
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Baghdad Butcher

        

        
        
          Jim Scott Books, Volume 1

        

        
        
          Mike Jackson

        

        
          Published by Mike Jackson, 2022.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      BAGHDAD BUTCHER

    

    
      First edition. October 11, 2022.

      Copyright © 2022 Mike Jackson.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8215024348

    

    
    
      Written by Mike Jackson.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Mike Jackson

	    

      
	    
          
	      Jim Scott Books

          
        
          
	          Baghdad Butcher

          
        
          
	          Back to Iraq

          
        
          
	          Dog Pound

          
        
          
	          Toboggan

          
        
          
	          The Tickleton Affair

          
        
          
	          The Saltwater Connection

          
        
          
	          Dead Silent Calm

          
        
          
	          Devil's Brew

          
        
          
	          Sedona Chip

          
        
          
	          Birth Of The Asps

          
        
          
	          The Zimo Hunt

          
        
          
	          Fido

          
        
          
	          Tears And Terrorists

          
        
          
	          Bear's War

          
        
          
	          Bullets And Baseball

          
        
          
	          Billy's Rescue

          
        
          
	          Father Mulligan

          
        
          
	          Adios, Amigos

          
        
          
	          Whodunit Did It

          
        
          
	          Horace Goes Home

          
        
          
	          How 'bout Both

          
        
          
	          Bob Becker P.I.

          
        
          
	          Bigfoot Bait

          
        
          
	          Pool of Blood

          
        
          
	          Back to China

          
        
          
	          Monster's Palace

          
        
          
	          Escape From Mexico

          
        
          
	          Assassin I Am

          
        
          
	          Dirty Bomb Crisis

          
        
          
	          Devil Two

          
        
          
	          Nohow Robotics

          
        
          
	          Hitler's Twin

          
        
          
	          Protecting Nikola

          
        
          
	          Short Stack With Bacon

          
        
      

      
    
    



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To Bob Newton

      

    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


BAGHDAD BUTCHER

A novel by

Mike Jackson
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Jim Scott took careful aim at the bridge of Saddam Hussein’s nose, hoping he wasn’t aiming at one of Saddam’s doubles.  As he squeezed the trigger, he remembered the seemingly innocuous beginning to this adventure. 

***
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Jim was tidying up a few things at his Montana ranch when Lady, his very large female German shepherd, uttered a low growl.  Soon, he too heard what Lady had...a car approaching up his long curving drive.

Bowser, his part beagle/part basset hound, jumped up wagging his tail; Lady followed suit.  At the knock, Jim just smiled, as Lady would only wag her tail for five people besides Jim.  Three of those, Drew Hollins, his daughter Holly, and Billy Longbow, would have entered without knocking, at Jim’s long-standing invitation.  So Jim correctly guessed it was his nearest neighbor, George Bostich and/or his daughter Peggy coming to visit.  Jim had afforded George and Peggy the same invitation to come and go at his home as they would their own, but George was old school, and would have none of it, nor would he let his daughter entertain that informality.

Jim walked to the door and opened it, just as George was getting ready to knock a second time.  “Hi, George, Peggy.  Come on in,” Jim said with his hand out, as Bowser jumped up on George and then on Peggy, both ruffling his fur.  After shaking hands, Jim asked George and Peggy if they wanted a drink or a cup of coffee.

The burly, gray-haired George replied, “Coffee sounds fine.”

“Me, too,” chimed in Peggy.

They both followed Jim into his large kitchen, which, with the exception of the downstairs bathroom, was one of only two rooms on the first floor of the house.  The living room was roughly 50 by 60 feet, the kitchen about half that size.  The entire front exposure of the living room was enclosed with picture windows; windows Jim had installed himself.  These windows had some unusual characteristics known only to Jim and a very few of his closest friends. 

As he poured coffee, Jim asked, “George, what brings you two out on a blustery evening like this?  I’d have thought you would have had this daughter of yours fixing supper about now.”

“Since you’re about the only fellow in this county with more money than me, I thought we’d come begging supper from the rich folks.”

“Well, you’re welcome to stay for dinner, but darned if I know what we’ll have...I planned on just tossing something easy into the microwave.”

“Thanks for the offer, but I’d planned to rough it.  Maybe some sandwiches, if you decide to help us out.  We’ve got a rogue lion on the loose.  Got one of my cows, two of Ed’s, and one of Roger’s.”

“Be glad to help.”

“Good, knew you would.  He hit Ed, then me, then Roger, and then Ed again.  He’s been hitting every night.”

“Not eating what he kills?”

“No...not much anyhow.”

“Must be hurt, or maybe sick.  Something wrong with him anyway.”

“Yeah, what we figured, too.  We’ve got Billy Longbow tracking him, and Joe Nighthawk is helping out.”

“Both good men.  Billy is probably the best tracker in these parts.  Though Joe is darned good, too.”

“Not as good as you,” Peggy replied.  The warmth in her voice, and the look in her eyes would tell anyone who cared to notice that the cute, pert, and petite Peggy was fully smitten with Jim Scott.  

Both Jim and George were well aware of the infatuation Peggy felt.  To Jim’s credit, he had done all he could—without being cruel—to discourage the much-younger Peggy.  But as George had told him in private, “The only way you’re going to get that girl off your back is to marry someone else...and I hope that works.”

In reply to Peggy’s obviously prejudiced comment, Jim looked at her and smiled.  “Well, thanks for the thought, but both those fellas are mighty fine trackers.  I bet they could track ghosts.”

George chuckled.  “Well, they’re good...but I remember Billy telling about the tracking you did, while both of you were in the Marines.  It seems to me he said a few things about learning how to track from you.”

Stanley James Scott had been born and raised in St. Louis, Missouri, and had attended parochial schools, and St. Louis University.  On graduation, he had decided that his baseball talents were not sufficient to pursue professionally.  Instead he had chosen to go into the Marine Corps.  There he became a legend.  Because of his deeds as a Marine, and his nearly perfect linguistic skills, the CIA recruited him, and he became one of their best field operatives in the evaporating Cold War era.  

“Be that as it may, Billy is the best tracker I’ve ever been around.  If he learned from me, that just means I’m one heck of a teacher.”

Jim excused himself and went for a pencil, and a large sheet of drafting paper.  Returning to the kitchen, he chuckled at Bowser, firmly encamped on Peggy’s lap.  He then sat at the large circular table that extended out from one wall.  As Jim began to draw he pointed.  “Okay, our four properties pretty well form a square box, with you here to my right and Roger above you.  Then we have Ed next door to Roger and right above me.  Since a mountain lion more or less stakes out a territory, and roams it in somewhat of a circle, my guess is his next move will be from Ed’s place to yours.  Probably cutting across part of my place, but leaving me alone because Lady and Bowser’s underground tunnel leads out to the barn from the house, and the cat can smell them about.  Or maybe he’s just going a lot further out, maybe up around that bluff that’s about 800 or 900 yards from the one on your place.”

“Yeah, right.  Was called Twin Bluffs at one time...once had a roadway through there.  Well before my time, I hasten to add.”

“Daddy, nothing was before your time.”

“Watch your mouth, child, or I’ll give you back to the mailman who sired you.”

Jim laughed.  “Must have been a good-looking mailman.  Anyhow, back to mister mountain lion.  If he comes within a mile of my bluff, I’ve got some gear that will announce his presence.  Ah...I’d just as soon no mention was made of this particular gear.”

“Top secret stuff, or something like that, I guess,” said Peggy.

“Peggy, you know Jim has done some work for the government, and you know we’re not supposed to know about it or talk about it...even in jest.”

“No problem, George.  Just the three of us here.  But, Peggy, your dad is right.  The less said, the better.  And to answer your question—yes, it is top secret.  So is some communication gear I think we’ll use on this project.  George, what I think we should do is you climb your bluff, I’ll climb mine, and we’ll just sit there until the lion comes along, or we find out we missed him.”

“I’m game, but it might be a long sit.  A bit cold, too.”

“Cold we can handle.  I’ve got some excellent government-issue cold weather gear.  And, no, Peggy, it isn’t top secret.  Time is another matter...no telling how long we’ll be out there.  Peggy, how about making some more coffee, and rummaging around to see what we’ve got for sandwiches for us to take along?  Thermoses are in that lower cabinet next to the sink...one each ought to do us.  You’ll be staying here to be our communications center.”

Peggy saluted, and smiled.  “Yes, sir.”

While Peggy busied herself, Jim pushed Lady off his lap, where she had made herself comfortable as they talked.  With Lady back on the floor, Jim went through the living room and up a semi-circular staircase to the upper portion of his house.  The upper floor consisted of four bedrooms, two full baths, and Jim’s private armament room, loaded with hi-tech electronic gear, special clothing, a wide assortment of arms, and a well-equipped workbench.  

Knowing the items he felt necessary for the job, Jim quickly gathered up as much as he could carry, took it down to the kitchen, and went back for more.

When he was finished, George asked, “Are we going to war?”

Jim laughed.  “No, just going well prepared.”  As Jim handed one of the small headsets he had brought downstairs to Peggy and another one to George, he added, “These are so new they aren’t even in the field yet.  They’re honed in on a channel that is virtually unbreakable; use satellites.  A friend of mine came up with the idea, developed it, and sold it to the government.  Billy and I helped him field test it, by the way.  The three of us spent two weeks putting the system through its paces.  He, uh, forgot to take these three with him when the test was finished.  Anyhow, you’ll love the way they work...and these are definitely top secret.  We won’t discuss these with anyone.  We jokingly call them ‘Flashers,’ since they’re sort of like what Flash Gordon would have come up with.  George, you’ll see when we get out there with them, that when you talk or listen, it’ll be just like we were still sitting here in the kitchen.  The difference is you’ll have one ear free to listen for other sounds.  Put the plug in one ear, the clamp thing over your head, and the swivel part with that little bulb by your mouth.  You’ll note the things look like the headsets they wear on NFL sidelines, except they’re about a tenth the size and weight, and are designed to transmit and receive at any point on Earth to any other point.  We field tested them on three continents at once, in all types of weather conditions.”

“Where’s the power pack?  And what’s the power source?”

“Not sure, exactly, George, and won’t tell you what I do know...part of the super-secret.  Here, Peggy, I’ll help you on with yours.  Just slide this wire up under your hair and pop the little plug in your ear.  This other wire, with the bulb, you swivel down to your mouth when you want to talk.  When you just want to listen, like when you romp with Lady and Bowser...”

“Hey!”

“...you can raise it up near the other wire.  Yes, romp with my pups.  I expect when we get back, my house will be all torn up.  Anyhow, George, those two white suits over there are our winter gear.  We’ll blend in nicely with the light snow...not that it will matter to our lion friend.”

Peggy asked, “Uh, Flash Gordon?”

George laughed.  “An old comic strip character...long before your time, or mine for that matter...back in the ‘40’s or thereabout, I think.”

“Oh...I guess.  You guys know there isn’t any way to let Billy and Joe know you’ll be sitting on those bluffs.  I’d sure hate for a bad accident to happen.”

“Not to worry, Peg...”

“Dammit, Stanley James Scott, I’ve ask you a thousand times not to call me Peg!  Sounds like I’ve got a wooden leg.  Good old peg-leg Peg.”

“Okay, okay.  Sorry.  Anyhow, back to your question about your dad and me getting our butts shot off by Billy.  First of all, Billy is too good for bad accidents.  Second of all, that metal box with the legs tied to it is another one of my goodies.  I’ll tri-pod those legs, set that box up on them, start it up, and set the screen sitting there next to it in my lap.  Anything bigger than a fox will show up on the screen, I hope.”

“Uh, Jim, I don’t want to be picky, but since I’m going to be sitting up there on the opposite bluff, I’m not real sure I like the sound of ‘I hope’.”

“The ‘hope’ part is that I don’t get every rabbit and what all else to show up.  Right now it is calibrated for man-size or larger.  I’m going to adjust it down a bit so it will pick up things smaller than a man...and hope I don’t overdo it so it picks up anything moving.  Anyhow, it covers about a mile radius, so at worst the lion can’t sneak up on us, in case it’s developed a taste for something other than cattle...namely man.” 

“Okay, I guess I really don’t have to worry about one of you getting shot, or eaten alive.  What do you want me to do?”

“You’ll be our communications center.  Call your place, Ed’s, and Roger’s and let them know what your dad and I are up to.  If you hear anything we should hear, let us know.  You’ll be in direct link to us with your headset.”

“I take it that those two long boxes have some sort of special guns for us to use,” inquired George jokingly.

Jim chuckled.  “Yes, as a matter of fact.  I assume you don’t have a rifle with a night scope.”

“You assume correctly.”

“Well,” said Jim as he opened one of the gun cases, “for this job you will have.”

“Wow, would you look at this weapon!  Jim, this is a beauty.  But, no name on it.  What brand?”

“That, my friend, is a Crosswhite in your hand; note the C.C. on the stock.  Charles Crosswhite only made eleven of these guns.  Crosswhite was probably the master gunsmith of the nineteen hundreds.  He made and sold ten of these, for a very nice price, I might add.  The eleventh he gave to me for a little something I did for him.  Of the eleven, I now have three—these two and one still in my gun shop.  Lest you be curious, one owner died and I bought it from his estate.  The other one came to me when the owner had a hunting mishap, and wanted to get rid of all his guns.  I bought it at a very reasonable price, since we happened to know each other rather well.

“The night scope is different from any you’ve seen before.  Another invention of Mr. Crosswhite.  Like most modern night scopes, it’s really a light enhancer, but much better than any I’ve ever seen, and it’s equally effective in daylight as just a scope.  Either way, I’ve hit targets up to a mile and a quarter away.”

“No way,” Peggy muttered. 

“If Jim says he’s hit targets a mile and a quarter away, I’d say it’s more like a mile and a half.  But, I do have a question, Jim.”

“Shoot.”

“Bad pun, but if this gun is everything you say it is, does it have any shortcomings?”

“Well, you can’t attach a sound depressor to it.  But it’s pretty quiet without one.”

“Oh.  These rib-looking vent things let the gasses escape?”

“Yeah, good deduction, George.  Okay, let’s pack up, and hit the road.  Let’s use our communications gear as we drive to our respective bluffs.  I guess you’ll go around to your place, and pick up your four-wheel drive truck, since you came in your car?”

“Yes.  It’ll take me about half an hour to be in place.”

“By the time I reach my bluff and get set up, I’ll be at least that long.  Don’t forget to talk on the communications set as you drive, so we can check it out and get you comfortable using it.”

“Right, let’s go.”

***
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The day before Jim headed out on his hunting mission, he was the topic of conversation in Washington, D.C.  

His name was mentioned in a meeting of a committee so secret that it had no name (though they sometimes referred to themselves as the Dirty Tricks Committee, or the Black Bag Committee).  They kept no records—didn’t even allow notes of meetings—and reported to the President verbally, and only then by one of the members: the President’s National Security Advisor.

Normally, the committee consisted of the Chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff, currently General William P. Billings; the Director of the CIA, currently Amos G. Longley; the Director of the FBI, currently Curtis O. Finn; and the President’s National Security Advisor; currently Otis Cromwell.

It was January, and in November a new President had been elected.  Just days before he was to be sworn in, the President-elect had signed off on the continuance of the committee, with one change.  Rather than his National Security Advisor, he had selected General Ellis G. Bradley to sit on the committee and be his liaison to it.  General Bradley would hold a new post for the incoming administration, that of Military/Intelligence Advisor, with “full access,” meaning he could contact the President directly at any time he felt it necessary.  General Bradley was also present at the meeting that had brought up the name of Jim Scott.  

During the meeting it was agreed that Jim would be approached and “asked” to handle the elimination of Saddam Hussein.  Since Director Finn was planning a trip west, he was assigned the task of making the “request,” in spite of his mild protest that the head of a law enforcement department of government, probably shouldn’t be required to make such a request, even though he had done so once in the past on another matter.

At the conclusion of that meeting and back in his own office, the short, wiry FBI Director Finn made arrangements for a government flight to Billings, Montana.  He then made a call to the Los Angeles office of the FBI, and asked for Special Agent Holly Hollins.  Once Agent Hollins was on the line, he ordered, “Agent Hollins, this is Director Finn.  I want you to meet me at the Billings, Montana airport tomorrow evening at six o’clock, local time.”

“Yes, sir.  Where would you like me to meet you?”

“At the front entrance.  Pick up a car from the Billings office.  We’ll have a bit of a drive in front of us.”

“Yes, sir.  I’ll be waiting out front.  See you then.”

“Good,” Director Finn replied and hung up the phone without further comment.

“Now I wonder what this is all about,” thought Agent Hollins, “I get to spend time with his beady eyes all over me, driving to who knows where, with no idea of why.  Guess he’ll tell me when he feels like it.”

Unbeknownst to Special Agent Holly Hollins, it was an investigation of hers that ultimately led to the decision that Saddam Hussein had to go.  During an undercover investigation of several drug gangs in the Los Angeles area, Holly had been secretly searching a warehouse when three Mexican nationals came in.  While Holly hid behind a crate, two of the Mexicans started speaking fluently in Arabic, with a definite Iraqi accent.  The third member of the group sternly told the other two to stop speaking in Arabic, and to only use Spanish.  Stunned, Agent Hollins waited until the three were gone before leaving the warehouse herself.  When safely out of harm’s way, Holly pondered what she had heard, and did not care for it one bit.  She realized she had just stumbled onto something much bigger than a simple drug ring.

Two days later, after a raid on the warehouse had netted two of those three men—the two who had spoken Arabic—Agent Hollins went to the U.S. Attorney for Los Angeles and told him the two men just arrested were not Mexican nationals, but were in fact Iraqi.  He had looked at her like she was from Mars—intelligent, blue eyes, beautiful, and a mountain of bosoms on her 5’8” form—but from Mars nonetheless.

Agent Hollins smiled.  “Mr. Engle, as you may or may not be aware, I am very proficient with languages.  And I heard those two speaking in Arabic.  The accent was heavily Iraqi.  I admit that their Spanish is excellent, and their Mexican accents seem authentic.  But they are not Mexican.  They are Iraqi.”

John Engle did not become U.S. Attorney for Los Angeles by being stupid.  He was very well aware that Special Agent Holly Hollins was considered one of the top two linguists in the United States.  After college, the CIA, State Department, and all four branches of the military had actively recruited Holly Hollins.  But, to the surprise of many who knew her, she opted to pursue a career in the FBI.

Though still a bit skeptical, he looked at Agent Hollins.  “Special Agent Hollins, if anyone else but you had brought this to me, I’d send them packing.  I’ve got to tell you that the possibilities of what you’re telling me leave me more than a bit uneasy.  The why of two Iraqis posing as Mexican nationals, while selling drugs in the United States could lead to places I’d rather not even think about.”

“I felt the same way, Mr. Engle...”

“John, please.”

“Thank you, sir.  I’m Holly,” she replied, looking into the eyes of the tall, handsome U.S. Attorney for Los Angeles.

“Okay, Holly.  Now back to what you were about to say before I interrupted you.”

“Well, I was more than a bit shocked to be hiding in a warehouse, only to overhear two Mexicans I had conversed with on several occasions, speaking Arabic.  Two Iraqis speaking Spanish, maybe.  But two Mexicans speaking Arabic, with a distinct Iraqi accent—Baghdad, to be precise—flies in the face of believability.  Now I don’t know who in the heck trained these two, (and at least one more) to speak Spanish with a Mexican accent—right out of Mexico City, no less—but they sure were good at their job.”

“You had no inkling?”

“Well, maybe, but I just passed it off as a bit out of kilter.  Their accent wasn’t exactly Mexico City, but easily could have been.  And, they do, after I thought about it, have exactly the same accent—in Spanish, that is.  In Arabic, they have the normal slight differences.  After becoming aware that they weren’t Mexican, I listened closely to the tapes of the interrogation, after they were arrested, and then I could tell they weren’t native Mexicans.  But even then, I had to listen closely.  Since I was undercover on this operation, I, of course, couldn’t take part in the interrogation.  The investigation is ongoing.  Agent Martinez questioned them—in Spanish.”

“No doubt in your mind?”

“None.”

“If I wanted you to come with me, and interrogate them in Arabic, how much would it mess up your investigation?  Or, more to the point, since it would probably end it, what would we be losing?”

“Tough question.  I had become closest to the two men in custody.  The third we missed in the raid, so my guess is he’s lying low somewhere, and is going to be lacking in trust.  I will say that if we went together, walked in on them cold, and started talking in Arabic, we would really catch them off guard.  Do they have an attorney yet?”

“Of course.  But, we could go see them, have someone call their attorney...and have trouble finding him.  So we could talk to them a while before he showed.  Of course, anything they say we can’t use in court, but I’m not nearly as concerned about that, as much as I am about what Iraqis are doing in this country posing as Mexicans.  If we blow the case against them, and find what is at the bottom of this, it would be worth it...maybe.”

“How much time are they looking at?”

“Twenty years, at most.”

“If we lied to them, what would be believable?  I mean, after whatever their attorney told them.”

“I like the way you think.  If you had a law degree, I’d hire you for this office.”

“If I had a law degree, my father would shoot me.”

John burst out laughing.  “To answer your question, we could tell them anything...like life, or whatever.  I think we might make them believe it...at least for a while.”

“How about if we start out like that, and if either one of us feels we’re losing them, you leave the room, and let me say a few things you wouldn’t want to hear.”

“Like what?  What would you say that I wouldn’t want to hear?”

Holly told him, in detail.  Her idea was to threaten the two with lie-laden exposure to their fellow inmates—lies that almost surely would see them beaten or worse.

“God, Holly, you’re right.  I don’t want to hear...or even know.  But it just might work.”

It did.  The two Iraqis told everything they knew, which was a considerable amount.  They knew that the plot was to sell drugs below normal street cost—but still at vast profits—in order to destabilize America.  The plan was hatched by none other than the Great Leader, Saddam Hussein himself.

After telling Holly to keep their entire conversation between the two of them, and the later interrogation to herself also, John took a translated version of the tape of what the Iraqis had had to say—but not what Holly had said to get them talking—on the first available flight to Washington, D.C.  He played it for the U.S. Attorney General, who immediately took it to the President, who, in turn, predictably hit the roof.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


2.

[image: ]




Jim and George situated themselves on their respective bluffs and waited.  For over two hours they waited, with little to do except chat, and eat the sandwiches Peggy had prepared.  One of those sandwiches was made of peanut butter and sardines.  Jim had gotten that one, and complained in a teasing manner about it.

Suddenly, Jim spotted something on the screen.  “George we’ve got company.  He’s somewhere between us.  Start scanning with your scope.”

“Right.”

“Uh, Jim, you have a guest.  FBI Director Finn.”

“Now I wonder what that little jerk wants,” thought Jim before he replied, “Tell him what we’re doing, and offer him a drink or coffee.”

“I did, and he wants neither.  He wants you ASAP.”

“Well, he’ll just have to wait.”

“I’m not sure he thinks I can control Lady.  After I told her to lay down and behave, she began growling—very low, but still growling.”

“Good.  It’ll keep him in line.  Tell him to wait...we’ve got action up here.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Don’t start with the, ‘Yes, sir,’ routine on me.  I didn’t invite the little jerk...over and out.  Wait a second...the flasher.  Did he see it?”

“No.  I’m upstairs.  Told him the communication gear was up here.  When he knocked on the door, I put the talking part up under my hair before answering.” 

“Good girl.  Thanks,” Jim said, then thought, “That girl is pretty sharp, to go with her good looks.  Pity she’s so darn young.”

A few minutes later, Jim spotted the mountain lion.  “Got him.  About a hundred feet closer to you than to me.  About your two o’clock.”

“I see him.  You call the shot.”

“We’ll let him get a bit further down the gully, then I’ll call it.  In the meantime, let’s track him in our scopes to make sure nothing spooks him.  If so, take your best shot at will.”

“I’m with you.  He’s about even with your position from me, on a nice straight line, so I hope he doesn’t spook about now.”

“Me too.  Okay, here we go.  He’s past a straight line between us.  You on him?”

“Yes.”

“Good.  Silent count of three, then shoot.”

Both men shot within a hairsbreadth of each other, two nearly silent “puffs.”  The mountain lion seemed to jump and spin all at once, and within seconds lay still on the small amount of snow cover on the field.

Jim sighed.  “It looks like he’s hit.  I’ll pack up here, and then drive down.  You keep an eye on him until I get there.” 

“Right.”

A few minutes later, Jim was standing over the obviously dead mountain lion, as George drove down the hill to join him.  Soon, he too was looking at the dead lion.  “Looks like you blew his heart right out,” then he laughed and added, “and I blew his ass off.”

The entry hole that led to the heart-shot clearly came from Jim’s side of the animal, while George had shot into one hip and out the other.

Jim agreed, “Yeah, looks that way.  But your shot would have stopped his marauding.  Look at that swollen jaw,” He bent down and raised the upper lip of the lion for a closer look.  After doing that, he also lowered the bottom lip and pointed with his free hand.  “Here’s the problem.  Looks like an impacted tooth, or some sort of tooth problem.  Gums all discolored and swollen.  No damn wonder the poor fella was in a bad mood.”

“Well, at least the problem is solved.  Thanks much, Jim.  By the way, this gun is one hell of a weapon.  I’d like to borrow it for a hunting trip sometime.”

“I’ll go you one better.  It’s yours.  You’re about the best damn neighbor a fella could have, and it’s about time I show a little appreciation for how you and Peggy look after my place when I’m gone.”

“Jim, you do already.  But, if you think I’m going to make some stupid speech about how I couldn’t possibly accept such a gift, you’re sillier than I give you credit for.  So instead, I’ll just say thanks.  Thanks very much.  Since you’ve got a guest, I’ll take care of this fella, and you can send Peggy home.”

“Okay, thanks.  I’ll let her drive my truck.  May as well keep it over there at your place.  I’ve a hunch I’m going on a trip someplace.”

“Right.  See you later.  If I don’t see you before you go, take care, and go with God.”

“See you, neighbor.”

Before Jim could get into his truck, Billy Longbow and Joe Nighthawk appeared in the distance.  Billy hollered something George and Jim couldn’t understand, and Jim shook his head.  “Guess I better wait, and say hello.”

As Billy and Joe walked up, Billy looked at the dead animal.  “Looks like you got him.”

“Jim did.  I shot his ass off.”

“Hi, fellas.  Don’t listen to George.  His shot would have stopped him from killing any more cattle.  Mine must have got there just a split second before George’s, and he jumped a bit.”

Joe knelt down, then looked up.  “God, Jim, you blew his heart right out.  Nice shot.  What did you guys do, camp out on the twin bluffs?”

“Yes, and Jim called a silent count of three.  Worked pretty good.  We both got him.  Take a look at that jaw.  You’ll see why he was in such a bad mood.”

Billy moved the animal’s lips with the end of his rifle.  “Yeah, nasty-looking mouth.  I’d be plumb upset with that myself.”

“Well, I’ve got someone waiting at my place, so I’ll see you guys.  Billy, I’ve got a hunch I’m going somewhere.  Would you stop by in an hour or so?  I want to give you a new set of keys, I had to put a new knob set in the front door.  In addition to taking care of Lady and Bowser, I want to be sure you can use the workshop while I’m gone.  If nothing else...hint, hint....you can work on our joint project while I’m off having fun.”

“Okay, but at the rate we’re getting that gun done, we’ll be too long in the tooth to use the thing.”

Chuckling, Jim got in his truck and headed home.  As he drove, he thought about the new type of gun he and Billy had been working on for over two years, and muttered aloud, “We’ll have to call the thing ‘Jim’s folly,’ or ‘Billy’s nightmare’.”

When he drove up to his house, Jim noticed the government car in front, but not that it was occupied.  He went in with an armload of his equipment.  “Hi, Director Finn.  Hang on a sec while I bring in the rest of my stuff.”  Then he glanced at Peggy.  “We got the lion.”

“Hello, Mister Scott.”

After the third and final load, Jim looked at the smallish man in his living room.  “Well, Director, what brings you here?  Something I’m not going to like, I’d guess.”

“We do have something to discuss.  But I’m afraid it’ll have to be in private.”

“I can take a hint.”

“Thanks, Peggy.  Take my truck home.  The keys are in it.  I told your dad you’d probably be keeping it awhile.  Thanks for your help.”

“Thanks for ridding us of that lion.”

“Well, I think we just beat Billy and Joe to it by a little bit.  Though, your dad would have more than likely been short one more cow.”

“Bye...oh, I turned off the radio in your gun shop.”

“See you, Peggy.  Safe home,” he replied, knowing that Peggy had just told him where her flasher had been placed.

“Now, Director, I see you have a drink, so what can I do for you?”

“I have a job to offer you...from the President.”

“That dirty trick committee of yours been at it again?”

“Something like that.  It seems Saddam Hussein has been processing and selling drugs in this country to destabilize us.  The President thinks the time has come to put the last nail in his coffin.  You’re elected...if you choose to do it.”

“Yeah, okay.  The bastard has it coming.  He’s the best description of a war criminal I can think of in today’s world.  Though that part of the world has a few other prime suspects.”

“The usual terms of your engagement will apply.  Anything you have to do in this country that may be...uh...outside the law, will be covered by a full pardon when the job is done.  The government will in no way be party to the doing of the job.  You will in no way be compensated for your efforts.  In short, as always, you’re on your own.”

“I know the drill.”

“There is one slight difference this time.”

“Oh?”

“A Special Agent by the name of Holly Hollins, out of our Los Angeles office, will accompany you as far as Los Angeles and offer whatever assistance she can—without being directly involved, if you know what I mean.”

“I know what you mean.  But I’m not sure I understand exactly why she’ll be involved, and why I’m going to start this little operation in Los Angeles.”

“Because the President wants to be sure the information we are operating under is correct.  As much as nobody likes the Iraqi President, we can’t just go off killing him on a lark.”

“Now wait a minute.  The President is vexed enough to have me go kill Saddam, but nobody is sure of the information that got him vexed in the first place?”

“Well, put that way, yes.  What the President wants you to do is start in Los Angeles and back track the drug trail to Saddam.  Since Agent Hollins was the one who basically came up with the information, she will brief you, and accompany you to Los Angeles.  She can be of whatever assistance you want, so long as she does not actively engage in any...um...well, illegal activities.”

“Okay.  If you say so.”

“Good.  I’ll go out and get Agent Hollins.”

“You mean you left her out in that car, freezing her butt off all this time?”

“Yes.  I didn’t want her involvement known until you accepted the assignment.  And, anyway, she has the keys, so she shouldn’t be cold.”

“God, Director Finn, you’re a case.  Go get her.”

While Director Finn was getting Holly, Jim greeted his dogs that had wagged their tails when he came in, but had maintained their place guarding the Director.  When Holly and the Director came in, both dogs went over to her, but avoided Finn.

“Mister Scott, this is Special Agent Holly Hollins.  Agent Hollins, this is Jim Scott.”

Holly ever so slightly raised an eyebrow, and gave a small dip of her shoulder.  As Jim frowned in a barely discernable way, she extended her hand.  “Pleased to meet you, sir.”

“Same, here.”

“All right, I briefed Agent Hollins on the way here, and since you’re briefed, and I have no intention of being presumptuous enough to tell you how to do your job, I’ll leave now.  Good luck.”

“Goodbye, sir.”

“So long, Director.”

As Director Finn drove off, Holly smiled.  “Jim, long time no see.”

Giving her a big hug, Jim replied, “It’s been too long.  How’s your dad?”

“Fine.  Do you think Director Finn really doesn’t know that we know each other?”

“It’s hard to believe he doesn’t.  He knows I was CIA after Desert Storm.  And, he damn sure knows Drew Hollins was CIA.  Hell, I know for a fact he, Finn, took some anti-terrorist classes your dad taught.  I don’t know if he’s being too cute by half, or just stupid.”

“He’s not stupid, Jim.  Maybe he just never made the connection.”

“Hard to believe, but I guess it’s possible.  Well, what he doesn’t know won’t hurt us, and the hell with him.  I’ve never liked that little prick.”

“Nice way to talk about the Director of the FBI, who just happens to be my boss.”

“Then why do you have that smile on your face?”

“Because I agree with you.  What does a girl have to do to get a drink in this palace of yours?”

“Oops, sorry.  Help yourself while I stow this gear.”

After putting away everything used in the mountain lion hunt, and pouring himself a drink as well, Jim asked, “Do you know what my mission is?”

“Off Saddam.”

“Yes.  Now let me tell you a few things.  First off, I’ve never had anyone else, except those I picked, along for the ride—even part way—on any other special mission like this.  Next, there are an absolute set number of people who are even supposed to know about this mission, or any other like it.  And, as much as I love you, you are not one of those people.

“So, before I get overly paranoid, how about filling me in on just what you know.”

Holly told Jim how she had stumbled onto the information that Iraqi drug dealers were posing as Mexicans—and how, after their arrest, she had coerced the information out of them that Saddam Hussein was directly involved.

“Okay, your end of it I buy.  The President wanting to get rid of the bastard, I really buy.  But, I sure don’t like having to go about proving what you’ve already found out.  I don’t know if the President or the Director has any idea how smart you are, or that you’re the best linguist in this country...”

“Right after you.”

“If pigs could fly.  I’m good, Holly, but you’re the best.  Anyhow, I’m not real happy.  From what you tell me was on that confession tape of those two bozos, you’ve got the real deal.  Those guys have got to know they’re dead meat if that tape ever makes its way back to Iraq.”

“I think it did...and they are.”

“WHAT?”

“While I was waiting in the car, I got a call from L.A.  They’re both dead...in L.A. County Jail.  They were there because someone decided to involve the County Mounties in the bust, even though we, the feds, were going to prosecute.”

“Does Finn know about this?”

“Not that I know of.”

“This whole thing sucks.  If we go to L.A., can you point me in the right direction?”

“Oh, sure.  But you may be walking into a shit storm.  I had three main contacts into what I now know to be the Iraqi drug operation in L.A.  Two of them just died.  The third was already lying low, before the death of his two friends.  Now, did he cause that?  Or did someone else?  Questions I don’t have the answers to.  Either way, somebody knows something, and has passed it along...which might possibly include your pending involvement.”

“I guess the only way to find the answer to all this is to go to Los Angeles, and check it out.  But before we go winging off to L.A., I have a few other fish to fry.  First off, do you know if Ted Kuntz is on the President-elect’s transition team?  I heard he was going to be.”

“Yes, he is.  Dad said he would probably wind up on the national security team someplace.”

“Good.  It’s nice to have old friends in high places.  Billy is going to be over soon.  While he and I are talking, call your dad, and try to get a number for Ted. In the meantime...”

“I’ve got Ted’s number.”

“Oh, good.  How about trying to get him on the line, while I dig out a few things we may need on this little mission.  No need, I guess, to wait until Billy gets here, but I think we will anyhow.”

“You just said something that really doesn’t make any sense.”

“Just a thought ran through my mind halfway through my sentence.”

“Or more likely ran over your tongue.”

Chuckling, Jim went up to his workroom and packed a rather sizable bag of several items, including his three communication sets (George had given him one back while standing over the dead mountain lion, and Jim found where Peggy had placed the other one), several grenades of various types, extra ammunition for his Crosswhite, and a special gun case for the now-broken-down gun.  While he had taken the gun apart in only three fast steps, he thought, “What a marvel old C.C. was. The best damn performing gun in the world, and you can take it apart and put it back together again about as easily as taking the cap off a tube of toothpaste.” 

He also packed a silenced Walther pistol that he liked for close-in work, though he had an un-silenced revolver in the shoulder holster he wore.  That gun was to avoid a potential situation arising from the very illegal silenced gun being detected in case of contact with local authorities.

As he came back downstairs Jim heard Holly laughing, and as he walked up she said, “He’s here, Ted.”

Jim took the phone.  “Hi, fella.  How goes getting the next President ready for work?”

“Just great.  Holly tells me you two will be working together for a while.”

“Yes, but keep it under your hat.  Also, I’m afraid I can’t tell you what’s on.  One of those need-to-know deals.”

“I understand fully.  What can I do for you?”

“Get me an appointment, on the absolute sly, with General Bradley, if you can.”

“Will he know what I’m not supposed to know?”

“He better, or I’m not going to do what I can’t tell you.”

“Reading between the lines, I think I understand.  Old President, new President?”

“You got it.”

“What time do you want the appointment set up for?”

“Ten in the morning would be fine.  If not, you can reach me in the Gulfstream.  Do you still have that number?”

“I do.  Can that old Gulfstream get you here that quickly?”

“Yeah, smartass.  I’ll have Holly fly it.”

“Good.  She’s a better pilot than you any day of the week.”

“You’ll get no argument from me there.”

“I take it you want this meeting set up somewhere out of the way.  How about my Washington apartment?  I can get the General there before you, and then get gone.”

“Has it been swept?  And what about your family?”

“It has.  The debugging guys come by every day.  The family isn’t here yet.”

“Okay, sounds good.  You won’t have to go far.  Kitchen should be fine.  I’ll only need about five minutes of his time.”

“Great.  See you about ten at my place.”

“So long.”

Holly took her phone back from Jim.  “Will he be able to get what you want set up?”

“If anybody can, Ted can.  General Bradley has a good deal of respect for Ted.  As you know, Ted led the other Recon Plus team in Iraq, and did one hell of a job.”

During Desert Storm, two teams of Marines called Recon Plus had been inserted into Iraq.  The brainchild of then-Major Scott, the teams were designed to disrupt communications, act as forward targeting spotters, and in general become pests in any way they could.  In addition, all five members of both teams were expert snipers...the very best riflemen the Marine Corps had to offer.

Fox Team One was headed by Major Scott.  With him he had four sergeants, all career Marines who idolized him—in itself a very unusual circumstance.  Fox Team Two was headed by Captain Ted Kuntz.  He had one lieutenant, two sergeants, and one corporal with him.  The name “Fox” was symbolic of a fox in the henhouse.  And that is exactly what they were.  Both teams were inserted near separate areas deemed to be most likely to house communication centers due to the vast number of antennas at each.  The two sites were over one hundred miles apart, so the two teams had no idea how each other was doing, or had done, until hostilities were over. 

Fox Team One, with Major Scott in command, set up in a parameter covering about a mile, manned by two two-man teams and a man by himself who acted as a flanking guard.  His only job was to keep the enemy off the two teams.  On their first night on the job, Fox One first dug in hidey-holes, and then set out to “have a little fun.”  That “little fun” saw two ammo dumps, a fuel bunker, a communications building, and several troop-staging areas go up in flames after wicked explosions set them off.  It was done in such a way that most on the scene swore that they had been the victims of a bombing raid.  Very little of the items used to do the dirty work had been brought with the team; they “appropriated” almost all of it from the enemy.  Then for the duration, they made nightly sniper attacks on the enemy encampment.  They used light-enhancing night scopes and nearly silent rifles, with specially designed smokeless powder.  During the day they pulled their hidey-holes in on top of themselves.  Of course, the rifle of choice for Major Scott was his Crosswhite.  By the time of the surrender, the sniper attacks of Fox One had eliminated over five hundred soldiers.  Major Scott had killed over two hundred of those men.  Nearly every one of his shots took out an officer, including nine general officers, by conservative count.  Most of those came during the hurried retreat of the Iraqi army.  

As successful as Fox One had been, after debriefing all concerned, everyone—including Major Scott—felt Fox Two had been even more effective.  And of the ten men inserted, ten men came back.  Only Captain Kuntz had been wounded; a severe enough leg wound to end his Marine Corps career.

General Bradley—then Colonel Bradley—had been one of those pushing for the use of the Fox Teams, and had been one of the senior officers conducting the after-action debriefings.  Thus he came to know all ten men rather well.  He took a particular liking to Captain Kuntz, and a deep friendship developed between the two men.  Their wives and children got on well also, so it was natural for the very talented and intelligent Ted Kuntz to be invited to be part of the transition team when General Bradley was made the President-elect’s Military/Intelligence Advisor designate.  With that relationship, and General Bradley’s knowledge of, and respect for, Jim Scott, the meeting was easily arranged.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


3.

[image: ]




While Jim and Holly were making plans and waiting on the arrival of Billy Longbow, Director Finn was headed south to Billings.  On the way, he used this cellular phone to make a call to National Security Advisor Otis Cromwell.  

“Otis, this is Finn.  He accepted.  Please notify those who need to know.”

“Good, thank you for calling.  I’ll notify everyone.”

After Finn hung up, he thought, “I wonder if Scott will take his own sweet time getting started like he did the last time?  This trip to Los Angeles may be a fool’s errand, but it could bear some fruit.  At least he didn’t tell me he had a ballgame to play before he could get started.”

Finn’s thought about a “ballgame” was a remembrance of the first mission Jim had been asked to do, and not a very happy thought, as Finn was more than a bit displeased when Jim told him he had a ballgame to play before he could begin the assignment.

***
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Less than two hours later—after the other two members of the committee, the President, President-elect, and General Bradley were notified—another phone call was made...this one to Canada, to Thunder Bay, Ontario.  The person called was one Acmed Buribi, who was using the name and identity of a fictitious Mexican national by the name of Oscar Ramirez.  

Ramirez/Buribi was the head Iraqi in North America.  He saw to the off-loading of the Iraqi drug shipments at Thunder Bay, and had them trucked to Medicine Hat, Saskatchewan.  From there they were flown, by clandestine flight, to points south into the United States.

Ramirez/Buribi answered the phone on the first ring.  Only one person had the number of that particular phone.  Therefore, no names were needed, “Yes.”

“We have a problem.  I am going to fax you the identity, and current photos of two people, one man and one woman.  They are headed to Los Angeles to interface with our people there.  There is a note on the fax as to how they should be treated.”

“Very well.” 

Both men hung up, and Ramirez/Buribi waited for the fax transmission.  When it came in it had the descriptions of both Jim and Holly, as well as a photo of each.  Under that information was a two-word message, “Kill them.”

Ramirez/Buribi read the text of the fax, placed a call to Los Angeles, and faxed the material to a fax machine there.  After he did so, Ramirez/Buribi re-read the material on Jim, taking particular note of the brief—but to Ramirez/Buribi, quite damning—information about Major Jim Scott’s activities behind enemy lines during the “Great War.”  When he had finished reading, Ramirez/Buribi thought, “It will be quite an honor to be responsible for the death of this Great Satan.”

The man called in Los Angeles, and who received the fax on Jim and Holly, was the third of the three men Holly had told Jim about, an Iraqi by the name of Aras Alwash.

Alwash at once set the wheels in motion to prepare a welcoming committee for them.  First, he had one of his men make up several copies of Jim and Holly’s pictures and descriptions.  Then he made sure that each and every one of his men committed these items to memory.  They were all told that both must die.

That done, Alwash, who while indeed Iraqi, was also al-Qaida, did some thinking.  He had been trained personally by Usama bin Laden, who had taken an interest in him.  Part of that training had been to be ruthless...and especially so in cutting trails back to himself.

With that thought in mind, he ordered the immediate death of the two Los Angeles County Deputy Sheriffs used in the elimination of the two traitors.

That task completed, he turned to another matter.  While he was part of the Iraqi operation, unknown to nearly anyone else in it, his first allegiance was to bin Laden and his al-Qaida terror network.  Thus his next step was to write a carefully prepared text to bin Laden, and send it by courier to the master of terror. 

In his letter to bin Laden, Alwash informed his chief that the President of the United States had authorized one Jim Scott to kill Saddam.  Since a good portion of the raw drugs Saddam was refining came from bin Laden and his Taliban thugs, the presumed rulers of Afghanistan, Alwash warned of potential damage to one of al-Qaida’s money sources.

In the letter he assured bin Laden that Jim Scott would be eliminated in Los Angeles.

With his letter underway, Alwash next began detailed planning to arrange the promised death of Jim.  All of his men were instructed to treat Jim and Holly as targets of opportunity, but only in a way to succeed without capture.

His main plan was to lead them into a cleverly laid trap.  He tried to put himself in Scott’s shoes, and felt it quite likely that his new enemy would interfere with one of the drug ring operations, following those interfered with to their headquarters, when they went to report what had happened.

The al-Qaida operative decided to set the trap at a warehouse his group owned near a pier.  The warehouse was in a location with little other activity in the area, and offered a prime setting for a trap.  A large truck could be pulled out to cut off escape once Scott followed his men past the truck.  Then it would be a simple matter to overwhelm his foe with the firepower of his entire network of Iraqis.

The tractor-trailer he would employ to seal off escape was being used to train some of his men.  Unlike Adda and the other terrorists who were training on the East Coast, his assignment from bin Laden centered around the use of big-rig trucks.  His only concern in that area was the few al-Qaida operatives at his disposal.  The two best men he had, he kept near him at all times, now that the two men the female FBI Agent had broken were no longer in the picture.
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