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Inside a dimmed-lit room, sitting at a mid-size table, an odd conversation happening, as one of the four figures stands up and gives a report.

“All is ready. In 72 hours, everything will be in motion, but once the deed is done, we can’t go back.

The head figure asks, “Which one of our agents is assigned to the task?”

A third figure answers, “Lone Shadow, sir.”

The head figure nods in agreement, saying, “Lone Shadow, very well. All seems to be in order. Gentlemen, we’ve waited a long time for this. Now we're at the point of no return. Let nothing stop us now. So make it happen, people, dismiss.”

As the others leave, he stands up, walks over to the widow, and opens the blinds.

He thinks,“The time is here, the time is now. We waited so long. Finally, finally, we can check this one off our to-do list. Nothing can stop us... Nothing.”

*****
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The Same Day:
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Chihuahuan Desert, New Mexico five miles from US Army base Fort Sunrise, 1 P. M.

––––––––
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A SQUAD OF EIGHT SOLDIERS are trying to find relief, as they bake under the heat of the New Mexican sun. All has been silenced until it’s broken by Private Longwood “One thing’s for sure guys, this has to be the worst duty in all this Man’s army. It’s hot as Hell!” he lays his head back covered with a wet towel.

Answering his challenge Private Second Class Bowmen says “Hot!, You haven’t felt hot. Try a tour down in Panama, then you can talk about hot.”

Private First Class Orlando jumps in “Hot?, No it’s the German cold that will make a man out of you. You guys should try a tour there, you’ll be begging for this wonderful hot sun, I tell ya.”

Private Donald speaks as he looks at Private Wayne “What I don’t understand is how in the hell can you stand wearing your BDU top? Everybody else is wearing T-shirts. Boy, you’re making me hot just looking at you. Take it off, man.”

Private Wayne answers “I’m good. I don’t want my arms to get sunburned.”

Private First Class Parker chuckles saying “Sunburn, you soul brother don’t get sunburned. Ain’t that right Harris?”

Specialist Harris answers “Wrong white boy. We can get sunburned too. Hell some of us can even get a nice tan.”

Specialist Lawson speaks “You mean you brothers can get darker? Imagine that.”

Harris stands up looks down at Lawson, walks over to Wayne, and says, “As they say, the darker the berry the sweeter the juice, ain’t that right?”

Wayne answers “Sure you’re right.” the two laugh and high fives.

Lawson responds “Ha, nobody's juice is sweeter than mine.”

Just then a loud and angry voice of Staff Sergeant Gamble Greenland blasts through the warm desert air “Well that's good to know Lawson!” the squad jumps to their feet as he continues to focus on Lawson. “Maybe we should just put you in a pink leather mini skirt, and some high heels, and let you walk the local streets just to see how much money your sweet juices can bring in! And the rest of you streetwalkers, fall in!”

the squad lines up, Greenland looks them over then steps back as an officer steps forward

“I’m Captain Rosewell, your company commander. Welcome to Fort Sunrise, welcome to the First Battalion, but most of all welcome to Company C.

Greenland yells out, “Third Herd!” the squad answers, “Hooah!”

The captain smiles as he continues, “I see you got some life in you, that’s good, that’s very good. Some of you have already done a tour or two in this man’s army, while some of you are fresh out of boot camp.” No matter you all are new here, and you best get yourselves squared away, or we’re gonna have a problem. My door is not always open. I don’t do one-on-ones. You step in my office, I’m pinning a medal on your cheat, or you have royally fucked... up, and the worst fuck up you can do around here is find a way to get yourself killed without my express written permission. Are we clear?!

The squad answers yes sir!!

He finishes by saying, “Good. This husky soldier to my right is First Sergeant Braxton. We call him Bulldog. You will call him Top, cause he’s our top sergeant. He runs things around here. He calls the shots. He has an open door. He is the one that will solve your problems. If he can’t solve your problems...Then you have royally fucked up.” He looks the squad over he asks, “Any questions?” the silence is deafening, “Good.” he turns to Top saying as they salute each other, “Bulldog, they’re all yours.”

Top responds “Yes sir.” the captain heads for his vehicle to take his leave.

Top turns toward the squad saying, “Alright, as the captain said. I’m the top dog here. And Staff Sergeant Greenland your squad leader. He is one of my enforcers. He’s the wipe on your back, and I’m the boot in your ass if you don’t square yourselves away. Any questions?”

The squad answers “No first sergeant!!”

He responds “Outstanding.” he turns to Greenland saying “Take them out, sergeant.”

Greenland answers “Hooah Top.” As the first sergeant heads for his vehicle he turns back to the squad, and smiles saying,

“Have fun.” the squad answers “Hooah!” he takes his leave.

Greenland takes out his small notepad, flipping through it as he walks closer to the squad and right in the face of Harris saying, “Specialist Horus Harris, this is your second tour of duty right.

He answers, “Yes sergeant.”

Greenland continues “Your file said you performed tops in multiple fields. Good, good. I see you’re also the highest-ranked newbie here. That makes you the team leader Specialist. “You like that soldier?”

Harris answers, “No sergeant.”

Greenland replies, “Too bad you got the job. Don’t fuck up.”

“Yes, Sergeant Harris answered.

Greenland moves in front of Lawson, “Well, well miss sweet juice. Specialist Leo Lawson. Tough guy, with a bad attitude, a lone wolf. Don’t work well with others, huh?”

Lawson explains, “I got a bum rap serge. That’s not me.”

Greenland replies, “Good, since you’re the second highest ranked here I’m making you assistant team leader.”

Lawson asks, “What if I say no serge?”

Greenland answers. “Then you’ll be tasting the sole of my boots because I’m gonna put my foot so far up your ass it’ll clog your throat.” He smiles saying, “Now do you want that instead?”

Lawson answers “No sergeant.”

Greenland responds “Good the job is yours.” He moves to Orlando, He says “Private first class Clearwater Orlando. You’re native?”

Orlando answers, “Yes sergeant. In fact, my tribe lives about 20 miles north from here.”

Greenland responds “Well then this New Mexico sun shouldn’t give you any trouble at all.”

Orlando explains “Well Serge I kinda gotten used to the German cold, so I’m having a bit of trouble adjusting back to home.”

Greenland smiles saying, “Suck it up, soldier.”

Orlando replies “Rodger that, sergeant.”

Greenland moves to Parker. “Private first class Yang-Le Parker.”

Parker responds “Yale sergeant.”

Greenland asks, “Yell what soldier?”

Parker explains “No serge, like Harvard vs Yale. Yale is my English name sergeant.”

“Oh Yale, I get it. Where you’re from Yale?”

“Seattle sergeant.”

Greenland smiles saying, “Oh Seattle. Well Yale I hope you understand, unlike Seattle, it doesn’t rain much down here.”

Parker replies “I’ll make the best of it Sergeant.”

“You do that private.” Greenland says as he moves in front of Bowmen. “Private second class Roberto Bowmen”

“Si sergeant.”

“See what private?”

“Oh sorry, I meant, yes sergeant.”

“Okay, where you’re from soldier?”

Bowmen answers “Miami sergeant.”

“Miami, Miami. My best R&R was in Miami. Big parties, big parties. Bet you like to party too uh Bowmen?”

“Si...Uh yes, sergeant.”

Greenland says “I’m gonna keep my eyes on you Miami.”

“Si...Uh yes, Sergeant.”

Greenland steps in front of Longwood. “Private Langston Longwood. Ah, Longwood is that your real name, or is that what the ladies call you?”

Longwood chuckles as he answers, “Yes sergeant it’s my real name.”

“Where you’re from private?”

“Rhode Island sergeant.”

Greenland replies, “Rhode Island eh. So you eat that calm chowder eh, private?”

“Not really sergeant. I mostly eat lobster tails dipped in butter sauce.”

Greenwood smiles as he responds, “Butter sauce? Well hell son I hate to break it to you, but here at Ft Sunrise, the Mess halls don’t do lobster tails in butter sauce. You may get some iguana tails dipped in salsa, but other than that we like to stick to the basics.”

“Yes, sergeant.” Longwood replies as Greenwood steps towards Wayne, Private Wesley Wayne.”
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