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    With deepest respect for those whose names are engraved into the Vietnam Veterans Memorial. Many of them experienced joy for the last time in Olongapo. Every day beyond 1968 is a blessing. I say a prayer daily for everyone who lost his or her lives because of the Vietnam War.




    Olongapo: A Port and Barrio of Subic Municipality in the Southeast Zambales Province, Luzon, on the East Coast of Subic Bay near the Bataan Border. Vietnam is located eight hundred miles across the South China Sea from Olongapo.


  




  

    
1 Minda




    Minda opens tired, painted eyes toward dull red light flooding the tiny room. A solitary window dances with beading rain and a rush of confusion fills her throbbing head. This dreary morning she pats the bed hoping someone is under the sheets. Alone in a hotel has become a frequent ordeal for Minda. At one time, such a prospect was laughable. Minda’s tenure as monarch of Olongapo lasted a long time. Her good looks, now hard and worn, once mesmerized many pursuers. She struggles to prop herself up against the broken headboard and stares at another drab, bare hotel room. Her mouth is dry, lips stuck together, and eyes burning. She cannot remember being this used up, wondering if her head and heart can recover. She strains to keep her eyes open, her brain feels cold inside a tightening skull. Next to the bed on top of the small black table sits a partial San Miguel bottle. Minda’s hand trembles to pull it to her mouth. The warm, stale beer trickles down her dry throat. Minda drops the bottle to the floor and flops onto the bed. She shifts her clothes, the fire engine red top with white tassels highlighting pushed out breasts has twisted and tangled as she slept. Pants have little room for movement as her once curvaceous body bloats. Scuffed, powder blue high heels are tight on her feet. Minda has hit rock bottom in just nineteen years. She slides to the edge of the bed, kicking the empty beer bottle away, struggling to sit. Her frustration flows into despair as she stares at the rain-laden window. In that cruel moment, she is the only person in the world. Tears fill tired, dark eyes. Minda falls back onto the bed again, letting out a thin sigh. She lies crying, a motionless testimony to the euphoric and tragic mix that is Olongapo.




    “My God—” she wheezes, pulling herself into a fetal position while clutching at tattered bed sheets.




    She whimpers again, a low grating plea, “my God…what’s happened?” Resembling a child, she escapes into a soothing sleep.




    A man calls out with a gruff hateful tone at her door, startling Minda awake, “Time!”




    Minda tries to collect herself, “what time?” she sounds weak and raspy.




    “Just after noon, now come on Minda get your ass out…” He fades through the hall shouting and knocking on door after door. Most girls use the same hotel and often the same room night after night. Joe, the man knocking on doors, has managed the Palace Hotel for over six years. He lives on the second floor in a grubby room saving the better rooms for preferred customers. Minda totters into the hallway, leaving the room door open and laughs, “I guess that’s it,” she says. Joe sees her from the other end of the corridor.




    “You wait right there girl,” he shouts, walking fast in her direction, “we gotta talk, you’re way overdue.” Minda walks on trying to conceal aggravation. Joe catches her, snatching an arm and swinging her around violently. Minda pushes against him, struggling to appear tough.




    Minda’s voice wavers along with her resolve, “I’ll have the money, I always make money.” Never has Minda slid so far. Old Joe looks away, he has seen more than enough in his sixty-seven years and now fights a sudden compulsion to hold her. His memory of Minda at fourteen, strutting into the Palace, sailor in tow and full of life saddens Joe. He sees this downward progression daily, he is a tough old bird, thin and balding with a tiny neck and stooped shoulders. Minda’s decline breaks his heart but there is a reason for his longevity at the Palace Hotel.




    “Rules,” he tells her. Minda stares into his face, mascara streaking and eyes pleading. She knows old Joe has a special place for her in his heart. Despite the risk, he has carried her for days hoping she would pull out of this downward spiral.




    “Do it Joe…c’mon, help me.”




    He fidgets and pulls at what little hair he has left. “Hell, they’d skin me.”




    “Tell me Joe…please.”




    Old Joe stiffens as Minda shakes, tears streaking her face.




    “Goddamnit…he’s in room twenty-four, but I never told ya.” Joe walks away yelling, “I never told ya!” Minda starts through the hall, getting hotter with each step. The seasoned Olongapo warrior stands at room twenty-four. She beats at the door.




    A man shouts from inside, “go away, asshole. I told you I’m awake!” Minda tries to open the door but it’s locked.




    “Can’t you hear?” He’s against the door. Minda steps back with fear, irate customers have beaten her. Her fear subsides and rage takes over and she pounds harder. A pissed young man jerks the door open, shoving his head into the corridor.




    “I told you…oh, it’s you.” The sight of Minda glaring takes his breath, sucking the fire from his anger. She pushes her way into the room.




    “Where is your other girl?”




    “There’s nobody here…check if you don’t believe me.”




    “You had me last night,” she says in a low tone, taunting the bewildered young man. “So why did you leave me and get another room?” she asks. A hot wave of fear comes over him. Dressed, he tells himself he could run into the safety of the clamoring rain swept street. Here he stands, nailed to this spot, just a white T-shirt inside out, covering his lanky body. A pair of white bell-bottom pants drape over his bare feet. The rest of his uniform is scattered around the room.




    “Why don’t you say something? You screwed me last night.” She turns toward him and he realizes she can’t remember and he sees the knife. Minda pulls a red handled switchblade from her shoe, she holds it open at her side. The top of his head tingles.




    “Well that’s nuts,” he says.




    “It’s for you, you son-a-ma-bitch!” her face twists with searing anger.




    “Now tell me, where is your goddamned other girlfriend?” she shouts, moving towards him.




    “There was a girl…but she left before morning, now put the knife away.”




    “Was her name Lorna?” she asks.




    “I don’t remember.” His knuckles are white as he grips the door.




    “Calm yourself, stupid, I won’t cut you.” Minda beams with delight at the scared sailor no older than she is. She raises the four-inch blade toward her wide-eyed captive as sweat glistens on his upper lip. He might take his chances out of uniform in the street. Minda shuffles to the bed and picks up his jumper, reading the name stenciled inside.




    “Ronald J. Parsons…Hello, Ronnie baby, what’s the J for, jerk or jerk off?” She stretches his uniform over the knife blade.




    “C’mon…what the hell! I need that to get back to the ship.”




    “Relax, stupid, I won’t hurt you.”




    He takes a quick step toward her.




    “Stop there or you’ll be going to your ship topless.” He stops.




    “You owe me,” she says, trying not to cry.




    “For what?”




    “Last night, that’s what,” she says.




    “You crazy bar hog, you passed out on me, a dead bar hog fish,” he says.




    She screams, “and you fucked off, bastard, you left me!” “How much did your girlfriend get?” Minda’s blood surges causing her sore head to throb.




    “She’s not my girlfriend, I don’t even—”




    Minda prods, “was her name Lorna?”




    “Yeah…fuck, I don’t remember.”




    “Well Ronnie jerk off, how much did you pay her?” He looks at her with disgust. His slim body tightens. With a snapping lunge, he grabs for his jumper. Minda reacts, forcing the blade through the polyester jumper. The top stretches caught between them. Frustrated, Parsons jerks his uniform from Minda, the knife falls to the floor at her feet. Their eyes meet while grabbing for the knife. Minda pulls it up as Parsons lurches toward her, ramming the knife into his own gut. He gives out a hideous moan and hisses, falling to the floor. Minda pulls away, his eyes look as if they may explode. To her horror, he grips her arm before she can get away.




    He cries out, “what have you done?” He trembles and sprawls onto the floor, blood splattered everywhere. Minda takes short, shallow breaths, looking around as she tears away from his death grip. Her overriding thought is to run. She bolts from the room, blood on her top and hands.




    Joe spots her, “stop, what happened?” Minda ignores him, running through the corridor to the front door of the hotel.




    “Don’t let her leave!” he shouts to the armed guard at the door. As the guard steps in front of her, Minda impulsively shoves him away, running as fast as she can. He pulls his handgun and fires a single shot to the back of her head.


  




  

    
2 Merci




    Merci Morales has always enjoyed the accident of being born a mulatto with jet-black hair, hazel eyes, and cream-colored tight, soft skin. A natural beauty, five feet, one hundred pounds of street savvy. Educated and sure of her abilities, at twenty-two she is the undisputed vamp of Olongapo. Merci stands out from the clamoring throng this morning as she makes her way to the Olongapo hospital. Thoughts of Minda flow over her as she fights through the sea of people filling Magsasay Boulevard. They stream through the bars and hotels, for some people, it’s another good time in Olongapo. A working girl leans from a second floor window of the Golden Hotel. She sucks in the clean air swirling through the city so early in the day. She surveys her portion of the city’s two-mile strip seething with activity. Sounds of prostitutes, peddlers, Jeepneys and rehearsing bands are the daily prelude to another night’s symphony of lust. A stack of quiet neon signs loom like webbing against the bright far eastern sky. This is renewal, the metamorphosis bringing the city life.




    Merci and Minda started together in Olongapo, both from a far off province on one of seven thousand islands making up the Philippines. Merci had adapted, toughened, and learned to survive and thrive in the city. Minda eroded a victim of a loving, trusting nature. The sisters lured by an enterprise serving as the premier playground for those involved Vietnam. Merci is breathless and anxious as she checks in at the hospitals front desk.




    “A girl came in this morning her name is Minda Morales? I need her room number.”




    “Room number? There’s no room number for that girl—”




    “She’s my sister.”




    “Oh…wait a second, you need to speak with the duty nurse.”




    “My sister just arrived, where is she?” Merci asks again.




    “Take a seat please.” The girl at the registration desk pages the duty nurse.




    “Why are you saying, take a seat? My sister’s hurt and I need to be with her now.”




    The duty nurse arrives and speaks to the receptionist then turns her attention to Merci.




    “I’m so sorry Miss Morales, your sister was gone when they brought her in.”




    “Gone…you mean dead?” Merci is stunned.




    “There was nothing we could do for her, she was killed instantly by a gunshot.”




    “What are you talking about? You have the wrong girl, Minda was in a fight with a sailor, not shot.




    The hospital front doors slide open and Conchita Ramos bursts through with two more of her girls, Anna and Lorna. They were the only girls home with Moma when she got the news, Lisa, Celia and Nina are still on overnights with customers. This will demolish Nina, she was like another sister to Minda.




    “Merci!” Anna shouts, “where is she? Where’s your sister?”




    Momasan is calm but the girls are hysterical.




    “They won’t let me near her, she’s in the morgue Moma, along with the sailor she was with.”




    Momasan sits shaking her head, “both dead?” Merci buries her head into Moma’s shoulder and sobs.




    Conchita has been successful since arriving in the city sixteen years ago. Like most aging whores, she had to evolve, becoming a derelict or Momasan. Now thirty-three and still attractive, she presents a professional appearance suited to a woman in charge of the finest stable of girls in Olongapo. Moma had one other girl killed during her eight years in charge at the Marmont Club. Others have gone because of nerves, marriage, religion or family. It always creates a void, but none has ever hurt this much.




    “I’m so sorry Merci, this is my fault.”




    “Your fault…why?”




    “I always knew Minda wasn’t right for this life, your sister was too emotional. There is nothing to prepare someone for this. I should have done something—”




    “What?” Merci says. “There was nothing anyone could do to save her. We were a package. If you hadn’t taken us, another club would have. She was far better off with you…we all are.”




    “This is horrible,” Anna says. “It might be any one of us lying dead.”




    Anna has survived three years with her charm and grit. She cared for Minda as part of their team, nothing more. Anna sits and calms down by thinking Minda has been dead a long time before she took her final breath, she dares not say it aloud with Merci in the room.




    “I understand you are here for the girl,” Doctor Stoddard says.




    “I’m her sister, what happens to her now?”




    The doctor catches Merci’s wrists. “Arrangements need to be made with a mortuary for her removal,” he tells her.




    “You tell us like that?” Frustrated and exhausted Merci pulls away. Moma slings her arm around her. “He’s right dear,” she says.




    “It’s the way he said it, we are slabs of meat because of what we do, aren’t we Doctor?” She stares into his face, no answer, “I despise you and everyone like you,” she tells him, grabbing his smock. Her tone is dark, her tears drying, “your war has made toys of pleasure out of us, at least Minda is free now,” she releases him.




    “I’m sorry,” he says. A single word runs through his mind as he steps from Merci, “special.” He dismisses it, and then shocked, accepts the feeling.




    Doctor Tony Stoddard, American, spent two years in the Army. He grew as a young physician working at a field hospital outside Saigon. He has developed a keen sense of compassion.




    “That’s not how I see things,” he tells her, thinking of what his father said. “Don’t be a patriot hard head,” his father had told him, “I didn’t work my ass off educating you to see everything wasted.” What the old man always forgot was the long hours Tony spent making sure he succeeded, graduating first in his class including medical school. At twenty-eight, he has attained his goals and more. His thoughts are interrupted by Nina’s arrival. While Merci is smart and Anna kind, Nina is tough. The other girls call her tiger Nina but this is no tiger, she is upset, brushing away tears.




    “She’s dead Nina, nothing we can do.” Merci hugs her close.




    “What happened? How can she be dead?” Nina cries.




    “We don’t know yet, but we will find out, she was with a sailor who is also dead.” Moma says.




    “Let’s go home,” Anna says.




    “What about your friend’s body?” Tony asks.




    Merci stares deep into his eyes, “Miss Ramos will make arrangements, she’s our Momasan.”




    “I need to be with Minda before we go.” Merci again tells them.




    “That’s not a good idea,” Tony says.




    “I have to say goodbye now,” she demands.




    Moma puts her hand on Merci’s arm, “you want me to go with you?”




    “I need to say goodbye alone, I’ll be alright, take the girls home.” Moma and the girls of the Marmont Club will be sad a long while.




    * * *




    “I’ll be right outside,” Tony tells Merci as they arrive at the morgue.




    As she goes through the double doors, cold air pushes into her.




    “You’re not supposed to be in here,” the attendant tells her.




    “I’m here for my sister, she came in this morning, and the doctor said it was okay.”




    “Well, it’s not, the two brought in have not been touched, we are waiting for the Navy and police. We can’t disturb the bodies.”




    “I’m not leaving until you take me to my sister.” He can tell she means it.




    “Okay, make it quick, she is next to the sailor but prepare yourself.” He pulls back the sheet. Nothing could prepare anyone for what Merci sees, her little sister lying cold and lifeless. The entire back of her head is gone. Merci gasps and cries at the same time.




    “I love you sis,” her crying becomes uncontrollable, she throws her hand in the air and runs from the room slamming out of the double doors and into Tony. He tries to console her by enveloping her in his arms, “sorry—”




    “Horrible—just horrible,” she says between sobs. “I can’t stand her hurt this way, why did this happen?”




    “Let me take you home, once the investigation gets started you will have answers, you can’t be out alone in this condition.”




    * * *




    Merci lives with Moma and the rest of her girls in their three-room apartment above the Marmont Club. There are so many girls in Olongapo the gruesome tragedies spread everywhere. Conchita has led her girls in a prayer for Minda once they arrived home. Each girl in the room realizes tonight is for working. Momasan has decided Merci can have the night off, she understands that Merci will ultimately make the call.




    “We will discuss a replacement for Minda another time, Moma says. Now, get ready for downstairs.”




    “My God!” Nina exclaims, “we haven’t put her in the ground and you’re thinking of a replacement?” The room goes silent.




    “What happened to Minda was no one’s fault in this room,” Moma says, “Minda wasn’t good for this life, we knew she suffered. I told her to go back to Mindanao, back to her family, she wouldn’t leave Merci, but we won’t bring that up…understood?” They shake their heads in agreement continuing to get ready for work. The old woman can taste the hurt in the room, including her own. It is getting late and she must mix compassion and business in the proper measure, to soothe the girls and get them to work. Moma circles the room, clapping her hands and speaking in an upbeat tempo. “Fleets in girls, let’s go to work.”




    With over seven thousand girls working such a small area of Olongapo, each night is crucial to staying relevant against your competition. New girls push older ones relentlessly until they fill their slots. In this town, there is symbolic blood on the walls every night. Lisa is propped against the couch in the back of the room. She pushes her hand over her forehead and through her hair, a gesture of disgust.




    “You gotta problem Lisa?”




    She snaps at Momasan defiantly, “yea, I’m sick of this shit, all of it.” Nina barks from across the room, “you’re always sick of some damn thing.”




    “Shove it Nina,” Lisa says. The two hard asses are at it again. Lisa is another one of Moma’s jewels, she’s gorgeous. She makes more than anyone does. Her adventurous nature has her in a knife throwing act performing in over a dozen clubs.




    “We can’t lie to each other or we’ll be dead with Minda,” Lisa tells them. “Sure, we listen to Moma, she wants us to work. For Christ’s sake, we were ready to boot Minda. If Merci had stopped fighting us, she would be another clubs problem.”




    “Cold Lisa…nice,” Anna says.




    “Okay, that’s enough.” Moma gets impatient, “girls are killed here every day, that scares us, but we go forward. Remember, you are part of the best club, and not by accident. You got hand selected by me. You are still here because I take care of my girls, this can’t be prevented. Make sure this talk is over before Merci gets back. If she wants a shoulder, she will tell us, now go.” She is the best Momasan in Olongapo, she tells herself. Out of almost three hundred others, how many could get but one of her girls back into the club under similar circumstances? She has seen stable after stable crumble from far less. It’s not by chance her private domain remains in order. Conchita is a matchless planner and motivator. She supervises decorations in their living quarters and selects most of the outfits for her girls. She insisted on bright, happy colors as she described them. It helps the girls get past the ugliness she says. Moma is far from the matronly fifty-seven year old, an image she works so hard to project. She is a vibrant, slim woman, attractive and, except for one gold tooth in the lower left corner of her mouth, she could pass for a lady anywhere. Over the years, many have called her the Filipino Kathryn Hepburn, though never to her face. Yes, everyone agrees, Conchita Ramos is Olongapo’s very best Momasan. Merci arrives home. “C’mon dear, rest tonight, me and the girls will take care of everything downstairs,” Moma says in a whisper. Merci stares. Moma expected this, and she gives her a gentle hug and tells her everything will be all right. Merci again bursts into tears, holding onto Moma. Conchita pulls her even closer, breathing a deep sigh as she cries with her.




    * * *




    In the ensuing days, life in Olongapo continues with the same electrifying pattern, long after the other girls and Moma have pulled out of their dark mood, Merci remains plagued. Minda’s funeral and investigation have added to her misery. The murderous guard is shuffled to another of the hundreds of bars and hotels to protect his anonymity. Navy and police investigators couldn’t piece together what happened in the room. With the two people who knew dead, it made little difference. Old Joe had several rounds with detectives, he told them his front door guard killed the girl. There were even rumors they had retreated to Manila to escape any charges. One member of the NCIS commented, “seems the guard got away with murder.” The Navy put the Palace Hotel on the off limits list for 30 days and everyone closed the file…except Merci.




    Since Minda’s death, Moma has carried Merci, a complete contrast to her hard line attitude.




    “You’re special dear,” she tells her, “rest and stay safe with us until you are able to work.” Merci had always thought of her and her sister that way. Until Minda’s slow, painful decline, Merci thought a strong family and tiny village gave them the moral compass needed to survive such a place. They were raised Catholic and practiced their faith every day. If their father had stayed well and their mother had the ability, they would not have traveled to an area where money flows like molten lava, burning your soul as it moves over you. They had been successful, sending money back to their family and community, creating good to ease their smoldering conscience. Minda never came to terms with what she perceived as her wretched new life. At the beginning, the sisters were inseparable. They were Moma’s stars. As Minda faltered, Merci was unable to change her. Merci herself was vulnerable. She made an effort to extract them both from Olongapo.




    “We can go home,” she would tell Minda, but it was too late, they were unrecognizable. They barely recognized themselves anymore. Now Minda is gone, Merci still can’t bring herself to tell her family, she will go on for now letting them think they are still working for a large company in Manila. Merci decides not to share her anguish, determined to overcome this grinding sadness and complacency. Moma and most of the girls understand they have been wonderful these past few weeks. The sanctuary they have provided her is allowing Merci to rebuild every aspect of her life. This night she sits alone with her coffee and tells herself, “somebody’s gonna pay.” She listens to the familiar sounds of the enterprise spilling through the front window. A crashing noise, accompanied by a strong shudder shakes the apartment. Merci is knocked from her chair. She runs to the window and straight across the street, Kong’s Restaurant has disappeared lost in a shroud of smoke and dust.


  




  

    
3 Tony




    Doctor Tony Stoddard took his discharge from the Army in the Philippines. He has been away from Colorado for nearly three years. His father amassed millions as a cardiac specialist and developer of several patented implements used in surgeries worldwide. Despite his father, expecting him to join the business, and his mother’s pleas to return home, Tony has remained in Olongapo. His blue eyes, short blond hair, and six foot three, muscular build, accentuate his rugged good looks. Nothing has ever come easy to Tony. At twenty-eight, he is one of the youngest hospital administrators in the world. Mayor Melinda Fredricks is delighted. She provides the best facilities, the millions of dollars pouring into Olongapo each month can provide. Each day brings more freedom and experience then he could hope for in six months anywhere else. He is needed here, never more then tonight.




    A few of the girls run into the apartment in hysterics.




    “Calm down everyone,” Merci says, “stay here for now, and get into the back room.” All the activity is isolated to the area around the blown up building. Merci is not surprised to see most just ignoring the rubble and torn up people. Exploding storefronts are epidemic sine Mayor Melinda’s reign began a few months ago. The hospital brigade arrives with Dr. Stoddard at the lead. Seeing Tony again sends a rush through Merci that shocks her, is she really feeling alive again? She leaves the girls huddled in the back room and heads down through the club and into the street. They can use some help, she thinks as she finds Tony. She had not thought about him since the hospital ordeal with Minda. Watching him taking charge, directing the efforts to help anyone still alive, she is happy for the first time since her sister’s murder. “How can I help?” she asks Tony.




    He recognizes her right away amid the chaos. She is the special one.




    “Do you have the stomach for it?” he asks.




    “Let’s find out, tell me what to do.” The carnage is much more severe then she imagined. The restaurant was busy with girls and their sailors who had paid the bar fines to get them out for the night. Many are mangled and a few stumble through the street in a daze. “We’ll concentrate on anyone that looks like they can make it, the others wait, and probably die.”




    The police start to gain some control, they shout orders as we work with the victims, their direction and the pitiful moans of mutilated survivors become foreign sounds mixing with the drone of Olongapo’s common activities. The incessant enterprise continues, with surprisingly few hesitations, around the site there is only casual interest beyond the few dozen of the curious. This will be an abbreviated liberty, the Navy is already moving to shut down Olongapo for tonight.




    “This looks like at least a two grenade job, they must want somebody bad,” Tony tells Merci as they bind a girl’s partially severed leg.




    “They, who are they?” she prods.




    “Hell, I don’t—get that girl on a stretcher,” he tells a nurse. The injured are loaded into one of the ambulances. Make sure she goes with the first bunch,” Tony instructs the nurse.




    “You said they,” Merci goes on with smoke burning her eyes and what she sees searing her mind, “what are you saying?”




    “Hell I don’t have a clue,” he says aggravated, the Huks…gangs, Vietcong, who cares? No one has been able to stop it.” They try unsuccessfully to make some sense of this. Tony is trying to stop the bleeding from a young girls open side. Merci takes the girls head in her lap, by God’s charity, the young girl passes out.




    “Is she—?”




    “No,” Tony assures her…“she’s not.”




    “Mayor Fredricks can stop all this,” Merci says sternly.




    “Melinda, what can she do against unseen thugs?”




    “Don’t hide your head doctor, everyone has heard rumors about trouble between the Mayor and the Kong family.”




    “You saying Melinda had something to do with this? Forget it…I’m not having this discussion.”




    Merci slams down a bloody towel, “c’mon, where you been? Who do you think gives the orders around here?”




    Tony is ignoring Merci’s line of questioning, “here’s another girl for the next ambulance,” he tells a nurse. Tony knows they are going to need help from a Manila Hospital before this is over.




    Things are under control, badly injured are on the way to the hospital, the rest have minor injuries.




    Tony turns to Merci, “thank you, we can manage now.”




    Merci persists, “you didn’t answer me—”




    “You’re being ridiculous, I’ve got surgery to get to, go home. What you are suggesting is not only dangerous, it’s stupid. Melinda would hardly support the hospital with one hand and destroy lives with another.” Merci wonders to herself if the doctor is overly defensive for a reason.




    “Are you screwing her?”




    Tony gets his back up, “that’s what I’d expect to hear from a whore—” Seeing the pain on Merci’s face, he regrets what he said immediately. She turns and races across the road.




    “Merci wait!” Tony calls out. She disappears within the crowd and into the Marmont Club. He has no idea where she has gone. As he stands at the curb searching the area, an ambulance pulls up next to him.




    “You’re coming back with us this trip, aren’t ya doc?” the driver asks as he walks around to open the back doors, “you okay doc?”




    “Sorry, what did you say?” Tony asks.




    “Everyone’s waiting for you doc,” the Aussie driver continues. Tony gets in the ambulance and as they race for the hospital, he casually asks the driver.




    “You had any dealings with these girls? I mean on an emotional level?” The driver starts to laugh, then realizes the doc is dead serious.




    “Naw…you can’t get involved with these bitches mate, their strictly for shaggin, whores…only whores,” he says. Tony manages a weak grin, “yeah, guess you’re right…whores.”




    * * *




    The following day representatives of the Navy and Olongapo police bring a sailor’s putrefied remains to the hospital. His body was discovered floating in the river outside of town, in the off limits area. Tony is asked to do an examination to determine cause and time of death.




    “This is not the time gentlemen, it’s been a miserable day already taking care of victims from last night’s explosion—”




    “We need this information now,” the Lieutenant interrupts. This is time sensitive doctor, a killer’s loose.”




    Tony objects, “we have killers everywhere here.”




    “This one goes to the front of the line,” says the Filipino cop, “this one killed a United States Senator’s son. Fingerprints are a match for Timothy Royce Mason. He was shore based at a little known communications facility between Subic Bay and Iba called San Miguel. We are trying to determine what he did there, could give us a lead.”




    “Okay, come with me.” Tony leads the two men to the hospital morgue, a very busy place. They arrive as the body is being zipped into a bag for storage. Tony tells the male nurse to pull the body out of the bag. The sight is gruesome.




    “He looks worse naked,” the cop remarks. Tony approaches the table. “Our hospital boys strip, hose them down and package them for the cooler until we can get down here for the examination, usually no hurry. Whoever did this had the body several days before dumping it in the river.”




    “How can you tell that?” the cop asks.




    “The only way those genitals could stay in his mouth is if rigamortise set in before he hit the water,” Tony tells him.




    “Grisly, imagine some freak cuttin’ a guy’s pecker off and stuffin’ it in his mouth,” says the Lieutenant.




    “I’d say this boy bled to death as a result of his mutilation,” Tony says. “Bruising around his wrists and ankles indicate being tied up while still alive.” Tony pulls off his rubber gloves, “any ideas gentlemen?”




    “Not a thing, same issue with all these killings, where do you start? There are over seven thousand potential killers in a two-mile area, with what goes on here most have motives,” the Officer says. “We need something quick on this one or the Senator will have this liberty port placed off limits to the fleet.”




    Tony speaks to the cop, “I suggest you find yourself a killer, otherwise all hell will come down on everyone, there’s too much money at stake for Olongapo to be closed.” They thank Tony and ask him to send his final report to the Navy and Olongapo authorities.




    “The Navy will claim his body once they have your final report.”




    “Sooner the better, we’re kind of cramped in here,” says Tony.




    While still serving with the army in Saigon, Tony had heard rumors of a Top Secret installation isolated in the northern part of Luzon. Could this be the San Miguel they stumbled upon? If so, it may take a Senator to get any answers. Intelligence gathering is a huge deal during wartime, and especially during an unpopular war. Tony intends to stay involved with the investigation of this sailor’s murder. Today he has a hospital to run and a room full of victims to clear, including Mister Mason.


  

OEBPS/Images/logo_xinxii.jpg
XinXii





OEBPS/Images/9781633233386.jpg
A e

OLONG “N 5’,

AL

“(’/I,/, e i , A
Vietnam'’s Playground






