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This book is a work of fiction and any resemblance to persons, living or dead, or places, events or locales is purely coincidental.  The characters are productions of the author’s imagination and used fictitiously.


Rechalam


Perhaps the most interesting part of my Afghanistan deployment, one which has caused some controversy but also something that shouldn’t be left unsaid.
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June 3, 2737 Mara Province, Kush

“What have you got?” Platoon Sergeant Ross said as he stood in the TOC overseeing the patrol that was out right now.

“I say again we have an improvised explosive device, we need EOD on-site, over.”

“Roger, standby.” Shaking his head Platoon Sergeant Ross mentally counted it was one of the fourteen they had found so far.

“What’s up?” Captain Goede said as she entered the room.

“Dealer has found an IED ma’am.” Platoon Sergeant Ross said as he watched the display from one of the Wolverines.

“And I suppose EOD is on the way?”

“Yes ma’am, we’re sending the report now.”

Shrugging as there wasn’t much more that they could do.  “Are they in contact yet?”

As if to answer the question the comms crackled to life.  “Contact! Small arms!” The identifier said Dealer One-Six.

Smiling and lightly chuckling Platoon Sergeant Ross stared at the screen that answers that question Moments later a target identifier from DJINN blossomed onto the screen.

“Get the mortars on it now!” Captain Goede said smoothly, as this wasn’t the first time, or the last either.

“Yes ma’am.” Private Hark said quickly calling them on a separate channel.  A minute later he turned to the CO.  “They’re ready to go, and have the target.”

“Fire!” Captain Goede said in her famous emphasis on things that needed to be done yesterday.

Moments later the sound of the mortar rounds, four of them by the thumping that echoed in the TOC.  

“Mortars shot,” The mortar chief said matter-of-factly, and moments later.  “Splash.”

Everybody waited for something, and shortly thereafter the adjustment marker appeared on the screen, showing direction 2900, add 100, down 50, repeat and moments later, a little longer due to the adjustment, the mortars fired again.  Another four mortar rounds exited the base and to the area where they were supposed to land.

“Shot,” the mortar chief said over the comms.  And moments later:  “Splash.”

A minute or two passed by then: “Check fire! Check fire! You’re rounds were off! Charger Six this is One-Six, we’ve managed to suppress and engage the hostiles, break.”  A momentary pause, “However, the mortar rounds landed in Rechalam.”

“What the fuck?!” Captain Goede said as the reality of the situation had sunk in.  And as a matter of course Rechalam was a ‘friendly’ town who really didn’t like Muslim Coalition rule but then again some didn’t like them either, which was par for the course of the province.  “End of mission, Charger Mortar, get up here now, and don’t mess with anything!”

“End of mission, and wilco.”

“Motherfucker,” Captain Goede said under her breath as she thought of the ramifications.  First the Battalion Commander may have something to say about it.  He wasn’t nicey-nicey with the indigs but there was a fine line between killing bad guys and trying to sway the populace that ESU rule was better than their previous masters.  From what she’d been hearing, it looked like they’d probably lose Kush, in order to save ESU pride in the matter.  At this point it wasn’t on her mind.  “Charger One-Six, can you exfil?”

“Roger Six, we’re suppressing them and pulling back at this time. Break.” A slight huffing could be heard.  “No casualties either.”

“Good, get to checkpoint three and reconsolidate and we’ll deal with... the problem.”  Shaking her head she looked at Private Hark, and then the screen.  “DJINN, predict impact based on Charger One-Six’s adjustment.”

Moments later after beeping confirmation DJINN plotted a line from their mortar location to the adjustment location.

“I’d do the same,” Platoon Sergeant Ross said nonchalantly as he knew where the CO was going with this one.

Nodding in silent agreement she had to find out. “DJINN, plot location of last mortar rounds fired.”

DJINN beeped and emotionlessly plotted the location where the rounds landed based off of the data gleaned from the Wolverine.  Back in the old days people had to use simple mathematics, some guesstimating, and pure experience to figure something like this out.  Since the base had good sensor coverage and analyzing the whole computations DJINN only figured it out in one minute, plotting the line on top of the village of Rechalam.  It didn’t take a rocket scientist to figure out what had happened.  For some reason the rounds landed in the village, and not the adjustment location.  “Platoon Sergeant Ross, get your ass down there and figure out what the fuck happened.”

“Moving ma’am.”

“And I told him not to mess with shit, he better not have,” she added sternly as she tromped towards her office and seeing the comm buzzing.  It was the Battalion Commander alright, and she groaned as she accepted the call.  “Yes sir?”

“I got a drone above Rechalam, Intel is saying at least two killed and a few more wounded, care to shed some light on this?”

“Sir...” And she proceeded to explain the whole incident leading up to the engagement.

“So Captain Goede who’s to blame?”

“Well sir, my HQ NCO said he would do the same adjustment, so I have to say the mortars, sir.”

“Well, find out and get back with me, out.”
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She stood there staring at the wall; all that had been gained was lost now, at least hopefully for the short term.  On a war-torn planet like this, who could be forgiven?


Dance of Death


Some of the story is based on an old story that I first tried to write before A New Hope.  It is also from “Fire and Forget: Short Stories from the Long War” where I was inspired by “Charon8” for the latter part of this story.
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