It seemed like every one knew Hammer. Hammers 

targeting information and an infrared visual were fed to Boners jet 

via a highflying Global Hawk. 

On the ground the situation was deteriorating as more and more 

rounds thumped into the snow around the two Special Forces troopers. 

The odds were growing narrower by the minute. Not that they had ever 

been good. 

Al Haqq and his men had been jubilant about the Warthog kill, 

the trap was sprung, but amongst this excitement, somehow his other 

quarry had come back to life, the trooper. He cursed.  He lifted the 

sniper rifle again. Unbelievably the infidel bastard was moving 

again. He cursed again, the anger getting the better of him. He 

pumped off several rounds without effect. This man refused to die; Al 

Haqq knew this man would die before giving up on his friend, that was 

his weakness. He would kill this invading infidel, but he admired 

that loyalty. Truly, the infidel if converted would make a great 

Muslim. Such a waste, he would have liked to have met this man in 

other times, such a powerful spirit only ever seen and tested under 

such extreme conditions as now. 

Al Haqq pondered for a moment. While his men were prepared to 

die for Allah, this man on the other ridge was different. He defied 
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death, did not want to die, but was not afraid to stand in its path. 

Surely that was braver than one who gave up life so easily? Al Haqq 

would remember this death more than any other. 

 

Rolling in from the west, Boners Bug was unloading kerosene as fast 

as he could he could burn it. FLT LT Lance Hamilton ground his teeth 

as he centred his bird along the attack heading. Geez Louise here we 

go again he thought as he thundered back into the lower pass of the 

valley. He had the two friendlies showing up on the main Multi 

Functional Display (MFD), as well as the attacking forces. He watched 

as they quickly closed together. Here we go, tracer fire erupted from 

both sides of the valley, the missile threat warning system was 

bitching like hell telling him there were several ‘lock ons’. He kept 

going. Using the helmet missile cue, he designated his targets and 

munitions, and pulled back up into a climb. He felt the jolt as the 

weapons released, the onboard computer calculating release point and 

trajectories. As the bombs punched off the pylons, a release lanyard 

pulled open a canister in the tail assembly of the bombs, releasing a 

ballute (combination balloon and parachute), this quickly slowed the 

bombs allowing Boners aircraft to escape the blast pattern as they 

headed towards their target. 

As the bombs headed earthwards, Boners missile threat warning 

system was still bitching like hell, the sudden explosion in the rear 

and the failure of the port engine suggested to Hamilton that 

something was seriously wrong. The left engine warning light flashed 

followed by the voice alert. Boner immediately pressed the warning 

light, which closed the engine and pressed the ready discharge light 

activating the one shot fire extinguishing system in the left engine 

bay.  The right engine looked okay, he was still flying and the jet 

was still responsive. 
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As Boner struggled with the crippled jet, his load of MK82 AIR 

500 pound bombs weapons smashed into their target. The unguided bombs 

were designed for maximum blast and explosive effect. They flew 

faithfully; landing in a wide spread that completely enveloped the 

Afghan fighters that had almost reached Hammer.  

Al Haqq had seen the Hornet fly low up the valley and over 

their heads. Then with great satisfaction he saw the aircraft hit 

with a missile, his trap was working. He turned around just in time 

to see the drag chutes deploy behind the inbound 500-pound bombs. 

Then it all went black. 

 

Boner set an emergency squawk of 7700 and started going through his 

emergency procedures. The first thing to catch his attention was the 

fuel state.  He looked over his shoulder and could see a long plume 

of vapour streaming from the starboard wing. ‘Shit!’ he was bleeding 

fuel. He checked the readouts; they were going down faster than his 

bank account. Craparoozie, he was still over the badlands. He didn’t 

trust the Pakistani military to look after him. They were all too 

sympathetic to the buggers he was just shooting at and considered Bin 

Laden a poster child. 

Hamilton nursed the sick bird to 25,000 feet when the remaining 

engine died of fuel starvation. With no fuel to power the APU for 

electrics, this meant all the controls; ECS and instruments were 

running off the battery, which had twenty minutes power at tops, 

assuming nothing was wrong with it. He trimmed the aircraft for the 

best glide he could manage. It was time to think quickly while he had 

the height. He called into ATC, the instructions were to eject over 

the coast. Just when he thought things couldn’t get worse the master-

caution light illuminated once again and all of the aircraft’s 

displays, including the heads-up display (HUD), which is the primary 

attitude indicator, flashed briefly. He hoped it was just a simple 
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one off glitch, ‘stray trons.’ This was a term for random, 

unexplained electrical hiccups. A few seconds later the ailing jet 

told him it was no hiccup, every cockpit display suddenly disappeared 

and Boner was left referencing the backup steam gauges. His bird had 

suffered a complete electrical failure, both flight control computers 

were dead and the control stick suddenly felt like it was welded to 

the floor. The jet instantly began a left turning skid, the nose 

pitched high and the airframe buffeted on the beginning of a stall. 

He quickly switched to the Backup Mechanical System. This provided 

automatic connection of a direct mechanical link from the stick to 

the differential stabilator servo actuators giving Boner limited 

pitch and roll control. He also decided to pull the emergency-oxygen 

green ring, just in case. With the ECS dead, the inside of the 

cockpit was also getting noticeably colder. Boner ‘punched the clock’ 

as they say, he didn’t want to be OBE, meaning overcome by events and 

eaten by snakes in the cockpit, a victim of task saturation. Aviate, 

navigate, communicate he was thinking. He slowed himself down and 

reset the emergency squawk, via the backup IFF control and pulled out 

the NATOPS pocket checklist (PCL) to try and accurately diagnose the 

problem. This was made more difficult because he had no idea what 

sort of battle damage had been inflicted on his jet. 

 

Boners situation was being followed by the Stennis.  

“Captain, we’ve have lost comms with Boner, but still have him 

on radar,” There was a pause, the operator was rechecking the 

display, “He’s still on the same glide slope and direction.”  

The Captain of the John C. Stennis grimaced, had Boner punched 

out? Or was he flying a dead duck with no engines and no electrics. 

If that were the case he had no choice. He crossed his arms and 

looked over the flight deck. He had heard the whole exchange between 

the guys on the ground and the support aircraft. Some one on the 



F111 - The Bone Yard Wrangler  [SEC=UNCLASSIFIED] 

Draft Copy 

54

54

ground called Hammer had clearly called an ‘abort’ to Boners aircraft 

in bound for the target. The whole drama was heard complete with the 

canon fire in the background by almost everyone on the Bridge. That 

bloody Australian had still gone into that valley. Now his jet was 

shot up, his engines were out and to cap it all off he had the 

audacity to ask for tanker support, tanker support for a dead jet. 

All the brownie points this Aussie had earned yesterday were quickly 

going into the red. He looked around the ships bridge. Everyone was 

busy, but he knew each and every one of them was still listening to 

the unfolding drama.  

“Mack?” The skipper snapped. The man he asked for appeared 

miraculously on his shoulder. He had no doubt in his mind Mack was 

just waiting for this. Indeed why did he have to even explain. “Damn 

it Mack, go!” See if you can turn shit pie into cherry pie he 

thought. He already had a tanker in the air, but he knew Mack would 

want to be there.  

From the high perch of the Islands Bridge, The skipper of the 

Stennis looked back across the deck. He knew Boner was aggressive; he 

wouldn’t quit till he had to, unfortunately way beyond the normal 

tolerances. 

Moments later walking, quickly across the deck below, the 

Commander of VFA-147 pulled his helmet on. He had watched this whole 

episode unfold ever since 402 had left the deck, He knew if Boner was 

pushed he would shove that envelope as far as it would go, which is 

why he was prepared. The Double Nuts (side number four zero zero), 

the CAG’s personal Super Hornet was on the deck at ready ten. He had 

promised not to even scratch her. Two large tanks were slung under 

the wings. Providence he thought, for some strange reason he had 

asked CAG for this bird to be tasked for refuel, she carried more 

than the standard FA/18. Buddy, buddy refuelling they call it. Bloody 

hurry was the reality. Somewhere out there his best pilot was gliding 
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a dead stick, probably just seconds separating possible death and 

disaster, so every one of those seconds really counted right now. 

Within one minute he was airborne, sucking up the undercarriage and 

holding the after burners in while he climbed the jet as hard as she 

would go. He had gas to spare. He picked up Boner on radar a few 

minutes out from the ship and switched to the emergency frequency, 

steering an intersect that brought him up behind Boners stricken 

aircraft to pass down the port side. 

 

 

“Four One Zero this is Sundog” Mack said over the radio, he 

sounded relaxed but didn’t feel it. ‘One Two Zero I have you at 

twelve thousand.” He paused for a quick check outside the office. “I 

am on your eleven, and climbing through nine to ten thousand feet.” 

He took another breath. “You there Boner?” Sundog had climbed through 

ten thousand and had executed a reverse turn to head downhill past 

the dead jet slipping in to have a closer look. Boners jet looked 

like a sieve. There were large holes in both the tails. The exhaust 

of the port engine was completely gone. He dropped below the jet to 

check its belly. That was even worse. 

Boner had picked Mack’s aircraft climbing up hard to his port 

before wheeling in behind, nosing around his damaged jet and pulling 

alongside. The bigger super hornet pulled in tight alongside. Boner 

gave a big shrug and held his hands up. 

Double Nuts 400, the CAG’s bird 



F111 - The Bone Yard Wrangler  [SEC=UNCLASSIFIED] 

Draft Copy 

56

56

No Joy obviously Mack thought, meaning no radio contact. Mack 

mimicked holding his nose and pulling the chain. 

Punch out? Boner considered his situation, no choice now. He 

nodded and gave him a thumbs up. He reached for the ejection handle 

smacking the dash with his fist in annoyance. That was when 

inexplicably all the lights came back on. He sat up straight. PFM – 

Pure Fucking Magic, he didn’t care why that happened just that it 

did. 

Mack had pulled away and in front to give Boner room to Punch 

Elvis but nothing happened. He was just wondering if there was 

another problem when the emergency radio suddenly came to life. 

“Hey Sundog, is this service station self serve or do I have to 

get out?” 

Mack shook his head, the SOB’s electrics were obviously back 

online. “Negative Boner, sit tight.” His pucker factor shot up again. 

Boner came back, “I’m still on the Backup Mechanical System. 

Haven’t got much control here and I’m worried if I try something I 

might kill the system again.” Boner wanted to save his dodgy electric 

backup to start the APU and then the remaining engine. Time was 

running out. 

 

 

Sundog streamed the drogue chute, they were now both at nine thousand 

and winding down. In-air refuelling is a tricky procedure at the bet 

of times and involved guiding the F-18's retractable refuelling probe 

into the drogue chute which was streamed 100-feet behind the tanker 

aircraft, in this case the Super Hornet. This time however, Sundog 

literally had to back the drogue shoot onto Boners refuelling probe. 

 “Five feet looks good.” Boner called 

Sundog responded by pressing the mike. He was concentrating on 

lining up the drogue. They were already down to seven thousand feet 
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when the skipper called in strongly suggesting Boner to punch out. 

But Boner stayed in the cockpit, he simply would not quit and as far 

as Sundog was concerned, neither would he. Sundog would hold the hose 

out as long as it took to get some fuel onto Boners aircraft.  

Boner called again. “That’s a ‘connect’ and I can confirm fuel 

transfer.” Boner immediately began running through his engine start 

procedures. The airframe was so noisy now it was difficult to hear if 

anything was even turning over. 

At three thousand feet Sundog was getting real worried. “Get 

out!” Hamilton refused. He went through the start up procedure once 

again. Lance had managed to suck some fuel from Sundog’s drogue, 

taking it on board slightly faster than it was going out the back, 

but the engine still refused to start. The two aircraft slipped to 

two thousand, then one thousand. At that point Sundog had his own 

crew and airplane to worry about. He gave Hamilton the warning, 

disengaged and pulled up. Hamilton’s jet continued towards the deck. 

At 750 feet Hamilton reluctantly gripped the ejection handle 

again. At the same instant there was a slight vibration that ran 

through the airframe, turbines he thought? This was the point of no 

return. If he didn’t eject now, he would ride the bird into the 

water, almost certain death. His hesitation decided the action, he 

knew he was committed. The water was awful close. The vibration he 

felt turned into noise that grew louder and louder, the familiar 

whining of fast moving fan blades turning jet fuel into noise invaded 

the cockpit with hope. But was it too little too late? He was 

desperate; the water was coming up to meet him fast, but feeding 

juice to the remaining engine too early might stall it. He held out 

as long as was possible. At just three hundred feet he gently fed the 

power to the engine and it responded smoothly. One was better than 

none. But the jet had a sink rate that was not going to vanish in 

moment. He was going to hit the water. Against all his best instincts 
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he shoved the throttle into full after burner. He had no idea if 

there was any damage to that engine, dumping raw fuel into a frail 

engine and damaged tail pipe could mean an explosion.  

The first waves came up to meet him. He could feel the airframe 

buffet from the turbulent air spoiling over the big waves and onto 

the wings. The cockpit was immediately smeared in salt spray. Even in 

his favourite Pig with both engines he had never dared to go this 

low. The single remaining engine behind him kicked. He held the stick 

neutral, there were loud noises and the whole aircraft shuddered and 

thumped, was he hitting water? As the last wave came up to meet him, 

to engulf him, the kick in his back turned to a thump. Not as good as 

two engines coming off the deck, but good enough. The sink rate 

evaporated, but water was everywhere, he couldn’t see. He nursed the 

stick fearful of pushing the aircraft into a stall, he was flying 

blind, he was sure he was going to die. The death now measured in 

inches and fractions of time. The airframe felt like it was beating 

itself to death. But there was still that steady pressure against his 

back. You tough little bitch he thought. He held the throttles as he 

headed to the sea, thanking his airplane for giving the best it 

could. It might not be enough this time, but dammit, she was good. 

  Suddenly the noise and vibration stopped, the aircraft was 

accelerating and he was gaining altitude. Salty tasting sweat 

trickled into the corner of is mouth, it could just as easily been 

seawater he thought. He nursed the crippled aircraft back to 5,000 

feet before the engine stopped again. 

  “Plug and tug.” he said. Sundog pulled up in front him and 

plugged back in, the two jets staying in those positions all the way 

back to the carrier. 

On the deck of the John C. Stennis, everybody from the brake 

rider to the chock walkers were helping clear the flight line ready 

for Boners approach.  
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Sundog towed Boners jet almost all the way down to the boat. 

Half a mile from the stern he pulled away almost drained dry. Boner 

called the ball and prayed the electrics wouldn’t do a dance at the 

worst possible moment. He knew if he failed to catch the wire he 

would probably end up nose down in the water. Not many survived those 

accidents. 

Boner brought the jet in for a perfect trap. With the sun 

behind it, the holes in the badly beaten up F18/C glowed, the jet 

stopped and he rapidly shut down the systems in case of any fires, 

the fire crews surrounding the jet ready for any emergency.  There 

was a loud bang on the deck and the jet shuddered.  He wondered what 

that was. Every body on the deck stood motionless, mouths open. After 

being hastily unstrapped and helped from the cockpit he found out. 

The port engine exhaust; tail and stabiliser had fallen off the ass 

end and lay in an untidy mess on the deck. Go figure that he was 

thinking, what the hell was holding that together? It was one TFOA 

(Things Falling Off Aircraft) that Boner wouldn’t forget for some 

time. He felt an awful cold shiver run through his spine. Maybe next 

time he might punch out. 
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The Nightmare Team, Lower Sikiram Mountain. 

While Boner had been nursing his crippled jet back to the Stennis, 

his older brother was having his body pulverised from the inside out, 

a unique experience to be avoided at all costs. If you have never 

been near a major explosion you have no idea of the intensity of the 

shock to your body. They are so powerful, that while you are still 

lucid, you wonder if your body is already damaged beyond repair. 

People die with little evidence of any injury, simply shattered from 

within, the cellular structure that used to sustain you turned to 

mush. 

This was a situation that ‘Hammer’ Hamilton had been close to 

far too often; it made him wonder about long-term effects, if he was 

lucky enough to enjoy those. The tidal waves of bomb concussions 

rolled over the Nightmare team as they hugged the ground, pounding 

their innards. Their eyeballs rattled inside their sockets, their 

brains threatening to turn into stew as they thrashed violently 

inside the cranial cavity. The good part he thought as this 

continued, was that the bad guys were closer. He also knew that if 

they survived this moment, it might be the break they had been 

looking for. This was a well-dropped package of hell from heaven. He 

was hoping the guys with the coffee cups back in the rear were ready 

to exploit it. 

The senior coffee cup guy in the rear was General George 

Pirelli. He had decided to personally take over the rescue mission. 

He thanked Red Rider who had done a great job so far. Stringer, he 

would remember that name. But the fight had now extended beyond an 

exfil. It was now a battle and a chance to kill some of these ass 

holes in greater numbers. 

So, while Hammer and Fulham were still shaking their heads from 

the explosive effect of multiple 500lb bomb blasts delivered by 

Boners bug, Pirelli was ordering more firepower, over whelming 
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firepower. The 500-pound bombs dropped by the navy Hornet had been 

incredibly effective and had brought crucial time, but the hillsides 

were still crawling with Taliban and al-Qaeda.  This was an 

opportunity to kill bad guys, which was Pirelli’s job. Pirelli would 

get the Nightmare team out and make the ACM bastards pay for a bad 

tactical error - don’t under estimate your enemy. 

Pirelli noted the Talon and the Ospreys were inbound and close. 

From what he had seen, Hammer, despite some real problems, was still 

operational and designating targets.  Like most of the SOF guys he 

was JTAC qualified to perform terminal attack control and terminal 

guidance to weapons. Pirelli was betting Hammer despite his over 

night ordeal would still have his UHF, IR or Laser GPS designator. 

Time to wiggle the beam Hammer he thought. 

The Hornet strike had given them a minor reprieve. But even as 

Hammer looked from his position, ACM forces were moving towards them 

like cockroaches. It was still danger close for air combat support. 

The hills were still alive, not from music, but from hundreds of ACM 

troops. The radio squawked. Some one called Hog 11 came up on the 

Tactical Air Direction (TAD) Net, checking in as fragged. They were 

two Harrier GR9As operating from 1 (F) RAF Squadron sortied from 

Kandahar Airfield and in bound to the fight. 

“Hog 11, this is Nightmare, Type 2 in effect, advise when ready 

for 9-line” 

“A3C, Hog 11 ready to copy” The Harrier pilot replied. He knew 

it was Hammer. They all knew that now. 

Hamilton read the nine-liner statement that advised attack 

headings and target details.  

“450, NB 865427, Final attack heading 300-345” The Harrier 

pilot replied  

“Read back Correct. Report IP inbound, TOT 3 minutes” 
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“Roger, TOT 3 minutes” The Harrier pilot said validating the 

target location.  

  “Hog 11 IP INBOUND” 

“Hog 11 continue” Hammer came back. 

“Hog 11 one minute, SNAKE” 

“Sparkle” Hammer replied. At the same time he wiggled his LPL-

30 over the target area. 

“Contact, Hog 11’s IN north” 

“Danger close, CLEARED HOT”  

Hammer was using a small ground commander’s pointer (GCP) and 

IR zoom laser illuminator/designator. To the pilots this looked like 

a big flash light beam on the ground when they used their IR imaging 

devices to view it. By doing this Hamilton was able to designate to 

the Harrier pilots the target and his position, which was the non-

moving end of the pointer and the place NOT to drop the bombs on. 

Another call sign came up on the net. Some coffee drinker in 

the rear was really getting some big hitters in. Hammer was quick to 

bring the new guns to bare.  

“Dragonfire this is Nightmare, fire mission over,” 

“Nightmare, Dragonfire read you loud and clear over,” 

“My position GRID 234970 marked by SPARKLE over,” 

“Nightmare, Dragonfire Contact,” 

“Nightmare 278 degrees, 350 meters, troops in the open, cleared 

danger close.” 

“Dragonfire cleared in danger close.” There was a pause and in 

a voice that was almost a whisper but everyone could hear. “Hold your 

head down Hammer; we are coming to get you.” 

Dragonfire was an AC-130U Spooky gunship fitted with all 

weather sensors and strike radar. Dragonfire, now orbiting at 15,000 

feet above the combat zone was tasked with suppressing enemy fire 

allowing the inbound Osprey to get in and out. 
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Once on target Dragonfire unloaded fire from the sky. Twin 20-

mm Vulcan rotary cannons spewed 7,200 rounds per minute towards the 

ground, a 40-mm Bofors gun opened up firing 100 rounds per minute, 

and a big 105-mm howitzer joined in firing over ten rounds a minute. 

At the same time the two RAF Harriers called in by Hammer had 

already dropped and were outbound, red tracers following their exit. 

The combined effect of the Harrier war loads and the Spooky 

gunship impacting almost at the same moment were mind numbing. The 

mountainsides exploded. On the ground the ACM had suddenly turned 

from ambusher to cornered prey. After so many were killed in the 

first explosions from the Harrier drop, the Spooky followed through 

marching its crushing weight of firepower across the hillsides, 

passing the Nightmare team within just metres. Hammer truly wondered 

how even a bug would survive that onslaught. 

The ACM, what remained of them, broke and fled. They fled back 

to the border, crossing a man made line that gave them protection 

from the death that rained from above. They loaded onto trucks and 

drove a few hundred yards over the border, past the oblivious guard 

and into the safety and sanctuary of Pakistan. Hundreds of Taliban, 

and Al-Qaeda or ACM fighters, slipped away to refit, rearm, and plan 

for more attacks unmolested in the lawless western border region of 

Pakistan. But they left behind an almost equal number. As far as they 

were concerned this was a victory. The two Special Forces soldiers 

were dead and at least two jets were shot down. It was indeed a great 

day. 

As the enemy slipped away and the sound of the gunfire faded, 

the smoke of the battlefield still lingered, drifting through the 

valley carrying with it the fresh smell of death, the smell of burned 

bodies, cordite and the rich after taste of high explosive you could 

taste on your lips.  
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‘Hammer’ Hamilton propped up his comrade Gazza by his side, 

they were getting out of here. That was his last thought. 

Moments later Lizard landed. Lizard was a Marine tilt rotor 

Osprey with a full section of marines. After touching down, the 

Marines exited the rear ramp and sprinted to Nightmares position. 

When they found the Nightmare team they all stopped. Both of the men 

they were supposed to be rescuing looked dead. There was blood 

everywhere. The Lizard team leader called it in, Pirelli would not be 

happy. But that wasn’t the least of their problems. Somehow, despite 

the massive aerial bombardment, there was still a lot of incoming 

fire. As the Osprey lifted off she was raked from stem to stern, 

smoke pouring from one of her engines. The marines tried to occupy 

the smallest piece of space they could as holes rapidly appeared 

along the fuselage, several were hit. 

Five minutes out from base the Osprey lost the port engine. The 

remaining engine, groaning under full power, took the load. A 

transmission interconnect shaft coupled the two huge propellers for 

just this emergency and was able to keep both massive props spinning 

and the Osprey airborne. But she was crippled badly and the pilots 

had a whole bunch of control problems.  

 

Forward Operating Base Tillman, Afghanistan 

Standing on a rocky dirt track, ringed by 6,000-foot, snow-dappled 

ridges, Natasha Braithwaite, an Australian news journalist, looked 

anxiously up the valley in the direction she expected the aircraft to 

return from. Braithwaite was posting cameras on the small height to 

capture the dramatic return of the Combat Search and Rescue.  

The rumour mill had been cranking all morning underscored by an 

unusual amount of air movements. Something big was going on. From her 

position three miles away, she could see the LZ was already looking 

very busy. It was time to get back to the main stage. She motioned 
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the driver and rest of the crew to start up and get moving. 

Braithwaite unzipped her hood thankful to be out of the freezing 

weather.  

The atmosphere on the LZ was different than she had expected. 

People were looking at each other all the time, but not much said. 

What the hell was this all about? Obviously everyone was waiting, but 

there was a collective breath held for something clearly very 

important. The scene was almost mesmerising.  

Thirty seconds out of Tillman’s landing pattern the Ospreys 

remaining engine spat the dummy. The pilot of the Osprey wrestled 

with the controls. He called in the latest emergency. His once 

beloved bird was flying like a wingless chicken with lead weights. 

Worse still, there was no prescribed method to land safely. No one 

ever got to practice an auto-rotate or emergency landing all the way 

to the ground in one of these things. The simple reason was it was 

too dangerous. So the training objective had been to ‘minimize the 

possibility of such disastrous occurrences’ which was now too late. 

Speed is your friend the pilot thought. He kept her in level 

flight to build the kinetic energy in the props, at the last second 

he would auto-rotate hoping to flare the aircraft into a controlled 

crash. He pushed the nose down, kept the gear up and rotated the 

nacelles down to build up the energy in the big props. He crossed the 

threshold at over 150 knots, pulling the nose up slightly and 

rotating the nacelles into the vertical. The Osprey rapidly slowed 

before hitting the dirt at a little over 50kph skidding along the 

side of the main runway. It was all going real well until they hit 

the mine and the aircraft exploded. 

Braithwaite watched the skidding fireball in horror, eyes wide, 

hand over her mouth.  

“Shit.” Someone said. 
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She looked quickly sideways to see if the camera was recording 

the action. It was and she immediately felt guilty, they were 

watching people die, two of them her own countrymen.  

Within 24 hours of her witnessing the incident, the images were 

being played all around the world via Fox News, CNN and every other 

major news media.  

 

Sikiram Mountain, Afghanistan 

While the western media eagerly consumed the latest bad news from the 

war, from high up on the slopes of Sikiram, al-Haqq scrutinised the 

scene of the battle. His head still throbbed. Far below he could see 

coalition troops combing through the aftermath of the fighting. It 

had been a great victory. But there were many more battles to be 

fought before they removed these invaders. But his time here had come 

to an end. He was needed for the fight back home. He took one last 

look over the majestic landscape, committing it to memory. As he 

turned to leave he noticed the metal rod protruding from the snow. 
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Rayhan on the Island of Sumatra, Indonesia. 

June 11, 2007‐Sitti Hawa. 

 

al-Haqq’s fight for his own homeland was a different one. This was 

not a fight to expel infidel invaders, but to bring truth and justice 

to all his people. This required a strict adherence to Islam and all 

transgressors and violators of that belief needed to submit or be 

punished. Islam was fair and loving and the only wanted peace.    

The young girl Sitti Hawa, barely fifteen, fell to her knees. 

Her legs were bruised and bleeding and her body trembled 

uncontrollably.  Her stomach convulsed and cramped, she felt the heat 

of the blood stream down from between her legs.  Naked she crawled 

slowly back to her home.  Hundreds of villagers lined the path 

witnessing her humiliation. She had been gang raped. The rape was 

mandated by the village council, which made the ruling to punish her 

brother who was accused of having an affair with another woman in the 

village.   

Sitti’s body was wracked in pain, but no one came to help her, 

not even her own family. The edics of bin Mohammed bin wali al-Haqq 

were very clear, the teaching of the strict Muslim faith 

unassailable. After all, she was just a woman. 

Seated a short distance away, sipping hot coffee in the shadows 

of the village mosque, bin Mohammed bin wali al-Haqq watched the 

scene unfold. He folded his arms and grunted in satisfaction. Justice 

was done; his experience of pure Islam in Afghanistan had steeled his 

resolve. The people needed faith in Allah and his disciples to lead 

them. The whole world did. Why did they not understand? And these 

women! They must learn their place. He turned to his companion, a 

unique visitor to his home.  

“The boy is dead?” He asked. 
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“Yes.” The Iranian replied. 

“Then you have taken what you needed?” 

“Yes, the area has been completely sanitised.” 

Excellent he thought, that meant all the others were dead also, 

along with the secret. The fact that nearly a hundred dead included 

small children and babies meant little to the cleric. Instead he felt 

blessed. 

“How?” The cleric asked curiously. 

“Gas” The Iranian said, he paused as the cleric nodded, “and 

then the entire area was torched.” 

The cleric looked into his coffee.  They were thorough. With 

the ever-persistent forest fires, one burnt out piece of forest 

looked much the same as another. Besides, they could always blame the 

forest fires. Imagine, all this just for a chicken? 

Across the other side of the road a small dog scavenged in the 

rubbish. al-Haqq motioned to his men. Dogs are hated by Muslims, al-

Haqq’s men called the dog, it was a poodle crossed with something 

else. The dog’s hair was matted and it was clearly starving. It came 

to the men who called her, its tail between her legs. The men took 

turns beating the dog with sticks, god had no time for such animals, 

the book said they were unclean. The cries and pain of the small dog 

as it died meant nothing to the men. Such was the will of Allah, 

blessed be his name. With Allah, they were capable of anything. 

 

With respect to those who would deny the existence of God, the 

attempt to deny it only proves the case. For, there is no need for me 

to deny, that which does not exist. 

Doubt in the existence of God (may He be praised and exalted), only 

confirms His existence. Those who attempt to validate doubt in God's 

existence serve only to confirm the existence of something, which 
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requires no need of proof. For, the proof of the existence of God is 

the very demand for such a proof. Efforts to make understandable such 

concepts only serve to prove that God has been with us since 

creation. 

al-Imam Muhammad Mutwali al-Sharawi, al -Wujood wa-l Shak (Existence and Doubt) , 

(Alexandria, Egypt: Dar al Nadwa, 1990, pp. 55-56).  Translated by Ted Thornton, NMH 

Religious Studies. 
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Northern Territory, Australia. 

220 kilometers southwest of Katherine 10 March 2008.  

September 5 2009 

Walla-warr, that is what the local aboriginal elders called her, she 

was a particularly huge Wedge-tailed Eagle. Wedge-tailed Eagles are 

one of the largest raptors in the world and this particular bird 

boasted a wing span of over nine feet. Highly aerial, she could soar 

for hours on end without beating a wing, reaching 6000 feet or 

higher. Her keen eyesight extended into the infrared and ultraviolet 

bands helping her spot prey and to see rising thermals. She used the 

latter to gain altitude without so much as a flap of her massive 

wings. 

At exactly 1301HRS on November 11 2012 she was killed by an 

F111 flying at over 600 knots just 200 feet from the ground. Flying 

through craggy rock gorges that were part of the Delamere Air Weapons 

Range in the Northern Territory, the F111 using terrain-masking 

techniques was just switching to manual flight. On impact the front 

windshield canopy had crashed in, severing the head-up display and 

spraying chunks of inner laminate into the right hand seat and the 

man sitting in it, he was killed instantly.  

The pilot in command had instinctively pulled back on the stick 

and retarded the throttles, his gut telling him they had suffered a 

bird strike. The jet seemed to be flying okay but his forward 

visibility was zero and his head was pinned to the backrest. 

As the jet slowed and the several hundred-knot windblast abated 

he was able to check his companion. His worst fear was realized; his 

mate was gone, replaced by a bloody pulp made up of windscreen 

pieces, bird and unrecognisable fleshy parts. The head was missing. 

He snapped his eyes back to the front and called in the emergency to 

ATC wiping the blood from his visor. 
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RAAF Squadron Leader Lance Hamilton couldn’t remember the flight 

back. He landed back at Tindal Air Base without incidence stopping 

centre runway surrounded by emergency vehicles. The emergency crews 

leaped onto the wings to a sight most of them would never forget. 

Hamilton had alerted them to the situation but even that did not 

prepare them for this.  

The cockpit was smashed in and the interior saturated in blood 

and guts. Squadron Leader Richard ‘Horde’ Alston sitting in the left 

hand seat was a mess, obviously dead. Hamilton on the right was 

covered in blood but alive, he flicked open his smeared helmet visor 

and looked at them. The rescue crew talked about that afterwards, 

because while the rest of him was alive, his eyes were dead. They 

helped him from the cockpit and during the entire process he never 

said a word. Neither did anyone else, it was eerie, a deathly silence 

had settled on the whole rescue procedure if you could all it that. 

Hamilton had sat in the back of the ambulance and let the medics 

check him over.  

The rescue crew watched the ambulance drove off, time seemed to 

stand still. All of them knew Horde and Boner. This was Hordes home, 

most of them knew his kids, and this was a small tight knit 

community. For a few moments they all stood still watching the 

vehicle disappear down the tarmac, at first no one turned around. But 

the F111 and their good friend still strapped into the right hand 

seat wasn’t about to disappear like a bad dream. So one by one they 

began to move, the sick reality of what had happened weighing them 

down and the grim task of recovering their boss and their friend 

challenging their senses. The remaining ambulance waited. There was 

no hurry. No one said, but the question was on all their minds; 

dignity, how do we do this with dignity because that is what the man 

deserved. 



F111 - The Bone Yard Wrangler  [SEC=UNCLASSIFIED] 

Draft Copy 

73

73

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

SIX YEARS LATER 



F111 - The Bone Yard Wrangler  [SEC=UNCLASSIFIED] 

Draft Copy 

74

74

 

Will Iran Trigger Nuclear Armageddon? 

 

Will Iran Trigger Nuclear Armageddon? 

By Ray Banif, AP Military Writer 

5 hours, 22 minutes ago. 

  

WASHINGTON – Pentagon. The  Islamic Republic of  Iran—already one of  the most violent, paranoid 

regimes in the world—has acquired nuclear weapons capability. After successfully producing weapons 

grade uranium three years ago, Iran has succeeded in creating deliverable nuclear weapons. It is not know 

whether  that  includes mating  them  to  interncontinental missiles.  Irans new nuclear  capability makes  the 

possibility of war in the middle east inevitable, an unnacceptable reality made possible by the UN and EU. As 

far back as 2005 Iranian President Mahmoud Ahmadinejad vowed that a wave of Palestinian attacks would 

destroy Israel, and said the Holocaust was a myth.  Statements that have been reasserted many times since. 

The European Union was nothing less than delusionalist  in thinking diplomacy would somehow persuade 

the ayatollahs not to continue their efforts to develop atomic bombs.  

The head of the International Atomic Energy Agency, Mohammed ElBaradei—whose response to 

the Iranian challenge in the past was hopelessly lethargic and  failed, effectively gave Mr. Ahmadinejad, his 

boss, Iranian Supreme Leader Ayatollah Ali Khamenei and the Iranian Revolutionary Guards, free reign to 

develop the capability to enrich uranium. “Now they have the bomb and can potentially (will) arm terrorists 

with a nuclear capability or use it themselves.” One U.S. official said. 

It  has  been  publically  known  that  since  the  1979  Iranian  Revolution  that  overthrew  the  shah, 

Tehran has been one of the world’s leading state sponsors of terrorism. It was also well known the regime 

had  pursued  covert  efforts  to  develop  nuclear weapons,  in  violation  of  its  obligations  under  the Nuclear 

Non‐Proliferation Treaty. Now, with a nuclear deterrent and without  fear of punishment,  Iran can, and  is 

funneling hundreds of millions of dollars to organizations such as Hezbollah and Hamas. Worse still, it will 

probably provide nuclear material to these organisations and other countries hostile to Israel and the West. 

Irans  nuclear  ability,  coupled  with  long  range  and  accurate  delivery  systems,  represents  a 

formidable  (and  perhaps  impregnable)  capability  to  deter  any  meaningful  retaliation  for  its  role  in 

fomenting terrorist insurgency, harboring al Qaeda operatives and funding attacks on Isreal or anyone else 

it dislikes for that matter. 
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Given the Iranian leadership’s genocidal statements about Israel calling it a “tumor” to be “wiped 

off  the map.”  Irans ambitions,  fueled by nuclear capability,  is a  serios  threat  to any western nation.   This 

situation is made worse by the continued support of China towards rogue states, especially those with oil. 

“China has emerged as a bigger bankroller and a bigger player in the market, emboldening rogue 

countries to continue acting the way they do,” says Paul Yates, a Harvard political strategic analyst. “If you 

look at who backs  these regimes,” adds Paul  “time and again  it’s China. A similar chemistry  is at work  in 

North Korea, where the regime stokes a sense of threat from the outside to further its chief goal: retaining 

control.  

Like the Christians waiting for Christ to return, the imminent arrival of the Mahdi by Shiite Muslim 

adherents is now fanning the flames of hatred. The Iranian people are anxious to know when and how he 

will rise and what they must do to receive salvation,” says Ali Lari, a cleric in Iran’s religious center of Qom. 

“The  timing  is  not  clear,  but  the  conditions  are more  specific.  There  is  a  saying:  ‘When  the  students  are 

ready,  the  teacher will  come.’ They say  that return  ‐ which  they believe will happen soon ‐ will prompt a 

global battle between good and evil (not unlike biblical “Armageddon” interpretations), and herald an era of 

justice, peace, and the ultimate triumph of Shiite Islam. 

The ancient prophecy echoes efforts of US evangelicals who use 45 categories ‐ from liberalism to 

natural disasters ‐ to predict the “end time,” when holy people will experience “rapture” and go to heaven. 

For them, the “Rapture Index” (www.raptureready.com) is at 151; anything higher than 145 means “Fasten 

your seatbelts,” because of what they deem a high level of prophetic activity. 

Shiite writings describe events surrounding the return of the mahdi in apocalyptic terms, similar 

to  those used  in Revelations, which some Christian evangelicals believe predicts a  final world war during 

which Jesus returns to win and reign for 1,000 years. In one Iranian Islamic script, the forces of evil would 

come from Syria and Iraq and clash with forces of good from Iran. The battle would commence at Kufa ‐ the 

Iraqi  town  near  the  holy  city  of  Najaf  and  home  to  the  anti‐US  Iraqi  cleric,  Moqtada  al‐Sadr.

The  evil  commander  named  Sofiani  and  the  anti‐Mahdi  known  as  Dajol  (comparable  to  the  Christian 

antichrist), would both be killed. The forces of good would be led by a “man from Khorasan” ‐ a province in 

northeast Iran. The Mahdi would return at Mecca, and fight. His victory would bring a government of God 

for a period of “seven,” according to one reading. Whether this is seven months, years, or millennium is not 

clear.  The Muslim prophet Mohammad describes  the Mahdi  as  “God’s  ultimate  thing,”  and  that  God  “will 

conquer the Easts and the Wests of the earth through Him, and He will be absent from his followers [as he is 

now,  known  as  the  “hidden”  12th  imam]  to  such  an  extent,  no  one  can  confirm  his  existence  except  the 

believer whose heart has been tested for faith by the Almighty. The Imam of the Age will have victory, and 

all the world will support him.  
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“Except  some  regimes  and  governments  that  are  racist,  like  Zionists,  The  result  will  be  global 

dominance of Shiite Muslims.” A high cleric added. 
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OPERATION SCHISM 

Aceh Province, Indonesia. 

May 6 2013  Hunting al‐Haqq and the Laskar Jundullah. 

 

Gary Fulham breathed in deeply through his nose, taking in the rich 

and familiar smell of the jungle. It had been too long between gigs 

and he had almost forgotten the feeling. It was better than sex, it 

lasted longer and your life depended on it. Warrant Officer First 

Class Malcolm Fulham knew he should not be in the woods at his age, 

neither should his boss. But they were there because they were both 

really good at this stuff. Just ahead of him his boss silently 

signalled a stop, he went to ground. They were both panting from heat 

and exhaustion, salty tasting sweat mixed with camo grease trickled 

into the corner of his mouth. The boss pointed through the trees. 

Fulham nodded silently in acknowledgment; they were right on top of 

the bad guy’s camp. 

Below them a small group of men and women moved around looking 

completely harmless. He hated that part; it was much easier to shoot 

guys dressed up in the bad ass gear. These guys looked normal. But he 

had no doubt if they had the chance they would kill his mother, 

without so much as blinking. Inside the camp was the man the two SASR 

men had been asked to observe; bin Mohammed bin wali al-Haqq. They 

could see him.  

bin Mohammed bin wali al-Haqq, served hot coffee in small cups 

engraved with Arabic blessings, the drink strongly perfumed. He 

recounted his Afghan war experience and about how a man smells just 

before he dies. "It was the strangest thing," he said, recalling a 

bloody firefight at Charikar, a town north of Kabul. "If a Muslim 

brother was about to be martyred he would smell wonderful, even 
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before he was killed, like dupa, then we knew death was close." Dupa 

was an Indonesian incense. 

"And after he was killed?" The young man in front of him asked. 

"The smell only grew stronger." bin Mohammed, was dressed in robes 

and turban, his straggly beard flecked with a commanding grey and 

looking very much like the wise man he perceived himself to be. He 

had left his native Indonesia many years before to fight with the 

with the Taliban and then Al-Qaeda in Iraq. Jihad, he tells the young 

man, "Is in my veins. We have been patient.” He gestured around him.  

The training camp thrived with activity. “We have an opportunity to 

bring true Shia justice and peace to our nation.” The older man drew 

strongly on his Kretek, but he really preferred smoking Marlborough. 

He unconsciously ran his hand over the Keris [Knife] on his 

waistband.  He knew he was being watched. 

 

A thousand meters away, the Australian SASR Officer focused his field 

glasses on the two men sipping their hot drinks and talking in the 

kebun [garden]. So far the mission had gone without a hitch, the 

field glasses and several other devices recording everything they 

saw. He had already recaptured the tiny recon UAV and was watching 

the two men in front of a small pondok, or hut, the scene seemed 

peaceful and casual. Then curiously the old man looked his way, 

almost as if he could see him, but that wasn’t possible.  The old man 

smiled and then stroked his beard. That was when everything turned to 

shit.  

Lieutenant Colonel Brian Hamilton, Australian Special Air 

Services Regiment, remembered the words straight away. “What ever you 

do, do NOT get into a fire fight with the Indonesians or the Laskar 

Jundullah.”  The words were still rolling through his head when the 

first bullet smacked into the tree behind him. Shit! “So much for 

afternoon tea.’ He said quietly, green foliage exploding across the 
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small space that separated himself and WO1 Fulham, high velocity 

rounds cutting through the jungle around them. 

Fulham could only look at his boss in surprise.  Why was he 

talking so quietly?  The friggen machine guns were making enough 

noise to hide a dance party. 

Hamilton crouched low, his heavily camouflaged face showing no 

emotion. They had been betrayed; the Laskar Jundullah knew they were 

coming and what to look for. The Indonesian Government had wanted to 

know what Laskar Jundullah were up to.  It was a bad idea to bring 

the Indonesian government into the mission from the very beginning; 

they were riddled with Islamic hardline sympathisers.  

Gary Fulham wasn’t thinking anything like that; he was more 

alarmed by the fact the boss didn’t look like moving, he seemed deep 

in thought. But like all of his team, he trusted him. He bit back the 

fear. 

“What have we got?” Hamilton asked suddenly. 

Fulham queried the perimeter sensors they had set up earlier. 

“Looks like thirty plus moving up the hill line abreast.” The Colonel 

just nodded calmly, bullets still sprayed through the air at random. 

The Laskar Jundullah fighters were getting closer. He then picked up 

the Minimi and pointed to the glasses he had put on. Fulham nodded 

and lay flat on the ground. 

They both lay perfectly still.  Fulham could now hear the 

Laskar fighters shouting at each other, firing indiscriminately.  He 

then heard them crashing through the undergrowth towards them.  

Hamilton lay on his back, the Minimi on his chest, long belts beside 

him.  He was looking through his ultrasonic glasses. The Laskar 

Jundullah were almost on top of them. The glasses reflected the sound 

and movement of close by objects into a coherent image, seeing 

through the heavy foliage. As the first man was about to appear, 

Hamilton rolled into a crouch and squeezed the trigger of the minimi 
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GG.  The small gattling gun whirred. The Laskar Jundullah fighters 

were in a rough but convenient line up, in fusillade.  The gun was 

like a scythe as it chopped through the jungle and the line of men. 

The tropical paradise exploding into red green and brown as bodies 

were torn apart mixed with pulverised plants. In fifteen seconds it 

was over. The gun stopped spinning.  Hamilton looked at Fulham.  “Now 

its time to go!” He said loudly, he was off and running.  Fulham 

climbed quickly to his feet grabbed his gear and followed, he didn’t 

need telling twice. 

The two men were exceptionally fit.  While the remnants and 

backup to the initial Laskar Jundullah pursued, there was no way they 

came close to the physical capability of the two Australian SAS 

soldiers. Very quickly, the two Australians disappeared in the 

jungle. They were among the most elite fighters on the planet. After 

evading the Laskar Jundullah they made their way to the exfil site 

and waited. Hurry up and wait, the first thing you learn in the 

military.  The Aceh sun dropped on the horizon. It became dark.  

Twenty kilometres away, the pilot of an RAAF Caribou checked that all 

his lights were out and pondered the approach again. Anyone of these 

landings could be a death trap, he looked through his IR goggles, he 

had to trust the men on the ground.  Through the goggles he picked up 

the infrared beacons.  The LZ was well marked.  Whoever he was 

picking up had taken time out to add some outside infrared markers to 

give him better depth perception.  Nice touch.  He felt a little 

better. He pulled back on the throttle levers, dropped the flaps and 

gear and pushed the yoke forwards. The entire trailing edge of the 

Caribou’s wing was part of the flap system, with these fully 

extended; there was only one way to get the bird on the ground, point 

the nose down hard. The pilot came in tight over the trees and dove 

for the ground.  As soon as the main gear touched the two mighty 

Pratt & Whitney R2000’s roared as the props went into full reverse 
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pitch, the nose of the twin-engine transport bouncing hard as the 

pilot experimented with the brakes.  They were down, good so far. The 

aircraft was still moving, gunning the engines the pilot spun the 

aircraft to face back the way it had landed, the rear ramp already 

down, two people running up the stern, they all hoped they were 

Australians. The Caribou came back up to full throttle and with brute 

horsepower, the big bore radial-engines, clawed her back into the 

air.   

Hamilton fell into the canvass-webbing seat; the vibration of 

the aircrafts two big radials rattled the aluminium deck plates 

beneath his boots. He patted the aluminium framework and canvass 

webbing; it was a good and familiar touch.  The aircraft was older 

than him, he remembered as an officer cadet in his first few weeks of 

training climbing into these things. They were old then, but they 

always smelt great, the smell of excitement going into a mission, and 

the same smell getting out with your ass intact.  Despite all the 

great technology being developed over the years there was nothing 

better to meet that small niche requirement of distance and extreme 

STOL performance that the Caribou delivered.  There was a special 

place in his heart for this flying museum piece. The RAAF had been 

trying to replace it for over two decades.  There just wasn’t 

anything out there that could beat it, especially not today. 
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OPERATION TRIPOD 

Canberra, Australia 

Friday, May 8. 2013 

 

The Intelligence report had taken less than twenty-four hours to get 

through Defence and onto the Ministers desk. It was part of a growing 

analysis that was ringing alarm bells through the newly formed 

government of Dennis Gordon. 

It was in the wee small hours of the morning and the Australian 

Defence Minister, Brian Reid and the Prime Minister Dennis Gordon 

were meeting to discuss the Indonesian problem. Again, Reid thought. 

Reid had placed his personal notebook on the desk to project onto the 

electronic whiteboard in his office. Sitting on a black leather couch 

next to the PM’s chair he used a small remote control to navigate 

through the briefing provided by his department as they talked 

through the problem.  

“The current situation has roots that go a long way back. When 

the Tsunami struck Aceh in 2004 there were some 35,000 orphans left 

behind.  We believe at least 20,000 of those ended up in hard line 

Islamic schools”  

“Pesantren’s.” The Prime Minister said. The video showed some 

of the pupils of the Islamic schools training, and it wasn’t for 

sports. 

“Yes and that all began ten years ago.” He flicked to the next 

slide. 

“That’s him.” 

“Who?” 

“bin Mohammed bin wali al-Haqq, the chief of the radical 

Islamic Defenders Front the , FPI for short. Better known for 
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smashing up bars and nightclubs in Jakarta and elsewhere deemed to be 

un-Islamic.  They have teamed up with Darul Islam, Jamaah Islamiyah, 

and his resurrected group called Laskar Jundullah, or Army of Allah. 

Between them they now have well over 20,000 dedicated and well-

trained Jihadi’s.  Not to mention what they have and can pull out of 

the main population of nearly 200 million Muslims.” Australia’s next-

door neighbour is the world’s largest Muslim country. 

“What makes it worse is where they got their finance to help 

train and arm all those people.”  

 “Don’t tell me.” 

“Yes, a portion of the billions of dollars we gave them in 

direct aid for the tsunami wound up with these fellows.” 

“They took our money and trained these people to hate us?” 

“In a nut shell, that’s bang on. Bin Mohammed, looks like the 

centrepiece, he claims direct descent from the Prophet Muhammad 

himself by way of a Yemeni missionary who settled in Indonesia 13 

generations ago. One of this guys 17th century ancestors raised a 

9,000-strong army of holy warriors to avenge Dutch colonial 

atrocities in the Maluku Islands. They view westernisation as an 

attack on their culture. They view non-Muslims as infidels who must 

be converted, conquered or killed. 

“Sounds like the Christian crusades.” 

“Yep, except that was a few centuries ago.” 

“So what are we doing to follow up on this?” 

Reid played the excerpts of Hamilton’s foray from two days 

before. “This is less than 48 hours old. The guys who took this were 

lucky to get out alive. The Laskar Jundullah were tipped off, none of 

our Indonesian contacts, especially government, can be relied on. The 

Indonesian government was directly involved in the Bali bombing; they 

planted the Bali's Sari Club bomb. According to our sources, there 

isn’t a single Islamic group either Terrorist or political that is 
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not controlled by (Indonesian) intelligence," This means if we want 

to find out what’s going on we have to do it ourselves.” 

“And?” 

“And that means more men on the ground, more often and 

covertly.” 

“Given what you have just said, where is all this going?” 

“Indonesia’s been in a slide towards a more radical style of 

Islam for years. Shariah law now dominates most provinces and the 

secular government is hanging by a thread, itself dominated by 

hardline Islamists.” 

“Regime change?” 

“Regime change or evolution of the regime, one of the two will 

happen. If it doesn’t happen naturally the jihadis will make sure it 

does forcefully. But it all amounts to the same thing; a country of 

two hundred and thirty million mostly Muslims who after pretending 

for many years otherwise, will finally officially not like us. Within 

twenty-four months, this same nation will also have six nuclear 

reactors online with help from both Iran and Pakistan.” 

“Yes, where do the Chinese fit into all this?” 

Indonesia’s the world's largest exporter of liquefied natural 

gas with huge reserves of that and coal and has the 16th largest 

proven oil reserves, estimates go up with the recent discoveries in 

the southern Celebes Sea. 

“The Chinese want the oil and in return are helping them to 

rapidly expand and modernise their defence force. At the same time 

the Chinese are getting access to a number of plum military bases. 

They helped the Indonesians build the big naval base in Ratai 

Bay and as part of the deal they got to use that, set up their own 

operational base at Belawan,” He pointed to the north east part of 

the Archipeligo “as well Tanjungpinang, near Singapore. From both 
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bases they can sortie directly into the Malacca strait with both subs 

and surface ships. 

Forty percent of the world’s shipping passes through that 

strait and over fifty percent of Japans oil. Aceh is staunchly Muslim 

and terrorists can easily disrupt shipping traffic here. Using 

Belawan and Tanjungpinang the Chinese will virtually control the 

Strait.  

“However, the bases that we are really worried about, that have 

immediate impact on our security, are the Naval Bases on the islands 

of Kisar and Wetar.” He pointed to them on the map. “These are less 

than fifty kilometres from East Timor and two hundred from our own 

borders. The Chinese sold the TNI Grumble SAMs, which have been 

deployed near Sewaru. The Chinese might also have deployed a Gargoyle 

SAM battery as protection for their facilities, but we haven’t been 

able to prove that yet and hope that’s not the case. The only system 

capable of defeating the Gargoyle is the F/A-22 Raptor. If the TKI’s 

Grumble is an upgrade version, that’s a real problem for us as well. 

“What about our F35’s?” 

The Defence Minister shook his head. “For starters we only have 

a handful delivered, but no, neither it nor the Super Hornet contests 

this system. We have no jamming capability nor anti radiation 

missiles. Outside of the Raptor the most survivable aircraft 

available are those with good TFRs – the Tornado and F-15E if fitted 

with the LANTIRN TFR pod – and the recently retired F-111, all 

requiring a high performance EW suite. Unless you have the radar 

signature of a gnat, the best place to be is low and fast.  

“The system can detect and track us even before we leave the 

Australian mainland and can cover nearly all of East Timor. It can 

track over 100 targets simultaneously. Without help from the 

Americans the Indonesians have us boxed in.  But there’s more… 
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“Not only do they now have us boxed in, they also have the 

ability to strike us with almost complete impunity. With the 

acquisition two years ago of the Su-34 they have the ability to fly 

all the way to Alice Springs and back on their internal fuel tanks. 

If the Chinese were to float one of their air defence destroyers in 

the Arafura Sea, they could illuminate anything coming out of Tindal 

or Darwin. 

“So what do we do about it?” 

“In the short term……..nothing. When we purchased the Hornet 

then the F35 we reduced our capability. Now we have to live with it. 

The only other solution is to buy F22’s and F15’s to replace the roll 

out of the Pig.” 

“Yeah, I can see the headlines already. ‘Defence bungles it 

again’. The media will tear us to pieces. 

“Unfortunately they would be right. But that isn’t all the bad 

news; we have observed an unusual amount of Chinese Naval traffic 

transiting through Indonesian waters into the Indian Ocean. For what 

purpose we have no idea. They also appear to be beefing up their 

units in Indonesia.”  

As Reid continued, Gordon tried to correlate the latest Intel 

with what he knew. On top of the Defence ministers brief, the 

contents of which the Prime minister was not entirely unaware of, 

there were a thousand other strands of seemingly unrelated 

intelligence, which at the moment looked as transparent as a jar of 

Yangtze River water. Too many small pieces of information suspended 

in space, most of which didn’t make sense. Continually walking 

through it helped him to organise the chaos of information. There was 

a sense of something going on, the Chinese were up to something and 

the Indonesians were either active or unwitting allies. It was more 

than strategic chess and the securing of trade routes and suppliers 
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against U.S. and western imperialism. There was something else going 

on here, a hidden purpose. 

“Antarctica.” The Prime Minister suddenly said.  

The sudden change of geography caught the Defence Minister by 

surprise. “de Vivies?” Reid said anticipating the chain of thought. 

“Yes, that’s what I was thinking, de Vivies. Why are the 

Chinese interested in de Vivies?” 

“We have no idea.” Reid shook his head. “That has us baffled. 

Perhaps like the Russians in the Arctic this is an attempt to impose 

themselves into the region.” 

“Maybe, but what does the combination of the Chinese, 

Antarctica, de Vivies and Indonesia mean?” Gordon said more to 

himself than to Reid. “The Chinese have built bases in Indonesia and 

now de Vivies, the end game being in Antarctica.” 

 “Nothing wrong with leasing some land if it’s for the right 

price. Not to mention the fact the Chinese are large trading partners 

you want to keep happy.” 

“True, but its not so much what the frogs want, it’s what the 

Chinese and Russians want in Antarctica that’s pushing them to 

greater effort? That’s what we have to find out. I have a feeling 

it’s a lot more than just influence.” He turned from his 

contemplation to look at Reid directly. “Why don’t you get some of 

your people to nosey around down there, maybe the Chinese and 

Russians know something we don’t.” 

“I will. While we are in the spy game we may as well get onto 

them into Indonesia at the same time.” 

Gordon inwardly flinched. It would have been better if he knew 

nothing about this sort of activity, but it was too late, he had 

asked too many questions and pulled himself into the loop. So be it. 

The Prime Minister considered the options for a moment. The political 

implications if such an action were to become public, or worse still 
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if the Indonesians captured or killed any of their guys, would be 

disastrous.  The least people involved in the process the better. The 

Prime Minister would take responsibility. Plausible denial wasn’t an 

option as far as he was concerned.  

“You have read about the Sitti Hawa case?” Reid asked. 

The PM nodded, it had been all over the news. 

“As you know she recently escaped and found her way here. She 

has been very co-operative in helping us identify the Laskar 

Jundullah leadership, confirming this cleric I showed you before, bin 

Mohammed bin wali al-Haqq, as the top knob. It was this sadistic son 

of bitch that ordered her to be raped.” The Defence Minister ran 

through a bunch of slides quickly before finding the one he wanted. 

“She also fingered the guy that planned and ran the Sydney 

bombing, al-Haqq’s number two. This is him, Usman El Muhammady. We 

want to grab him.” 

“I guess its pointless asking the Indonesians.” Gordon asked, 

knowing the answer. 
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The Tripod Team. Aceh, Indonesia.  

November 10 2013  

 

It had taken the team ‘Tripod’ two days to get into position. 

After a close look at the Belawan Naval base, Tripod had travelled 

south to meet up with the civilian guide for the next phase of the 

mission. 

 “De ja vu?” Warrant Officer Class Two (WO2) Gary Fulham said. 

Lieutenant Colonel Brian Hamilton looked at Fulham, but he 

wasn’t smiling. Last time he was he was here he remembered being shot 

at. He hated being shot at. 

Gary echoed his thoughts. “Last time I remember being here I 

was scared shitless.” Fulham said. He paused for a while. “Hasn’t 

changed, still scared.” But it didn’t show in his face. 

“Well it’s better than the bloody freezing cold.” After a 

recent trip to Antarctica, Hamilton had literally gone from one 

climatic extreme to another, from the coldest place on earth to the 

steaming tropics. “If you stop being scared, you become dangerous. 

It’s our black dog, our companion; it’s what drives our systems to 

perform at peak.” 

“Churchill.” Fulham said. 

Hamilton looked at Gazza. “Yes, Churchill’s black dog.  But his 

was depression.” 

 “Knew that.”  SAS training was all about understanding the 

physiological process, drawing every drop of potential that lay in 

the combination of mind and body. There was a lot of science in the 

guts of getting a tough job done. 

The extremist training camp they had visited years earlier was 

now a large Desa or village. There was still the same small old 
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pondok, but a Kampung, almost an urban neighbourhood, now surrounded 

it. 

The woman beside Hamilton looked at the scene below without 

emotion, she had lived here for a while. She was a cold as ice. Sitti 

Hawa cared not whether she lived or died, her soul torn from her body 

and mind many years before. But she had a new cause, revenge, and 

helping the Australian’s got her closer to that objective. 

Hamilton worried about her state of mind.  She had said very 

little, but he knew of her history.  

“Would you remember the faces?” Hamilton asked. 

She looked at him in surprise. “Yes.” For the first time in 

years she felt her pulse quicken to her emotions. Sitti instinctively 

knew what the Australian officer was implying. 

“Point them out to me.” He said to her, he then looked at 

Fulham. “Mark them Gaz.” 

Fulham nodded. 

The SASR officer launched an ultra miniature UAV that flew 

like, and was the size of a small dragonfly. The two SAS soldiers 

placed their field goggles on to monitor the dragonfly’s cameras.  

Hamilton flipped the lid of his TACTERM (Tough field laptop) so that 

Sitti could see the same thing. The process of scouting the village 

took two hours.  The targets were marked and Sitti was able to 

identify five of the twelve men that had gang raped her. Hamilton 

knew this had nothing to do with the mission, but Sitti had been 

pivotal in intelligence support, if he could bring her a little 

peace, he would.  Besides, the world would be a much better place 

without those crazed gang raping mother-fucking assholes he thought. 

“So how do we do this?” 

Hamilton sat back looking at the completed picture of all the 

targets on the TACTERM. “If we hit these guys before the main strike 
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we will stuff it up.  But if we don’t, there is a possibility some 

will get away. 

“Do it the old way?” Fulham looked at his boss. 

“You don’t have to do this Gaz.” 

“Yes I do.” Gary looked at Sitti. 

Hamilton nodded. 

It took an hour for Fulham to get in position. 

“This one?” Hamilton asked the girl, pointing to the screen. 

Sitti nodded. “Do it.” He said into his mike. 

Fulham acknowledged and crouched low in the undergrowth, as the 

target moved past him he stepped out quietly seizing the man’s neck 

in the vice of his powerful grip.  The man’s legs kicked in futility. 

Fulham dragged him into the jungle.  After a hundred meters he 

dropped the almost unconscious man on the ground.  Gary looked at the 

pathetic individual who was supposedly religious but could somehow 

justify rape against an innocent woman. The man’s face was crowded by 

a sparse and patchy beard. Fulham waited until the Indonesian had 

regained his breath, then he knelt on his chest and placed his face 

nose to nose with his victim. The other mans breath was fetid.  Gary 

ignored it. “Sitti? You remember Sitti, the woman you condemned to 

rape?” The Indonesian was terrified, he did remember, he could not 

understand the uproar over such a minor incident when news of it 

spread to the west. These things happened all the time. He nodded. 

“Good.” Gary drew the knife from its ankle sheath and held it 

in front of the rapists face.  He could hear and smell the man’s 

sphincter give way to complete fear. He placed the blade on his neck 

and slowly drew it across cutting deep into his throat almost 

severing the head, all the while looking into his eyes.  

While Fulham was squaring the account, Hamilton was searching 

for Usman El Muhammady. It took the better part of thirty minutes to 

locate him. He found Usman lecturing a group of Laskar fighters 
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seated on the ground on the far side of the village.  Two things 

caught his attention; the first was that all the terrorists were 

carrying Type 097 assault rifles. They could only get those from the 

Chinese. The second was Usman’s repeated reference to Tajdid, He 

couldn’t really make out the rest of what he was saying, but the 

Tajdid thing sounded important. Scouting the perimeter it was clear 

there was no way they could snatch Usman from there.  They would have 

to wait till dark; he would have to wait to find out what the Tajdid 

was. 

As night fell Hamilton kept tabs on Usman. Launching another 

MAV he following him back to his quarters. There were no sentries and 

no guards. Obviously the Laskar Jundullah had no fear of the military 

here. Usman didn’t reappear, the lights inside his hut were 

extinguished which meant he was probably hitting the sack. They 

waited till after midnight and then moved into the village. 

The Tripod team used a specialized hypodermic dart on their 

target. Usman never even woke up. When the terrorist camp arose in 

the morning they found dead bodies everywhere. The possibility of 

Usman being abducted never even crossed any of their minds. They 

assumed that he too was killed, perhaps his body dragged away by wild 

animals. Who did this was a mystery. 
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The Islamic Republic of Iran  

The Presidency Office  

Pasteur Avenue, Tehran 

 

 

EXTRACT:  Iranian  President Mahmoud  Ahmadinejad  has  again  reiterated  his  desire,  to  “Wipe 

Israel off  the map," What was unusual  this  time however, was  that China and Russia  refrained 

from criticism of  the  remarks. The U.S.  and  its  allies  see  the  statements  as dangerous  rhetoric 

especially in light of the fact that Iran was now armed with nuclear weapons. At the same time 

Israeli  officials  claim  to  have  credible  intelligence  that  Iran  already  possesses  several  nuclear 

warheads  capable  of  being  fitted  to  missiles.  Within  the  United  Nations  Security  Council,  the 

block  led by China  and Russia dismissed  such  claims  stating  that  Iran was  several  years  away 

from mating its nuclear warheads to missiles. 

 

President Mahmoud Ahmadinejad dropped the computer print out from the 

Yahoo news site onto his desk and laughed.  They were worried about 

the nukes! Good, but the unbelievers were about to find out there 

were other things just as nasty as nukes. He smiled again, it was all 

lot easier than he had imagined. Through their Muslim brothers in 

Indonesia and with a little help from the Chinese, Iran had been able 

to fashion a weapon that would strike unseen at the very heart of 

their enemies. The Chinese were desperate for oil; they had been most 

helpful. They showed little conscience in providing the critical 

technical expertise that realised a weapon, which would kill tens, if 

not hundreds of thousands of people. It had been a cunning plan, and 

better still, it was working. 

Mahmoud admired himself in the full-length mirror. Very soon, 

he would be leader of an Islamic Alliance that controlled billions of 

people worldwide. Countries that would have established pure Suriah 

law and where there was only one belief, a global Islamic nation that 
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controlled the world’s energy resources, crushing those who opposed 

with the hand of Allah. His bold plan would change the face of the 

planet. But there was much preparation, another year to prepare the 

ground and the people. Shortly he would meet Salim Emil and bin 

Mohammed bin wali al-Haqq.  Two men that would help cement this plan 

and an alliance the world had never before witnessed. 
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France Actively Selling Key Defense Technologies to China.  

Media. Int. Press Release.  

For Immediate Release  

By Vincent Gray, Media Int. Press Writer.  

 

Friday  June  01  2013.  It  is  no  secret  that  since  at  least  1990,  France  has  been  actively  selling 

defence  technologies  to China.   Under  the Presidency of  Jacques Chirac France,  twice  liberated 

from occupation  by  the U.S.  and  her  allies,  had  been  quick  to  shed  any  ideas  of  loyalty  to  her 

saviours and embarked on an active campaign  to arm China  in order  that  the communist state 

might hold parity or defeat the U.S. in a future military confrontation. The new President, Nicolas 

Sarkozy is not ‘anti American’ as Chirac, but he still presides over a defence industry selling high 

tech weapons and systems to China. 

  France  and  China  have  for  the  tenth  time  over  the  last  decade  combined  their  naval 

forces for a joint military exercise. The joint Sino‐French exercises occurred at the end of a five‐

day visit to the port city of Quingdao by the aircraft carrier Charles De Gaulle, the French frigates 

La  Fayette  and  Commandant  Birot  plus  several  other  destroyers  and  surface  combatants,  and 

three submarines led by the SSN Emeraude.                         

  The Chinese aircraft carrier; Chaoyang, destroyers Harbin, Shenzen Noshi, and the latest 

SSN Gang type 093 submarines Yichang, and Meishan; joined the French warships in eight days of 

military tactical operations. The Sino‐French exercise included offensive helicopter tactics, anti‐

submarine warfare, air strike and defence, and offensive and defensive missile operations."This 

has to be the most  'in your  face'  insult  to America  in the  last  five years while at the same time 

France blatantly prostitutes  itself  for  financial gain,"  stated a North American national security 

analyst.  "America  has  once  again  been  given  notice  that  its main  global  rival  has  successfully 

courted its former allies, some of whom have conveniently short memories."  

  Only  a  few years ago  the People's  Liberation Army Navy  (PLAN)  took  command of  its 

latest Song class  (Project 039) advanced diesel  submarine. The  new submarine meant  that  the 
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Chinese Navy became the second largest sub force in the world next to the U.S.A recent Pentagon 

report  to  Congress  on  Chinese  military  modernization  concluded  that  France  is  assisting  the 

PLAN build its advanced submarines, including provision of its latest Exocet SM‐51 Torpedo.   

  According to that report, obtained from Congressional sources, "The new version of the 

Song‐class conventional submarine  incorporated advanced Air  Independent Propulsion. Details 

of other Song  innovations  include: a skewed seven‐blade propeller, submerged anti‐ship cruise 

missile launch capability, and flank array sonars of French design."   

  China has also flexed its newly found undersea muscles. Chinese submarines have been 

spotted  operating  inside  Japanese  home waters,  a  violation  of  Tokyo's  territorial  sovereignty; 

and just off the coast of Taiwan and inside Indonesian and Australian territories. French weapons 

are now a feature on Chinese warships. France has been supplying weapons to China despite the 

so‐called ban Paris  imposed due to the human rights record of Beijing.  In fact, Previous French 

President Jacques Chirac found new and easy ways to communicate with the Chinese Navy.  

  The Chinese Navy currently employs the very latest version of  the French Tavitac 2100 

system,  a  modified  version  of  the  U.S.  NIDS  (Naval  Tactical  Data  Systems)  Link  11  secure 

communications network. The Link W system employed by China  is  an unlicensed  copy of  the 

U.S. Link 11 supplied to France. Chirac, in turn, sold the Link 11 to the People's Liberation Army 

Navy.  

  France also has  supplied surface‐to‐air missiles and anti‐aircraft  radars  to  the Chinese 

Navy.  Two  Luda‐series  destroyers,  the  Zhangjang  and  the  Zhuhai  completed mod  III  in  2008. 

Both destroyers are armed with eight round HQ‐7 point defense surface‐to‐air missile systems, a 

Chinese version of  the French  Improved Crotale. The  first project 054  frigates,  the Ma‐Anshan 

and the Wenzhou were both launched from the Shanghai shipyards in September 2003. The two 

054 warships were followed by two more in November.     According  to  the  U.S.  Naval 

Proceedings,  the 054  class warships  "bear many of  the modern design marks of  frigates being 

built  in  Europe,  including  the  first  significant  Chinese  efforts  at  radar  signature  reduction."  In 

fact,  the  Chinese  warships  are  powered  by  license  built  SEMT‐Pielstick  diesel  engines.  SEMT‐

Pielstick is currently headquartered in Paris, France.  
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Chinese Troop numbers in the Sudan increased.  

Travis  Sunderland,  an  economist  with  a  U.S.  strategic  think  tank  that  specializes  in  Chinese 

affairs, warned that the People's Liberation Army has deployed an additional 2,000 troops to the 

already 4,000 troop Garrison in southern Sudan. Vippel stated in a recent speech Senate enquiry, 

that  the  increased  Chinese  troop  strength  there  to  protect  an  oil  pipeline  in  an  increasingly 

threatening environment, China now being Sudan's largest buyer of crude.The news that China is 

expanding  its overseas  forces  in Sudan and elsewhere comes as no surprise  to Patrick Duffy, a 

human‐rights activist and Professor at Franks College.   "There  are  certainly  a  considerable 

number of Chinese troops or armed workers in southern Sudan, especially in Eastern Upper Nile. 

This area has been much less accessible than Western Upper Nile, site of the major oil‐producing 

consortium," Duffy says. But it  is also worth noting that Amnesty International reported (as far 

back as May 2000 and again in 2006) that it had received accounts from Western Upper Nile of 

heavily armed Chinese workers, who appeared ready to use their weapons.  

  China  will  continue  to  search  out  new  supplies  of  oil  for  the  foreseeable  future; 

petroleum  consumption  grows  by  approximately  10% a  year,  even  as  the  present  state  of  the 

Chinese economy makes  it especially sensitive to volatility  in  oil prices. They are desperate  for 

secure off‐shore oil sources," noted Vippel. Given China's utterly ruthless behaviour in southern 

Sudan,  future extraction ventures  ‐ whether  in Africa or elsewhere  ‐  should be a major human 

rights concern."  

  While Beijing garrisons 6,000 troops in Sudan to control the access to oil, it apparently is 

also  undertaking  an  effort  to  control  the  seas  in  order  to  acquire  and  control  oil  elsewhere. 

Beijing has made  it  clear  that  its  continued military efforts are centred on maintaining  its  sea‐

lanes of control. The Chinese government recently stated that  it has strategic  interests over oil 

supply routes and would use naval force to control these critical shipping lanes.  

  According  to  the  Hong  Kong‐based,  People's  Republic  of  China  (PRC)Wen  Wei  Po 

newspaper,  Zhang  Yuncheng,  a  specialist  in  the  government‐run  Institute  of  Contemporary 

International Relations,  said  that China would  face an energy crisis  if  its oil  supply  lines at  sea 

were  attacked.  Zhang  stated  that whoever  controls  the  Strait  of Malacca  and  the  Indian Ocean 

could  interdict  China's  oil  transport  route.  Around  four‐fifths  of  China's  imported  oil  travels 
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through the Strait of Malacca,  located between Indonesia and Malaysia,  linking the Persian Gulf 

and Indian Ocean to the South China Sea. 

  The previous Chinese President, Hu Jintao, commented that the  "Malacca dilemma" is a 

key element  to China's energy security. Hu stated,  "Certain powers (the United States) have all 

along  encroached on  and  tried  to  control  the navigation  through  the  strait."  The Wen Wei Po, 

citing a Chinese military expert,  recommended both defensive and offensive options  for a new 

naval strategy:  "One (option) is making quick reactions, including military reaction, when a crisis 

occurs...  to  display  the  strength  for  safeguarding  the  country's  interests.  The  other  is  the 

capability  of  reciprocal  deterrence.  This  means  if  your  own  international  shipping  route  is 

threatened, you can also  threaten other countries security of passage."The massive build up of 

Chinese  warships  and  submarines  is  backing  up  these  open  threats.  Chinese  warships  and 

submarines are being built to challenge the domination of U.S. forces on the high seas. It is a fact 

that America faced French weapons in Iraq. It is likely that if any conflict occurs in the near future 

between the U.S. and China, then America will once again face French weapons.  End. 
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The Kremlin, Moscow ‐ Russia 

March 5 2014.  

The Russian leader, President Vladimir Ivanovich Petrov, tapped the 

rubber end of a yellow HB pencil on the neatly printed report that 

sat on his desk.  

 "How long have you known about this Bing Qing operation?" 

Petrov asked. The Chinese term 'Bing Qing' meant 'ice clear' in 

English.  

 Colonel General, Sergey Nikolayevich Lebedev, Director of 

Agentstvo Voyennykh Novostey, Russia's Foreign Intelligence Service, 

looked around at the opulence of the President's office.  It 

contrasted strongly to his own, which was Spartan but functional. "I 

was approached by the director of the Guoanbu personally a few months 

ago." Guoanbu was the Chinese intelligence arm. "Initially we didn't 

know what to think, so it wasn't so much keeping it under wraps but 

waiting and watching.  So we put Durnovo in charge of the project … 

to see what substance existed." He paused, fishing through his 

pockets for his cigarettes. "You mind?" he asked. 

 "No, go ahead," the President said, waiting patiently while the 

other man lit up. The two men went back a long way. Lebedev had 

worked for Petrov when the President held the position of Director of 

Intelligence under Putin. They worked well together. "And you agree 

with Durnovo's findings?" The President finally asked. 

 "Absolutely, we have crosschecked the data many times. It's all 

very real. This is why we committed to the first part of the 

operation." He was referring to the air force base they were 

constructing on land recently leased from the Argentineans at Grande 

de Tierra del Fuego, paid for with Russian oil. Lebedev continued. 

"The Chinese seem to be living up to their part of the deal. We now 
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have to make sure we look after our end of the bargain." He looked at 

the President. 

 Petrov sat quietly. He had spent most of the morning reading 

the report and conferring on the phone with his Chiefs of Staff. He 

had personally rung Professor Durnovo.  Old habits died hard. He had 

already made a decision. He looked at his watch. "I have convened 

another meeting with the Chiefs of Staff in two hours. We have 

already talked." Lebedev didn't look surprised.  

 "A preliminary operational plan based on your report has 

already been drafted," Petrov said. 

 Lebedev smiled. "Excellent."  

  "But it means we have to ready our Pacific Fleet, and you have 

to have your forces in position as soon as possible.  When will the 

Georgia Aviatsion'nyi Baza be ready by?" 

 "June."  

 "Good, and the Chinese will have the Martin De Vivies base 

operational by then as well?"  

 "Da." 

 "Then your plan calls for us to move into phase two?" the 

President asked, tapping the report again. 

 Lebedev nodded. "Yes, now it becomes interesting." 

 "The Americans, do they have any idea at all?" 

 "Nyet. It appears not" 

 Were they ever going to get a surprise Petrov thought?  Finn 

must have had them all sleeping at the wheel and now they had a 

leadership crisis to manage. Too bad for them, that lapse would cost 

them dearly. After this, the USA would be a spent power, third in 

line if lucky after China and Russia. 
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The Amanab Emergency  

Papua New Guinea  

May 12. 2014.  

Natasha Braithwaite was a popular party figure in the Australian 

Greens. The press liked her and not just because she used to be one 

of them.  She was slim and featured large well-rounded breasts that 

seemed to defy gravity. She was natural camera fodder. But that 

popularity wasn’t the reason she was selected to lead the Papua New 

Guinea (PNG) Senate Investigations Committee. Senator Braithwaite was 

also particularly smart, often devouring others with a sharp 

intellect while they became lost and shipwrecked in the depths of her 

cleavage. In Braithwaite, the marriage of beauty and brains made for 

a great politician. It was the smarts that landed her the job of 

leading a team to PNG. 

 Papua New Guinea, situated less than one hundred and twenty 

five miles north of Australia, was roughly the size of California and 

populated by more than six million people. The country existed as a 

strange mixture of modern costal towns and remote tribal villages led 

by a government that had become a hive of corruption. The result was 

anarchy.  Tribal fighting was common, strongly fueled by something 

called 'raskolism' another term for gang-based crime and the reason 

for Colonel Brian Hamilton being in PNG. The guy he had snatched in 

Aceh, Usman El Muhammady, had come up with some interesting names and 

dates. One of them being Trevor Somare. Somare was nothing less than 

a bandit, but what was interesting was whether the TNI were feeding 

weapons to him and why.  

 While Hamilton searched in the heavy jungle of the Papua New 

Guinea highlands, the subject of his and Braithwaite's attention was 

much further west. 
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The Raskol's self-elected leader took a long pull from the SP Lager 

can.  It was warm.  But he and his men had got used to that.  It was 

midday at the edge of Amanab, a small Wahgi village just east of the 

475 mile border between PNG and Indonesia's Irian Jaya Province. 

 Most of his men were avoiding the heat, seeking shelter on the 

shady side of an old whitewashed church, but they could do little to 

escape the steaming humidity. His meeting with the Kopassus unit of 

the Indonesian military (Angkatan Bersenjata Republik Indonesia or 

ABRI, reverted back from the TNI in 2010) on the border had gone 

well. Now, instead of being armed with machetes and shotguns, his 

men, after quick instructions from the Indonesian Special Forces, 

were equipped with the latest Russian assault rifles. They were 

clearly itching to use their new toys.  

 The local Wahgi villagers had been rounded up and forced into 

the church. Their neat little village that was decorated with 

flowered paths was now a convenient garden bar for his men. The 

Raskols were mostly made up of Huli Wigmen from the Southern 

Highlands - tribesman with a reputation as some of the fiercest 

fighters in Papua New Guinea.  They were now getting drunk, shouting 

and sweeping the surrounding area with the barrels of their weapons.  

 After urinating heavily, carelessly splashing his boots and 

trousers, he sauntered drunkenly down towards the church, his shirt 

open and belly bulging over his military styled trousers.  He 

disappeared through the front door of the building bumping past the 

two guards he had posted.  He emerged amid yells and screams 

clutching a terrified boy, no more than 10, who struggled to get free 

from his tight grip. The Raskol's commander threw the boy into the 

center of the circle of men that had gathered.  

 "Run!" he yelled. 

 The small child stood petrified  
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 "I said RUN!" he screamed, stumbling as he pulled a sidearm 

from his holster. He shot at the child's feet. "Run, RUN, RUN!"  

 The boy stumbled backwards; his eyes glued to the gun, and then 

stood still, his small body wracked by shakes.  The Raskol's 

Commander was becoming frustrated.  

 "Give me!" he yelled to one of his men, holding out an arm. The 

Raskol reluctantly handed his new rifle to the Commander. It was a 

5.56mm AK-104, a modernized export version of the Russian AK-74. The 

Commander, swaying a little, fumbled with the mechanism. Finally 

cocking it, he aimed it at the boy. The weapon jumped in his hands, 

most of the rounds missed, but one struck the boy in the thigh 

spinning him around and another exploded into the back of his skull 

spraying blood and gristle over the ground.  For a moment no one said 

anything.  Then the Raskol's leader smiled and laughed loudly.  He 

whooped and held the rifle high.  They all cheered. The Raskol's 

leader, Trevor Somare, looked back to the Church, there was more fun 

to be had back there.  They would save the women to last. 

 Somare was little different than the men he led, just meaner 

and smarter.  He was devoid of feeling other than the satisfaction of 

his own desires.  Trying to organize the anarchy of the Raskols, as 

annoying as it was, got him closer to where he wanted to go - money 

and power, the same as most politicians. 

 After he and his men had finished with the women and left the 

village, they hiked for many miles, eventually meeting with their 

transports.  From there they headed back to the permanent base 

situated in an abandoned mining camp. There, in a small hut, the 

Raskol's Commander spread his flowing overblown body across his 

favorite chair, the front bench seat from an old Plymouth.  

 "You mean they actually bought that piece of crap?" Trevor 

Somare said, cracking another can. 
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 "Hook, line and sinker it appears," Somare's second in command 

replied. 

 "And she is actually coming up here to meet with us?" Somare 

exclaimed, even more incredulous. 

 "Yes, her and three others." He held up the printout of the 

email.  Despite the crudity of their operation they had set up a 

satellite-fed network system. 

 This was quite incredible. Trevor Somare wasn't interested in 

politics; he and his men had just found an easy way to make money -- 

looting, killing, stealing, selling drugs, in fact any illegal 

business they could think of that made money. Which is exactly what 

the TNI wanted them to do, create chaos. 

 Now the Indonesians AND some very dirty PNG politicians were 

giving him money to keep up the good work.  It truly was wonderful, 

he thought. He had just thrown the political stuff in for fun. It 

looked like the foolish Australians had taken him seriously. 

 "Fuckin A!" he laughed, a plan already forming in his head. He 

would have to talk to the Russian. The Russian would know what to do 

and how; if it were not for him they wouldn't have the guns. What the 

Russians were getting out of all this he wasn’t sure, but who cared 

anyway? 

 

The Australian Embassy. Port Moresby, Papua New Guinea  

 

The Australian Defense Attaché was caught between listening and 

looking. The woman in front of him was better looking in the flesh 

than on TV. Combined with her good looks and intelligence, she was 

very disarming.  

 If Natasha Braithwaite was aware of her looks, she did not show 

it. She was characteristically straight to the point.  "The question 

is," she said, her hazel colored eyes fixing the Attaché's attention. 
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"Have we been getting involved in local politics here?  We have it on 

good authority that Australian military personnel have used 

unnecessary force against the political group led by Trevor Somare." 

 The Australian Defense attaché very nearly rolled his eyes. 

"Can I ask who the 'authority' is?" 

"Trevor Somare," she said. "We are here to test the validity of the 

accusation." 

 The Attaché stifled a laugh. "We don't even know who this guy 

really is Senator.  From what we can gather he's nothing but a common 

hoodlum. Why we would even give him any credibility I don't know." 

 Braithwaite fumed inside. "That's what I am here to find out.  

We will speak to the local force commander and then Somare himself.  

Hopefully, we can get to the bottom of this unpleasantness as quickly 

as possible." 

 The Defense Attaché was incredulous. "Speak to Somare! Are you 

kidding?"  

 The woman's eyes didn't flinch. He pressed the issue, but 

despite arguing till he was blue in the face he finally gave up. The 

woman was as stubborn as a mule.  "I have to insist that at the very 

least you use our driver and an armed escort from the RPNGC," the 

Attaché said out of despair. She agReid to that. 

 Less than an hour later, Braithwaite stood outside the main 

compound building that housed the small contingent of Australian 

forces. She had tracked down the most senior officer there but was 

still not learning anything new. The Australian army major was no 

more helpful than the Attaché'.  In fact he showed no signs of having 

a clue as to what she was talking about.   

 The Australian major wasn’t familiar with Somare, but the 

woman’s increasingly agitated voice meant she thought he was being 

evasive. While she talked he couldn't help notice the woman's ample 

cleavage and was fascinated by the small trickles of sweat that ran 
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down her skin and the sides of her breasts. With great reluctance he 

dragged his eyes away before crossing the bridge to lechery.  

  Natasha checked the personnel sheet and looked around her in 

annoyance. Somebody must know something. "Where's Hamilton?" she 

suddenly asked. "I see according to this sheet he is the most senior 

officer here." 

 "Who?" the Major asked, this time actually playing the dumb 

part as best as he could. 

 "The Colonel!" she said loudly. 

 "Oh! Hammer" The Major said the last part quietly kicking 

himself. He shrugged.   

 Where had she heard that? "Did you say Hammer?" She asked. 

 The Major seemed to ponder that for a moment, wondering how to 

answer.  "To be honest I don't know.  He doesn't really tell us his 

schedule.  He comes and goes." He suddenly brightened. "I can leave a 

message if you like?"  

 Braithwaite was becoming very frustrated. "Can I order you to 

get him for me?"   

 The Major laughed and then stopped; who the fuck did she think 

she was?  "No disrespect Senator, but while I may have to talk to 

you, and answer your questions, there is about as much chance of you 

ordering me around as your pet cat, no disrespect," he added again, 

remembering to wipe the smile off his face and thanking God he didn't 

say pussy.  

 Braithwaite's cheeks reddened.  The Major went to say 

something, suddenly feeling bad. Natasha held up her hand, 

embarrassed. "You don't need to apologize, Major.  I do.  I was out 

of line." Her face softened. 

 Maybe she wasn't the up tight bitch she seemed, the Major 

thought.   



F111 - The Bone Yard Wrangler  [SEC=UNCLASSIFIED] 

Draft Copy 

107

107

  "This was a surprise visit," she conceded.  "Can you please 

advise the Colonel I will be back in two days and would like to meet 

with him when I return?  Could you do that?" 

 "Yes ma'am." 

 The ma'am part was beginning to annoy her. "I will be meeting 

Somare first." 

 A cloud suddenly covered the Major's face. He had been warned 

about this part.  

 Natasha continued. "Whether we talk again depends on what 

Somare has to say. There are still a lot of questions." 

 The Major's jaw clenched. "Yes, ma'am. Before the Colonel left 

ma'am he asked me to give you this."    

 She looked up in surprise. "He knew I was coming!" She was 

annoyed again. How did he know that? If he knew why didn't he wait?  

She didn't like being played for a fool.  

 The Major was still talking. "Before he left he was specific 

about you getting this," He held up what looked like a phone. "Normal 

phones are pretty useless out here, if you get into trouble, you can 

use this." The Major handed her the small cell phone device. "This is 

a SAT phone. You can call from anywhere. There's only one button and 

one number it calls." 

 "Who's that?" 

 "The Colonel ma'am." He looked at her, reading her thoughts. 

"And don't use it to just have a chat with him. He won't talk to you.  

Unless you are really in trouble, leave it alone, but carry it with 

you always." 

Natasha looked back at the major. He was very serious.  Her 

first thought, of course, was to ring Hamilton.  Now she would wait, 

at least until she returned to Port Moresby. 

 The following day the Senate Investigation Committee flew to 

Daru where they met two guides kindly provided by Somare. From there 
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they traveled overland by 4WD towards Sibidiro. But Senator 

Braithwaite and her Investigation Committee never arrived. 

 

At the same time, several hundred miles north in the jungles of the 

Enge province, Lieutenant Colonel Brian William Hamilton from the 

Australian Special Air Services Regiment stopped and checked his GPS 

readout. His team was now just 2500 yards to the east of their 

designated target. Hamilton, like the rest of his team, was silently 

threading his way through dense undergrowth, hoping that their brief 

sojourn to verify a report of bloody violence would prove false.  

Just moments later that hope was dashed; Hamilton had stopped in mid 

stride. They were still several hundred yards from the village when 

the smell hit him. Hamilton's small team all recognized it. As they 

moved forwards, the distinctive odour of burnt flesh, blood, and 

decomposition became almost unbearable.  Without being told, several 

of them separated to secure the perimeter while Brian and Sergeant 

Gary Fulham entered the town.   

 The small village was littered with fly blown corpses. The 

bodies looking like life size raggedy dolls discarded by a spoiled 

giant, many of them horribly twisted, torn and mutilated - men, 

women, children…even babies.  From the state of the Wahgi village 

women, it was obvious they had been brutally abused.  There must have 

been over sixty dead in the immediate area.  There was dried blood 

everywhere. It was unspeakable horror.  Even the battle hardened 

Special Forces troops were shocked to their core.  

 "Tribal?" Fulham asked. 

 "Nope," Hamilton replied. He looked at the beer cans and other 

rubbish littered among the bodies. "Raskols," he said. There was a 

sudden flash of gold amongst the rubbish. The Colonel squatted and 

picked up some brass shell cases.  "Looks like our Indonesian friends 

have given them some new toys as well." He placed the two shell 
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casings in his upper left pocket and turned to his imaging 

specialist. "Pat, get Tony to take some pictures and call it in will 

you." The other soldier nodded. As Hamilton spoke those words a radio 

message crackled through his small earpiece.  

 "Sierra One, this is Sierra Bravo copy over?"  

 Sierra One was Hamilton. "Sierra Bravo this is Sierra One, read 

you loud and clear," Hamilton replied. 

 "Sierra One HOTSIT, Papa India Alpha is missing." A HOTSIT was 

a hot situation message. They had given the young Green Senator the 

call sign of PIA - pain in the ass.  

 Brian swore under his breath. Damn that woman. "Sierra Bravo, 

roger that." He gave a hand signal to the others as he replied to 

Sierra One, the lead chopper. "Exfil on my smoke now," he said. They 

would have to leave the clean up and investigation to someone else 

for the moment. He flipped the smoke grenade into the middle of the 

village clearing.  Somehow the choppers would have to land between 

the bodies. 

 "Roger Sierra One, exfil now on your smoke, Sierra Bravo out." 

The chopper pilot replied, rolling in for the pickup.  

 Minutes later the Colonel watched the village disappear beneath 

the chopper's belly followed by an endless sea of blurred green 

jungle as they sped south. Somewhere along the line it had all 

stopped being fun. No, that was a bad word--these things were never 

funny.  But there had been excitement. He couldn't quite put his 

finger on the exact moment.  But somewhere, sometime, that excitement 

and the thrill of adventure had bled away from all the things that 

used to drive him. Maybe it was just age. At 42 it was probably time 

to retire and leave this stuff to younger blood.  The SASR Colonel 

shook his head to clear it and focused on the job at hand. The two 

old Hueys which should have stopped flying years ago, vibrated 

faithfully through the hot tropic afternoon. He should have been 
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sitting in a C130 heading to Cairns contemplating a cold beer.  That 

arrogant woman Braithwaite had now got herself kidnapped, and the 

very men she seemed to loathe so much, had to risk their lives to 

save her. 

 His mind wandered for a moment. It was a long time ago, he 

still remembered it like yesterday, the desert, the red sand and 

inescapable heat. An endless flat landscape covered by shimmering 

heat waves. But there was life there and for such a long time he had 

been part of it. 

 

400 Miles North West of Alice Springs. 

32 Years Previously. The young boy was confused.  His left arm was 

bleeding badly and his right hand had been punctured through in 

several places.  Afraid to death, he had stood his ground, trying to 

make sense of what was happening.  The dingo bitch was all teeth and 

saliva, blood dripping from her mouth, his blood.   

 The boy at just ten was no heavier than the Dingo. But the 

native Australian Dingo had more teeth. Three times the bitch had 

rushed him.  Three times he had punched and kicked to keep her off 

him, not making the mistake of falling to the ground.  But the loss 

of blood was making him a little woozy. He knew she was a bitch 

because of her teats. That's what gave him the clue. As he thought of 

this he heard a rifle being cocked behind him.. 

 "Stand back!" It was the strident and urgent voice of the boy’s 

father. He had to kill the dog before it attacked his son again.  

Instead of backing away, the young boy had stood between the growling 

dingo and his father's gun. The boy was covered in blood, his eyes 

wide with fear, but there something else, he was still thinking.  

 "Move back Dad…but slowly." The boy had said. 

 The father looked at the son.  There was rationale there.  He 

didn't know what, but he did know his boy. Despite the desire to kill 
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the animal that threatened his son, he lowered the rifle and stepped 

back.  Brian did the same thing.  The appearance of another large 

predator had cooled the Dingos passion.  But she stuck to her guns.   

 As they both backed off quietly there was a small whimper from 

some undergrowth near Brian.  They kept moving.  Once they were 

twenty yards away, the bitch rushed into the small brush, picking up 

a tiny pup, she looked once more at the two humans before trotting 

away. 

 "I knew it," the boy said, "she had a pup!" He yelled in 

delight, his hunch correct. 

 George Hamilton looked at his son.  It was like the boy had won 

a prize.  Despite his wounds, some of which looked quite severe, the 

kid was smiling, almost laughing. George Hamilton picked the boy up 

in his arms. There was going to be hell to pay back at the house. 

"She's a good mum." He said simply, watching as the Dingo bitch slid 

into the swimming haze. 

 Brian remembered his father's strong arms. He was a big strong 

man. He would never forget the day he died.  He had felt the last 

breath rushing from his father's lungs. Right then, he had never felt 

so hopeless. Miles from anywhere, he and his younger brother had 

buried their father. Life had never seemed so unfair. Lance had been 

stoic; he was a tough son of a bitch.  Their father hadn't pushed him 

to be that way, he just was. Lance was so young; he barely had the 

honour of knowing the man. 

 

The memory was never far away, neither many others which quickly 

followed. Brian tried to switch them off.  SAS Sergeant Gary Fulham 

watched his CO give the jungle the 10,000-yard stare.  There must be 

a lot of memories in that head, he thought. Some pretty bloody bad 

ones too.  Gary's wife had described the boss as having rugged good 

looks; he was just shy of six foot, and even in his forties, was a 
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match for any of his SF team.  The man could walk faster, further and 

carry more weight than any of them, and still operate and make 

decisions. He carried no fat; the poor bastard, Gary knew Hamilton 

never had a chance to accumulate any. He was broad shouldered, 

muscular with sandy colored hair.  He was unique. As far as Fulham 

was concerned, if Australia wanted a secret weapon, Hamilton was it. 

He watched his boss snap out of his thoughts and begin to carefully 

check his gear.  

 The field kit Hamilton was checking was a combination of 

traditional soldiering with the latest technology that was a seamless 

and integral part of their combat dress. Hamilton was using a 

Tactical Terminal (TACTERM), a portable Battlefield Intelligence 

System designed to help plan and execute the mission. Put simply, it 

was a real tough, thin laptop specially designed for field operations 

and was plugged via satellite into an international battlefield 

network called the GIG. The Global Information Grid was an Allied 

network, a super turbo version of the Internet that linked almost 

every allied unit in the world into one big information system. 

 Hamilton looked up from the TACTERM. "Gary, you got the TAI?" 

Meaning the Target of Interest. 

 "Right here!" Fulham unfolded the map. 

 "What about the T&G on the senator?" the Colonel asked, 

examining the map. He was talking about the tracking and guidance 

device they had given Braithwaite. 

 "On your screen, Sir." 

 The Colonel referred back to his portable terminal screen. The 

readout provided GPS data on the tracker device embedded in the 

mobile phone they had provided Braithwaite.  While the screen was 

great, the good old-fashioned paper map was bigger and easier to 

read.  Once Hamilton had the location isolated on the monitor, he 

poured over the map.  Hamilton wasn't happy going into a rushed 
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unplanned mission. That was exactly how you got killed. But after 

what he had seen in the village, he knew time was of the essence.  

These Raskols were unpredictable, undisciplined and uncontrolled, 

which made them very dangerous. They took innocent life just for the 

fun of it.  And although the Special Forces officer knew his team had 

superior training, eight guns against eighty were lousy odds.   

 

As Hamilton and his team flew over the jungle towards the rebel camp, 

Somare was scrutinizing his new guests.  They were all bound and 

gagged. The three men had begged and pleaded, one was crying. They 

had become really annoying. He looked at the woman, her face and eyes 

had been defiant to the last moment as they had tied and blindfolded 

her.  He had pulled her jeans off to expose beautiful white legs and 

dainty under pants. Her breasts were magnificent he thought. He had 

fondled them, her nipples hardened by fear.  They were as firm as 

they looked. He felt himself stiffen as he remembered the feeling of 

her ass in his hands and running his fingers down the muscled 

stomach, then beneath the lace panties and between her legs. That was 

good. He had to force his mind to return to the question in hand, 

dragging his eyes away from the top of her thighs and panties. 

 "How much?" he asked the only other white man in the room that 

wasn't tied up.  

 The Russian Spetznaz (SPETSialnoje NAZnachenie) officer Mikolai 

Nabialok, shrugged. "Two million at least; ask too much and it gets 

harder for the government to hide the transaction.  Remember they 

don't negotiate with terrorists." 

 Good point, Somare thought. 

 "Also," Nabialok added, "Keep them in the open." He pointed 

skywards. "Satellites, so they can be seen." 

 That was good advice too. The Russian, Somare had learned, was 

both smart and ruthless.  He had seen what the man was capable of 
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with the small boys and girls of the village, pointless cruelty that 

exceeded his own. The Russian was impressive and very dangerous.  

Somare ordered the Australians to be dragged out to his personal 

fire. The woman's breasts danced tantalizingly beneath the thin white 

cotton. Despite her defiant attitude, her body shook with fear. He 

liked that, quickly becoming aroused again. He desperately wanted to 

be between her legs.  

 

The two choppers with the SF team had taken a wide berth of the 

target, traveling 7000 yards south before turning into the selected 

landing zone.  The pilot of the first Huey came in low over the trees 

pulling the collective up hard in his left hand to arrest the rapid 

descent. The chopper flared to a stop, just feet from the ground.  

The troops were out of the Huey in seconds. The pilot then twisted 

the throttle to the stops, pushed the cyclic forward pitching the 

Huey on its nose, after a few feet of allowing energy to build in the 

48-foot rotors, he pulled back on the collective again, climbing hard 

and expertly skimming the tree line before turning south, the old 

gas-turbine spinning the big blades to produce the wop-wop-wop sound 

so many infantry soldiers loved and feared at the same time. 

 It took several hours for the SF team to cover the seven miles 

back to the target. After closing to 1,000 yards, Hamilton stopped 

and checked his TACTERM.  The real-time satellite image displayed a 

hazy outline of the encampment. The tracking signal was coming from 

one of the huts.  That didn't necessarily mean, Hamilton thought, 

that Braithwaite was there.  

 Downwind of their target, they could listen, watch and wait. 

After nearly three hours of silent vigilance, they were rewarded.  

Out of the same hut from where they had located the signal, 

Braithwaite emerged, bound and gagged with three others.  The visuals 

from the team's helmet-mounted systems were immediately relayed to an 
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orbiting satellite and into the GIG, the allied Global Information 

Grid. Back in Canberra, the Crises Action Team was watching the drama 

unfold in real time.  

 The Raskols had several bonfires burning brightly; a group of 

native women were hanging around two trucks that had arrived with 

what looked like critical supplies - more beer.  Good, boozed up they 

were easier to take on.  But also they were more unpredictable and 

could take out the hostages at any time.  After a thorough 

reconnaissance of the perimeter security, the Colonel repositioned 

the team around the target and then re-examined the scene through 

high-powered digital glasses. The Raskol boys were really beginning 

to whoop it up. The four hostages sat beside one of the bonfires 

looking scared shitless. One of the men was groping Braithwaite's 

breasts. That must be Somare, Hamilton thought. Just then another man 

emerged from the hut. He was white. 

 "Who the fuck is that?" Fulham whispered. 

 "Don't know." Hamilton didn't like surprises either.  This guy 

didn't belong to the piece of the puzzle. "Setup the directional 

mikes and video," he whispered. 

 After a few minutes they had a pretty good feed from the 

hostage group.  They listened in.  Somare and the white guy were 

talking. 

 "Russian," Hamilton said. "Sounds like he organized the trade." 

 They kept listening.  What they heard as the two men boasted of 

their village exploits made them sick. The Australians waited 

impatiently till it was dark.   

 "Ready?" Gary Fulham asked. Hamilton nodded the affirmative.  

Fulham pulled a small device from his backpack while Hamilton plugged 

a control stick onto the side of his TACTERM. The tiny device Fulham 

held was less than three inches long. Called a Dragonfly, it was one 

of the latest miniature Unmanned Aerial Vehicles, or MUAVs. 
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 "Ready!" Hamilton said. 

 Fulham threw the small UAV into the air.  Exactly like the 

insect it parodied, the Dragonfly darted off, the small beat of its 

fast moving wings barely audible. In moments it was in position. 

 "Beautiful," Brian said. The infrared eye of the Dragonfly 

hovering above the camp clearly showed the positions of each and 

every Raskol in and around the camp. "Designating," He added, moving 

the cross hairs over tightly knotted groups of bodies, pressing a key 

to designate each target and its priority. Once he was completed he 

looked back to Fulham. "Get the mortar set up and as soon as the last 

round leaves the tube we move in." He signaled the Kiwi, the nickname 

of the New Zealand trooper, holding three fingers up, pointing and 

patting the top of his head. The Kiwi nodded, he carried the minimi, 

which was capable of firing over a thousand rounds per minute. He 

would lay down the covering fire from the flank. 

 Fulham quickly assembled the mortar. The Hirtenberger 60mm 

carried a rotary self-loader on top of the barrel that took six 

rounds.  The rounds were laser-guided and extended a broad set of 

fins after leaving the tube. This enabled the projectile to steer and 

extend its range. 

 "Claymores?" Hamilton said into his mike. There was a double 

click in reply. Hamilton then transferred the imagery and control of 

the UAV to the display module in his helmet visor.  He folded the 

wafer thin TACTERM and slid it into a side pouch on his pack.  He 

gave thumbs up to Fulham. 

 Fulham pressed the trigger. There was the familiar, but quiet 

plop of the first mortar as it ejected from the tube, rapidly 

followed by five others.  The Hirtenberger was folded and packed 

before the first round fell on target.  The UAV monitoring the camp 

relayed the overhead imagery to everyone's helmet visors. They could 

alternately switch it on and off using it for reference.  The visor 
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displays erupted in bright flashes as the mortars struck, most 

exploding a few yards in the air, spraying a deadly jet of darts 

towards the ground below.  The detonation over the top of the 

hostages was a stun round. It made a very distinctive thump as it 

exploded. This was the signal to move in. 

 Hamilton and Fulham were up and running low, the infrared 

helmet visors turning night into day. A body suddenly appeared in 

front of them, raising his weapon. Fulham double tapped two bullets 

into the body and one to the head.  The body flew backwards.  To his 

left, Hamilton could now hear the roar of the Kiwi's minimi, pumping 

thousands of red tracer lines racing through the camp.  This was 

joined by streaks of white and red lights as the other SF members 

took out their targets with their Heckler & Koch G3 assault rifles. 

Twenty five yards to go, the Head Up Display (HUD) in Hamilton's 

helmet showed some of the bodies in the hostage party moving; they 

were recovering from the stun round.  He killed the overhead image on 

his HUD and dropped to his knees.  The sight on his G3 assault rifle 

was slaved to the helmet-targeting cue displayed in his visor.  Red 

colored cross hairs framed what ever the rifle was pointing at. He 

rapidly moved the weapon across each target. Some, recovering from 

the stun shot were reaching for their weapons. If not hostages, they 

took three rounds each, two shots to the body and one to the head.  

With the images of the village slaughter still fresh in his mind, he 

killed without remorse. There was rapid firing right across the mine 

pit. Some of the Raskols tried to escape into the bush.  But each 

firing team, via infrared imagery from the hovering Dragonfly, was 

quickly able to identify, track and kill them.  

 It took just two minutes; the entire campsite was suddenly 

deathly silent.  The only figures standing were friendly blue in 

color.  The overhead imagery showed no movement, apart from their own 

and the hostages. There was then the odd bone jarring shot as the SF 
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troops took care of any injured.  Again it was quiet. The Colonel, 

turning his back to the carnage, called in a report. He didn't see 

the surviving Raskol reach for his weapon.  Neither did anyone else.  

The young man slowly pulled the weapon to his chest as he lay on the 

ground, quietly checking the rifle; it was cocked.  The Raskol 

correctly identified the attacker's leader from the way he talked and 

gave orders; he would kill him at least. He took several slow breaths 

and then exploded from the ground bringing the weapon to bear. 

Hamilton was talking and didn't notice the movement till too late.   

 Fulham caught the motion in the corner of his eye, the Colonel 

was in the way, it would be close. Fulham, without waiting, fired 

just beneath Hamilton’s chin. The Colonel felt the burn of the muzzle 

flash on his neck and the shockwave of the bullet as it blew past him 

and onto its target. Fulham's round entered the Raskol's right eye 

and removed the back of his head; he never got to complete the 

trigger pull. 

 That was close. The Colonel flipped the lid of his visor open 

and looked at Fulham with a surprised expression, his neck still 

stinging, he looked at the dead Raskol and then Fulham. "Is there 

really any need for that Gaz?" he said, a slight smile creasing his 

camouflaged features. "Can you keep the noise down for gods sakes, 

I'm trying to get a call through here!" 

 Fulham shook his head, all the while scanning the surrounding 

area. Fulham was the Colonel's bodyguard.  It was his job to keep the 

boss alive while he focused on command and control. It was a job he 

enjoyed and did well. The Colonel was already legend several times 

over, time and again turning disasters into success.  There was not 

one man among them that wouldn't have followed him to hell and back 

if he asked. Hamilton always brought everyone back. If anything 

happened to the boss, Fulham knew he wouldn't be going home either. 
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 The three hostages were sitting up now and some of the troopers 

were trying to steady them.  Hamilton was talking into his 

mouthpiece. "What's your current loc stat over?" 

 "Inbound Sierra One, south east two clicks." 

 "Roger that Sierra. All hostages ready for exfil, plus three 

ready for exfil on my pointer.” 

 "Sierra One, pointer located, fifty seconds." 

 "Roger that Sierra Bravo." The Colonel, Brian Hamilton, could 

see the familiar shape of the Huey as it crested the tree lined ridge 

in front of him. "Sierra One now has you visual." 

 "Rog." 

 Brian turned to Fulham. "What about the Russian?" he asked. 

 "Hasn't been seen, looks like he bugged out early." 

 That got Brian thinking. "Somare?" 

 Fulham rolled one of the bodies over with his boot. "This him?" 

There was a neat little hole in the center of his forehead. 

 "Yep,” Brian said, “that’s him, make sure we take pictures of 

all of them." This was done pretty easily.  Whatever they were 

looking at was being recorded and relayed to ADFHQ in Canberra for 

later analysis. 

 "Secure?" Hamilton asked over the SF network.  He got rapid 

confirmations. "OK, untie them," he said to one of the troopers that 

had moved in, he pulled his helmet off enjoying the fresh air.  

Quickly the four hostages were untied and helped to their feet. 

Natasha Braithwaite shrugged off the help, stood by her self and 

looked coolly towards the Colonel. He glanced at her quickly, their 

eyes locked. 

 Natasha tried to make sense of what was going on. During those 

frightening last moments of the ordeal, when there were explosions, 

gunfire and screams, she was sure she was going to die. It was after 

that she had heard his voice. Now she looked into the eyes of the man 
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that had come to save her, the eyes were piercing and unemotional.  

She then looked around her; all she could see was carnage. 

 The returning choppers flared in the darkness. The hostages 

were rapidly loaded followed by the SF team.  It was starting to 

rain, time to go. It would take several days before anyone visited 

the mining site. No one would miss these people. Indeed, if it had 

not been for Braithwaite's complaint to the Senate, it would all have 

been forgotten. 
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Vostok Station, Antarctica 

Hong Liu, now a senior officer in the PRC’s Ministry for State 

Security, scraped his boots on the thresh hold leading into a Russian 

mobile. It was the office of Professor Nelomai Ostaf'ev syn Olfer'eva 

Durnovo, head of Russian Vostok science and drilling team. 

“It’s the Australian again.” 

Hong already knew. He had seen him. “Hamilton.” 

“Yes. I thought you were going to do something about him?” 

Durnovo, so close to the prize after so many years of painstaking 

effor labouring under choking security conditions, was understandably 

nervous. “We are that close.” He held his thumb and forefinger 

together to illustrate the point; it reminded Hong of Maxwell Smart. 

Durnovo continued, “I think he suspects something.” 

“So do I, but I don’t think he has any idea what IT is.” Hong 

replied. 

“I don’t think we can take the risk. The question is; are you 

going to do something about it, or should I ask my people.” 

“I will handle it.” Hong said. If he had taken offence he 

didn’t show it. “Personally.” He looked the Professor in the eyes. 

Durnovo looked away. Hongs dark emotionless eyes were every bit 

those of a killer. He didn’t ask Hong how he would ‘handle it’. 

As Hong left the office he looked back at the professor behind 

his desk. He even looks a little like Maxwell Smart he thought. He 

walked back to the Chinese camp. The next flight out was still a few 

days away. There were more flights than usual, ostensibly Chinese and 

Russian supplies to support the drilling operation. This was mostly 

true, but there was more than just food and drilling equipment on the 

aircraft. He would fly via Martin de Vivies to Indonesia and then 

back to Perth, Australia. It was time to pay the prying Australian a 

visit. His solution to the problem was crude. But in the past he had 
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found the method effective and permanent. The Russians had been 

knocking off journalists and anyone else that asked too many 

questions for years. It seemed to work for them as well, why fix 

something that works? 

It took Hong the better part of five days to make the trip, 

jumping from one military flight to another before catching a 

commercial flight out of Jakarta. Once in Perth he gathered his team 

together and prepared the mission. This took almost two weeks and 

included training exercises in the desert to rehearse as best they 

could. When he thought they were ready he set in motion the 

timetable. Finally the surveillance team told him what he wanted to 

hear. The target was in his apartment, there was little activity in 

the area and the sun would be behind them. It was time to move. 
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Perth, Western Australia 

Hamilton eased back into the comfort of the large sofa that dominated 

the small lounge in his apartment. He had not seen or heard from the 

Senator or her companions since he had rescued them.  But obviously 

they had been busy. The document he was reading was an official 

reprimand for excessive use of force in Papua.  He figured his career 

was effectively ground to a halt. The Senate Committee had reviewed 

the combat footage from the SF helmet and UAV cameras.  They never 

looked at the massacre in the Whagi village and were scathing in 

their criticism of how the crisis was handled. Looking from his small 

apartment over the Swan River in Perth it all seemed far away and 

remote. 

 He picked up the other letter, a crisp fresh A4 sheet that lay 

next to a freshly stamped envelope.  This was one he had written.  It 

was his resignation. He sipped his scotch. Bitch, he thought, he 

wasn’t normally prone to those feelings, and maybe he needed some 

head space. He pulled out the RosenBridge contract from under a pile 

of papers. The RosenBridge Foundation was made up of a group of 

scientists researching magnetic anomalies; they contracted him 

routinely to investigate the Vostok anomaly. It was an authorised 

activity that was also in the interest of the government. Besides, he 

was sure there was something going on between the Russki’s and 

Chinese. They were drilling down to the lake and getting close to it, 

for the scientist’s that was all very exciting. But he had sensed an 

undercurrent, some of the characters he ran into didn’t give him the 

vibes he had expected and he was sure they were either military or 

Intelligence types. Why would they be down there? What made the drill 

program a security matter? He would have to dig a little deeper this 

time. 
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It had only been a few months since his last trip, but 

RosenBridge wanted him back there again. Maybe another trip to 

Antarctica would help keep him busy and not so pissed off. At least 

it wasn't dangerous. 

 He looked at the phone.  Should he call Lance? For some reason 

he felt ashamed. Logically he knew he had nothing to be ashamed of. 

But Lance was his younger brother.  He didn't want to disappoint him. 

He bent to pick up the phone; there was a crash and the scotch glass 

on the table exploded in his face.  

 Hamilton rolled instinctively, his eyes stinging from the 

scotch and his face from the pinpricks of broken glass. There were 

two more thuds as high velocity rounds punched through the ranch 

sliders.  Brian scrambled as even more rounds came through the wall 

and smacked into the floor. Thermals! Someone was shooting at him 

with a thermal sight; they could see and shoot him through the wall! 

More rounds, big calibre, ploughed through the brick facing like it 

wasn't even there, the mortar, brick and dust exploding through the 

apartment. Christ, the rounds kept coming.  Whoever the attackers 

were - he assumed more than one - they were not going to give up till 

they got him. 

From a rooftop behind Hamilton’s building, Hong Liu examined 

the apartment through highly specialised infrared gun sights. With 

the Bing Qing operation so close to completion, like Durnovo he 

wanted to remove any risk of exposure. The chances were Hamilton knew 

nothing, but it was a chance Hong wasn’t going to take, not with the 

stakes so high. He jerked his head with irritation motioning his 

small team to keep firing. Shouldering his own weapon, The Station 

Chief for the Second Bureau of the Chinese Ministry for State 

Security took aim again and fired. They had just minutes before they 

had to move, but in that time he was willing to destroy the entire 

building if that’s what it took to kill Hamilton.  
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