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 Prologue

November 4, 1992

Mike Taylor was still unbelieving of the
results. The best man lost and all the plans for the next four
years were going to come to a sudden end in just over two months,
and there was nothing he could do about it. His secure phone rang,
and he hurt to answer it. When the line cleared, the automated
voice announced, “Line is secure.”

“Mike?” Taylor hesitated, this was the first
direct contact he had with him since the mid-80's.

“Good morning Mr. President. Sorry about the
election, sir.”

“Not as sorry as I am. Look that special project
you were working on, the international one.”

“Yes, Mr. President.”

“What is left to do?”

“We were moving slowly as to not arouse
suspicion, we have some things in place but not everything. And we
still Don’t have a leader.”

“Move everything up, find me someone before I
leave office.”

“As you wish, Mr. President.” Mike hung up the
phone. “Shit! Holly, we have a problem.”

***

November 8th, 1992 Mons, Belgium

Colonel Rick Sayer, United States Air Force, was
heading home after a long day that started at 4 AM and had finally
come to an end at 11:30 PM the only good thing was traffic was
nonexistent this time of night. Mons, Belgium was not known for its
weekday nightlife. By nine O’clock, they roll up the sidewalks and
close the city 'til sunup. With the collapse of the Soviet Union a
year ago NATO was still trying to prove their relevance to the
world.

The slow breakup of the Soviet Union had brought
its own problems for the new world order. On top of that, the
terror group Office of Services was making noise in the old
republics that frightened NATO and the Russians alike. Intelligence
reported that the Al Jabra martyrs brigade was going to kidnap NATO
officers sometime in the next week. The thinking was to protect all
general officers and personnel in decision-making positions. Rick
had spent the day alerting all NATO bases to increase security.

Rick turned onto Rue du Travail and screeched to
a halt. A horse-drawn wagon was overturned in the street, and the
poor man was standing there looking bewildered at his goods strewn
across the road. If it had happened during the workday, it would
have caused a traffic jam that would last hours, but at this time
of night, the poor man would have to spend it picking up his goods
alone.

Rick got out of his car to see if he could help
the unfortunate man. The shuffling footsteps behind him were
recognized too late as a sound of danger. There was hit on the back
of his head and the darkness. Nearly the same happened near four
other NATO bases across Europe proving the intelligence was
correct, but the targets were not what the interpreters of the
intelligence thought they would be.

***

November 10th 1992 Camp Lejeune, North
Carolina USA

Major Felix Hammerewe only had a week left as
Bravo Company commander before he made the move to battalion. He
was going through files to make sure his relief was not starting
with unfinished business. Then he was going to the Officers Club to
celebrate the Marine Corps Birthday. The call came mid-morning.
“Captain… Major Hammerewe.” He was still getting used to his new
rank.

“Felix, come to my office, now.” It was Colonel
Davis the Battalion Commander.

“On my way sir.” When your boss calls, you don’t
ask why. Felix grabbed his cover and headed out the door. “I’ll be
at Battalion if anyone needs me,” He said to his XO.

Felix knocked on the open door. Colonel Davis
looked up. “Come in and close the door.” As soon as the door
closed, Colonel Davis spoke again. “Who do you have ready to
deploy?”

“What's the op, sir?”

“Those five wing wipers that got snatched a
couple days ago, CIA found them in France an hour ago. We need a
team to slide in and get them all back.”

Felix thought a moment. “First platoon is ready
for that kind of action sir.”

“That’s Lieutenant Morris’s platoon, he just got
out of Recon School, sure he can handle this as his first
mission?”

“Sir, he’s a lieutenant and a graduate of Recon
School. He can handle anything I tell him to handle. He’s got good
NCO’s and a Gunny Milner as platoon sergeant.”

“Take a reinforced platoon in case there’s
trouble. You’ve done snatch backs before, go with them, since
you’ve been company commander you haven’t gone anywhere fun. Think
of this as a vacation before you do some real work here at
battalion.” Davis said with a smile.

“Aye, aye sir,” Felix said with a smile.

“Here is the intel packet. Choppers will be here
in twenty, there’s a C-141 at Cherry Point bound for Rota, wheels
up in 45 minutes. You can plan in the air.” Felix hadn’t gone on a
mission since he was a junior captain when they stuck him behind a
desk. It felt good to get the mission, but he worried that he had
forgotten too much to be useful in the field.

Felix pointed to the phone, “May I, sir?”
Getting the nod, he dialed the four numbers. “Johnson, this is
Major Hammerewe, First and Third platoons need to be on the ready
line in five minutes.”

First and third platoons of Bravo Company Second
Force Reconnaissance Battalion got the call and, as usual, didn’t
waste time asking questions. First platoon was on air alert and had
just relieved third platoon. Their gear was already packed and
ready to go, they just had to lay to the armory and get their
weapons. Eight minutes after both platoons arrived at the LZ the
choppers landed.

The two CH-53 Sea Stallions were on the ground
for all of three minutes before they lifted off for Marine Corps
Air Station Cherry Point. Fifteen minutes later the two platoons
loaded their gear and followed Felix onto the C-141 jet. Cleared
for immediate take off they were in the air just short of the hour
and five minutes given the air alert unit to be on the way. With
everyone seated the officers and staff NCO’s sat in the back where
Felix laid the maps on a cargo container.

“This should be straight forward. They don’t
know we’re coming, and if we maintain surprise, we should be in and
out in a few hours. The plane will land in Rota Spain we chopper to
the USS Mount Whitney which will then stage off the coast of
France.”

“Excuse me Major, but this looks more like
cowboys and Indians, the Navy loves to play shoot em up, why aren’t
the squids doing this op?” Gunny Milner asked just to be a pain in
the ass.

“Per the boss, the SEAL’s are occupied
elsewhere. They are giving us a special boat crew to take us in and
bring us out. If things go balls up, we will get choppers from the
Mount Whitney, but remember that France is not assisting us in
this. If we have to go loud, we will have to duck and dodge our way
out.”

“If I may sir, why so many people on this op if
we’re supposed to be quiet? I ain't seen this many recon together
since last year’s Marine Corps birthday ball.” This got a chuckle
from the others.

Hammerewe smiled at the joke and realized that
the gunny was nervous. It was the normal pre-mission jitters. A
civilian would never spot the signs, but operators could spot it a
country mile away. The off color or morbid jokes, the almost blank
faces behind the thousand-yard stare. It wasn’t fear of dying or
killing, it was nervousness that some of the team would not make it
back alive, the senior operators were writing letters to the
families of the lost. “Intel says that twenty bad guys are guarding
the five wing wipers. They’re running four-hour shifts, but the
National Command Authority wants overwhelming force.”

Gunny Milner nodded his understanding. The
president wanted to make an example of this new group of
terrorists. Hammerewe continued, “We go in quiet, come out loud and
beat feet back to the boat. We make them understand that fucking
with American's is wrong.”

Lieutenant Morris spoke up to get everyone back
on the mission. “What do we know about the Al Jabra Martyrs
Brigade, sir?”

“When the Slav-U fell apart, the Kazakhstan
Republic emerged and started ethnic cleansing. They believed that
Hitler was right but didn’t go far enough. They want to kill or
convert all Russia and then the world to Islam. The last seventy
years of Soviet rule was just a rest break, and now they can
continue to do Allah’s will of a world under Islamic
domination.”

Gunny Milner spoke up, “So kidnapping five Air
Force things is supposed to make us cower in fear?”

Major Hammerewe rolled his eyes. “Gunny, these
dipsticks came from Russia just to piss in Europe’s Rice Krispies
and fuck with us. If we let them get away with it, they will gain
prominence in the terror world, and since everyone loves a winner,
they will get money and weapons. Next stop will be America just
because they can.”

The Al Jabra Martyrs Brigade, led by the feared,
Latus Rec-tum, a violent man that believed death was the only way
to purify his new country. It evolved from an Office of Services
linked coalition of militias seeking an end to Russian oppression
and Israel’s presence on the planet, into a more radical
organization. It seems that the other terror organizations were too
warm and fuzzy for them. The brigade at first targeted Russian
settlers and military outposts. But its decision to join the Office
of Services, now called Al Qaeda, and Palestinian Islamic Jihad and
target civilians in Kazakhstan cities last year prompted the U.S.
State Department to list the brigade as a terrorist organization
and led Washington to abandon efforts to deal with the Kazakhstani
president. The CIA liked this because they were hitting Russia
while they are weak and that took pressure off of us, but now that
Al Jabra has branched out, our president wants them to know that if
these idiots step out of their back yard, they will get
smashed.”

Gunny Milner nodded. “So this is their first
step outside of Russia and a pretty big one. They hit five
countries and took our people to prove they can do it. Got it,
sir.”

December 1992

Felix lay on the mat exhausted from the workout
tears rolling down his cheeks from the physical workout as his mind
relived the horror of the ambush. Someone talked, and almost a
company of men was dead except for him. It was called survivors
guilt. His hands shook with anger at the loss of his men, he wanted
revenge, but he didn’t have a face or a name to go on. Felix felt
the footsteps before he heard them and turned to the door.

A tall black man was walking towards him; Felix
could tell by his gate that he was a Marine. The man stopped a few
paces from him and showed his ID. “My name is Colonel Taylor, DIA.
I have some questions for you.” Felix nodded, and the Taylor sat on
the mat facing him.

“Colonel, I gave all I had during the debrief
last month, I really don’t want to talk about it,” Felix said
wiping the tears from his face.

“Last time I checked you are a major, and I am a
colonel. What you want is irrelevant.” Mike Taylor said in a
command voice.

“Yes, sir.”

“Your people were ambushed trying to rescue the
air force people held by terrorists in Saint-Urcize.”

“Right, we came ashore outside the town of
Valras-Plage, France, our contact had two trucks, and we drove to
Saint-Urcize. We reconned the farm house and planned our assault
for nightfall. Just before sundown, I went to the farm house for
one last look. I heard gunfire and ran back; we were hit with
machine gun fire from the hill behind us, and by the time I got
back everyone was dead. I went dark and tried to complete the
mission by myself; it was a trap. I woke up in hospital and
transported back to the states.”

“Yeah, I know all that Major. What I want to
know is how dedicated are you in catching the bastards that set you
up?”

“I’d love to sir, but I'm in no shape to go back
into the field. My knee got busted up pretty bad, so I'm out of the
recon business; I plan on putting in my papers. I'm going to resign
next week.”

“Good, I have a job lined up for you with Aria
Exports. You start tomorrow.” Mike handed him a card. “Be at that
address any time after noon.” Mike stood and left.


 Chapter
One

Felix parked his Saab in front of the farmhouse. It
was curious that he was going to meet the Colonel here instead of
at an office or at least on a military base. He had planned on
turning down the offer, but the nightmares and the rage would not
let him. If there was a chance of getting the people responsible
for the ambush, he was going to take it.

Before he could ring the bell, the door opened.
“Major Hammerewe, welcome, my name is Holly West.” It only took a
second for the name to register.

“General West?”

“You’ve heard of me. That’s flattering.” She said
with a motherly smile and motioned for him to enter. “Follow me
please.” Holly led him to a conference room just off the kitchen.
He knew both men seated at the polished cherry conference table.
Colonel Taylor and Lieutenant General Arnold Fields. Taylor was
unknown to him other than the introduction the previous day, but
General West was famed for her counter-terrorism work, and General
Fields was the former deputy director of covert operations at DIA.
Two heavy hitters meant that this was serious. It dawned on him
that they were both retired, and that meant that it was not as
heavy as he was hoping.

Taylor pointed to a door. “The head is there, feel
free to use it, we’re waiting for one more person so just get
comfy. Johnson, some refreshments for our guest.”

“Right away Mr. Mike.” A voice said from behind
Felix startling him. ‘It must be time to retire when a cook can
sneak up on me.’

“If you don’t need to pee, have a seat anywhere you
feel comfortable,” Taylor said.

“Am I late?” A voice said from the door.

“No, sir. Just in time,” Taylor said. Felix’s eyes
almost bulged when he was his former boss walked into the room. He
stood a little straighter upon seeing him.

“Hi, Major, Tad Rudnicki, call me Tad.” He held out
his hand. Felix didn’t know what to say. The chief of covert
operations for the Marine Corps walked in and told him to call him
by his first name. “What did I miss?”

“He just got here sir,” Taylor said.

“Good, let me hit the piss parlor, and we can
start.” Holly came in and took a seat between Taylor and General
Fields. When Rudnicki came out of the bathroom, he took a seat next
to the flabbergasted Felix Hammerewe. Holly started off.

“This brief is top-secret compartmentalized Omicron;
Omicron is a special access program.” Felix nodded, by statute,
nothing could be higher than top secret, to get around that, there
were special access programs, the operation was top secret, but the
number of people that had access to the operation was limited to
only people that needed to know about it. “To let you know how high
up that is; the President of the United States does not have access
to the three levels below Omicron. There are only twelve people by
law who are allowed access to Omicron level intelligence and four
of them are in this room.”

“Honey, that’s not true, President Bush has Omicron
clearance,” Taylor said.

“Yeah, but he got the clearance while he was CIA
director not as President. Anyway, here is the history lesson
before we get to the meat. A few years ago, the FBI tried to set up
a dark operation code named “Blackjack.” It lasted three months
when the man was caught tortured for two months, then thrown feet
first into an industrial shredder. The remains were sent in several
zip top bags. He was identified by DNA. Last year the CIA tried
operation “Black bag” she lasted six months before we found what
was left of her. She had been tortured, they used her for an
ashtray, they drilled holes in every joint in her body, there was
evidence that she had taken electroshock, and all of her bones were
broken.” Holly paused to take a sip of water while General Fields
assessed the recruit. General Fields noticed that Hammerewe didn’t
flinch at what he heard and that bode well for him.

Holly continued. “The Soviet Union is gone, but
Congress won’t approve an aid package to ensure stability, so we
are planning on anarchy at best. All the bad people will be running
things under the guise of democracy the moves we see so far tells
us that we are going to be hit with a crime wave from there.”

“General West, excuse me, Ma'am, what exactly do you
want of me?”

Arnold spoke up. “We want you to shut up and listen.
You will have a chance to ask questions when you have heard it
all.”

Holly gave Arnold a look and continued her brief.
“What we learned from the failures, is that all the agents were
connected to their support system. Making calls to inform higher
headquarters, calls for money, calls for government assistance that
came too fast or too slow. Requests for information and having to
wait for it, requests for permission to act that came too late to
be effective when they finally got a yes.”

General Rudnicki took over the brief. “Looking at
the results, we find that as long as the agent has a backup, the
support system was easy to identify. The spy might be okay, but the
support teams looked too much like government. They captured
tortured and kill support people, once they gave up the agent and
then the agent was tortured and killed. That was your history
lesson. Now for the mission. We want you to infiltrate and destroy
every illegal operation inside and outside the United States, and
we want you to do it solo. No help from Uncle Sugar.”

Felix raised his hand. “Excuse me… ah… don’t you
think you’re aiming too low? I mean one Recon major against the
world crime organizations. I mean there are a couple hundred
thousand of them and all of me, by my lonesome.” The major did
nothing to hide his sarcasm. This was a crazy idea that was going
to get him killed.

Rudnicki nodded. “Point well taken Marine. You can
have all the staff and support you want. You just won’t get any
help from the government.”

“Wait a minute sir. You want me to just walk into a
crime family and wipe them out by myself?”

“You said you wanted revenge,” Taylor said with a
grin.

“I learned at Annapolis that there is a difference
between making war and suicide. Do the first when you must and
avoid the second at all costs. You people are ordering me to kill
myself.”

Taylor shook his head. “No Major, no one is ordering
you to do anything of the sort. We want you to be the bad guy, the
chief of bad guys that dominates and controls all the other bad
guys. To let us know when there are threats coming to America and
if you can stop them without getting yourself killed, do so.”

“Oh shit, I get it now… you want me to go
underground and work the bad guys from the inside.”

Rudnicki nodded and smiled. “He can be taught.”

“If I say yes, and that is a huge IF. How do I avoid
LEO’s? Law enforcement officers are going to be looking for
me.”

Arnold shook his head. “Only if you are sloppy. Some
bad guys have worked thirty years, and the police still don’t know
their names or the crimes they committed.”

“So let me get this straight. I do this and if I'm
successful no one knows my name, but if I mess up, I will be hunted
by both sides of the law.”

“Correct,” Holly said. “The police, Interpol, FBI
CIA will all want you either dead or in jail. The bad guys will
want you dead.”

“So you are giving me a license to kill. I need a
martini; shaken like I am right now. If I want out, do I call a
number or turn myself into the police, and you clear me?”

“If you live, and get back to the states we will let
you have this,” Rudnicki said sliding a piece of paper to him.

Felix read the document and shook his head in
disbelief. It even had his name on it and the inclusive dates.
December 1993 to December 2023. He had never seen a presidential
pardon, but the signature looked real enough along with the
presidential seal and the seal of the Attorney General. Felix
thought it would be some government form, but it was a letter from
the president to him saying that all crimes and illegal acts
committed up to and including treason by Felix between December
1993 and December 2023 are pardoned and forgiven.

Taylor smiled. “It’s more than a license to kill it
is a license to do anything you want, but understand this. It is
only good in the United States. A foreign government gets you, and
you’re on your own.”

Rudnicki slid the document back into the folder.
“This will be held under seal at the Foreign Intelligence
Surveillance Court under the Code “Fuzz ball” remember that name
because if we die it will be your only way to free yourself. Any
violation of international law and you will go to jail if you leave
the country. We have some friends around the world, but they might
not be in power when you get caught so don’t get caught.”

Felix had to think quickly he remembered his classes
on constitutional law and the president did have the power to
pardon anyone for anything, Taylor was right it only covered US
law. If it weren’t for the heavy hitters in the room, he would have
laughed it off as a joke. “Why me? I mean you hand me a
presidential pardon that gives me thirty years of activity. I can
kill you all right now and not even get my hands dirty let alone go
to jail for it. How do I get so lucky?”

“Another good question,” Rudnicki said with a
satisfied smile. “Holly do you want to clue him in?”

“It’s very simple Major. You have a high IQ, you are
fluent in twenty languages, you were promoted two years ahead of
your class for major, and your first command you did very well. On
your last mission when the world went to shit, and you found your
entire team dead, instead of calling it a day, going home and
crying in your beer, you called in the contact report and told them
you were going to continue the mission on your own. That was
foolish as you found out, but it proved to us that you don’t quit
even when the odds are against you. But even with the odds against
you, the mission would have been a success had the wing wipers been
there. You killed everyone even after you were wounded.”

Taylor spoke up. “This showed me that you can think
on your feet, and you saw a way to accomplish the mission without
getting killed. Close to meeting God but you found a way to avoid
the event.”

“So if I say yes to this mission what then?”

“Are you saying yes?” Taylor asked.

“Yeah, I guess I am.”

“You should have been more concerned with what would
happen if you said no,” Holly said and laid her .45 on the table
top.

Felix looked at the weapon then at General West.
“Oh.” He realized that turning the job down would do more than end
his career.

“Go home pack a bag and come right back. Don’t call
anyone, don’t talk to anyone. As of today, you start to fall off
the face of the earth.” Taylor said.

***

When Felix was gone, Arnold spoke. “Tad, how many
have we gotten so far?”

Tad Rudnicki opened the folder, “A lot have agreed,
the countries that Don’t have executive pardon powers have gotten
around that by other means, as long as he stays in Europe and
America, we’re good. Canada, Chile, France, Germany, Greece, Hong
Kong, India, Ireland, Israel, Italy, South Africa, Spain,
Switzerland, Turkey, United Kingdom and us. Japan and South Korea
were the hardest, but they are on board. If he gets caught by the
good guys, in those countries, he is a free man. Raymond says that
his organization will protect him as best he can, but he will only
be in office until the year 2000, after that we are mostly on our
own unless they elect someone he can trust. All the pardons are
listed under the code name fuzz ball in their respective countries.
But once it's activated he is out of the game, I figure that once
he’s captured and released, people will figure out that he’s
working for the good guys, even if we can muzzle the press, that
will paint a target on his back.”

Arnold turned to Holly. “What about documents?”

“All our allies will provide passports for Felix,
and three other unnamed agents to replace him. He can get a fresh
passport every day for as many people he wants for the next thirty
years. I just hope he doesn’t turn rogue on us.”

“Mike, what about sanctuaries?”

“We have three, one in Russia, one in Japan and one
in France. We have them staffed and ready for business for the last
year. Russia is the problem child because we Don’t have an
agreement with the Russians yet.”

Arnold nodded. “As you all know; the new president
will most likely shut down our C.A.T. operation. The word I'm
getting from his people is that they want to concentrate on the
domestic side now that the ‘Cold War’ is over. We need to make
plans to pull everyone out. And this new operation needs to be
completely hidden from them.”

Tad nodded. “I will handle that as soon as we get
this thing settled and Felix on the road.”

“Tad, you didn’t tell him about Interpol, or the
pardons from the other countries, why?” Holly asked.

“The only reason I showed him the presidential
pardon was to prove we are legit and serious. Alexandra knew about
the Interpol connection and got too cocky, she knew she would not
get busted and acted accordingly, look what happened to her.
Tetsuya was killed when they saw her support and followed it back
to her. Harry got corrupted and went dark, we still don’t know what
happened to him, and MI-6 is pissed at losing him. Keeping him in
the dark at least for the first operation will help him stay on the
edge.”

Arnold nodded, “Yeah if he knew we were watching
from afar he might give himself away. If we watch too closely, the
bad guys will spot us sooner or later, and we have another mess.
Mike’s idea of throwing him to the wolves is the only thing we
haven’t tried. Once he’s made his mark, we can let him know he has
a safety net.

Mike stood to leave, “I don’t know why we’re
discussing this, we are committed, and we can’t turn back now. He
accepted the assignment. He lives or dies on his own. Holly, we
need to have the doctor standing by for the implants.”

***

Felix took two hours to get everything he thought he
would need or want from his apartment and drove back to the farm,
the headquarters of Aria Exports.

He was met at his car. “My name is Toby, I run
security here.” The man said with a firm handshake. “Park in garage
six, leave the keys in the ignition.”

After parking, he took his bag from the back seat,
Felix met up with Toby. “Do you know why I'm here?”

“Nope, not my job. You hungry?”

“I could eat.” Felix realized he had not eaten since
breakfast.”

Toby led him to his room on the second floor. It was
more like a suite with its own bathroom and sitting room. “Just
drop your bags here, and you can join Mr. Mike and Miss. Holly for
dinner.”

Felix was led to the dining room and was surprised
that the room was empty a moment later Holly and Mike joined him.
Mike held a seat for Holly at the head of the table, and Mike
pointed to where Felix should sit, and Mike took a place at the
other end of the table. As soon as Mike was seated three waiters
entered placing plates of steaming food in front of them.

Felix was surprised to see all his favorite foods
for his meal. There was the usual small talk as they ate. Mike
Taylor entertained them with stories of his time in the Corps.
Telling of a rescue mission in the Philippines and how he saved a
tribe of Muslims in the jungle while freeing the hostages they
held. It wasn’t until dessert that he realized that the meal was
designed for him, to make him feel at ease.

When dinner was over, he and Mike sat in the
library, and over drinks, Mike Taylor explained his plan for the
operation. Felix was more than surprised to learn the extent of the
operation and the dangers involved.

“Look, Felix, on the surface, it looks complicated
and straightforward at the same time. Your mission is to build
assets and service targets. We are going to throw you out there
with no support, and you have to rely on your own abilities to
survive, but we will be helping you behind the scenes in part when
we can.”

“Sir, I understand that, but what makes you think
that it will work at all?”

“It’s never been done before. Not like this. After
you finish your studies here, you will leave the country and go
rogue. What I mean by going rogue is just that. You have no rules
other than the ones you make up as you go. If you run into a
corrupt official, keep him corrupt and use him to further your
business. Kill or compromise anyone that gets in your way, make
friends with those that can help you. Document all your
transactions, so when you pull the plug on this mission, we can
arrest and prosecute the bad guys. There are two rules you need to
remember; Rule 55 and Rule 48. 55 means you are dealing with an
undercover of some kind that is on our side. Try to keep the agent
alive if you can, not at the expense of blowing his cover to get
them out of danger.”

“And Rule 48?” Felix asked.

“Rule 48 means the person hurt or killed a good guy.
They hurt one of ours, we destroy all of theirs. The reason we are
drinking and getting drunk is that the last bit of freedom and
safety is in this building. Enjoy it while you can.” Taylor said
with a sad smile and lifted his glass.

“Here’s to brother Felix, brother Felix, brother
Felix, here’s to brother Felix who’s with us tonight. He’s happy
he’s jolly he ain't shit by golly. Here’s to brother Felix who’s
with us tonight. So drink motherfucker, drink motherfucker, drink
motherfucker!” Felix slammed his empty water glass on the table.
“Here’s to brother Felix who’s with us tonight.” Mike refilled
it.

“How did you get mojo here in the states sir?”

“Mama-san taught me how to make it when I was
stationed at Camp Schwab. Good old Club Texas. That was back when
you were in what, college?”

“Yes sir, thereabouts. I can’t even smell the
alcohol, is there any in here it tastes like Kool-Aid.”

“You’ll find out in the morning Marine. I am curious
about your schooling. You got your bachelor's in business and
joined the Corps, then got your masters in theology why religion
when your job is to send people to God?”

Felix smiled as he sipped his drink. “In Recon, we
are trained to sneak into the bad guy’s nest get intelligence and
smart our way out and when we have to, destroy everything in sight.
I figure if I have to kill people then I wanted to know what God
had to say about it.”

“And you think God said it’s okay?”

“Blessed is the peacemaker. You can’t get more
peaceful than dead.” Felix said with a chuckle.

Toby was Mike’s personal assistant and bodyguard.
Toby took his job seriously but was confused when he heard them
singing a children’s nursery rhyme song. ‘Did You Ever See a
Lassie?’ Two grown men singing a song for kids. He was in the army
and never did fully understand Marines.

Holly passed by the library and stopped next to Toby
who was blocking the door. “Toby you need to get some sleep.”

“I stay with Mr. Mike ma’am.”

“Toby, I appreciate your loyalty to us, do you hear
them? That’s a Marine drinking song.”

Toby was surprised to hear that. “Did you ever see a
lassie, is a Marine drinking song?”

Holly grinned, “the tune is the same, but the words
are different; tradition holds that it goes on until someone passes
out or is dying of alcohol poisoning. If you go to sleep now, you
can get three or four hours sleep before one of them drops
dead.”
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