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​ Chapter One. Mission
Accomplished

A shot rang out
and then a second. Gordon Granstien, the Prime Minister of Canada,
moaned softly and fell heavily. There was a momentary stunned
silence, then pandemonium. Above the din the Peace Tower clock
struck high noon; it was the first of July, 2013.

The medical
team quickly surrounded Granstien, turning him over on his back and
holding his head up until a borrowed blanket was placed under his
head. Undoing the shirt buttons a medic proceeded to block the flow
of blood. In less than a minute an ambulance moved in with siren
wailing and lights flashing. The Prime Minister was loaded aboard
and quickly driven away, ambulance attendants working feverishly
to stop the loss of blood and to connect life support systems.

Members of the
official party either froze, threw themselves on the ground or
turned to go back to the street. Two security officers took
Governor General Stewart Whiteowl by his arms and rushed him back
toward the entrance. Children along the Parliament Hill walkway
began to scream and cry, running toward their parents or just to
get away. Television cameras kept rolling, the commentators’ voices
rising in pitch and volume, in both official languages. The rest of
the security detail ducked low, drew their pistols and scanned the
crowd, a look of panic on their faces.

A man in a
white smock slowly stepped forward from the front echelon of the
crowd, his hands over his head and a resigned look on his face. His
plan had worked; he had gone unnoticed, standing close to a small
medical team in white coats. Two RCMP members now lunged at him and
threw him roughly to the ground, handcuffing his hands behind his
back.

“Where’s the
gun?”

“In my pocket,
you can have it.” Tony Becker answered without emotion.

“Is there
anyone else with you?” one shouted while the others glanced at the
crowd and began talking on their communications systems.

Tony did not
answer, but laid there placid and satisfied. I got the
son-of-a-bitch, he thought. I’ve done it, I’ve saved the country
from his evil.

Tony still had
seventeen bullets remaining, bullets he would never need again. His
mission was accomplished, he had shot the man who was destroying
Canada with his hateful program to develop nuclear weapons. The man
and the program that caused Beth’s miscarriage. Beth and Ron were
avenged and the program will be stopped. He was sure of that. He
had no other ambition, no urge to survive, nothing more to achieve.
He felt at peace and smiled as he looked through vacant eyes at the
anxious policemen.

His mind went
over the events that began two years ago. They were good times,
early retirement to be enjoyed with a caring wife, a place in
Phoenix to play golf during the winters, good American friends, a
healthy family. But slowly the good things were destroyed by
American arrogance, by bad luck, and the final and most resentful
blow, by a spiteful Prime Minister whose ego scrambled his vision.
Who had decided to arm Canada with nuclear weapons to piss off the
Americans. Beth lost her baby because of this, because Granstien
challenged America’s obsession with its security.

By shooting
Granstien Tony knew he would turn the clock back to the good old
times.








​ Chapter Two. A Missile
Crashes

Tony remembered
the beginning of the destruction of his good life. The incident
happened almost two years earlier. He ruefully recalled that he did
not realize what influence the lost missile would have on his life.
Although the news was disquieting even then, much of it was played
out in the privacy of cabinet offices, away from the eyes and ears
of the peaceful and content Canadians.

August 16, 2011
was a sultry, sleepy day in North Bay Ontario, a day to think about
boating on the cool, deep Trout Lake and the beer and barbequing
afterwards. The staff in the underground Canadian Sector Air
Operations Center went about their jobs methodically, a little
bored and impatient for their shift to end. An unexpected incident
quickly brought them out of their lethargic state. The first alarm
sounded at 13:17 Eastern Daylight Time.

An unidentified
object had entered the North Warning System radar coverage, had
been tracked from Alaska across the Beaufort Sea and then lost
altitude and disappeared between Melville and Banks islands in the
Canadian Arctic. Radar contact was lost at 13:29, recorded as
17:29 Greenwich Mean Time. GMT, also expressed as Zulu which
represented Greenwich Mean Time, was six hours ahead of Colorado
time. The information was electronically received from the North
Warning System radar sites, which tracked the object on a west to
east trajectory. It was computed as having departed from the
vicinity of Fort Greely, Alaska.

The Center
promptly forwarded the information to the North American Air
Defense Headquarters in Colorado Springs, Colorado, in accordance
with its operational instructions. From there it was to be passed
to the respective authorities in the USA and Canada. North American
Air Defense Headquarters received the report at 17:35 GMT. The
commander of the North Bay Center considered the incident unusual
enough to also inform the operations center in National Defense
Headquarters in Ottawa.

By the time the
information arrived in Colorado Springs the enormity of the
incident was becoming clear. Brigadier General Doug Stewart was the
senior officer on duty in a peripheral command post, and with a
small staff was passively monitoring a secret Anti Ballistic
Missile System intercept test. This group of senior officers, none
of them Canadian, were also tied into the test’s communications
system.

This command
post was an adjunct to the main command center and was seldom
occupied except for special monitoring duties. A side entrance door
could be used to avoid drawing attention to the occupants. The
soft blue interior lighting was accented by amber and green
digitalized displays on two main status boards and by the usual
bank of networked, high-speed computers in front of the assigned
staff. Comfortably furnished with firm, ergonomic chairs and
pleasantly cooled to a steady 70 degrees Fahrenheit, the noise-free
room was a state of the art operations center.

Along with a
few select agencies elsewhere in the USA, they monitored the final
hours of preparation, followed by the physical activation of the
test that included the firing of the simulated attack missile from
a remote Pacific site. At the appropriate time the missile system’s
X-band radars were to determine time, space and speed factors, and
launch the dedicated interceptor missile.

The NORAD staff
was acting on behalf of its Commander in Chief and was tasked to
report the results plus any anomalies. The members were aware that
the interceptor missile was armed with a high explosive warhead to
try and neutralize the attack missile. They were anticipating an
interesting day and hoping that it would result in a real success.
For the missile program’s sake a success was sorely needed.

Suddenly an
observer muttered in a worried voice, “What the hell is going on?
The missile’s gone crazy!” At 17:11 GMT the computerized activator
at Fort Greely fired the interceptor, but selected a
nuclearequipped interceptor instead of the scheduled one armed
with a conventional warhead. The nuclear interceptor’s on-board
computer had not been programmed with the test data, therefore
should not have been capable of being released. However, either a
computer glitch or human error had allowed it to be fired, but it
left its silo without directional or any control.

The booster
rocket quickly accelerated the interceptor on a westerly
direction, then the interceptor began a lazy left turn away from
the Pacific, finally stabilizing on a northeast course. Without any
active computer input it ran on its stabilized course until its
fuel was consumed then followed a natural trajectory downward,
terminating in a freefall splashdown in the McLure Strait between
Banks and Melville Islands, nuclear weapon and all. And slowly
settled to the ocean floor in some 1200 feet of cold water.

The command
staff that ran the test was located at Vandenberg Air Force Base,
west of Santa Barbara California. Major General Clem LaFrance,
commander of the United States Air Force’s 30th Space Wing, was in
his command post with the dedicated test team. The Wing managed the
Department of Defense space and missile testing. They had worked
long and hard to make this a success, sensing that the future of
the missile system depended on the results of each test. Although
the program was a political favorite they knew that at some point
Congress would give up funding it if the system continued to
produce marginal results. A successful intercept was becoming a
necessity.

When it became
clear shortly after launch that something disastrous was happening
at Fort Greely many felt as if years of hard work had been lost.
Others, including the commander, realized that their personal
careers were at stake. The first words came from the commander and
were directed to the wing commander in the Fort Greely, Alaska,
missile complex.

“Colonel
Foster, what the hell happened? We seem to have no control over the
interceptor. What have you got?’

Foster could
not believe what he was seeing. The interceptor scheduled for this
test was housed in silo number 22. Instead, the one in silo 12 was
activated. Silos 10, 11 and 12 housed the nuclear tipped
interceptors. Is this real, he thought, or is this a nightmare?

“General,” he
blurted, his heart pounding in his chest, “it’s very bad news, Sir.
We’ve launched one of the nuclear birds.”

“You what?” the
general exploded, “how the hell is that possible? They were almost
completely deactivated. They’re not even tied into the command
software. What the hell is going on?”

“I don’t know
what to say to you. But yes, my console shows that number 12 fired
and has launched. And now appears out of control.” Foster replied,
sweat beading on his forehead.

Members of
Foster’s staff would later remark in a mixture of awe and pity at
how the boss broke into a sweat, shirt blotched and rivulets of
water running down his chubby face and down his puffy neck. “It’s a
wonder he didn’t have a heart attack right there,” they said.
“Hell, I almost had one when I saw which silo light came on.”

“I see that,
Foster.” the general barked, “It appears to be turning towards the
Arctic. Let’s monitor this fiasco as long as possible. In the
meantime I want you to place the whole base under security and
ensure nothing is disturbed. Make sure the military police guard
the three silos, 24/7.”

“Yes, Sir.”

“By the way,
I’m ordering an immediate inquiry. The Board will arrive tomorrow.
You’ll be relieved of command tomorrow at noon. I don’t have any
choice.”

“I understand.
I wish I could say I’m sorry, but I know that does-n’t cut it. I
have a good staff here, a good hard working team. And I am sorry
for them. They deserve better than this, whatever it is. I’ll make
sure that security is tightened. We’ll do whatever we can to help
the board.” Foster was drained and white as he shifted his
attention to the computer console and began to watch the target as
it neared the limit of the radar.

How could this
happen was the thought that ran through everyone’s mind. Was it
software, wiring, or sabotage, a deliberate plan to embarrass the
USA and kill the program? Heads will roll for sure, the President
will be furious and rightly so. This one is a first class screw up.
Almost beyond imagination.

Major General
LaFrance immediately rang the special number in Colorado and when
Brigadier General Stewart answered, he said, “We’ve got a problem,
General Stewart, a major problem. The interceptor that was
accidentally released at Fort Greely was one of our specials. A
nuclear weapon as the warhead. This info is highly classified.

“That
interceptor was not programmed and should not have fired up. It
appears to have gone down in the Canadian Arctic, it’ll be a major
incident. There is no chance of a detonation; however, the Canucks
are not aware that we have some with nukes. There will be hell to
pay. They’ll shit when they find out.

“I’ve ordered
an investigation. Brief your boss immediately. He’ll have to inform
the President ASAP, before any word leaks out that one is in
foreign waters. Have your commander call me if he needs more info.
In the meantime we’ll gather up as much as possible and get it to
you, in the usual manner. Any questions?”

“I’ve got a
problem here, General, the commander is in New York and the deputy
is the acting commander. He’s a Canadian, as you know, and I don’t
think...”

“No, for God’s
sake, don’t tell him. Pass it through the American chain. Figure it
out. Or get through to Commander in New York. The Canadians will
find out soon enough, but no sense putting the deputy in a hot
spot. I have to go, General, and you have to get going. I’ll have a
Situation Report in your hands in ten minutes.”

With that he
hung up, leaving Stewart with a dilemma on his hands.

Stewart hung up
the phone, slightly dazed, looked at his staff and said, “What a
screw-up! They’ve lost an anti-missile interceptor with a nuclear
warhead! It’s somewhere in northern Canada. Jack, see if you can
locate the boss in New York. His office should have a number, but
be careful. Talk to Americans only. Keep it away from General
Roy.

“Have the boss
call me here on a secure phone. Or better still, if he has a
problem finding a phone immediately, have him call me and I’ll tell
him what I can and get him to call back. Interrupt him in whatever
he is doing. We have to brief the President. OK, get going.”

A staff
member handed him the message from the North Bay Operations Center.
The time was 17:37 GMT. It read, Unidentified object entered the North
Warning System radar coverage at 17:17 GMT, tracking 080 True at
approx 140,000 feet then descended and appeared to terminate at
74°40’00”N 116°10’35’W in McClure Strait in the Canadian Arctic at
17:30 GMT. Info passed to National Defense Headquarters, National
Defense Operations Center.

So Ottawa has
been told. Not good. The phones will soon be ringing all over the
place. The Deputy Commander will be looking for answers in no time.
Hope he’s having a late lunch, Stewart muttered mostly to
himself.

Then to staff,
“Call through to North Bay and confirm they have frozen the data
for an hour before to an hour after. We’ll need a copy
immediately.”

He turned to
another staff member and said, “Adrian, get General Samuel on the
line. I better get him in on this. Thank goodness it’s miserable
outside or he’d be on the golf course. Anyhow, he has to be here
when I talk to the Commander. Tell him it’s an emergency and that
I’m asking that he come as soon as possible.”



​ Chapter Three.
Informing the President

The secure
phone rang at 18:05 GMT and Stewart immediately picked it up,
“Stewart here.” His voice was crisp and carried an edge of
urgency.

“Good
afternoon, Doug, it’s Don Burnett. I’m glad your staff caught up
with me so quickly. You seem to have a problem. What is it?” As
always the NORAD Commander in Chief sounded relaxed and
undisturbed. He was known and liked for his quiet unassuming style
and respected for his quick intelligence and calculating
decisiveness. A tall lanky Nebraskan nearing the end of an
illustrious career, General Burnett led his command with confidence
and enjoyed the admiration and respect of all ranks.

“Sir, is
your phone secure?” When assured that it was, Stewart went on, “We
have a major issue on our hands. General Samuel is here in the Blue
Command Post with us. As you know 30th Space Wing is running an anti-ballistic missile test today
and my team is monitoring. It appears the wrong interceptor missile
was fired. An interceptor with a nuclear warhead was released at
17:11 GMT. The onboard computer was not programmed so it went
aimless after lift-off, turned to the northeast and flew until it
ran out of fuel, then crashed into the McClure Strait between two
Canadian islands. We have some coordinates from the radars. We
also know that Canadian Defense Headquarters in Ottawa was
notified.

“General
LaFrance called at 17:20 GMT and passed this on, and wanted me to
get this to you as soon as possible. We have not talked to the
Deputy, but apparently he has tried to locate General Samuel. One
more point, Sir, General LaFrance wants you to call him to clarify
and confirm all this. We can patch you through to him now if you
like.”

“Good, you’ve
taken all the right steps, Doug.” General Burnett was all business
now. “Let’s see, it’s 18:08 GMT, 57 minutes since liftoff. The
weapon should not be lethal in its present state. I have time to
confirm beyond reasonable doubt that it is what it is. No sense
getting the President pissed off twice. He’ll be bloody mad anyhow.
Patch me through to LaFrance now, please. By the way, I was next to
the army recruiting depot in New York when your staff caught up
with me and we managed to snare the depot commander’s secure phone.
OK, go ahead and patch, I’ll wait.”

A minute later
the connection was established with General LaFrance. “Good
afternoon Sir, this is LaFrance. Glad they found you quickly.”

“Hello Clem,
quite a can of worms. Do we have your report yet?”

“Not yet Sir, I
wanted an eyeball confirmation in Fort Greely that it was a nuke
that was fired. Just received the call from Colonel Foster
confirming we launched one. It’s absolutely embarrassing, General,
but confirmed. The report will be sent to you in a minute.”

“OK Clem, this
was my main reason for calling. Good luck to you. You know you’ll
need it. The program should survive, but there’ll be hell to pay
all over. The Canadians will be bloody livid. I’ll get on with the
next step, so send in everything you’ve got. Oh, and Clem, I’ll see
what I can do to help.”

With that the
staff disconnected the line to Vandenberg. Stewart acknowledged
that he was back on and that General Samuel wanted a word. Burnett
heard the handover and said. “Sam, we have to figure out the
routing to the President. We can pass directly to him, I suppose,
or through the Chairman of the Joint Chiefs or to the President’s
Chief of Staff. What does the good book say?”

“The book says
this has to be forwarded immediately to the Chairman for
consultation. He may tell you to brief the President yourself. If
so, we’ll have an executive summary report ready very quickly and
will forward it as soon as you tell us to. We can send you a
preliminary immediately, while you speak with the Chairman, if
that’s what you want. And one to him as well.”

“OK Sam,”
Burnett replied, “I’ll call the Chairman now. Send the summary to
the depot commander’s office here, attention to me. I’ll get the
commander to give you his fax number. By the way, please call
General Roy and tell him there is an emergency, ‘American eyes
only’ for a couple of hours, but that I will personally brief him.
We don’t want him to be told anything before the President is
briefed. It’ll keep him clear of conflict if he is called in front
of an inquiry or parliamentary committee. OK? Good. Now here’s the
depot commander with the fax number. I’ll be in touch with you
during the next 90 minutes. And tell Doug that he and his staff
handled this very well.”

Eight minutes
later, at 18:25 GMT, General Burnett was back on the line, this
time to the Chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff, General John
Dineley. “Good afternoon, John, thanks for taking the call. I know
you are busy with your meetings. By the way, how are things
going?”

“Hi Don, well
it’s been a normal day, but if you are calling, something tells me
that you’ll change all that.” They were old friends and went back
to Vietnam days. “So what have you got, old buddy?”

“Not good
news, John, I’m afraid. I need some guidance. You are about to get
a top secret Executive Summary from NORAD reporting on today’s
missile test. The interceptor that was fired was one of the nuclear
ones; they had three I understand. I spoke to Clem LaFrance at
30th
Space Wing and he confirmed
beyond doubt that there has been a major fuck-up and the wrong
interceptor was released. Its computer system was not programmed
and it changed course after lift-off. It eventually went down in
the Arctic Ocean, between two Canadian Islands. The Canadians are
claiming sovereignty over that water. We don’t agree. Anyhow, we
have a nuclear warhead on the ocean floor, in disputed
waters.

John Dineley
was quiet for what seemed like a minute, and when he spoke his
voice was strained. “How in hell did we get ourselves into this
kind of a pickle? Was it bad judgment, bad planning, bad luck or
intentional? Does someone want to kill this program? The President
will be looking for blood. He’ll have his work cut out to explain
this to the Russians and to the international anti-nuclear
community. I can’t even begin to think of the impact on Canada. I
believe they are in the middle of an election campaign. God, the
pot will boil over for sure. The President will not be a happy
man.”

Burnett
interrupted, “The President has to be told. Do you want me to brief
him by phone? I’m in New York, but have been on the problem for an
hour or so.”

“I am inclined
to ask you to brief him by phone now, and then we’ll get the rest
to him as soon as possible. I also want you to catch the first
flight and get here tonight. There will be lots to do tomorrow,
likely a National Security Council meeting. Are you traveling in
one of your own aircraft? Have you anything scheduled for
tonight?”

“I have a
dinner with a Vietnam Veterans Association, but it’s an early
dinner and we can probably be airborne by 10:00 PM. That’ll make me
available all day tomorrow. By the way, LaFrance seemed to have
handled this pretty well; he’s a dedicated professional. He’ll feel
responsible; he already feels like an alligator took a chunk out of
his ass. Now I’d better get to the President, through his Chief of
Staff, don’t you think?”

“Sure Don, I’ll
have you patched through to his Chief of Staff. Stand by. And I’ll
talk to you after you’re finished, if there’s anything left of you,
of course.”

Burnett
chuckled. “Thanks old buddy. We survived Vietnam and I’m only a
year away from retirement. Could be golfing sooner, you think?
Anyway, will talk to you as soon as this is over. And I’d like to
ask you to brief the Air Force Chief.”

While the patch
was being connected, Burnett listened to the process, quickly
scanning the secure fax that had just been brought in by the depot
commander. He looked the commander square in the eye and cautioned
him to maintain complete secrecy regarding the content. He noted
that the information was in order, no changes or additions
included.

He heard the
connecting ring and the phone being picked up. “White House Chief
of Staff, Dan Fields here.”

General Dineley
had given Fields a quick overview prior to the patch being
finalized. Fields was told that there was a nuclear problem and it
had to be presented to the President. General Burnett as Commander
in Chief NORAD had that responsibility and was about to be patched
through.

“Good
afternoon, Sir,” General Burnett said, “I expect you know I have to
speak to the President about a nuclear incident. Is he available
now?”

“I’m going to
ask you to hold for about 10 minutes, or less. The Nigerian
ambassador is on a scheduled visit, but should not stay much
longer. I’ve given the President a signal that something is up so
he will not dally once their main issues are discussed. Now, I’ll
have to ask you to hold, but will be back as soon as the President
is free. If we lose the line, the secure number here is 202 222
3222. Ok General?”

“I’ve got it.
By the way, is the President having a good day?”

“So far,
General, so far. Why do I think that you’re about to change that?
Hold on.” Fields replied, a resigned tone in his voice.

In what seemed
like a long ten minutes Fields came back on the line. It was now
18:51 GMT, an hour and forty minutes since the initial firing of
the interceptor, and an hour and twenty-two minutes since the
interceptor was calculated to have crashed. Burnett was beginning
to feel impatient.

“General
Burnett, are you still there? Good, the President is coming on,
standby.”

“Good afternoon
General, I understand you have some bad news. Go ahead, shoot.”
Johnson sounded resigned. It was apparent that Fields had prepared
him.

“Yes Mr.
President, I do. I’ll give you the facts, then answer any questions
I can, if that’s fine with you, Sir.”

Hearing
nothing, he went on, “An anti-ballistic missile test was scheduled
for today with an explosive warhead interceptor to be fired from
Fort Greely. For an unknown reason one of the nuclear tipped
interceptors was fired instead. Its on-board computer was not
programmed so the interceptor was completely uncontrollable. After
liftoff it climbed westward then turned around and headed back in
a northeast direction. It stayed airborne until it ran out of
propellant then disappeared into the Arctic Ocean between two
Canadian arctic islands. It disappeared from radar contact at 1:29
PM Washington time. That’s about an hour and twenty-five minutes
ago.”

The President
was silent and Burnett thought he could hear him breathing. Then,
in a cold voice he said, “OK General, who fucked up? Who’s
responsible?”

“I can’t say,
Sir, a computer program glitch likely, or finger problem in Fort
Greely or, worst case, sabotage. An inquiry has already been
started. We’ll find the cause, we have to. In the meantime your
Chief of Staff will have a summary of the accident report for you a
few minutes after we finish this conversation.

“Now, if I may,
Mr. President, there is a lot of damage control to action. So far
very few are aware that we lost a nuclear weapon. Except in Fort
Greely, perhaps, and General LaFrance has directed that the base be
completely secured. Some explanation will have to be given to
Canada. They know an object has crashed and will suspect an
interceptor from Fort Greely. My deputy, General Roy, and some
senior Canadians staff will know, but at this time are not aware
that a nuke was involved. We must retrieve the warhead as soon as
possible. The Canadians will not be happy.”

The President
interrupted, “My God, General, the whole world will jump on us if
it finds out. The Russians and the Chinese will be furious. And so
will the Europeans. As for Canada, they’re in the middle of a
bloody election and this will mess it up completely. They are a
nation of peaceniks and environmentalists, and now this. Prime
Minister Ouellette asked me to delay this test, but I gave the
go-head. Because the air force anticipated a successful
intercept.

“I can’t
believe that this is a simple computer error. I smell human error,
or sabotage to screw up the program. I want heads to roll to let it
be known I will not tolerate such failure or stupidity or whatever
it was.”

“Mr. President,
can I speak freely?”

The President
was taken aback, unused to such bluntness when he was angry. “OK
Burnett, go ahead, but bear in mind that I am shaken over this.
What’s your point?”

“Sir, seems to
me that the most important objective is to save the missile
program. America needs this system to protect ourselves from the
nuts in this world. It’s also the technological entry into future
defensive postures for the U.S.

“If public
investigations are conducted to find someone to hang, the media
will get in on it and keep it public for a long time. However, if
the problem was faulty software, damage control will be much
easier to manage. It’s hard to hang a software program. Perhaps a
programmer or two, but that won’t generate as much coverage as
firing a bunch of generals.

“In the
meantime the Joint Chief can conduct a thorough, quiet inquiry and
take action without disrupting the program. If someone really
screwed-up he’ll be hung, quietly, out-of-sight behind the
woodshed.”

“It sounds like
you’re protecting some generals, General; however, I take your
point, General, it’s sound. And we have to save this system. OK,
speak to the Chairman and get the ball rolling. Also, I want you in
town tomorrow morning. Dan will set up a meeting and I want you to
be available.”

He was quiet
for a few seconds then carried on. “I must say, though, this is one
hell of a mess. We’ll all be ducking. Good day, General.”

Burnett exhaled
a sigh of relief then began dialing General Dineley. At least he
had prevented a wholesale public bloodbath. Or so he thought. The
President was having second thoughts.

General Dineley
was relieved when his secretary interrupted the meeting to tell him
that General Burnett was on the line. He was anxious to hear his
report. “Hello, Don, I take it you survived. Let’s have it.”

“The President
is very pissed-off. Wanted to find a scapegoat, but settled down
when I suggested that a public search will encourage the media to
take over the inquiry and give the program a huge black eye. I
recommended that we go about this quietly to save the program. He
agreed at the moment, but you know him better than I do. He said
he’d call a meeting for tomorrow to decide on the damage control
steps. He’ll have to take a position quickly, to pre-empt a
possible leak.

“Now John, I
expect you have informed the Secretary of Defense and called the
chiefs to brief them. Also, the weapon will have to be found and
secured as soon as possible. But there may be a problem. The
Canadians claim that waterway and may not be cooperative, at the
political level anyhow.”

Dineley
interrupted, “I wanted to hear from you first and will speak to the
Secretary and the others now. By the way a report has also arrived
from 30th Space
Wing.”

“OK, and I have
to talk to my deputy, but don’t know what to tell him. He’s not
likely to find out about the nuke without my authority, but if he
does, he’ll be obliged to report to his Canadian superiors. And the
lid will be blown off. If I don’t tell him soon he’ll feel
slighted, if I do he’ll have to report to Ottawa.

“It’s my
intention to let him know that we have a confirmed lost
interceptor, but I will not mention the nuclear part until after
the President makes a decision tomorrow. What do you think?”

“I agree with
that, but it’s your call.” Dineley replied. “Thanks Don, you’ve
handled this well. Now I’ve got some work to do. Call me tomorrow
morning. If something comes up tonight, we’ll catch up with you
tonight. Have a good dinner and a good flight. Tomorrow will be
trying. See you then, old friend.”

General Burnett
had one last call placed, this time to his deputy in Colorado
Springs. Lieutenant General Pierre Roy was interrupted at a meeting
in his office. “Good afternoon, General,” Roy said when the call
was patched in, “how’s your day been, Sir?”

“Good day
Pierre, as you know the turkeys in 30th Space lost an interceptor missile and it appears to have
crashed into the Arctic, somewhere between a couple of your
islands. Doug Stewart was monitoring the test for me and tells me
that the interceptor’s on-board computer was at fault. I’ve had to
treat it as a national problem, US Eyes Only, until I had a chance
to speak with General Dineley.

“The weapon
turned 180 degrees after launch and apparently stayed airborne
until the propellant was exhausted. Now, I know you have the North
Bay report, and I understand it’s been sent to Ottawa by North Bay.
Have the fireworks started?”

“I’ve had a
couple of calls from the chief of operations in National Defense
and told him that I’ve been waiting to talk to you.” Roy replied,
“They want something concrete to pass up to the political masters.
I’ll have it pieced together now and send it in. You say a missile
lost its computer and was uncontrolled? And crashed because it ran
out of fuel? There will be some questions to answer when the press
picks this up.”

“You’d do us a
huge favor here, Pierre, if this could be kept below the media
radar. It’s likely that your political masters will also want to do
just that, don’t you think?”

Roy knew that
the ruling Conservatives would like nothing better than to keep
this embarrassing failure out of sight, but doubted whether the
system was airtight enough to prevent leakage. “I don’t know, Sir,
if they will be able to manage it. Too many places where a leak is
likely. But we’ll do our part. By the way, any change to your
schedule?”

“The Chairman
wants me in Washington tomorrow so am flying there after the dinner
tonight. Expect to be back in the office by Thursday. We’ll sit
down and talk when your schedule permits, although I’ll probably
call you tomorrow. In the meantime, try and keep the lid on this
one. It has a lot of potential to embarrass both the USA and
Canada.”

They finished
the conversation and General Burnett, after thanking the army
recruiting depot commander and again emphasizing the secrecy of the
fax content, returned to his waiting staff car and drove off to
finish his interrupted day.



​ Chapter Four. A
Strategy of Deception

President
Johnson walked in briskly accompanied by his Chief of Staff. He
looked around the table at his cabinet and advisors and motioned
them to be seated. It was only 8:30 yet all those he had asked to
be present were there including the Vice President, Secretary of
State, the Secretary of Defense, his National Security Advisor, the
Chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff, and the Secretary of
Homeland Security. Others waited outside, including Lieutenant
General Burnett, Commander NORAD. As well, Major General LaFrance,
Commander of 30 Space Wing, was directed to be available and had
flown all night to get to Washington. Throughout the flight he had
felt like a lamb going to the sacrificial altar.

“Good morning
to all of you. Thank you for dropping everything to be here. I
called this meeting to discuss a serious problem. The info is
highly classified, treat it accordingly.

“The Air Force
has placed us in an embarrassing and damaging spot and we will be
hard pressed to avoid an international crisis. A scheduled
anti-ballistic missile test was conducted yesterday and one of the
nuclear equipped interceptors was accidentally fired. The air force
says accidentally, but we’ll see. It is now at the bottom of the
Arctic Ocean in water adjacent to islands claimed by Canada. As you
know, we have not released the fact that we have nuclear
interceptors, not even to Canada who has signed on as a partner. I
expect that there is some suspicion elsewhere that we have. But
likely not by Canadians.

They tend to be
naive.

“The Secretary
of Defense and General Dineley will fill you in with the details,
but the issues we have to resolve is what to tell the world,
including Canada, and how to retrieve the nuke. In its present
state it’s harmless; however, we don’t want to leave it too long or
others will try to fish it out.

“We don’t know
if any Russian radar tracked the interceptor or if Russia has any
subs in the vicinity. But we have to assume both. What we do know
for sure is that Canada will go ballistic, and particularly since
Canadians are in the middle of a national election. In fact, the
Prime Minister asked that the test be delayed until after the
election to avoid a reaction in Canada to any news about the ABMS
during the campaign. I told him that the most we can do is keep the
results of any test under wraps until the campaign is over. Now,
it’s to America’s advantage that Ouellette be re-elected and I
understand that the polls indicate he has a comfortable lead.

“I’ll stop here
and ask the Chairman of the Joint Chiefs to fill in some of the
details on the test, with your permission, Sam.” The last he
addressed to Sam Caladona, the Secretary of Defense who nodded.

“OK General,
you have three minutes.”

General Dineley
quickly summarized the test parameters, and the unexpected results.
He could see the questions in the eyes of the attendees; was it
software, human error or sabotage, but saw no point in speculating
unless prompted by the President. He also told them that since the
radars in northern Canada had tracked the interceptor to the crash
point, the initial information had been forwarded to NORAD from a
Canadian site, as an unknown object. However, the radars had
computed a likely Fort Greely launch and NORAD had officially
informed Canada that a test interceptor developed computer and
communications problems and reversed course. And for the record,
Sir, General LaFrance has handled his command duties in an
exceptional manner, and I regret this has happened under his
watch.”

As soon as he
stopped the President spoke, his face slightly flushed, “We need
full accountability to avoid these kind of incidents and someone
has to be accountable. Anyhow, had the interceptor stayed on course
and disappeared into the Pacific this would not be a crisis.

“We can
minimize the international damage by keeping the information
confidential, which I promised the Prime Minister we would do when
he asked to have the test delayed, and send in the Navy recovery
vessel to retrieve the interceptor ASAP. The Canadians hopefully
will be happy to have us sail into the specific waterway and get
the damn thing out as quickly as possible. Anyhow, we have to
recover it smartly. I do not like it being left alone so close to
the Russian zone.

“And by the
way, I expect the Prime Minister is shitting bricks over this
already. I only hope that he doesn’t demand that we leave it in the
water until the election is over. Now let’s go around the table,
starting with the Secretary of Defense.”

“Mr President,”
the Secretary began, “the Navy has a recovery ship ready to go in
San Diego. It will leave port this afternoon and will be under
warship escort. We’ve also ordered a sub patrolling out of Alaska
to head for the site immediately. It’ll be in the Beaufort Sea in
two days and on site shortly thereafter. There is one problem,
however.”

The President
frowned and his left eyebrow went up.

“The Canadians
are claiming sovereignty over McLure Strait. If the Prime Minister
agrees that we go in and try to find and retrieve the interceptor
then all should be OK. If he uses the sovereignty issue to delay
the search, or if our presence is reported publicly while we are in
the Strait, or if we detect Russian knowledge of the loss and an
interest to retrieve the interceptor, then there is a risk of a
leak. Even worse, if the leak is that a nuke was involved then the
stakes become much higher. Then we would be forced to take
immediate steps.

“So what’s the
recommendation?” the President asked.

“We’ll proceed
with positioning the sub and with sending the recovery ship. And
wait for the order to move in and start the search as soon as you
authorize us to do so. I assume that you and the Secretary of State
will be hearing from the Canadians soon and will be giving us
direction as to what course action to follow.

“In the
meantime the 30 Space Wing formal inquiry is being initiated today
in Fort Greely to determine what actually caused this mix-up to
occur. I have directed General Dineley to order a confidential
national board of inquiry to work with the
30th
inquiry and then examine some
additional aspects including culpability of senior management. I
have instructed that a preliminary findings report be made within
10 days. Major General LaFrance is being temporarily placed on
administrative leave until the findings are determined. In fact, he
is present here today in case there are questions for him. The
Chairman will reassign him to the Pentagon until further
notice.”

The President
was quiet for a few seconds, then said, “To some extend it’s a
bitch that we have to keep this issue classified. Otherwise I would
make it very clear to the military and to all Americans that we
cannot condone such carelessness. In my opinion the Commander of
the ABMS has to carry the can for this kind of a screw-up, unless
the inquiry determines action out of his control, like sabotage. It
might absolve the Commander, but would give the national security
organizations a black eye. Somebody has to shoulder the blame. I
cannot condone screw-ups of this magnitude without someone
accepting responsibility. Period.

“OK, State, now
your comments.”

“I’m inclined
to agree that Prime Minister Ouellette will likely want this to be
very quiet while the campaigning goes on so they will likely
cooperate. With your permission, I intend to call in the Canadian
ambassador and propose that we try to quickly and quietly recover
the interceptor. Should he insist that the recovery be delayed for
a few weeks or should there be any reluctance to allow us to enter
the McClure Strait, you will have to speak directly to the Prime
Minister. If he does not communicate with you before then.

“Perhaps we can
suggest that we are aware the Russians have radar information of
the accident and might be interested in retrieving the interceptor.
And infer that the retrieval could be possible with their
submarine. The only difficulty is that he might ask us to go in
with a sub to keep the operation below water, out of eyesight, so
to speak. Is that possible?”

The Secretary
of Defense turned to the President and said, “I’d like to ask
General Dineley to comment on that option.”

The President
nodded to the General who confirmed what everyone suspected, “The
Navy has very specialized search equipment for just such a purpose.
Finding this piece of hardware will be difficult enough with good
equipment. I would not give a submarine much chance of finding and
retrieving the interceptor. Although it will be easier to find it
because of the nuke, for us and for anyone else, so long as the
right search equipment is used.”

“Good, then
we’ll offer the Canadians an opportunity to keep the lid on this
info and will tell them that it is mandatory that we retrieve the
interceptor to prevent it from falling into the hands of a foreign
power. If they balk, we’ll have to try to force the issue with
them, again relying on the damage it would do to their political
future. It’s important enough to us to secure this warhead even at
the risk of strong-arming Canada.”
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