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	Khmer Rouge — Khmer soldiers once led by Pol Pot
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	Landing Zone
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	MP5-SD
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	OPS

	

	Operations





	PSG-1

	

	A German made Sniper Rifle





	RPD

	

	A Russian or ChiCom Light Machine Gun





	RPG-7

	

	Rocket Propelled Grenade





	SAS

	

	Special Air Service





	SATCOM

	

	Satellite Communications Radio





	UH1H

	

	A Huey Helicopter





	UN

	

	United Nations





	UNTAC

	

	United Nations Transitional Authority Cambodia





	WETWORK

	

	A euphemism for assassination/murder.





	WP

	

	White Phosphorous



















The SAS Warrior


Fate whispered to the SAS Warrior ...


‘You cannot withstand the storm.’


The SAS Warrior whispered back to fate ... 


‘I am the Storm.’




CHAPTER 1










- The Abyss -




THAI-CAMBODIA BORDER
1990


The hum of the MC-130 Talon Special Operations aircraft seemed louder than usual. John Devereaux’s senses were on heightened alert, elevating his sensitivity to that and those around him. He had exited aircraft such as this over 800 times, but always as part of a team.


On this moonless night, his lonely step into the abyss was only the start of a mission that would test him to his very core, both professionally and personally.


No team for support; no one to rely on – he was alone.


When he left the ramp of the C-130, he was an NOC -a non-official cover operative – seconded to the Australian Secret Intelligence Service (ASIS) to do their dirty work. A man forged in the Special Air Services (SAS) .... His mission had only just begun.


The Loadmaster raised his hand, showing a three-fingered hand signal.


Three minutes.


Turning away and clearing his oxygen hose to avoid standing on it, the Loadmaster leaned against the inner fuselage to stabilise himself on the ramp and watched as the unknown high-altitude high-opening (HAHO) jumper prepared himself.


The Loadmaster was a big man at 190 centimetres but looked docile for someone that size. He gazed over at Devereaux, having never met him or seen his face before.


When Devereaux boarded the Talon, his face was already covered with a lightweight woollen black balaclava. To the aircraft crew, he was an enigma – a package they knew better than to ask questions about. Their only role was to deliver the package.


The Loadmaster looked over at Devereaux, and as they made eye contact, the Loadmaster shook his head as if to say, ‘you crazy bastard’.


Devereaux gave a slight grin, indicated only through his wincing eyes behind his clear helmet visor, and then continued his final checks. He felt the pressure change in his ears as the aircraft started to depressurise.


Partway down the fuselage was a thick, black curtain that blocked off the rear of the plane. This area was the blackout area, where the only light used was a dull-red ambient light designed to assist in maintaining night vision and to reduce visibility from the ground. All windows of the Talon were blacked out.


To the rear of the heavy curtain was a restricted area: the curtain shrouded a small two-man capsule that housed highly sensitive electronic warfare equipment. The equipment was used by Special Ops to jam enemy communication systems or to listen to radio chatter that could impact the operation.


This was what made the Talon a potent aircraft for infiltrating into enemy-held territory. Painted entirely in matt black, something was very menacing and indeed sinister about a Talon.


The red ‘jump’ light was now illuminated.


Devereaux moved to the central oxygen console and disconnected his oxygen hose through which he had spent the last hour pre-breathing. He connected his two bailout bottles that would provide him with another 30 minutes of oxygen - enough for his journey into the darkness.


Making one final check of his equipment and ensuring his prototype helmet-mounted night-vision goggles (NVGs) were locked into place, he looked over at the Loadmaster and gave a thumbs-up signal. He was good to go.


The Loadmaster raised his index finger.


One minute!


The rear door and ramp opened into position revealing a black hole through which no light seemed to penetrate.


Devereaux looked for some visible feature, but it was just a canvas of black. He peered into the black void beyond the edge of the jump ramp, willing himself to keep his heart rate under control.


The Loadmaster crossed his fingers.


Thirty seconds!


Devereaux moved to the edge of the ramp, aided by the Loadmaster, his equipment tormenting his body and his movement. Finally, he turned around and faced back into the aircraft. He edged his way backwards until he was balancing on the balls of his feet; his heels were just over the edge of the ramp as if to tease the caliginosity – he was ready!


Devereaux ignored the weight of his equipment that made this form of infiltration agonisingly painful on the body, at least in the early stages, before exiting the aircraft. Outside, of course, everything would become relatively weightless, no longer supported by muscle and stressed joints.


Glancing at his altimeters, he noticed the needles breaching 37,000 feet. Shit, it’s cold, he thought. Even through his gloves, he could feel the icy air. However, he knew this would all change as he entered the tropical layers. The air warmed up with every thousand feet he descended; soon, he would be sweating like a pig as the humidity and ground temperature kicked in.


For a moment, Devereaux reflected on what lay ahead.


He glanced over his left shoulder at the jump lights and the Loadmaster and awaited the void that beckoned him.


Green lights pierced the immediate ramp area, and the Loadmaster pointed outside into the night as Devereaux stepped backwards and exited the aircraft.


The slipstream hit him in the chest at 190 knots. For an instant, it felt like being smacked by a cricket bat.


Maintain the exit position ....


Rotate on aircraft heading ....


Stabilise and monitor altimeters ....


Devereaux went through the drill.


Speed accelerating ....


Stability’s fine ....


Devereaux was on his way, breaching the border undetected.


The Talon’s silhouette rapidly disappeared into the night sky. Given the altitude and the commercial airline route being taken, the aircraft wouldn’t be heard from the ground due to the two layers of cloud the sound would have to pass through.


Heading fine ... altitude 31,800.


Passing through the first layer of cloud, Devereaux thought how eerie this place was. No visible object in sight; the dim glow from his altimeters was the only visible sign.


At 26,700 feet, Devereaux prepared to deploy the main chute, the MT1-XX, tactical glide parachute system, a 360-square-foot canopy most commonly used by Special Ops teams for standoff operations such as this.


At 25,000 feet, Devereaux had calculated a glide capacity of 15.1 kilometres — five kilometres more than required for the insertion. He continued to eyeball the altimeter and released the ripcord as the needle struck 26,000 feet.


The canopy opening was controlled, taking a little longer to deploy than usual, thanks to the extra stows he put into the parachute suspension lines, as well as the additional fold to the canopy.


This slower opening ensured that there was no great jolt on deployment, making it a less stressful one on the


equipment and, of course, on Devereaux.


The canopy deployed correctly and was fixed on halfbreaks, reducing its forward speed and allowing Devereaux time to prepare for further flight.


Reaching down and manoeuvring his hands through tight crevasses between his equipment, he adjusted his harness to get a better sitting position for the long descent ahead.


He then reached down to open his NAV console to reveal a GPS, which had the flight plan already pre-programmed in it. Next to the GPS was a compass, a digital altimeter, and a mild illumination cell to provide visuals on the console.


Devereaux mentally ticked off his checklist: track required 095 degrees, altitude 24,000 feet — the programme is active.


‘Course set to Landing Zone (LZ): Cambodia!’ he said to himself.


Turning on course to match that of the GPS, Devereaux eased up on the toggles located behind the parachute risers to allow the canopy to generate more lift and speed. This gave him further coverage across the ground beneath him and ensured maximum penetration across the border into Cambodia – his ultimate LZ.


At 18,000 feet, the second layer of cloud engulfed him.


As he entered the clouds, he eased up on the toggles once again, and the canopy began to get buffeted by the colliding air temperatures that caused the turbulence.


Pulling down on his toggle into the half-brake position, he hoped that would sort the turbulence out. However, the turbulence grew stronger, so he eased up once again, only to be rocked violently from side to side.


He looked up as he was again hit by intense buffeting and saw that the right-hand side of his canopy had collapsed. He started to spiral rapidly to the right.


Instantly, he tried to counter the spiral by pulling hard on the left steering toggle, aiming to reinflate the collapsed cells; however, the spinning became more violent as the turbulence grew stronger. Devereaux looked down to locate the cut-away handle in case he needed to deploy the reserve parachute.


Not yet, he thought.


Looking down at his altimeters, he had lost over 2000 feet, and that was increasing. Devereaux looked up at the canopy again and saw that the right side was like a limp bed sheet flapping in the wind.


If he couldn’t clear it in the next few seconds, he’d have to use the cut-away, or he wouldn’t be able to reach the LZ. That wasn’t an option he wanted to take just yet.


He was rapidly descending and rotating to the point of going out of control.


He was falling into an abyss, total darkness all around him, his rate of descent increasing ... his heart pounding harder!


Devereaux reached up high on the rear risers and pulled them both down, bringing the canopy into a stall position, and then quickly released them to allow the canopy to rush forward, forcing air back into the cells.


It worked – all cells were now fully inflated, and he was flying once again.


That was close!


He had lost 3000 feet, and his heart was still thumping, but he knew he had to calm himself and get back to work.


He took a deep breath and exhaled slowly and then repeated the process once again ....


He was back on task!


Devereaux maintained intense concentration as he checked his altitude and bearing. He made some adjustments to his heading and brought the canopy back on course.


Altitude’s lower than needed for the glide slope to the LZ.


Adjusting for the required glide slope, Devereaux eased the steering toggles up into the full flight position, allowing the canopy to gain lift, and to maintain a better attitude to meet the needs of the required glide slope to the LZ.


Breaking out of the cloud base at 16,500 feet, Devereaux could make out scattered lights emanating from distant villages surrounding the Khmer town of Pailin. Lights from vehicles travelling along far-off roads could also be seen.


The ground he was flying across, however, stood black as a raven.


With his bearing and glide slope on track, Devereaux eased up on the steering toggles, and the canopy flew at full speed once again.


At 12,000 feet, Devereaux reached up and released one side of his O2 mask, no longer needing oxygen. The instant relief he experienced was a welcome feeling, as the equipment was uncomfortable at best, especially considering the tropical humidity surrounding him – a sensation made even warmer due to the thermal clothing he had needed to wear for insertion from 37,000 feet.


The needles of the altimeters now showed 6000 feet.


He reached up to his helmet.


Night-vision goggles down, in place and active.


Adjust focus.


Let there be light!


Devereaux scanned his GPS and altimeter before looking for matching terrain indicators to confirm the LZ proximity. He identified the LZ, ten degrees right of the current track. He adjusted his course and commenced his approach to the LZ – a paddy field, and an appreciated return to terra firma.


At 1500 feet, Devereaux reached down and released the equipment straps and lowered his combat equipment onto his feet.


Wind check.


He was making a downwind approach to the LZ.


At 1000 feet, Devereaux scanned the area and picked his landing point and commenced a turn to the left to enter the base leg of his approach. One more turn and he was into finals.


Devereaux executed the final left turn into the wind and stabilised the canopy ... 30 feet ....


Pointing his toes down, Devereaux allowed his combat equipment to be lowered on a suspension rope, which now dangled two metres below his feet.


The ground rushed by underneath as he brought the canopy into a gentle flare, washing off most of the forward speed.


His equipment came in contact with the ground, followed by his feet.


He immediately pulled hard on the right toggle to help collapse the canopy and went straight to ground to minimise his silhouette.


Lying flat on the ground, Devereaux removed his harness, freeing himself of constraints, and readied his Heckler and Koch MP5-SD suppressed submachine gun. He then removed his helmet, listening and looking carefully for any signs of movement.


‘All good,’ he muttered to himself.


He quickly commenced stowing the parachute and its rigging into a parachute valise. Gathering his equipment, he moved 100 metres to the south, where the rainforest started. After moving into the forest another 100 metres, he found a suitable site to bury his parachute equipment.


Using a small shovel, he dug a hole and carefully placed all non-essential equipment inside – this lightened his load and allowed him to move faster.


He removed a glass bottle containing a clear fluid. Careful to cover his nose and mouth to avoid the noxious vapours, he poured the solution generously over the equipment. Devereaux could hear the chemical working instantly – a steady hiss as it went to work. He started filling in the hole, pausing from time to time to listen for anything that might be approaching his position.


Finally, he camouflaged the site and moved back to the edge of the jungle and paddy field.




CHAPTER 2










- The Asset -




DFAT-ASIS OPS ROOM
CANBERRA, AUSTRALIA


Director-General Fletcher Stevens and Deputy Director Magnus Webb walked along the passageway and then turned into a stairwell. They descended the stairs to the basement level and walked along a corridor towards two glass doors. As they approached the door, Stevens swiped his key card across the scanner, and the two entered into the ASIS Operations Centre.


Passing by the rows of desks and computers, Webb looked about and saw the various ops teams and analysts busy at work managing operations around the globe. He opened a heavy wooden door that led into a room where live ops could be watched in real time. On the walls were several large monitors, and on the desks, computer systems with their screens glowed a soft light in the darkened environment.


‘Okay, listen up, people. If you’re not directly working on DG Stevens’ project, clear the room now, thank you,’ Webb ordered.


All but two people stood and left the room.


‘Good evening, Myra,’ said Stevens as he handed her a document. ‘Put the geo-sync up on screen one, please,’ he asked.


Myra, a 28-year-old analyst from Sydney, looked at the document briefly and started to bring up satellite imagery in real time. ‘Just a minute, sir, we’re coming online ... right about now,’ she said while the screen flickered as the image came into focus.


The picture was grainy and somewhat challenging to make out any real detail.


‘Can you clean that up?’ asked Webb.


‘On it already, sir. There’s a little interference because there’s a thin layer of cloud covering the target area. But we should get some better vision in a few minutes, as it looks like it’s clearing,’ Myra explained.


Webb looked over at Dan, who was an operations management specialist. ‘Dan, what’s the latest?’


‘Morning, sir. The latest we have is that the Asset left the ramp of the Talon at 0500hrs “KILO” time; that’s 0200hrs local time Cambodia. As far as we know, there was no hiccup with delivering the Asset. Now it’s a waiting game until his next scheduled contact, which is about 24 hours or so from now.’


‘Thanks, Dan. Keep me updated of any changes,’ said Webb. So far, so good, he thought, sighing a little in relief and looking back at the screen.


The image was now reasonably clear, but the satellite would pass in a few minutes, giving them little time to observe the target area. However, they were able to see the terrain and the immediate area in which Devereaux would be working in.


The town of Pailin to the north of the target area stood out very well with city lights glistening through the break in cloud cover. Intermittently, they were able to make out the road that led to the farmhouse, and to the villages further along the way. The paddy fields contrasted against the hills’ dense jungle and the winding river that designated the 'Thai-Cambodian border.


‘Myra, can you zoom in on sector “Charlie-Three”, please?’ Stevens asked.


The image began to get larger until the target area – a farmhouse – had almost filled the screen. The image was a little grainy due to the magnification, but workable. In the surrounding area and to the side of the farmhouse was a truck, and in front of that truck were what looked to be people standing in two lines.


Stevens stood a little closer, concentrating on the screen. He raised his hand up and pointed to the left-hand bottom of the screen and then turned to Myra. ‘Myra, is that people standing near the truck? It looks like soldiers lined up in ranks,’ he asked.


‘Yes, it looks like it, sir. Two ranks of ten soldiers and three off to the side.’


‘Twenty-three soldiers,’ Stevens muttered. He turned to Webb and said, ‘Well, the Asset better have his shit squared away, mate, as he certainly wasn’t briefed on such a force being on the ground. Our local intel said no more than six.’


Webb stepped closer to the screen and looked intently at the ranks of soldiers before the screen started to flicker and get grainier. ‘What’s wrong with the feed?’ he asked.


‘We’re losing satellite coverage ... okay, we’re now offline ... sorry, sir,’ Myra replied.


Webb turned back to Stevens; his adrenalin had peaked a little, but he still felt confident. ‘Well, that does create somewhat of a predicament, but the Asset is highly trained, and I’m sure he’ll assess the situation and make the most appropriate call.’ He then turned to leave the ops team to their jobs.


Stevens and Webb walked out of the Ops Room and back upstairs to Stevens’ office.


Once seated behind his desk, Stevens turned a pen from tip to tip – clearly a myriad of thoughts raced through his head.


Sitting in front of him on a cream sofa, Webb sat in silence, as he too was pondering the troop levels on the ground. Why did we miss that?


His thoughts were then interrupted when Stevens said coldly, ‘I personally briefed him of the importance of this mission and its ramifications for the future UNTAC mission into Cambodia. I just hope he doesn’t think his skin is more valuable than the desired outcome and abort the mission.’


Webb, sitting with his legs crossed and with both arms stretched out along the backrest of the sofa, looked back over to Stevens. ‘Well, that’s mighty mercenary of you, Fletcher,’ he said. ‘I’m quite sure he’ll complete the task as assigned.’


The room was quiet again for a brief moment, then Stevens left his chair and walked over to the window and peered out. ‘Yes, you’re quite right. I’m sure he will,’ he said with assurance. ‘My main concern is that if this all goes balls up, we’ll be left embarrassed in the press once again. After the Sheraton Hotel cock-up, we can hardly benefit from such additional exposure. That training exercise in the heart of Melbourne did so much damage to us, I doubt we’ll recover from it, certainly not in the mid-term anyway.’


‘I must say though; I was surprised with the number of troops on target. Devereaux is going to be quite annoyed that the intel was so wrong concerning the enemy disposition,’ Webb said.


Stevens just shrugged. ‘Well, that’s the nature of intelligence, isn’t it? Intelligence is fluid; what is correct now may not be in 24 hours. It’s something we all need to deal with, and Devereaux has to keep that in mind – as do we.’


‘Yes, I’m sure he can deal with it. He’s up to the task, so let’s see how it unfolds.’ Webb managed as confident a smile as he could muster.




CHAPTER 3










- Once more into the fray -




CAMBODIA


Devereaux dressed in dark denim trousers and an olivecoloured work shirt; his clothes had no identifiable markings – all tags had been removed during the sterilisation phase before infiltration.


Even his weapons had their serial numbers ground off to avoid any possibility of tracing them back to the source of origin.


Sweat poured from Devereaux’s forehead; the humidity in the jungle was relentless. His clothes were starting to saturate with sweat, and he knew he had to maintain his water intake or suffer the consequences of dehydration – something unforgiving in this environment.


He was truly alone and needed all of his wits to complete the assignment.


Devereaux reflected on the briefing that ASIS Director-General Stevens had given him on the 5th floor of the Department of Foreign Affairs and Trade (DFAT) building in Canberra.


It was as though Stevens delivered the mission on a silver platter – an assignment Devereaux was made for.


The mission was a target interdiction task to terminate General Pim, a Khmer Rouge (KR) Commander and Financial Controller. The second target was General Sompon Getti of the Thai Special Forces. Getti had gone rogue in favour of running his own private little war in the shadows.


Stevens stood at 180 centimetres, red-haired, slightly balding and with a weathered face. Devereaux recalled that Stevens had put on some weight since he last saw him; a byproduct of no longer being a field operative. Stevens’ voice, however, was commanding and his green eyes were piercing.


‘The purpose of this interdiction mission is to neutralise any possible developments or obstacles to the United Nations Transitional Authority in Cambodia (UNTAC) by strangling the financial and logistical capacity of KR remnants. This will help to pave the way for Australia’s involvement and ultimate command of the UNTAC mission, scheduled for January 1992,’ Stevens stated.


Stevens made it clear this mission was ‘operationally deniable’ – an off-the-books operation run by ASIS, who needed to level the playing field before UNTAC commenced its mission.


Black-bag operations such as this were no longer sanctioned or within the scope of the ASIS charter. So, Devereaux was their instrument by which they could achieve the desired outcome. As their NOC operative, Devereaux would be given no support once on the ground and over the border. More importantly, he would be disavowed if he were caught.


Stevens had passed a large manila file to Devereaux. Red stripes adorned the edges with Top Secret written at the header and footer, along with an acronym that was in a large font and read: AUSTEO (Australian Eyes Only) just beneath it.


Page one was all about General Dang Pim. He was once the commander of a 2000 plus Khmer Rouge guerrilla force. Pim’s forces over the last four years had dwindled and now numbered less than three hundred. Nevertheless, he commanded a small, but very effective, force – mainly criminal-based operations rather than military endeavours. Pim’s activities were primarily in the western regions of Cambodia, with its centre of influence in the Pailin area along the Thai-Cambodian border. His militia was disbursed, as would be expected from a guerrilla force. It was in control of the gem and illegal logging trade along Cambodia’s western border with Thailand.


This fact had allowed Pim to finance current and future operations to destabilise the ruling government, with the ultimate aim of resurrecting the Khmer Rouge and ousting the government from power.


He reported directly to Pol Pot, who still wielded considerable influence and commanded pockets of resistance through commanders like Pim in Cambodia’s west and south.


Reading on, Devereaux was astounded that even though Saloth Sar (Pol Pot’s birth name) was 67 years of age and had been defeated by the Vietnamese Army in 1979, he maintained influence over many of his former commanders.


His sanctuary on Thai soil was an aggravation tolerated by many foreign countries after his murderous reign between 1975 and 1979, where close to two million Cambodians were murdered.


Pim had remained loyal to Pol Pot since the defeat, although Pim’s ideology had transcended that of the 1975 KR doctrine.


The dossier concluded that Pim was receiving clandestine support from a rogue Thai General, Sompon Getti, who, in return for his help, received precious gems and profited enormously from Cambodia’s prosperous illegal timber trade. General Getti’s support included the supply of weapons, ammunition and equipment, as well as turning a blind eye to the Khmer Rouge’s frequent cross-border incursions to seek haven.


‘Devereaux,’ Stevens had said, ‘General Getti is a Special Forces Commander based at Camp Erawan in Lop Buri in central Thailand. He’s in his mid 60s and now commands Special Forces’ elements along Thailand’s eastern borders with Cambodia. He has amassed a fortune over the past five years through illegal activities, with no concerns as to the people or areas that his efforts ultimately destroyed. In essence, he’s running his own dirty little war and maintaining instability along Thailand’s border to help mask his private operations.’


Devereaux recalled Stevens’ monotonous voice as he delivered the mission statement. ‘Your mission is to terminate both Pim and Getti at a scheduled meeting to be held at a small farmhouse nine kilometres south-east of Pailin,’ Stevens had explained, before launching into further details. ‘ASIS Assets have provided intelligence that the meeting will take place at 0900hrs, 48 hours from now. The intel provided also indicates that Pim and Getti will arrive together, in the same vehicle, to meet subordinate field commanders to discuss future operations.’


The location for the meeting was 1.5 kilometres from Devereaux’s current position, so most of his initial movement would be across paddy fields that backed onto the jungle and high ground.


He knew that if compromised en route to the target area, he’d push into the jungle and disappear; however, he needed to be in position before first light to set up an Observation Post (OP) to surveil the killing ground and all approaches to and from it.


Pim had used the farmhouse several times over the past 12 months – a fact that would prove to be his undoing.


As dawn was approaching, the jungle came to life. The cacophony of animals and insects became louder, making it very difficult to hear anyone approaching.


As dawn broke, Devereaux was in a position overlooking the farmhouse. He saw no sign of movement.


He set about making a hide and firing position where he could lay in wait undetected. He would be on target for the next 24 hours, so he had to ensure his position was both comfortable and functional. It must allow for minimal movement, as he would eat, drink, piss and shit in the one location.


Discipline – immense discipline – would be needed.


His hide provided excellent observation of the farmhouse and surrounding area, which was mainly cultivated land used for rice and various fruit growing.


He positioned himself so that he had depth from view so that even after the shot was taken, there would be no sign of the firing position. Devereaux made sure that the hide had two escape routes – one to the south, which skirted a bamboo cluster and was rather dark even in the daytime. Another escape route led off to the north-west, contouring a ridgeline – again providing outstanding cover and quick movement away from the hide location.


Devereaux’s main concerns were directly behind him: the primary jungle, and climbing in elevation.


His apprehension was that he wouldn’t have adequate warning of anyone approaching as they roamed the forest.


Nevertheless, his position did have good cover from the rear, as the secondary rainforest was thicker in the area, and that provided him with some comfort that he wouldn’t be seen. And on his departure from the hide, via one of the two selected escape routes, he’d be concealed from view and from fire.


Devereaux set up and placed his Heckler and Koch PSG-1 sniper rifle in position. The PSG-1 had long been Devereaux’s weapon of choice for short-range ‘interdiction missions’ such as this. The 7.62-millimetre projectile was perfect for tropical conditions and heavy enough to punch through light-skinned vehicles and foliage.


0800hrs


Looking in the distance, Devereaux could see a road junction that was lined with sparse trees.


Range it, he thought.


Placing the eyepiece of the laser rangefinder up to his eye, he put the vertical line on the display parallel to match that of the road. He ensured the target radicle was fixed onto the junction and then depressed the rubber button on top of the rangefinder. The display function showed SCAN, with three small dashes flashing off and on. Within seconds, the range was tabulated, and the three flashing dashes turned into solid digits. The scan indicated a distance of 934 metres – just short of the junction.


Above the range indicator was the bearing to the junction. Devereaux marked the range and bearing on his range card, which provided him with the key features and ranges to objects around his chosen ‘killing ground’. The farmhouse, the parking area outside the farmhouse, the paddy field shade hut along the main access road, the coconut tree cluster, the wind direction at the time of last entry indicated by an arrow marked in a blue Chinagraph pencil – everything was registered on the range card; no detail was left untouched.


Devereaux stopped what he was doing and listened intently for any unnatural sounds, such as human movement, letting his ears pick up on anything behind him. After 30 seconds, the only sounds he heard were the sounds of the jungle.
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