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      In memory of the 113 people who lost their lives during a few days of hell in a little piece of paradise.

      

      And for Heather, always.
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      OCTOBER 19, 1983
      GRENADA, EASTERN CARIBBEAN

      The protesters in the market square of Grenada’s capital, St. George’s, were restless. As the morning sun rose and the crowd grew, the mood soured. Before long, as many as 30,000 people—almost one-third of the island nation’s population—were chanting for the release of Maurice Bishop. The deposed prime minister was under house arrest in his residence at Mt. Wheldale, and when a large section of the mob marched the kilometer or so up the hill, that was their destination.

      They chanted and cried for his release. A small contingent of the People’s Revolutionary Army stood guard on the street where Bishop and his longtime partner—and deposed minister of education—Jacqueline Creft were held. When the mob went to free Bishop from his home, the soldiers, confused by the entire situation, made little effort to stop them. Fellow Grenadians were facing off for reasons few truly comprehended.

      Protesters found Bishop and Creft tied up in their bedroom. Once freed, Bishop called on many in his cabinet, most of whom had resigned after his house arrest, to convene at Fort Rupert, an imposing fortress first erected by the French in 1705 to protect the entrance to the picturesque St. George’s Harbor. And the group met little resistance from the soldiers when they met to devise a plan to take back the leadership of the ruling New Jewel Movement.

      But Bishop was under no illusions. On the march to the fort, he had told a journalist that he understood the motivations of those who claimed the leadership of the party.

      “I am a dead man,” he said.
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        * * *

      

      The People’s Revolutionary Army had moved much of its base of operations from Fort Rupert on the peninsula to Fort Frederick, another colonial-era fortress strategically placed high on a ridge to the east of the capital.

      The current leadership of the Central Committee was also working out of Fort Frederick, and it was here that they met to discuss Bishop. The meeting was ostensibly chaired by General Hudson Austin, the de facto leader of the military junta that had first arrested Bishop, but the chairman of the Central Committee, Bernard Coard, was the real power behind the NJM. “We must avoid further bloodshed,” Coard told those in the meeting. “To the greatest extent possible.”

      “But these traitors cannot be allowed to incite violence against the party,” said a committee member.

      “Agreed,” said Austin. “Colonel Devonshire?”

      A lean uniformed officer took a single step from the wall to the table. “We must disabuse the counterrevolutionaries of any expectations that the military supports them.”

      “How?” asked Austin.

      “We take the fort with armored vehicles. These are not trained men. They are civilians. The shock of our firepower will no doubt weaken their resolve.”

      Coard nodded.

      “Do it,” said Austin.
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        * * *

      

      When the convoy of armored personnel carriers arrived at Fort Rupert, hundreds of Bishop supporters stood between them and the two-story headquarters just inside the fort walls. The crowd cheered, thinking that the soldiers had come to join them, but the APCs formed a tight V-formation and readied their turret guns.

      A loud burst of machine-gun fire from the APCs and a car exploded in the parking lot. Then gunfire erupted from both sides. The APCs opened up with AK-47s and rocket-propelled grenades. The APCs advanced, causing the crowd to flee. Some leaped from the twenty-foot fort walls to escape the volley of bullets. Two soldiers were hit, and when the APCs moved into the fort, they rolled by the dead body of a Bishop supporter.

      The APCs stopped outside the headquarters, and Colonel Devonshire used a megaphone to urge the survivors to surrender. Bishop did just that, and the PRA soldiers retook the fort.

      Bishop and seven of his closest allies were dragged away and held in a barren, stone-walled courtyard. A civilian communications officer established a phone connection to Fort Frederick, and Devonshire called for further instructions.

      “We met armed resistance and lost at least one man,” he told the Central Committee members still at the other fort. “I don’t think they’re going to relent, not willingly.” He didn’t mention that they had already retaken the fort. “We do have Bishop and his allies in the courtyard. I don’t believe the revolution is safe as long as these people remain a threat.”

      “Let us discuss this, and we will advise,” said Austin.

      Devonshire waited for nearly an hour. When the phone rang, he asked the communications officer for a pencil, then wrote down what he was told. Without a further word, Devonshire hung up and marched away.

      Back in the courtyard, two captains stood with rifles aimed at the eight people against the wall. Colonel Devonshire told the eight to turn around and face him. Maurice Bishop turned first, then the others followed. Devonshire read from his notepaper.

      “This order from the Central Committee says that you shall be executed by gun fire.”

      There were gasps from the condemned. Only Jacqueline Creft spoke.

      “Comrade, you know I am seven months’ pregnant!”

      “Turn around.”

      Sobbing, the eight turned to face the wall again. Devonshire directed his men to take aim.

      “Prepare to fire,” he said. “One, two, three.”

      The sound of automatic weapons fire echoed around the walled courtyard. When the shooting ended, seven people lay dead. One man clung to life. Devonshire stepped over to where he lay moaning. The colonel unholstered his sidearm and shot the man in the head.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      The gunfire wasn’t heard by the American medical students at the True Blue campus of St. George’s University Medical School. The collection of low-slung buildings sat in a slight hollow on a peninsula at the south end of the island. Students gathered around the radio to listen to the hesitant voice of General Hudson Austin.

      Days previously Austin had reported the house arrest but otherwise good health of the former prime minister, and had assured the citizens of the island, and the medical students with them, that order would be maintained and the Central Committee would ensure the ongoing function of the revolution.

      Now he was on Radio Free Grenada again, reporting the quelling of unrest and the death of Bishop and his fellow counterrevolutionaries after they attempted to take Fort Rupert. Prime Minister Coard had ceded his position to Austin himself, who would assume chairmanship of a military council that would rule until normality could be restored. He then announced a four-day curfew to prevent further trouble.

      “No one is to leave their house. Anyone violating this curfew will be shot on sight.”

      The students were as aware of the political posturing as they were of the socialist structure of the ruling government, but they had never had cause to be concerned for their own safety before. Gossip swept through the student body, and many used the communal pay phone to make calls home, reporting that they were so far okay but worried.

      The entire population of the residential campus was in the communal lounge when a university administrator addressed them, asking to pass on a message from the Central Committee. The students were safe and continued to be welcome in Grenada. Their ability to move freely around the island would be restored as soon as possible, and classes would resume within days.

      The message assuaged most of the students, who drifted back to their dorms or to the library to study. A few remained in the lounge, sharing their concern for a situation they couldn’t comprehend.
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        * * *

      

      The bodies of the executed were placed in the back of a truck and driven out of Fort Rupert. Colonel Devonshire sat in front as it bounced along empty roads, eight kilometers south to Camp Fedon on the Egmont Peninsula.

      A large hole was dug in a field away from the camp buildings, and the bodies were dumped in. When the soldiers drove off, the colonel stood alone over the mass grave. He poured a jerrican of gasoline over the bodies, then he set them on fire and walked away.
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      OCTOBER 21, 1983

      Some people take nice commercial airliners to the Caribbean. They relax on the flight with cigarettes and bad meals, and are welcomed on arrival by fruity drinks with little umbrellas in them.

      Lenny Cox and Lucas Burnside weren’t most people. They were strapped into the cavernous hold of a Korean War–era Lockheed C-130 Hercules. The massive aircraft had been decommissioned by the United States Air Force and found a second life as a cargo plane for hire across the Caribbean islands.

      The owner and pilot, a man with a pirate’s beard called Moxan, flew anything for anyone, if the price was right. The only limitation was where the huge bird could land. Most airstrips in the Caribbean were too short, but the runway at Grantley Adams International Airport on Barbados was just right for the job.

      Lenny had paid cash for the ride, with a little extra for their special disembarkation request. Now he lay across three drop-down seats, trying to read a week-old New York Times newspaper. Lucas had made a bed from a collection of packed parachutes that looked like they might have landed in Nazi Germany but which Moxan assured were perfectly packed and ready for use, and he lay on them listening to Circus Animals by Cold Chisel on his Walkman. Occasionally he would cry out lyrics into the cacophony of noise, telling whomever might listen that he needed to start again, when the war was over.

      Neither man got more than the intermittent doze on the flight from Nassau. They had both been sipping beers on the beach after another mission when Lenny got the call to do reconnaissance on a small island he had never heard of. When Lucas reported that news to his handler in Canberra, he had been ordered to tag along.

      There was only one problem. Having come from another op, neither man carried a passport or any other form of ID. Lenny had mailed his back to his—what was she? Girlfriend didn’t seem to fit either Alice or their relationship. Regardless, his passport was in DC now. Lucas had left his with the dock master at a marina in Miami. So there would be no landing at the terminal and passing through customs.

      No matter. The Hercules thundered above the ocean as a brilliant sunset burst through the cockpit. Moxan gave it a smile. Lenny and Lucas didn’t even know it was happening. They didn’t talk much—the loud roar of the engines and the complete lack of insulation made it harder work than they could be bothered with—until Moxan called over a loud speaker.

      “Land ho!”

      Lucas eased up into the cockpit. Moxan pointed to the small dot of green among the sea of dark blue turning black.

      “Barbados,” he said.

      “I appreciate the ride. You good to get back?”

      “Peachy. I’m gonna land at the airport. I got a load of Mount Gay Rum to pick up and fly back Stateside tomorrow.”

      “Let’s hope it all makes it.”

      “Unlikely.” He smiled and winked. “Remember, when you see the sand, count three and go.”

      “Thanks, mate.”

      Lucas retreated to the cargo hold, where Lenny was preparing two parachutes.

      “Red or blue?” he asked.

      “Pink’s my lucky color,” said Lucas. “So red will do.”

      They each slipped into a harness and then checked the other’s equipment. Moxan banked and brought the aircraft in low from the northwest. He was going to fly low over Bridgetown and outside the usual pattern, so he was in for some grief from tower control at the airport on the southeast end of the island. But that would be dealt with by a bottle or two of the Mount Gay.

      “Time,” Moxan said over the speaker.

      Lucas hit the button to lower the ramp at the back of the aircraft. The wind nearly knocked him over, and Lenny’s newspaper came alive and blew all over the hold. The two men edged to the top of the ramp and shared a nod in lieu of talking.

      Lucas saw the beach below and jagged his palm sideways to the sky, three times fast. Then he ran.

      The swirling buffeted him around in circles. He didn’t have time to put his hands out and steady himself—they were jumping from far too low for that. He just yanked on the cord, and his guts were thrust up into his chest as the chute opened and the rush of wind felt silent. His head snapped up, and he saw the Hercules flying away toward the airport.

      First order of business was to orient himself. He felt like he was floating in place, but the town below was approaching rapidly. He looked around the black mass, searching for the lights Moxan had said would be there. Lucas barely saw a lit road, let alone a lit open space. For a moment he considered a Plan B—pulling hard on the steering toggle and heading for the water off the nearby coastline.

      But then he saw it: a ring of dim light surrounding what looked like a black hole. He angled the parachute to head for the middle of it. Every instinct told him to bail, but he held fast as he sank toward the darkness.

      The roof on the pavilion of the Kensington Oval cricket ground surprised Lucas as it appeared from nowhere. The wind was pushing him away from the stadium, so he pulled the toggle to sweep back across toward the field, but the tin roof almost leaped up at him. He was at a forty-five-degree angle when his foot hit it. He tried running along the roof but only one foot could make contact, so he ended up hopping until he reached the edge of the roofline, then he plunged off toward the wooden benches below.

      Lucas grabbed the opposite toggle and righted himself as he swished in low above the grass of the cricket field. He held both steering lines steady and, for a moment, almost hovered like a bird on a thermal. Then his boots hit the grass, and he found himself running at full speed before the chute dropped in behind and arrested his momentum.

      He turned quickly and began pulling his parachute in. Once he had it under control, he cast he eye to the evening sky to see Lenny ease his chute down on the opposite side of the pitch. Lucas removed his harness and pulled in his rig, then packed it haphazardly into the container, threw one strap over his shoulder, and waited for Lenny.

      Lenny packed his chute away and then ambled toward Lucas, the pavilion behind him. When he was twenty yards away, Lucas hissed at him.

      “Don’t walk on the square,” he said. He waved for Lenny to go around the shortcut square in the middle of the ground. Lenny did as he was told and took a wide berth, then headed back toward Lucas.

      “That okay?” Lenny asked.

      “Yeah. You never walk on the pitch.”

      “Is that like a baseball diamond?”

      “No, mate. You’re supposed to run on the diamond. This is like taking your putt in golf and then standing on the hole before the other guy takes his shot. Bad form.”

      “I’ll remember that if I ever have to parachute onto a cricket ground again.”

      “Do,” said Lucas.

      The two men carried their chutes across the lush outfield toward the white picket fence that marked the perimeter of the field. There was a gate to the side of the pavilion where the curators brought in their equipment. As they stepped through the gate, Lenny stopped suddenly.

      “What?” asked Lucas.

      Lenny pointed at what looked like a miniature steamroller.

      “That’s a roller,” said Lucas. “To flatten out the pitch.”

      “I’m more concerned about the guy sitting on it.”

      Lucas looked again. There was a Black man in a faded red bucket hat watching them from his perch up on the roller.

      Lucas walked toward him. “G’day.”

      “Eve’nin,” said the man.

      “Nice night for it.”

      “Yep.”

      “We too late for the game?”

      “Stumps be at five.”

      “Tomorrow, then.”

      “Yep, I’d reckon so.”

      Lucas said good night and walked toward the gate. Lenny gave the man a nod as he passed, which the man casually reciprocated, as if he saw people drop from the sky onto his cricket ground most nights.

      “So, what do you think?” asked Lenny. “Bunk down tonight and make a plan tomorrow, or purloin a boat right now and make for Grenada in the dark?”

      “Depends on the boat, I guess.”

      A flashlight lit Lenny and Lucas up like deer, and they stopped instantly. A woman’s voice spoke with the authority of a school teacher.

      “You’re not going anywhere tonight, gentlemen.”
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      Lucas shielded the light from his eyes. “Don’t I know that accent?”

      “You tell me, Sergeant Burnside.”

      “Kendra Abernathy?”

      The light cut out. Lucas and Lenny both blinked the spots from their eyes. When Lucas opened his, a short woman with blond hair stepped toward him.

      “You know they do have an airport here,” she said.

      “No passports,” said Lucas.

      “We can fix that.”

      “We? How are things with the British Council?”

      “Still teaching the world about language and culture, one student at a time.”

      “I’m sure. You remember Lenny Cox?”

      “Of course I do. How are you, Marine?”

      “Very well, Ms. Abernathy. Surprised to see you here.”

      “I like cricket as much as the next girl.”

      “I meant⁠—”

      “Yes, Sergeant Cox, of course.” She smiled at Lucas. “I have a car to take you to the high commission.”

      “Both of us?”

      “Oh, no. Sergeant Cox has his own ride.”

      “I do?” said Lenny.

      “Yes. We figured your landing pad would be either the oval here or the cemetery across the street, so—” A car skidded to a stop in the lot behind the wire gate. “Here he is now.”

      The door opened, and a man spilled out of the passenger side up front. He strode through the gate, stopping beside Kendra.

      “Ventura?” said Lenny.

      “Cox.”

      “What are you doing here?”

      “Same as you.”

      “I don’t exactly know what that is.”

      “I do. Let’s go.”

      “To the high commission?”

      “What? No. To the embassy.”

      The foursome walked out into the lot where another compact car was parked beside Ventura’s ride.

      “We’ll talk tomorrow, Sergeant Cox,” Kendra said.

      “Yes, ma’am. If you say so.”

      Ventura got back into the passenger seat. Kendra did the same in the other car, which had its own driver. Lenny and Lucas offered each other a nod in the darkness, then got in the back seat of their respective vehicles. Each car tore out of the lot as if they were the fire department on the way to a blaze.
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        * * *

      

      Kendra turned to Lucas as they headed back to the British High Commission on Broad Street.

      “Nice flight?”

      “Had better, had worse. So what brings you to Barbados?”

      “There’s some funny business going on, haven’t you heard?”

      “Something about the prime minister being killed.”

      “Former PM, if we want to get technical. He was overthrown about a week ago.”

      “Doesn’t sound ideal, but what does that have to do with me? There many Aussies in this part of the world?”

      “Not many. But you’re here to help Her Majesty’s Government.”

      “You don’t have your own people here?”

      “Not with the skill set you have, Sergeant, and not so close by.”

      “How did you know I was close by?”

      “You called in and told us.”

      “I didn’t call you. I called Canberra.”

      “You did, and you mentioned the Grenada thing. So someone in your government called the British High Commission there, who spoke to someone in an undisclosed location in London, who called Whitehall, who called the high commission here in Barbados, who spoke to me. And I recommended you.”

      “Why?”

      “Because you’re great in bed.”

      Lucas glanced at the driver, who paid attention to nothing but the road.

      “And because I know about your skill set.” She winked and sat back in her seat for the remainder of the ride.

      Lucas gazed out at the quiet streets until they reached the high commission. He followed Kendra inside, leaving the parachute in the car, and to an office that clearly wasn’t hers: the heavy furniture and the scent of cigar was evidence enough, but the picture on the desk with three kids and a wife was the giveaway.

      Kendra told Lucas to relax on the sofa and disappeared, returning with two cold bottles of Banks lager. She handed one to him.

      “You’re a saint.”

      “You know that’s not true. Now wipe your face.”

      She threw him a wet hand towel, then positioned him against the white wall.

      “Look at me,” she said, before she snapped a Polaroid of him.

      “So, you wanna tell me what’s going on?”

      “You’ve figured out that my position with the British Council is a cover.”

      “Think I did that back in Thailand.”

      “I actually work for the Secret Intelligence Service.”

      “That’s a mouthful.”

      “Internally it’s Military Intelligence section 6. MI-6 for short.”

      “You’re a spy.”

      “I’m a foreign intelligence officer.”

      “Are you allowed to tell me that?”

      “Well, technically we don’t exist, but as a commonwealth intelligence partner, you are subject to the Official Secrets Act.”

      “Fair enough. So why are you here in paradise?”

      “I got sent here a week ago.”

      “When the PM got the shove.”

      “Right.” Kendra sat on the desk and crossed her legs as she gently fanned the Polaroid. Lucas made no attempt to hide his smile. Kendra opened her bottle and took a sip.

      The door opened, and a man in short sleeves and wrinkled tie stepped in.

      “Regis Cromer, this is Sergeant Lucas Burnside, Australian Special Air Service Regiment. Lucas, Regis is deputy high commissioner.”

      They shook hands. “Sergeant, it’s a pleasure.”

      “Back at ya. So, is someone going to fill me in?”

      “Regis, can you give Lucas some background?”

      “Of course. You see, Grenada—like Australia—was a British colony. But that time is over. HMG has a policy of promoting independence where possible.”

      “HMG?”

      “Her Majesty’s Government.”

      “Got it. And Grenada took that offer up, I take it.”

      “They did, in 1975. The first prime minister was Sir Eric Gairy.”

      “And he’s now been killed.”

      “No. He’s in exile in the United States. You see, his government was overthrown by the socialist opposition in 1979.”

      “And he survived?”

      “Oh, he was in the US at the time, speaking before the United Nations.”

      “And now he’s coming back?”

      “I hope not. He was a terrible PM. Crooked to the core. He had a group of thugs known as the Mongoose Gang, who used to beat up opponents, make people disappear, that sort of thing. He became hugely unpopular. When he was at the UN, he spoke about the danger that UFOs presented to global security.”

      “Right. So a bit of a crackpot?”

      “Logic suggests we’re not alone in this universe, Sergeant Burnside, but yes, a bit of a crackpot.”

      Lucas glanced at Kendra sipping her beer, then back at Cromer, who continued.

      “Anyway, he was deposed by a group called the New Jewel Movement, led by Maurice Bishop. He became prime minister.”

      “Jewel?”

      “It’s an acronym: Joint Endeavor for Welfare, Education, and Liberation.”

      “Gee, that rolls off the tongue. So is he the one who . . . ?”

      “Yes. He was overthrown a week ago by members of his own party, led by a man called Bernard Coard.”

      “So he’s the prime minister now?”

      “He was, sort of. Bishop was placed under house arrest. Now, he was charismatic and quite popular. So a couple of days ago, there was a protest against his arrest. A lot of people turned up, and some decided to rescue him, which they did. Bishop led his followers to take over a fort in the capital, St. George’s, that they call Fort Rupert—we call it Fort George, but that’s by the by. It’s where the local army has their communications base. Theory is that he wanted to use the comms in order to access the local radio station and rouse his supporters. But the army retook the fort and in doing so, Bishop and many of his supporters were killed.”

      “But the other guy, Coard, isn’t the PM?”

      “It gets complicated.”

      “Trust me, it’s already complicated.”

      “Well, when Bishop was arrested, many of his cabinet resigned in protest. There were a lot of conflicting stories going around about Coard being the kingmaker anointing himself king. So after the Bishop killing, in a political move, Coard relinquished his position to the head of the army, a General Hudson Austin.”

      “So he’s the PM now?”

      “He’s calling himself the chairman of the revolutionary military council.”

      “These guys know how to come up with a moniker. So, this general is in charge?”

      “We don’t think anyone is in charge. And that’s a problem.”

      “I’m sure it is. You want me to take over?” Lucas grinned and sipped his beer.

      “Good god, no. But HMG is concerned about not only British citizens on the island but also, of course, the governor-general.”

      “There’s a governor-general?”

      “Yes. Let me explain. Upon independence, Grenada became a constitutional monarchy with a governor-general reporting back to Her Majesty—much like Australia or Canada. When the socialists overthrew the government, they suspended the constitution but kept the governor-general in place to give themselves a level of legitimacy to the outside world.”

      “Sounds smart.”

      “It was. Potentially still is. But now that things are spiraling out of control, well, we don’t know.”

      “Have you heard from what’s-his-name?”

      “The governor-general, Sir Paul Scoon. And yes, he has phoned daily. He is in good spirits and health, despite the uncertainty.”

      “But you’re worried about his safety.”

      “Very.” Cromer looked at Kendra.

      “We are sending a diplomatic delegation to Grenada tomorrow. Cromer here, and I will be going. We want you to come, too, with a view to ensuring Sir Paul’s safety.”

      “How are you going there tomorrow? You planning on parachuting in?”

      “No, the military council has given us permission. They know that the world is watching.”

      “The world is watching a tiny little island in the eastern Caribbean?”

      “People who matter are watching.”

      “And the GG doesn’t have his own security?”

      “He does. Local police do the job, but we would prefer someone a little more dependable. Look, Lucas, if this thing beds down like it did in ’79, then you’ll sit around for a week or two doing nothing. But if it goes pear-shaped, we want someone there who can not only protect Sir Paul and his family but also get him out if it comes to that.”

      “Fair enough. And this military council is okay with me being there?”

      Kendra smiled. “That’s the rub. If five of us land tomorrow, five have to leave the following day.”

      “So we need to perform a magic trick.”

      “I’m hoping you’re a magician.”

      “I’ve been known to pull a little misdirection every now and then. Wait. You said five have to leave. We are three.”

      “The Americans are sending two people,” said Cromer. “We assume the second in command from the embassy here in Bridgetown, and one other.”

      Lucas looked at Kendra, who nodded.

      “Well, we should get some sleep,” said Cromer. “Big day tomorrow.”

      Kendra led Lucas out of the office and along a warm corridor to a kitchen, where she took a plate of sandwiches from the fridge. She carried the sandwiches back to the corridor, then further along to a small room that held two single beds and a sink. A desk fan blew tepid air around.

      “Modest accommodations, I’m afraid,” said Kendra.

      “Better than the hold of a Hercules.” Lucas sat on one of the beds. “So the plus-one for the yanks—you think they’ll send Lenny.”

      Kendra sat on the bed opposite him. “I do.”

      “Why would they do that?”

      “Because there’s a medical school full of American students in Grenada, and they have a thing about socialism in their backyard.”

      “They don’t have people there?”

      “Fewer than us. And we think he’ll be doing reconnaissance.”

      “For what?”

      “An invasion.”

      “You think the Americans are going in?”

      “There’s a US naval group en route as we speak.”

      “Yikes.”

      “There’s something else. We need you to tell us what he tells them.”

      “You want me to spy on Lenny?”

      “Call it friends watching over friends who are in a mood to do something they might regret. GCHQ is saying the lines of communication with the Americans are clamming up. It’s like their own people don’t even know what’s going on.”

      “Meaning?”

      “Meaning, they’re closing ranks. Keeping mum. As if they’ve got a secret they don’t want to share. All I’m saying is we need to know if they’re going to do something silly.”

      “Like going to war.”

      “Exactly.”

      “So that’s why you wanted me? To spy on Lenny?”

      “Actually, that was an afterthought. A bonus. I know what you can do, Sergeant. You know I do.”

      “You do.” Lucas glanced around the room again, as if there was more to see. “Where are you staying?”

      Kendra slapped the mattress she was sitting on.

      “So we’re sharing.”

      “You’re used to barracks, right?”

      “I am.”

      “Or we could push the beds together. Might be more comfy.”

      Lucas smiled. “And more fun.”
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        * * *

      

      Lenny sat with Ventura in a meeting room in the US Embassy. They were sipping on cans of Budweiser when a thin, balding man with sweat stains at the armpits strode into the room.

      “Linus Beckett, deputy chief of mission,” he said.

      “This is Sergeant Lenny Cox, United States Marines,” said Ventura.

      “Sergeant. Listen gentlemen, this is a fluid situation. We’re trying to get direction from Washington, but as the hours go by, we seem to be hearing less, not more.”

      “Can you give Sergeant Cox the CliffsNotes version of how we got here?”

      “It’s very complex, but I’ll try. The Brits have a number of territories in this part of the world and are feeling pressure to allow them their independence.”

      “Pressure from who?” asked Lenny.

      “Honestly, themselves. If you ask me, it’s guilt masquerading as policy. But their method has been to offer independence to any party that makes a big enough noise, rather than asking the people if they want it. The results have not been stellar. Jamaica got theirs in 1962 and subsequently nearly descended into socialism. Without US support, they may well have. Now we have a friendly and steady hand on the wheel there. Similarly, in Grenada, the first government was ill-equipped to run a country, and the prime minister was more an autocrat than a diplomat. He became very unpopular, so when the socialists took power, the people saw it as a good thing. But honestly, we don’t think they understood the political ramifications. Anyway, the country has grown closer to both Cuba and the Soviet Union—the deceased prime minister actually stopped in Cuba recently on his way back from the US.”

      “Why do we care?”

      “For starters, there is a large contingent of American citizens studying at a medical school on the island. Then we have this.”

      Beckett turned on an overhead projector that shone a photograph up onto the cream-colored wall.

      “This is an aerial shot we took some months back showing the airfield they’re building on the island at a place called Point Salines. The length of this runway is considerably greater than the current airport at Pearls.”

      “So they’re building a bigger airport. What of it?” said Lenny.

      “Don’t you see it, Cox?” said Ventura. “It’s not an airport, it’s a military installation. A Soviet-backed airfield in our backyard.”

      “What defines a military airfield from a civilian one in your opinion, Ventura?”

      “What do you mean?”

      “I mean, the airport here on Barbados is pretty big and the runway is as long as this one, so is it a military installation, too?”

      “Barbados is not funded by the Soviets, and their airport isn’t being built by Cuban soldiers.”

      “Cuban soldiers?”

      “We believe the workers on the airport project are Cuban,” said Beckett. “And all Cuban men are trained soldiers.”

      “They get trained,” said Lenny. “That’s not quite the same as active duty.”

      “It’s not that different, either,” said Ventura. “This is a stopping point from countries in Central and South America that have communist tendencies. And if we let it fester here, there’s no telling where it will stop.”

      Lenny rolled his eyes. “So what does Washington say?”

      “They’re concerned, obviously,” said Beckett. “The administration has been largely hands off since the coup in ’79. But this internal fighting only invites intervention from the Soviets, or at least Cuba.”

      “So we’re going in?”

      “The mood in Washington seems to be that they would rather not, but preparations are being made, nevertheless. The 22nd Marine Amphibious Unit on board a fleet led by the USS Guam were en route to Lebanon but were redirected to head south. They will be taking up positions in the coming days.”

      “The 22nd MAU is here?”

      “Yes.”

      “So Washington’s not kidding.”

      “No.”

      “What about the students?” asked Lenny.

      “What students?”

      “The medical school?”

      “Oh, yes, of course. We believe they remain safe for now, but we will be discussing their situation most urgently tomorrow.”

      “So what do you want me to do?”

      “Reconnaissance,” said Ventura. “Check out this airport, see what defensive positions the Cubans have.”

      “How will we do that?”

      “A diplomatic mission is visiting Grenada tomorrow,” said Beckett. “Mr. Ventura will take my seat.” He didn’t sound happy about it, but Ventura didn’t give a damn.

      “And they’ll let this diplomatic mission visit the airfield?” asked Lenny.

      “Hardly,” said Ventura. “But the medical school is on a campus just next to the airport. And we have made it clear we need to visit the students. Your job will be to find a way to check things out from there.”

      “Roger that. Anything else?”

      “Time for some sleep,” said Beckett. “Big day tomorrow.”
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      OCTOBER 22, 1983
      BRIDGETOWN, BARBADOS

      The morning was bright and mild, and a light breeze rippled across the turquoise water as it lurched lazily at Lenny Cox’s feet. He jogged along the beach in his boots and a borrowed pair of shorts. The scenery was picture-postcard stuff, and Lenny soaked it in.

      He dropped to a steady march as he reached the Careenage on the inlet to the Constitution River. The area was mostly closed up and quiet, the tourists who would visit later in the morning still tucked in bed.

      Lenny was cooling off in the park near the river when he saw Lucas marching along the riverfront.

      “Nice morning for it,” said Lucas.

      “Gorgeous. How was your night?”

      Lucas smiled. “Can’t complain. You?”

      “Budweiser and burgers. Like being at home.”

      “What’s your plan?” asked Lucas.

      “I believe I’m hitching a ride with the Brits to Grenada. You, too?”

      “Yep.”

      “What do you make of it all?”

      “The Brits don’t see much wrong. Your mob?”

      “See Reds under every bed. So the truth is probably somewhere in between.” Lenny stood. “I need to find a phone.”

      “There’s a phone box just back toward Broad Street.”

      Lenny gestured for Lucas to lead the way. “So if the Brits aren’t worried, what are you doing there?”

      “They’re concerned for the safety of the governor-general.”

      “What’s he, then?”

      “He’s sort of the head of state. After your lot handed the British their backside back in the day, they decided there was a better way to handle colonies who wanted independence. They grant it, with the preferred option being to remain part of the Commonwealth. So the governor-general is the Queen’s representative in-country, and de facto head of state, while the prime minister is head of the government. The GG is largely ceremonial.”

      “But after the coup they went socialist.”

      “They did. But they kept the GG to add some credibility. But technically, at least as far as the Brits are concerned, he’s still the head of state, puppet or not.”

      “Is that how it works in Australia and Canada?”

      “More or less, yep.”

      “So the Queen is technically your queen?”

      “Technically.”

      “And people are okay with that?”

      “She doesn’t get involved day to day, and other than that, it doesn’t make much difference. We vote, we elect the boofheads to Canberra, and they do whatever they’re gonna do. Lizzy doesn’t get that involved.”

      “But wouldn’t you rather be a republic?”

      “I suppose I would, but what difference does it make? Seems like a lot of stationery that would have to get reprinted for not much benefit.”

      “That wouldn’t fly in the US.”

      “Like I say, the Brits wised up. We didn’t have to go to war to become our own country. Thanks to your lot.”

      Lenny nodded as he walked. “So you’re just going to check on this governor guy?”

      “Yeah, and keep an eye on you.”

      “On me?”

      “They’re worried about what your Mr. Reagan might do.”

      Lenny shrugged. “Not without reason.”

      Now at a pay phone, Lenny used his calling card to get the operator, who put him through to Georgetown—the District of Columbia version. The phone rang for a long time before it was answered.

      “Hello?” said a groggy voice.

      “Sorry to wake you.”

      “Lenny?” said Alice Brooks.

      “The one and only.”

      “No one I know would call this early.”

      “We both know that’s not true.” He heard her shuffle and pictured her sitting up in bed.

      “Where are you?”

      “Barbados.”

      “Bar—oh, the Grenada thing.”

      “Yeah, that. I wanted your view on it.”

      “Why?”

      “Because I value it. And because you’re not the CIA. You’re a lawyer.”

      “I am that.”

      “So are we going to invade this little country or not?”

      “You’d have to ask the president that.”

      “He’s not returning my calls. The CIA would go in everywhere, every time. But from a legal point of view, what’s our play here?”

      “The attorney general is grappling with that right now. Going into a sovereign country is clearly against international law. And we can’t get invited by the ruling government since they don’t want us there, and we’re not even sure who’s in charge now.”

      “Lucas says the governor-general is the de facto head of state.”

      “Lucas is there, too? God help them. But he’s sort of right. Under the constitution they adopted after independence, yes, the governor-general is the representative of the head state. But that constitution was suspended after the coup in 1979.”

      “But they kept the governor-general in place.”

      “With no powers. So if you accept that coup as being legal…”

      “Do we?”

      “We do not.”

      “So the governor-general could ask us to invade?”

      “We’re calling it an intervention.”

      “Nice. But he could?”

      “Yes. And we have received requests from other Caribbean nations via the OECS.”

      “The who?”

      “Organization of Eastern Caribbean States. Through Barbadian Prime Minister Adams they have requested US involvement.”

      “So a green light.”

      “Not exactly. They are neighbors, but Grenada is still a sovereign country. And Caricom is arguing against US involvement.”

      “Who?”

      “Caribbean Community. Think of it a little like the European Community. More countries than OECS but also more divided. A few socialist sympathies there.”

      “Do you get a feel for where it might go?”

      “All I hear right now is that we would prefer to stay out of it. If we can arrange safe passage for US citizens and things settle down, that might do it.”

      “And if we don’t get that?”

      “The legalities of it might get argued after the fact. It’s easier to ask for forgiveness than permission.”

      “That’s what I thought.”

      “But just in case, try to keep the governor-general in one piece.”

      “That’s Lucas’s job.”

      “I’d tell him to do it well, but I’ve seen his work.”

      “Thanks, Ally. I’ve got a plane to catch.”

      “Stay safe. I heard there’s a naval battle group headed down there. This thing might go south.”

      “That’s where I do my best work. I’ll call you.”

      “Be safe.”
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        * * *

      

      They arrived in separate vehicles at Grantley Adams International Airport. Kendra, Lucas, and Cromer, the British deputy high commissioner. Then Lenny and Ventura pulled up with Linus Beckett, deputy chief of mission at the US Embassy.

      Lenny and Lucas both sported new panama hats and knockoff designer sunglasses.

      “You boys should not be allowed to shop alone,” Kendra said, shaking her head

      “You don’t like?” asked Lucas.

      “Oh, very dapper. On one of you. But together? A little too much.”

      Aides carried their bags to the Piper Cherokee Six. Beckett remained with his car.

      Lucas stood at ease with Lenny, waiting for the order to board.

      “Your embassy guy’s not coming?” Lucas asked.

      “Washington wants Ventura in the seat.”

      “How’s your man feel about that?”

      “Beckett? His nose is so far out of joint it’s become an ear.”

      As they stood in the sun, they showed each other their newly minted diplomatic passports. Lenny’s was American like him. Lucas’s wasn’t Australian.

      “They give a British passport to anyone these days?” asked Lenny.

      “My grandma was English, so that counts for something.”

      Ventura called Lenny to board with him as if they were claiming first-class seats on PanAm. Lucas tipped his head to the sky to catch a few rays as Kendra wandered over.

      “So they’re bringing the CIA guy but not the diplomat,” she said.

      “Looks that way.”

      “What does that tell you about their intentions?”

      “Nothing good.”

      The delegation got on board. Deputy High Commissioner Cromer sat up front with the pilot. The other seats in the back were two and two facing each other, so the military men took the rear-facing ones—Kendra knocking knees with Lucas, and Ventura with Lenny.

      The flight was less than an hour. Pearls Airport consisted of a small terminal building that looked as though a Victorian railway station had been plucked from an English country town. Surrounded by palms trees, it felt like a Hollywood set. Two cars waited in front of the terminal building. Cromer handed over the passports for the entire delegation, which were stamped and returned to him.

      As the baggage was unloaded, Lenny walked over to the pilot, who was enjoying a cigarette on the tarmac.

      “You know much about the new airport?”

      The pilot blew smoke away from Lenny. “Not a great deal. Bigger terminal, longer strip.”

      “How much longer?”

      “Almost double, I think. Pearls here is a touch over five thousand feet. They tell me Point Salines will be nine thousand.”

      “Why so long?”

      “It’s not that long. Barbados is eleven thousand feet. But they get big birds, up to 747s, even the Concorde.”

      “The Concorde flies to Barbados?”

      “From London in four hours.”

      “And here?”

      “No Concordes. But a nine-thousand-foot strip will allow midrange commercial jets, so direct flights from the States. I hear PanAm is already interested. It’ll be good for tourism.”

      “Do socialists do tourism?”

      “Maurice Bishop would have.”

      “You knew him?”

      “I flew him around the islands a few times. He wasn’t what you think. He believed in all that sharing-of-resources stuff those socialist go for, but he wasn’t looking to retreat from the world. Far from it.”

      “So how’d he end up dead?”

      The pilot tossed his cigarette butt onto the tarmac and crushed it with a faded Converse shoe. “Not everyone agreed with him.”
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        * * *

      

      Despite the island only being the size of metropolitan Atlanta, it took longer to drive from Pearls, on the east coast, to the capital, St. George’s, on the west coast, than it had to fly from Barbados. The distance wasn’t great, but the roads were basic and the terrain mountainous.

      St. George’s was yet another postcard. A ring of ridge lines overlooked a small but picturesque bay, with an old downtown on the flats by the water. None of the delegation spoke during the drive. The drivers and cars were supplied by the Revolutionary Military Council, so they assumed every word would get relayed back. The drivers gave the delegation movement passes—pieces of paper, signed by General Austin, that allowed them to freely move around town despite the curfew.

      The cars slowed on a hill, where Lucas could see the quiet downtown. No one appeared to be on the streets, and the boats moored in the bay bobbed up and down, not a crew member in sight.

      They stopped at a checkpoint, where an old Jeep-like station wagon from Cuba and a small unit of soldiers controlled traffic progressing farther up the hill. Cromer turned to Kendra and Lucas in the back of the car.

      “This is Mt. Wheldale,” he said. “Bernard Coard, chairman of the NJM party, lives right here. The governor-general’s residence is up the hill. Next door to him is the residence of the former prime minister, Mr. Bishop.”

      Papers were presented, and the Jeep pulled aside. They drove up to an ornate set of wrought iron gates, which a police officer opened, and they headed onto the circular driveway, before parking out the front of the building.

      “This is Government House,” said Cromer. “The governor-general’s residence.”

      Lucas pressed his lips together at the three-story mansion. It had Georgian bones with a two-story Italianate gallery added on at some point. The faded paint and crumbling mortar suggested its glory days were behind it, but it was still a grand old home.

      A butler ushered the visitors inside, and Lenny and Lucas removed their hats and sunglasses as the delegation was deposited in a front drawing room.

      “The governor-general will see you shortly. May I offer anyone tea?”

      “Tea, splendid,” said Cromer.

      The man closed the door behind him and left the group alone.

      Ventura was pacing. “So what are we waiting for exactly?”

      “There are ways of doing things,” said Cromer. “You don’t just burst into the Oval Office, do you?”

      “If you’re comparing this governor guy with the leader of the free world, you’re having delusions of grandeur, pal.”

      “Nevertheless.”

      The butler returned with tea on a silver tray.

      “Hey, Jeeves, you got any Maxwell House?” asked Ventura.

      “No, sir, I don’t believe so.”

      “Never mind.”

      The butler dismissed the idea with a flinch of his chin. “Mr. Cromer, the governor-general will see you now.”

      Cromer directed Kendra and Lucas to the door. Ventura made to follow, but the butler stepped in between.

      “His Excellency will see the American delegation in due course, sir.”

      “Whatever, Jeeves.”
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        * * *

      

      An assistant ushered the group into an office. A man with a tightly cropped Afro sat behind an enormous desk, his tailored pin-striped suit jacket pristine. He stood as they walked in. The assistant introduced the three delegates.

      “Lady and gentlemen, His Excellency Sir Paul Scoon, governor-general of Grenada.”

      They all shook hands, then the assistant retreated from the room.

      “How are you, Sir Paul?” asked Cromer.

      “We’re holding up well in these interesting times, thank you, Mr. Cromer. Please, sit, all.”

      Positioned by the window overlooking the garden, the chairs, better suited in a stately dining room, made Lucas sit up so straight he felt like he was standing at attention on the parade ground.

      The assistant returned with more tea and as he poured, Cromer asked Scoon for his impression of the matters at hand.

      “Fluid would be apropos.” Scoon sipped his tea from a fine china cup. “As I said on the telephone, we are currently under curfew. I believe it has been waived for a few hours this morning, but it speaks to the uncertainty. The majority voiced their opinion during the week, loudly. The people are no longer comfortable abiding the politics to which they have been subjected. So now the minority flexes their muscle. It is an untenable situation.”

      “Is General Austin in control?”

      The governor-general raised an eyebrow. Lucas got the feeling it was as close as the man got to sarcasm.

      “My read on it is that no one is actually in control, Mr. Cromer. The good general may be the man with the title this week. He is certainly the one on the radio, and the one who has called me with updates on behalf of the party.”

      “He calls you?” said Lucas.

      “Of course. He knows that I speak with both Barbados and Buckingham Palace. I don’t wish to overstate my own importance, but the position of governor-general is the last tenuous thread of respectability this government has with the West. Once that is gone, it is gone for good. Mr. Bishop understood that well. I believe Mr. Coard is afraid it is so.”

      “But if they’re throwing their lot in with the Cubans, why do they care?”

      “I believe, sir, you may call it hedging your bets. Directly after the coup in 1979, my position was kept in place to ensure Britain did not overreact. It was politically astute. And from that time, the NJM party have indeed fostered relations with Cuba and the Soviets. But I got to know the former prime minister quite well. He lived next door, and we would play tennis together on a weekly basis, on the court here at Government House. My sense was that things were not going quite to plan.”

      “How so?” asked Kendra.

      Scoon sipped his tea and placed the cup down on its saucer before continuing. “The party was getting support from Cuba—consulting, manpower, possibly even armaments. But still, the Cubans remained quite standoffish. At arms distance, you might say. As if they approved of the general direction the party was taking but not enough for a full commitment. The Soviets even more so. They are supporting a lot of poor countries behind the Iron Curtain, plus Cuba and a growing number of socialist parties in Africa. Mr. Bishop gave me the impression that the Soviets considered us to be an afterthought. Inconsequential.”

      “How does that get us to where we are today?” asked Lucas.

      “A good question, Sergeant. It is my opinion—with little evidence to back it up other than my tennis conversations—that Mr. Bishop was wavering on the whole idea.”

      “He didn’t wish to pursue the socialist agenda?” asked Cromer.

      “I wouldn’t quite go that far. Mr. Bishop was an educated man—a graduate of London School of Economics, as I am sure you are aware. He understood, perhaps better than your elected leaders in Britain and the United States, that economic structures are not absolutes. They are on a continuum. There is no capitalism versus socialism versus communism. They all overlap. ‘A little bit socialist’ is not a punch line to a joke, it is a fundamental truth. Take Britain or the US today. Both have conservative governments, and both leaders would claim to be capitalists, but both countries are still ‘a little bit socialist.’ Certainly more so in Britain. We have socialized medicine, for example, in the NHS. But even the Americans have Medicare. That is an example of the central organization distributing goods and services for all.”

      Scoon sipped his tea and glanced with apparent disappointment at the leaves in the bottom of the cup. “I believe Mr. Bishop saw the writing on the wall. He was in America’s backyard, so they would never take their eye off him. He had spurned their advances early on, but the Soviets were not the benefactors he hoped for. The economy is struggling, and the people grow restless.”

      “Didn’t the Soviets fund the new airport?”

      “Somewhat, I’m sure. But the architect is British and the engineering firm is French. The work is being performed largely by Cuban construction workers, but that’s more about a lack of qualified people here rather than any agenda. But I feel that Mr. Bishop saw a greater role for the US, and that was going to mean a more moderate socialist agenda.”

      “But not capitalism,” said Lucas.

      “A little less socialist is by definition a little more capitalist. But if we call Britain a mixed-capitalist nation, then I would suggest Mr. Bishop’s plan was a mixed-socialist one. He wasn’t changing the color of his coat, just dyeing it a paler shade of red.”

      “So what does all that mean?” asked Kendra.

      “I believe it sowed the seeds for unrest. There are others who like to use phrases such as ‘politically pure.’ They believe people should be loyal to the party, not the man.”

      “People like Bernard Coard?” asked Cromer.

      “Quite. And Mr. Coard has played his hand well. First, he demanded a joint leadership arrangement—which Bishop initially agreed to, then reconsidered. Next, he orchestrated a dilution of Bishop’s power. A coup light, you might say. When that failed, Bishop was placed under house arrest by the party. But the party is driven by Mr. Coard, of that I am certain.”

      “But he resigned?” said Kendra.

      “That he did. A political move. He resigned as prime minister when all the Bishop supporters resigned claiming Coard was just power hungry. But Mr. Coard never resigned as Chairman of the party political bureau. Nor did his wife retire from that body. General Austin may now be the de facto leader, but he is nothing but a puppet. Coard pulls the strings.”

      “So when things settle down, will Coard take the leadership back?” asked Kendra.

      “I believe that is the plan. But what it has done instead is create something of a vacuum. You see, the people of Grenada are not stupid, but they are somewhat apathetic. We had no referendum on the question of independence. Britain more or less thrust that upon us. Sir Eric was a popular and viable prime minister, so it just happened. But had it gone to referendum, would we have chosen independence? It’s possible, but equally possible is that we would not.”

      “Why not?” asked Lucas.

      “Apathy, sir. Did changing our system of government alter people’s lives? I would argue not at all. And then after the coup? Our lives didn’t change greatly. I believe the phrase is ‘go with the flow.’ People were indifferent to high-level posturing because it made no material difference to them. But now? Mr. Bishop was popular despite the state of the economy. Certainly more so than Mr. Coard. It was always thus. So now, people are watching and questioning. They are asking whether this socialist experiment is working, and the consensus is that it is not. So Mr. Coard and his party have a majority that disagree with a more socialist, even communist, agenda—the very agenda he wishes to pursue. And the military is the tool that will ensure compliance, but that is led by the quite ineffectual General Austin. A decent fellow but no Rhodes scholar. There are those within the People’s Revolutionary Army who see an opportunity for their own claims to leadership, people who have no political agenda, other than might is right. Our destiny rests with a clutch of inexperienced political opportunists dressed up as soldiers. There is a vacuum in Mr. Bishop’s absence, and vacuums are unstable. I fear for what might happen.”

      “What do you wish for HMG to do?” asked Cromer. “An intervention?”

      “I see no appetite for that in London.”

      “What about the Americans?” asked Kendra. “There have been overtures from the OECS for them to get involved.”

      Scoon glanced out the window for the longest time. Then he turned back to the room. “My position is tenuous. I fear for my life if I directly challenge the military council by requesting outside assistance.” He rubbed his chin. “If, however, a military operation to restore law and order was undertaken by our sister states—with the assistance of the United States, if necessary—I would give such an initiative my fullest support.”

      Cromer nodded and glanced at Kendra, who nodded back. Lucas did nothing. It all sounded like political posturing to him.

      The meeting wound up, and Cromer thanked the governor-general for his time. “Should you require assistance of any nature, please call me, or Mr. Berry.”

      “Of course,” said Scoon. “Thank you for coming.”

      As Cromer, Kendra, and Lucas made to leave, the assistant returned and asked Scoon if he was prepared to meet the Americans. Scoon looked at Cromer.

      “I am wary of direct contact with them. The RMC would not approve.”

      “The military council knows they’re here,” said Cromer. “Perhaps an informal chat, rather than a meeting.”

      Scoon nodded. “Yes, that might do.” He turned to his assistant and asked him to send the Americans in. “But no tea.”
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        * * *

      

      After the meetings, the delegation gathered in the driveway of Government House. Kendra and Cromer would stop in at the office of the British resident representative on the island, to meet with British citizens and get a feel for the mood. Lenny and Ventura were to visit the medical school campus.

      “I think I’ll tag along with the Yanks,” said Lucas.

      “I think that’s a splendid idea,” said Kendra. “We’ll touch base later.”

      “Righto.”

      “It would be good to get an idea of American intentions after meeting Sir Paul.”

      “So spy on them.”

      Kendra smiled. “I told you before: just friends making sure friends don’t make poor choices.”

      “Driving after a few beers is a poor choice. This feels like something else.”

      “It’s not. Just more lives at stake.”
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      The small car rattled through the tight streets. The curfew had been dropped for four hours, so people were out and about, perhaps gathering food and water and whatever else they needed for a few days of lockdown.

      Ventura was in the front with the driver, while Lenny and Lucas sat in the rear. Ventura turned in his seat and looked at Lucas.

      “So what did he say?”

      “Who?”

      “His holiness. Scoon.”

      “Not much to me.”

      “To them.”

      “He said things were delicate. A power vacuum.”

      “Got that right.”

      “What did he tell you?”

      “Not much. He’s got a knack for speaking without saying anything. A politician.”

      “He’s a diplomat,” said Lucas.

      “What’s the difference?”

      “The ability to live through two coups when you’re the guy who should have been the first against the wall. What did you tell him?”

      “We told him there are gunships surrounding the island and troops landing in Barbados as we speak,” said Lenny.

      “We told him Prime Ministers Adams of Barbados and Charles of Dominica have made personal calls to President Reagan requesting intervention,” said Ventura.

      “What did he say?” asked Lucas.

      “He said intervention may see more bloodshed than the other option,” said Ventura. “But I told him the other option had resulted in the last PM getting assassinated.”

      “I bet he loved that.”

      “He didn’t disagree, though. I don’t trust him.”

      “You shouldn’t,” said Lucas, “because he doesn’t care about what you want. He’s only worried about his own people.”

      “Like I say, a politician.”

      They crested a hilltop and saw the Point Salines Airport laid out before them. Ventura pulled out a camera and snapped pictures through the window. Lucas noted that the driver said nothing.

      Just as quickly they descended into a hollow and continued along a dirt road until they came to a wooden sign that read, St. George’s University, School of Medicine. The sign was attached to one of two stone gate posts for utilitarian iron gates that lay open. Beside the right post a guard sat in the shade of a sentry box. The driver slowed and waved at the guard, who reciprocated without standing.

      The campus wasn’t much more than a horseshoe of low-slung buildings surrounded by a lush lawn. People walked between the buildings, and every face was white.

      The driver stopped before a stucco building, turned off the engine, and remained silent. The implication was that they should get out, so they did. The heat was something else for late October. Any breeze that came in off the water seemed to blow right over the top of the hollow that housed the school.

      A bearded man appeared from the building, wearing a short-sleeve business shirt and dress shorts with knee-high socks.

      “You’re the delegates from the embassy?” he said.

      “That would be us,” said Ventura.

      “Ray Becker,” he said. “Campus administrator.”

      “You’re American?”

      “Yes, sir. Texas born and bred.”

      After introducing themselves, Becker walked them across to the largest building, where they found a communal social area. Some students read thick textbooks on sofas while others played table tennis. Becker bought the group sodas from a vending machine, and they sat at a round cafeteria table.

      “So how are the students?” asked Ventura.

      “Given everything, they’re doing well.”

      “But people are worried, yes? We’ve heard reports of students calling home saying they want to get out.”

      “There may be some who want to leave, but not many. To be honest, most students just want to get back to their studies.”

      “Meaning?”

      “The curfew has pretty much shut down lectures and labs.”

      “And what about the assassination?”

      “That was troubling, for sure. But the new leadership has been here and assured us that it doesn’t affect our school. They said we’re welcome and that classes will resume as soon as possible.”

      “And you believe them?”

      “It’s not the first coup that’s happened here.”

      “So can we meet with the students?” asked Ventura.

      Becker waved around the room. “Chat to whoever you want. There are classrooms and dorms around the campus. Feel free to visit any of them.”

      “You’re free to move around campus?” asked Lucas.

      “Sure. Even during the curfew. We’ve just advised the students to not go beyond the gates.”

      Becker stood. “I’ll leave you to it. If you need me, I’ll be in that first building. And representatives from the government will be here shortly to meet with you.”

      “Meet with us?”

      “Sure. Just to make sure everything’s okay, if you catch my drift.”

      Becker left and the three men wandered around the room talking with the students. The mood seemed relaxed. Perhaps it was the Caribbean vibe or the lack of air-conditioning, but no one seemed too concerned about the coup.

      “What do you think will happen?” Lenny asked a student.

      “Someone new will put the uniform on, I guess.”

      When asked the same question, another student said he thought the United States would come and sort it out. “I heard the navy was coming. These commies better watch themselves.”

      The three men then wandered across campus. It didn’t feel like Harvard or UCLA. It was more like a farm, except the buildings housed humans. Most of the students wore tank tops and shorts regardless of their gender, and the mood was less academic rigor and more summer school. Lucas wondered how they didn’t spend all their time on the beach, but he did note that most people were not using the down time to bask in the sun. Even the students sitting under the trees on the lawn had text books and file folders of notes with them.

      They inspected a dorm where students invited them to a lunch of sandwiches and iced tea. As they were leaving, a young guy with a scraggly beard stopped them.

      “You’re the embassy guys?”

      “Yes,” said Ventura.

      “When are you getting us out of here?”

      “What do you mean?”

      “What do I mean? People are being murdered. There’s talk of an invasion. On the radio they’re saying the US is going to war with them. You’re going to get us out before that, right?”

      “We’re meeting with government representatives right now.”

      “Government representatives? There is no government. Don’t you get it? The army has taken over. It’s governance by gunshot. We’re not safe here.”

      “The others seem okay.”

      “They’re sheep. Ignorant. They’re not paying attention. These guys are headed down the communist road at a hundred miles an hour. Do you think American students would be safe in Cuba or Moscow? Does Iran ring a bell? I don’t want to be a hostage, you got it? I know how inept you guys are at saving hostages. We all need to get out of here, right now.”

      “Okay, thanks for the update. We’re going to get you out.”

      “When?”

      “ASAP.”

      The guy rubbed his beard like it was a genie’s lamp. “Okay. But don’t mess around.”

      “No, sir.”

      Ventura led them out of the dorm and back across to the admin building. They were offered tepid water from a cooler that failed at its only task, and waited for the government people to arrive.

      After thirty minutes, an unmarked sedan stopped out front, and three men in khaki uniforms emerged. Ray Becker walked out to welcome them and then led them inside.

      In a cramped boardroom, one of the uniformed men sat at the table, the other two stood at the wall. Lucas glanced at Lenny as if they should do the same, but they both came to the same conclusion: that would imply that Ventura was in charge and they wanted to avoid that misapprehension.

      “Colonel Devonshire, this is Mr. Ventura from the US Embassy, and attachés Mr. Cox and Mr. Burnside.”

      Devonshire didn’t shake hands. “It’s a pleasure,” he said, but he wasn’t selling it.

      The rest of them sat, except Becker, who left the room. Lucas figured he was playing the part of Switzerland.

      “It’s a beautiful country you have here, Colonel,” said Ventura.

      “Yes, I know.”

      Ventura nodded as if he had nothing to say to that and his small talk reserves had run dry. “So, our government has concerns about the safety of US citizens here on the island.”

      “Why?”

      Ventura frowned. Lucas waited for him to say something impolitic. “You have imposed a curfew, sir. I assume there’s a reason behind that.”

      “Some civil unrest from a small minority. Taken care of.”

      “So why a four-day curfew?”

      “To allow the dust to settle. Nothing more. Your students are free to move about the campus and continue their studies, and we have already assured them that their professors will return to class shortly. Hospital visits will resume within days. So you see, there is no issue.”

      Now that Colonel Devonshire had said more than three words in a row, Lucas noted that although he looked a little like a younger Sir Paul Scoon, they didn’t share an accent. Devonshire had a variation of the lilting sing-song that was so often heard across the Caribbean. Scoon had the plummy vowels that sounded like he came straight out of Oxford.

      Ventura ran his hand through his hair. “We have a number of students wishing to be expatriated to the United States until things play out.”

      “That’s news to me, Mr. Ventura.”

      “That’s how it is.”

      “Well, your students are not prisoners, Mr. Ventura. They are free to leave.”

      “They are?”

      “Of course.”

      “What about the curfew?”

      “It has been relaxed this morning.”

      “For good?”

      “For four hours. But I haven’t seen anyone trying to leave.”

      “Maybe they didn’t know they could?”

      “Why would they assume otherwise?”

      “You tell me.”

      Lenny jumped into the conversation before Ventura said something he couldn’t take back. “Colonel, I think what we’re trying to get at is, when can we expatriate the students that want to leave?”

      “As soon as the curfew is rescinded.”

      “So in what, two days?”

      “Assuming there is no extension.”

      “Why would there be an extension? You said it was all under control.”

      “I cannot predict the future, sir.”

      “No, of course not. But you’re saying that as soon as the curfew is removed, we can have a United States Air Force personnel carrier land at Point Salines to remove the students.”

      “I’m afraid that will not be possible.”

      “Why not?”

      “Point Salines is not operational, sir.”

      “It looked pretty good from the drive past.”

      “And you are a structural engineer, I assume?”

      “No, Colonel, I’m not. But my eyes work just fine.”

      “Your eyes deceive you, sir. The airfield is nowhere near completion.”

      “So we may need to do multiple flights out of Pearls.”

      “I’m afraid at this point that won’t be possible, either.”

      “Why?”

      “We cannot allow a foreign oppressor to land their military on our shores.”

      “A foreign oppressor?”

      “What would you call a state that surrounds an independent and peaceful nation with battleships and aircraft carriers?”

      Lenny said nothing.

      Devonshire stood. “As I said, things are under control. Commercial flights will resume to our Caribbean neighbors in due course, and any of your students who wish to leave will be free to do so. In the meantime, you can see for yourself they are safe and content. I would implore you to pass this on to your Mr. Reagan. I would hate for things to get out of hand.” He looked around the room. “Good day.”

      Colonel Devonshire strode out of the building with his two men in his wake. Ventura, Lenny, and Lucas all shared a look before Ventura spoke.

      “Well, if that doesn’t tell you all you needed to know.”

      “How so?” asked Lucas.

      “Did you hear that guy? He’s holding American citizens hostage.”

      “I didn’t hear that at all.”

      “Then you weren’t listening.”

      “I heard him say people were free to go when it’s safe.”

      “That’s double speak. I deal with that every day.”

      Lucas wondered if that was inside or outside of Langley.

      Ventura stood and looked at Lenny. “We need to get a look at this airstrip.”

      As Lenny stood, he asked Lucas if he was coming.

      “No, I’ll see you back here shortly. I’m gonna chat to a few students.”

      Lenny and Ventura strode out the door. Lucas waited for them to go, then he went to find Becker.
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      Lenny figured the airport was northwest of their position. They slipped in behind the buildings and walked to the edge of the campus, where they found a high chain-link fence. On the other side of it were trees and scrub so thick they couldn’t make out what was beyond it. Lenny glanced around and formed a Plan B.

      The nearest structure was a maintenance building. The space between it and the fence was being used like that one random kitchen drawer where everything that doesn’t have a proper home gets tossed. There were wooden pallets and fuel drums and the frame of a bed with no mattress.

      Lenny ran over and rolled a discarded fifty-five-gallon drum on its edge until it was close to the wall, then he told Ventura to grab one side of a pallet and they hoisted it atop the drum. Lenny jumped up onto the drum and ensured the pallet was wedged in tight between the drum’s lip and wall, then he used it like a ladder to climb up onto the roof. He checked the view, then told Ventura to follow. Lenny gave him a hand.

      They surveyed the airport across the scrub trees. Ventura scanned the length of the airstrip through binoculars, then scanned back the other way. He handed the field glasses to Lenny.

      “Tell me that’s not a military installation,” said Ventura.

      Lenny inspected the strip then focused on the distant terminal building. “It’s an airstrip.”

      “With military application.”

      “What defines a military application?” asked Lenny.

      “You can land a military aircraft there. A big one.”

      “By that definition JFK, Dulles, O’Hare, and LAX are all military installations.”

      “Those airports aren’t controlled by commies.”

      Lenny removed the binocs from his eyes. “So is that the definition?”

      “What’s your problem, Cox? We got a Cuban-built airfield here. You trying to tell me it can’t be used by the military?”

      “You just answered your own question, Ventura. Any airstrip can be used by the military. It isn’t the strip that’s the defining factor, it’s what’s landing there. But this place is designed for civilian aircraft.”

      “How do you figure?”

      Lenny handed him the binoculars. “Look at the terminal. It doesn’t have big roller doors for housing armored vehicles, and it isn’t a hangar for fighter jets. It’s designed to process people. Like any airport terminal.”

      “You could process soldiers.”

      “Again, you could do that at any airport. But a military facility isn’t designed to process people. We don’t show our passports and catch taxis. We get off aircraft and jump into trucks and get driven away off the tarmac. No terminal necessary. And we don’t hang around buying drinks and souvenirs when we leave. We do the same in reverse. A truck delivers us to an aircraft, and we get on. If the ride isn’t there yet, we lounge around wherever the hell we can, but we don’t look for some kind of first-class lounge. That’s not how it works.”

      “I don’t know.”

      “Look back this way a bit, still on the other side of the runway.”

      “I see a tank.”

      “It’s a fuel depot. Fuel trucks fill up there and then drive over to the aircraft to refuel them.”

      “So?”

      “So no military builds an open fuel depot like that anymore. Not even the US Air Force. You put your fuel depot underground. Harder for the enemy to locate and destroy.”

      Ventura pulled the binoculars away. “Your telling me there’s no military use here?”

      “I’m not telling you that. You could land a PanAm airliner full of tourists or a C-130 full of soldiers. The landing strip is agnostic about what kind of aircraft lands.”

      “Exactly. A Russian military transport could use this as a waypoint into South and Central America, or even the southern United States.”

      Lenny said nothing. Ventura was riding that horse hard, and there was no getting him off it.

      “We need eyes here,” said Ventura.

      “When do we leave?”

      “The delegation goes back to Barbados tomorrow. But I mean after that.”

      “Why?”

      “If we decide to go in, we’ll need to know what they’re up to.”

      “What’s the likelihood of us invading?”

      “It’s called an intervention, not an invasion. And it will happen within days, if I’m reading the tea leaves right.”

      They climbed down off the roof and returned to the common room. Ten minutes later, Lucas walked in from the across the lawn. Lenny saw him with his panama hat and dark glasses and thought he looked like a playboy. He wondered about himself, whether he appeared any different.

      “What were you doing?” asked Ventura.

      “Chatting to the students.”

      “And? They want out, right?”

      “Some do. Some don’t. Most are indifferent.”

      The three men walked out to their waiting car. Their driver was smoking a cigarette in the shade of a tree, and he didn’t hurry to finish it. They stood in the sun, Lenny and Lucas thankful for their panamas, while he eyed them. Ventura grabbed a Yankees cap from his bag and pulled it on.

      The driver eventually crushed his butt and ambled over. He got in without a word, so the three men followed.

      “Where are the others?” asked Ventura.

      “We’re going to the hotel,” said the driver.

      “Is that where the British are?”

      The driver shrugged and started the car. He eased around the horseshoe and out the gates. The sentry didn’t get up. They motored only a couple of kilometers over a hill and down toward a beach. Then the driver pulled into a building with a sign that told them it was the Hotel Icarus.

      “That’s ominous,” said Lenny.

      They carried their own bags into the lobby. There was a breakfast room to the side but no bar. Kendra Abernathy sat waiting.

      “Gentlemen,” she said. “How are the students?”

      “Fine,” said Lucas.

      “Under duress,” said Ventura.

      She looked to Lenny for a third opinion but received a shrug in return.

      “Where’s Cromer?” asked Ventura.

      “He’s still at the office of our permanent representative, John Berry.”

      “How will he get here if the curfew starts again?”

      “It already did. That’s why he’s still there. We had a good number of British citizens voicing their complaints.”

      “They want out?” asked Ventura.

      “No. They’re not happy about what happened to Mr. Bishop, but few have any intention of leaving.”

      “What do they want, then?” asked Lucas.

      “They want us to do something about it.”

      “Damn straight,” said Ventura.

      “Politically, I mean,” said Kendra. “Anyway, Cromer won’t be coming here. We’re staying with Mr. Berry.”

      “We are?” said Ventura.

      “The British delegation,” she said. “We’ve organized rooms for you here.”

      Ventura frowned like he’d been kicked from the popular kids’ lunch table. He and Lenny stepped over to the check-in desk to get their keys.

      “Which delegation do I fall into?” asked Lucas.

      “You’re on a British diplomatic passport, Sergeant. You can bunk in with me, if you like.”

      “As attractive as that sounds, I think it might be better kipping here.”

      “What are they thinking?”

      “Ventura’s seeing a military use for the kitchen cutlery.”

      Kendra stepped in close. “Stay in touch.” She handed him a small radio with a numerical keypad on it. “The frequency is preset.”

      “Okay, thanks.” He slipped the radio into his pocket. “Reckon I can get a room?”

      “I think the hotelier will be delighted for the extra custom. I’ll have him bill John Berry’s office.”

      Kendra got Lucas a key and then told them she would see them tomorrow.

      “You said the curfew was back on,” said Ventura.

      “Oh, yes, I forgot.” She pulled a piece of paper out of her bag. “Travel permission. I have the British one. This one’s for you.” She handed the paper to Ventura.

      “We can go anywhere with this?” Ventura asked.

      “Technically, but I’d use it sparingly. There’s no telling what any given soldier with a gun knows about it.”

      “Why would the military council give us travel papers?” asked Lenny.

      “They’re trying to show us that the curfew, and by association the coup, is no big deal.”

      “And our driver?”

      “He’ll be leaving you for the evening. You have travel papers, but the assumption is that you’ll stay in the hotel until he collects you after breakfast.”

      “They got a bar here?” asked Ventura.

      “No, but I believe the owner has a fridge full of beer and a nice patio overlooking the sea.”

      “That’ll do. I’m going to grab a shower. Miss Abernathy, I’ll see tomorrow. I’ll see you two reprobates on the patio in thirty. Drinks on Uncle Sam.”

      “Roger that,” said Lenny.

      Kendra bade them good evening and walked out to her waiting car.

      Lenny and Lucas only took fifteen minutes to shower. They met on the patio, both without their new hats. Kendra wasn’t wrong. The view was of golden sand and aquamarine water. The owner approached with two cold bottles of beer and frosty glasses. He poured the drinks while the men took in the scenery, then he stepped away.

      “How can a place like this see so much trouble?” asked Lucas.

      “Humans,” said Lenny. “You can see why the locals are apathetic about the politics. It doesn’t change this view. Cheers.”

      “Back at ya.”

      They sipped their beers, and Lenny wiped foam from his lip. “So what’s your read?” he asked. “The governor-general in any danger?”

      “It could go either way. If there really is this power vacuum, who knows what might happen. And then there’s your lot.”

      “My lot?”

      “Your president, and those destroyers floating out there. Are they going to intervene?”

      “I honestly don’t know. But Ventura’s feedback will probably suggest that the socialist military junta is in charge, and that’s not going to drop anyone’s blood pressure in DC.”

      Lucas nodded and drank his beer.

      “Which I suppose means you’re going to stay in-country to protect the GG,” said Lenny.

      “Looks that way.”

      “I’m gonna stay, too. If we do land troops, we’re going to need situational intel.”

      “I figured. You see anything up on the roof?”

      “Enough.”

      “What’s going on?”

      “Not much. Not yet. But we still have to solve the problem of a five-person delegation leaving tomorrow. Grenadians can count. They certainly know the difference between five and three.”

      “I think I might have a solution for that.”

      “Will it work for me, too?”

      “I reckon it will.”

      Ventura stepped out onto the patio.

      “Roger that,” said Lenny.

      Ventura pulled up a seat. “Well, hell. This is something, ain’t it?”

      “Yep,” said Lenny.

      “You’ve started without me,” said Ventura.

      “Beer waiteth for no man.”

      The hotelier appeared again and poured Ventura a beer. The three men sat back to watch the day end over a troubled paradise.
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      The political bureau of the New Jewel Movement party convened at Bernard Coard’s house on Mt. Wheldale. Eleven people sat around his dining table: Coard and his wife, General Hudson Austin, and other senior members. The lesser members attending—those of party and military—stood around the room, some leaning against the walls. Bernard Coard wasn’t the head of the government, such that it was. The chairmanship of the Revolutionary Military Council had been handed to General Austin, but no one around the table was in doubt about who held the power. Bernard Coard was still chair of the party and the politburo, and it was he who spoke.

      “Like you all, I have heard the radio reports coming from Barbados and Trinidad confirming the presence of American ships off our shores. American troops have also arrived in Barbados. I have spoken to our friends in Guyana, who inform me that the imperialist aggressors have attempted to co-opt the Caribbean Community nations into legitimizing their illegal actions, but Caricom have rebuffed their overtures. It is not so with the puppets in the OECS. We must move judiciously. We cannot allow the imperialist to invade our peaceful nation, but we must be realistic about the likelihood of such an action.”

      “Are you suggesting we give up?” asked General Austin.

      “Of course not, General. If the Americans invade, our citizens must fight to protect our sovereignty. There can be no question of this. But we must be mindful of actions that provoke the imperialists. Things have gone too far already.”

      “The executions were a committee decision,” said Austin, feeling the spotlight of blame focused on him. “A committee you chair.”

      “I was told he was a danger to the revolution. That he was arming supporters to overthrow the committee. Is that wrong?”

      Austin glanced at one of his men standing by the wall.

      “No, Comrade Chairman, your information is accurate,” said Colonel Devonshire. “Our men attempted to negotiate rather than fire upon our fellow Grenadians, but once they took the armory, we had no choice.”

      “Yes, Colonel. I appreciate that your men did as they must do to quell the counterrevolutionaries. But killing Bishop and the others has angered the Americans.”

      “Bishop was planning to assassinate you, Comrade Chairman,” said Devonshire. “You surely know this.”

      “It troubles me, Colonel, but yes I now accept it.”

      Devonshire said nothing more. He knew that Coard had heard the rumors of Bishop’s plan to kill the committee members, starting with Coard himself, because Devonshire had ensured he had heard them. There was no point starting rumors if you didn’t whisper them into the correct ears.

      “Who did it, though?” asked another committeeman. “Who shot Bishop?”

      “I do not know who literally pulled the trigger,” said General Austin. “But I will not allow my men to be held to account or persecuted for following orders given by this committee.”

      “No one is suggesting that,” said Coard.

      Devonshire noticed the tone of the chairman, who would look for a scapegoat as sure as the sun shone, and a faceless soldier would fit the bill. Devonshire had the courtyard cleared for a reason: his men would not become scapegoats for the committee to use. For his use—that was a different matter.

      “So what do we do now?” asked another committee member. “Placate the imperialists?”

      “We placate no one,” said Coard. “But we must be prudent. Matters must resolve themselves internally. To that end, what is the position of the American students?”

      “We have informed the American delegation that the students are safe and welcome to stay,” said General Austin. “We have reason to believe that is accurate. Few of the students seem overly concerned. The delegates insisted that they be allowed to land one of their military aircraft to repatriate the students, but they were informed this was neither necessary nor acceptable. We have no landing rights agreements with the Americans.”

      “And the curfew?”

      “They were informed it is a temporary measure, but that students were free to move about the True Blue campus.”

      “Maybe we should just let them go?” said another committee member.

      “No, comrade,” said Coard. “That is a leak that becomes a flood. Where one goes, others follow. And the ones that want to leave are those most likely to speak poorly of us, no matter how generous we have been, allowing them to study in our beautiful country. No, the position is clear. If our citizens were trapped in the United States during one of their protests, would they allow us to send an aircraft to rescue them? Of course not. What’s good for the goose . . .”

      “I agree with Comrade Chairman,” said another committee member. “The medical school generates much needed hard currency. We cannot endanger its existence.”

      “So what of the curfew, General?”

      “Tempers are cooling, but we must make sure soldiers are in position to quell any flare-ups. A day or two more, at the most.”

      “And the delegates?”

      Devonshire stepped forward and whispered in the general’s ear, then moved back.

      “The British are at the home of Mr. Berry, the permanent representative. The Americans are at the Icarus. They have not left the hotel.”

      “You’re sure?” said Coard.

      “We are watching all counterrevolutionary elements. And we will be interviewing anyone they speak to.”

      “No more roundups, General. Not now.”

      “Of course not. We are not the Mongoose Gang, Comrade.”

      “And they will leave tomorrow?”

      “Directly after breakfast,” said General Austin.

      “Make sure they⁠—”

      The attention of the entire room shifted to the pounding on the Coard’s front door. One of Coard’s men opened it and spoke to someone, then he stood aside.

      Three men walked into the house. Two stopped by the door to the dining room, where the meeting was taking place. The third strode in and looked around, waiting until every eye was on him.

      “Comrade Ambassador,” said Coard.

      “Comrade Chairman,” said the Cuban Ambassador to Grenada. “I have a letter from President Castro. I have been requested to read it.”

      Coard was speechless, so the ambassador cleared his throat and began. It was short and perfunctory, saying Cuba was not going to get involved in a skirmish with the United States on Grenadian soil. The engineers and construction workers, although military trained, would not receive orders from Grenadian officers and would not raise weapons against the Americans unless fired upon. The military consultants would offer no further strategy until the matter was concluded. Castro signed the letter, Commander-in-Chief.

      Once he was done, the ambassador nodded and said, “Gentlemen,” without deference to Coard’s wife. He then strode out of the room without leaving a copy of the letter behind. The room remained silent, but every head turned, not toward the chair of the RMC, Austin, but toward Coard.

      Devonshire could see the uncertainty in Coard’s eyes. The letter was clear, but it wasn’t Castro’s desire to avoid a fight with the Americans that disturbed the chairman. It was the signature. Castro had not used his customary title of President, but rather Commander-in-Chief—none of them had ever seen correspondence from Castro using that title. He was reinforcing his position of head of the military, and thus the point that the Cubans on the island would be of no use to the committee if the Americans landed.

      “What does he know that we don’t?” Coard asked Austin.

      “Perhaps nothing. He knows the American ships are out there, and maybe more are coming. But that is covering bases, ensuring we know his position.”

      “Perhaps we should allow the students to leave. Ferry them out to one of the ships we know are out there.”

      “A sure sign of weakness,” said Austin. “The imperialists win if we fold so easily.”

      “Then we tread warily. If they are watching, we must do nothing to make them move. General, apart from making your positions secure to ensure law and order, we must make no offensive moves. Anything that provokes the Americans. You must make an address on Radio Free Grenada.”

      “Me?”

      “As chair of the Revolutionary Military Council. Make it known that things have settled and we expect the island to be back to normal in a day or two. That shops will open and the medical school lectures will resume. Let it be known that the party is united and resolute.”

      “Of course, Comrade Chairman.”

      Devonshire heard the fear in Coard’s voice. He wondered if anyone else had. The chairman was worried, not about the country or even fighting the Americans but about who would be left without a place to sit when the music stopped, and he was positioning Austin for the fall. The general wasn’t the sharpest tool, so Devonshire couldn’t be sure the general saw the play, but if he had, he might position someone else to take the fall for him. Someone like Devonshire.

      That wasn’t going to happen. Devonshire would have a chair when the music stopped. Of that he was certain.
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        * * *

      

      When the meeting was adjourned, the committee members left in order of seniority, with the exception of Coard and his wife, who were already at home, of course. Devonshire was one of the last to leave. He got into the back seat of his car. His two closest men, Stratten and Walters, were in the front.

      “News, sir,” said Stratten.

      “Tell me.”

      “We have information that there was a witness to the executions.”

      “That’s not possible. You cleared the courtyard.”

      “Yes, sir. No one else was in the courtyard. But it’s possible that someone was above, on the parapet.”

      “Who?”

      “We’re working on that.”

      “Work fast. Things are happening.”

      “Things, sir?” asked Walters.

      “The Americans. If they are going to come, it’ll be soon. A day or two. And we don’t want witnesses if they do.”

      “Yes, sir. We’re on it.”

      This was a wrinkle but one that could be smoothed out. There couldn’t be too many people who could have witnessed events. They could round them all up if they had to. And people could go missing or get shot in the throes of any American invasion. An invasion that had to happen. Devonshire would not become what he planned without whittling down the field, and he was banking on the Americans doing that job for him.

      They just had to hold other people accountable for everything that happened. People like Coard and Austin. Like the committee. A committee of which he was not a member.

      “And we need to set up some positions,” he said as the car pulled away. “If the Americans are coming, we need to be ready. Get antiaircraft guns in place above Point Salines.”

      “Yes, sir.”

      “Under orders of General Austin.”

      “Of course.”

      If the Americans really were watching, it wasn’t time to placate.

      It was time to provoke.
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      OCTOBER 23, 1983

      Ventura, Lenny, and Lucas ate breakfast on the patio. They couldn’t get enough of that view, even if the clouds were building. Lucas went over his plan again, and although Ventura thought it was pretty thin, he had nothing better to offer so he backed it.

      Ventura carried their bags and walked out to their waiting car, while Lenny and Lucas remained inside. When he returned, he shook his head.

      “Same driver as yesterday.”

      “So we wait for Kendra.”

      The British delegation arrived ten minutes after the appointed time. Kendra got out of the car and met them inside. Cromer stayed in the front seat.

      “Is he on board?” asked Lucas.

      “Of course. Governor-General Scoon is our primary concern. Speaking of which,”—she handed him a note—“the governor-general’s phone number, and that of our permanent representative, John Berry. You should go and talk to him. He’s tapped into the island. Maybe learn an escape route or two.”

      “Will do,” said Lucas, stashing the note in his pocket. He pulled down his panama and slipped on his sunglasses. “Ready?” he asked Lenny.

      “Always.” Lenny adjusted his own panama and put on his glasses, then Kendra led the way out to the cars. She got in and sat behind Cromer, while Lucas slipped in behind the driver.

      Ventura got in the passenger-side back seat of the other car, and Lenny sat beside him. Ventura leaned over to their driver.

      “Take us to the True Blue campus, my good man.”

      “Ah, no, sir. I believe we were going to the airport.”

      “Change of plans. This little piece of paper gives us freedom of movement, right? So we want to check on the welfare of the students again before we leave.”

      “I don’t know.”

      “You don’t? Okay. Should we call whoever’s in charge? General Austin, perhaps? And while you’re talking to him, I’ll be calling the president of the United States and telling him that we are not getting any kind of cooperation here.”

      “No, sir. That won’t be necessary. A quick stop at True Blue, then back to Pearls Airport.”

      “That’s it. Our plane should be waiting when we get there.”

      The two cars drove in convoy to the medical school. They passed a checkpoint but were not stopped, and when they got to the school, the gate sentry was in his box, hiding from the morning sun.

      They rolled up to the administration building, and everyone got out. Cromer strode inside, and Kendra headed for the common room. Ventura and Lenny walked northwest, while Lucas headed east.

      Ventura and Lenny reached the maintenance building and checked that they were hidden from any cars by the common building in the middle of the horseshoe, then they continued around the back. They climbed up onto the drum, up the pallet ladder, and onto the roof. Ventura looked over the runway through his binoculars.

      “Nothing much different,” he said, handing the glasses to Lenny. He took a look and had to agree. He swept his view along the hills behind the airport.

      “Uh oh,” he said.

      “What?”

      He gave the binocs to Ventura. “Look at the hills to the east of the terminal building.”

      “What am I looking at? Are those cannons?”

      “No, they’re ack-acks.”

      “What?”

      “Triple-a’s. Antiaircraft artillery.”

      “They weren’t there yesterday.”

      “No, sir, they were not.”

      Ventura eased the glasses down. “So they know we’re coming.”

      “Everyone knows we’re coming, or at least that we might be.”

      “But they’re preparing for our arrival.”

      “It would seem.”

      “In your Marine opinion, would landing here be bad?”

      “If we’re coming by air, yes, it would be bad. Until we could take out those guns.”

      “Right. I gotta get this info up the chain.”

      They climbed back down behind the building, but before he continued, Ventura grabbed Lenny’s arm.

      “Here, take this.”

      “A radio?”

      “Secure comms. I’m the only one who can receive it. I’m flying back to Barbados with the Brits, then I’m heading straight onto a boat to come back and sit offshore. You send a message, I’ll get it.”

      “Not from down here. We’re in a hollow.”

      “You’ll have to transmit from a high point.”

      “Like up that hill full of ack-acks.”

      “Yeah, something like that.”

      Lenny pocketed the radio. As they walked around the back of the dorms toward the center of the horseshoe, Lenny asked, “What sort of boat do you have?”

      “I don’t know. A cruiser of some kind. Another agent sourced it.”

      “It’s civilian?”

      “Yes, why.”

      “You’re going to hang out in the middle of an armada of warships in a civilian craft?”

      “Good point. I better make sure someone on the USS Guam knows we’re there.”

      “Might be an idea.”

      At the dorm, they checked the coast was clear then dashed inside. The rooms ran off a central corridor, like a hotel. All the doors were closed, except one. Lenny and Ventura moved to it.

      It was a twin share, with two single beds, two desks, two chests of drawers, and not much space besides. What space there was had been filled by Lucas and two other young men.

      “This is Ralph and Tip,” said Lucas.

      “Boys, thanks for your help,” said Lenny.

      “Anything for the Stars and Stripes.”

      “Where you boys from?” asked Ventura.

      “Atlanta,” said Ralph.

      “St. Louis,” said Tip.

      “Well, your nation owes you a debt. My name is Ventura. I’m with the CIA.”

      The two students smiled. “Seriously?” said Ralph.

      “Seriously. You’ll be coming with me. One in each car. Sit behind the driver, that’s key. When we reach the airport, walk directly to the aircraft. Someone else will process your passports. Or, their passports,” he said, looking at Lenny.

      “And we’re going to Barbados?” asked Ralph.

      “Correct. You’ll stay at the embassy. Unfortunately, you won’t be able to contact anyone Stateside until the operation is either called off or underway. That’s to protect these boys.” He gestured at Lenny and Lucas. “But you’ll have all the Budweiser and burgers you can handle.”

      “Sounds good. And we’ll be able to come back once it’s over?”

      “For sure. So let’s do this.”

      Lucas had done the rounds of the dorms the previous day, looking for students fitting three criteria: male; similar height to his and Lenny’s; and patriotic to a fault. That he found two sharing a room shouldn’t have amazed him. He spun a story that their country needed them, and about spies, and living a tale they would be able to tell their kids.

      Lenny and Lucas each emptied his pockets onto a bed. The four stripped to their underwear and swapped clothes, most notably the panama hats and sunglasses. The students kept their own slip-on shoes, and Lenny and Lucas kept their boots.

      Ventura looked the students over. They were thinner but not too much, and under the hats and glasses he figured they could have been Bo Derek. The disguises would fool anyone offering a passing glance.

      For a moment they stood looking at each other, either amazed at the transformation or battling butterflies over what was to come. Then Ventura checked his watch.

      “Okay, let’s do it.”

      Lenny and Lucas stayed in the room. Ventura took the two students down the corridor and out into the sunlight. He told Ralph to walk west around the horseshoe then head for the car with the woman beside it. Ventura and Tip went east.

      Kendra and Cromer were waiting by the front door to the admin building when they saw Ventura. Kendra led Cromer over to the car that had been driving the Americans. Ventura headed for the car that had been chauffeuring the Brits.

      Cromer made to open the front door.

      “Wait,” said Kendra. As the student dressed in Lucas’s gear reached them, she told Cromer it was okay. They all opened doors at the same time and got in. The driver frowned at Cromer.

      “I think it’s the wrong car, sir,” said the driver.

      “Oh, is it?” said Cromer, very convincing in the role of bumbling Englishman. “Never mind, we’re all off to the same place, aren’t we? Airport please, driver.”

      The driver shrugged as if it was above his pay grade, so he started the car and pulled away. The second driver gave the same reaction to Ventura’s “A car is a car, pal. Let’s go.”

      The cars drove through St. George’s and out across the island. No one spoke in either vehicle on the journey. When they reached Pearls Airport, Kendra took the five passports to get stamped while the four men boarded the aircraft. The drivers carried the luggage to the plane, where an airport worker put everything in the rear of the cabin through a cargo door.

      Ralph and Tip sat with their backs to the cockpit, under panamas and behind sunglasses, tapping their feet nervously. Kendra put her hand on Tip’s knee and gave him a wink.

      “Barbados in an hour,” she said.

      He didn’t smile until the Piper had taken off and was well over the Caribbean Sea.
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      Lenny and Lucas agreed that the best game plan was to be in their dorm as little as possible. There were hundreds of students around, but the ones who would notice that Ralph and Tip had been replaced by strangers were their dorm mates, while Lenny and Lucas could best blend into the crowd in the common areas.

      They were playing Uno over bottles of Pepsi with a couple of students that evening, just being two of the herd. A boombox was playing Dexys Midnight Runners. Many of the students were using the hiatus to catch up on reading and assignments. The ones who were ahead or didn’t care were playing table tennis or pool. The mood was surprisingly relaxed given the curfew.

      “You been out to the airfield, Michaela?” Lenny asked the woman beside him.

      “It’s not operational.”

      “No, I haven’t heard anything land there.”

      “Me, either. I hope it’s not too loud once they do.”

      “Handy for flying home,” said Lucas. “Except for the fact you gotta take the long road around.”

      “Oh, there’s a path,” said the other player, Rich.

      “I haven’t seen that,” said Lenny.

      “Yeah, there’s a cut in the fence out there. We made a little track out to the end of the runway. It’s only about a hundred yards away.”

      “What’s with the track?” asked Lucas.

      “A few of us play soccer out there.”

      “On the runway?” asked Lenny.

      “Yeah.”

      “The construction guys don’t mind?”

      “Mind? They’re Cubans. They join in. They love soccer. Baseball, too.”

      “You speak Spanish, Rich?” asked Lucas.

      “Not much. But everyone knows the rules of soccer and baseball, don’t they?”

      Lucas shrugged. “Not me.”

      Michaela smiled. “Me, either.”

      Lenny and Lucas hung in the common room for a few hours, then made their way to the library. It was a seventies-style building with pebbles mixed into the concrete walls to give it some texture. By 1983 it already looked dated. They found the best map of the capital—one geared toward tourists that predated the ’79 coup—and highlighted the hotels and eateries. It gave little sense of the considerable topography, but the woman doing late librarian duty made a photocopy and then drew lines along the main ridges with a Sharpie. They then made two more copies of the map and Lenny and Lucas each took one, keeping the master copy in case they lost one.

      They went back to the common room, where they stayed until late, then checked the coast was clear before returning to the dorm. They slept well and rose before dawn. The first plan of attack was to get a better understanding of the lay of the land, both literally and figuratively. That wasn’t going to be easy given the curfew, even if they did have papers. They assumed the papers would work to a point, to persuade any easily manipulated soldiers to let them pass, but it would only take one call back to headquarters for someone to ask how the diplomats were still traveling around town if they had all left the previous day.

      Lenny and Lucas snuck out of the dorm, went behind the buildings, and paced along the perimeter fence until they came to the cut section. Rich had been right; there was a neat slice in the fence, enough to fold back and slip through.

      Lenny led the way through the dark scrub, along a path that was barely there. They walked up a rise, out of the hollow, until they reached the edge of the airfield. The long, dark expanse of tarmac lay before them.

      Without taking out a map or using a flashlight, Lenny used an open palm to mark the points of interest.

      “We’re at the east end of the strip, south side. Across the strip to the north is the main road into town.”

      “And the other way is back to the gates at True Blue,” added Lucas.

      “Right. That dark patch about two-thirds along the runway, that’s the terminal.”

      “Yep. And right behind it is where the Cuban construction workers are bunking down.”

      “Roger that,” said Lenny. “So we want to avoid that. From our position along the south side of the runway is rocks and then beach. The runway starts at the west end on a peninsula, surrounded on three sides by water.”

      “And up here, to the north side of us and the camp, there are hills. Good defensive positions.”

      “Ventura and I saw ack-acks up there yesterday.”

      “Antiaircraft guns? I didn’t see them when we came in the day before.”

      “That’s because they weren’t there then.”

      “So we avoid the crests,” said Lucas.

      “For now. What does that leave us?”

      “The low road.”

      They jogged in darkness across the end of the runway until they reached the fence on the far side. There was no barbed wire so they just climbed over, then set out along the road toward town. The early hour and the curfew worked to their advantage. No traffic passed, so they could have walked up the middle of the street. They didn’t. Apart from the checkpoint they had seen the previous day, there was no telling where sentries might be hiding.

      As it turned out, there were none. They smelled the checkpoint before they saw it: three soldiers, sitting on fold-up chairs behind a sandbag barrier, were smoking. The impromptu fortification was on the side of the road rather than in the middle of it, due to the tight space.

      Lenny and Lucas just walked right on by. They moved slowly, testing each footstep, and stayed under the cover of overhanging trees. But the men weren’t looking for trouble, so they didn’t find any.

      They resumed their regular pace about a hundred meters beyond and came up on the unexpected second checkpoint a kilometer later as they reached the area known as The Lime. First light was barely cracking the horizon, but the foliage and low position kept the checkpoint in near darkness—only the glow from commercial buildings and hotels down near the beach gave away its position. Lenny and Lucas stopped a hundred meters short.

      “Why two checkpoints on the same road?” whispered Lenny.

      “Protect the airfield?”

      “From what?”

      “No idea, mate. Hang on, look.” Lucas pointed with his whole arm. “Position,” he said at the sandbag fortification on the right side of the road. Then he pointed a little further along the road. “Position.”

      Lenny saw it. A second pile of sandbags, same side of the road. “What’s between them?”

      “A road going up the hill. This checkpoint isn’t protecting this road, it’s guarding whatever’s up that hill.”

      “Or whoever’s up that hill.”

      “Either way, we need to pass.”

      “And soon. Sun’s coming.”

      “Time to take the high road.”

      Lucas led the way across the road and into a culvert beside it. Stepping up into the thick foliage at the bottom of the hill, they were no louder than an animal foraging in the night. Nocturnal and diurnal beasties moved about, some on the way home after their shift, some on the way out to work.

      They climbed up the hill until they reached a house with a yard cut from the jungle. Lucas led the way toward the front, then they crossed the road that the sentries were guarding about fifty meters down the hill. They went straight into the yard of the property opposite and continued along the side of the house. Through the backyard and an unkempt hedge, and into another property that faced onto the next road.

      When they came back down the street, they were past the guards, but that put them on the sunrise side. They would be lit up in silhouette, so they used the culvert as cover and moved away until they reached one further street up the hill.

      “This it?” asked Lenny.

      “No street signs, but Kendra said look for the cairn.” Lucas pointed to a mound of rocks stacked like a rough pyramid at the street corner.

      “That’ll do it,” said Lenny.

      They walked up the hill, counting the houses. When they found the one they wanted, they eased into the bushes to wait. It was still early, and they had no desire to alarm anyone, or for lights to come on that shouldn’t.

      The sun broke to the east, but it wasn’t a spectacular sunrise. Heavy clouds sat on the horizon. It was only a matter of time before it found some mountains to cling to—and Lenny and Lucas were standing on just such terrain.

      Shortly after, a light flipped on in the house. A small window. The bathroom. Then a few minutes later, another glow from the rear. Perhaps the kitchen. The sun provided enough light to show the Victorian-style house with a veranda that overlooked the beach and water below.

      “I need a cuppa,” said Lucas, standing up. From the bushes he led Lenny over to the front door and knocked lightly. The man who answered it was in a dressing gown. His hair was combed, but the sleep had not quite left his eyes. He frowned at the two men at his door.

      “Mr. Berry?”

      “Yes.”

      “Sergeant Lucas Burnside. Kendra Abernathy sent us.”

      “You boys start early,” said the Englishman. He looked out the door as if someone might be watching, then he ushered them inside and led them down a hallway into a living room that maximized the view. A woman stood at the doorway to the kitchen. Lucas introduced Lenny, and Berry introduced his wife, Jean.

      “We thought it best to visit without watchful eyes knowing,” explained Lucas.

      “Because you technically shouldn’t be here anymore.”

      “Exactly. We don’t want to cause you any trouble.”

      “I suspect trouble will arrive regardless, but I thank you. Tea?”

      “Love one,” said Lucas.

      Lenny shrugged his response.

      “You’re American,” said Berry. “I suppose you’ll be wanting coffee.”

      Lenny smiled.

      They moved into the kitchen and Lucas and Lenny sat at a Formica kitchen table. Jean made tea and toast while her husband used a mocha pot to brew coffee. “Nutmeg on your coffee, Sergeant?”

      Lenny frowned. “Can’t say I’ve ever.”

      “It’s a local thing. Nutmeg is one of the main agricultural products of Grenada. That and cacao.”

      “I’ll try anything once,” Lenny said.

      “Good man.” Berry poured a coffee then grated some nutmeg on top.

      Lenny sipped it. “That’s actually pretty good. A bit like Christmas.”

      “Quite.”

      The Berrys sat at the table, and the four of them ate toast with their drinks.

      “So, Kendra says you’re some kind of diplomat,” said Lucas. “But I didn’t quite get the title.”

      “I’m Her Majesty’s permanent representative to Grenada.”

      “Like an ambassador?” asked Lenny.

      “Hardly. It’s a tiny island, so it doesn’t warrant a full consular office. That is run out of our high commission in Barbados. But as a newly independent member of the Commonwealth, it’s good form to have an office here.”

      “So if you don’t do consular stuff, what do you do?” asked Lenny.

      “My role is more about development and aid. Obviously things changed somewhat after 1979. Then I became more the eyes and ears for the government. But we do have a number of British citizens living here, so in a pinch they can visit our office.”

      “Like yesterday.”

      “Quite. You’d think the break in the curfew might be the time to stock up on a few things, but it seems a lot of Brits decided it was the time to complain about what’s going on.”

      “Do they want to leave?” Lenny asked before sipping his coffee.

      “Goodness, no. They just wanted to voice their displeasure. Not many are fans of the socialist government, if we can call them that.”

      “So what can you tell us about the situation?”

      “It’s perilous.”

      “Who’s in charge?” asked Lucas.

      “Good question. Mr. Coard is still chair of the NJM party.”

      “But General Austin is in charge of the military council.”

      “Indeed. What do you know about the history?”

      “Independence, a corrupt but democratically elected PM, a coup, socialism, now another coup,” said Lenny.

      “Succinctly put. But the situation we find ourselves in has been building for years. Bishop and Coard have always been rivals, even when they were playing as friends—this goes back to their school days. They were influenced by left wing ideology and events in Cuba. But directly after school they went abroad to university. Coard went to the United States. Bishop to University of London. Their left-leaning tendencies only grew. They were both back in Grenada by the midseventies and were a thorn in the side of the elected government. But despite being rather ineffectual and heavy-handed, Sir Eric Gairy remained popular, especially in rural areas. So Bishop, Coard, and their cronies decided they couldn’t win at the ballot box, so they co-opted some in the military and undertook a coup.”

      Berry sipped his tea. “All through this, it seemed like Bishop and Coard were peas in a pod, but not so. You see, Bishop was very charismatic, charming. He was the popular one. Mr. Coard, on the other hand, was more dour, cerebral. Not a people person. Funny how all those who seem to talk about party first are never good with people. Read into that what you will. But Bishop was also good with the ladies. Coard was not. There are numerous cases of Coard courting a woman only for her to end up in the arms of Mr. Bishop. Up to and including Bishop’s mistress at the time of his death, Jacqueline Creft.”

      “So all this hubbub is over a woman?” asked Lenny.

      “Not completely but it muddies the waters, you can see.”

      “A country on the brink of war because of men who do their thinking in their pants,” said Jean.

      “Quite right, darling.”

      “So Bishop had a mistress?” asked Lucas. “Where’s his wife?”

      “She emigrated to Canada with their children several years ago.”

      “And what about Creft?” asked Lenny.

      “She was killed alongside Bishop at Fort George.”

      “Was Coard behind that?” asked Lucas.

      “Who knows.”

      “But he’s only sort of in charge now?” asked Lenny.

      “Oh, he’s the brains behind the operation. I have no doubt they are happy Bishop is dead. Now they can blame him rather than socialism for all the problems they created. GDP is down, unemployment is up. Things are not rosy, and Coard believes the answer is to follow a stricter communist doctrine. Bishop was showing a desire to reengage with the US. Not completely change course, but… well, who knows.”

      “And General Austin?”

      “An uneducated man who has found himself in way over his head. He was vaunted after the ’79 coup for his role, but he was a puppet then and he’s a puppet now. He couldn’t lead a country, and he has a tenuous grip on the military. I always found him to be a Bishop supporter, so although Coard has clearly been in his ear with this party-first business, I don’t believe he’s Team Coard, either. There’s a vacuum at the top, and with the Americans throwing a spanner in the works…”

      “How so?” asked Lenny.

      “With Bishop gone and Coard out of favor, there is room for a new player, someone the people will latch on to. I don’t know who that might be. But it won’t be Austin, and it won’t be Coard—they only rule as long as the military holds. But if the Americans come in, there’s going to be a reshuffle, isn’t there. People will be held to account for events. And a new person may appear, someone close to power but not responsible for the past.”

      “And not socialist?” asked Lenny.

      “I don’t think that matters. Maybe to the Americans but not to the locals. Politics does not affect them much. Macroeconomics doesn’t grow bananas or nutmeg.”

      “But it affects whether they can be sold.”

      “Not if you do it at your neighborhood market for local consumption. These things matter for the overall economy and for creating opportunity, but most of the island is rural, agricultural. People are poor and eat what they grow. They just want security, and to be led by someone they can trust.”

      The silence was pierced by the shrill ringing of a telephone. Mrs. Berry got up to answer it in the hallway.

      The men finished their toast, then Jean rushed back into the kitchen. “John, it’s Laura. Something’s wrong.”

      Berry stood and went to the phone. From the kitchen he was heard repeating the word what with increasing urgency. Then he burst back into the kitchen.

      “They’re taking Blossom.”

      “What’s blossom?” asked Lenny.

      “Not what, who. She’s the daughter of a neighbor on the next street.”

      “Who’s taking her?”

      “The PRA.”

      “The army? Why?”

      “I don’t know, but when the PRA drags you away, you’re often not heard from again.”

      Lenny stood. “Where is she?”
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      Berry pointed beyond his backyard to the rear neighbor.

      “That street, about three houses up the hill. I can’t recall the address.”

      “I reckon we’ll figure it out,” said Lucas, leaping off the back patio and sprinting across the yard with Lenny right behind.

      Lucas vaulted the rough hedge between the properties then charged alongside the house and out onto the street. The sun had risen, and he could clearly see up the hill. Lenny dashed past Lucas.

      They heard wailing before they reached the house. As Lenny got to a green pickup parked askew at the curb, two soldiers dragged a young woman across the grass and to the truck. One of them let go to open the door, and the woman fought to free herself.

      Another woman—this one older—screamed from the lawn and launched herself at the soldier gripping the young woman’s wrist. He punched the older woman in the chest, dropping her to the ground, and pulled out a pistol.

      “Stay down or I will shoot!”

      “She’s done nothing,” cried the woman on the grass. “She’s just a girl.”

      “It is by order of the Military Council. If she’s done nothing, she’ll be sent home.”

      The other soldier wrenched the door open and together they made to push the young woman inside the cab.

      “Hey, boys,” said Lenny. “What’s going on?”

      Everybody froze. The soldiers, the woman on the lawn, the young woman being forced into the truck. Lucas went to the rear side of the vehicle, while at curbside Lenny outstretched his hands to show no weapon.

      Finally the soldier pointed the pistol at Lenny. “Who are you?”

      “Who am I?” asked Lenny. “Who are you?”

      “People’s Revolutionary Army. You cannot be out. There is a curfew.”

      “But I can be out. I’m here, see?”

      “Did you not hear the radio? We are under orders to shoot anyone who breaks the curfew.”

      “No, the army is under orders to do that.”

      “We are the army.”

      “I don’t see a name tag on your uniform. That’s a requirement under the Geneva Convention. So how do we know you’re army and not just some jerk kidnapping a girl?”

      The other soldier fumbled for his sidearm as he saw Lucas come around the back of the truck. “Don’t move,” he said. “I will shoot.”

      As the soldier struggled to get his weapon out of its holster, Lucas held up a document: “We have permission to travel freely, signed by General Austin himself. What do you have?”

      “Show me,” said the soldier, giving up on getting the holster clip undone.

      Lucas stepped forward, holding out the paper. The soldier snatched it away.

      “This is just a map.”

      “Oh, wrong paper. You want this one.”

      Lucas didn’t produce another paper. Instead, he took a long stride and landed on his left foot, then he swung his right boot a full arc, as if kicking for a fifty-meter penalty goal in rugby. But there was no ball teed up on a mound of sand, so Lucas’s boot flew right into the soldier’s groin. The force lifted the man from the ground and pushed all the air out of his body.

      The other soldier turned at the thud of boot on body, pointing his gun at the truck as he went. Lenny moved in fast, but the soldier saw him coming and tried to swing the pistol back at Lenny. He might have made it, too, but the young girl in his grip drove her elbow backward, hard and low, and clocked him in the stomach. He doubled over as he got a shot away, the dirt exploding at his feet.

      Lenny saw that the young woman’s action had left the soldier exposed, so he threw his punch straight over the top of her bent over frame into the soldier’s face. Blood gushed from his nose. But he wasn’t out, just down, as he dropped to his knees. The woman fell away from him as Lenny followed up with a powerful kick to his face, which drove him onto his back and off to slumberland.

      In the meantime, the other soldier had fallen to his knees as well, clutching his groin. Lucas didn’t like that he still had a weapon, so he grabbed the soldier’s collar and drove his head into the wheel of the truck. A solid cranial thunk and the man crumpled to the ground, out of it for now.

      Lenny and Lucas each retrieved a pistol from a soldier, then turned to face the two women, who were now holding each other on the lawn. The older woman snarled like she might charge them.

      “Mr. Berry sent us,” said Lenny.

      Both women frowned.

      “You called him.”

      “No,” said the older woman. “You’re lying.”

      “But he just got a phone call from you.”

      “Did we look like we had time to stop to ring somebody?”

      “Not really.”

      “I did it,” called a woman from the lawn of the house next door. “I rang the Berrys.” Like her neighbors, she was Black, but unlike them she had an English accent. “There’s no bloody police anymore, and you can’t call the PRA. Look at ’em.” She waved at the men unconscious on the ground. “They’re the problem.”

      “You’re Laura?” asked Lucas.

      “Yes.”

      Lucas turned back to the women in front of him. “Okay, she called,” he said. “Now, these guys are going to wake up, sooner or later. And more of them will come. We need to get you out of here.” He turned to the young woman. “Are you Blossom?”

      The woman half shook and half nodded her head, as if she wasn’t sure who she was, or if it was safe to say.

      “I’ll take that as a yes. I don’t know why, but these PRA guys really want you, so we need to get you away from here. Right now.”

      “My mother must come,” said Blossom, looking at the woman holding her. “My brother as well.”

      “Actually, it will be easier to hide you alone.”

      “No. I won’t go.”

      “I won’t give my baby up to no stranger,” said Blossom’s mother.

      “Then give her to me,” said John Berry, huffing his way up the hill.

      “Mr. Berry.”

      “Mrs. Ida. I will hide her until it’s safe.”

      The woman looked at her daughter then back at Mr. Berry.

      “Mumma, no,” said Blossom.

      “Now listen, child. We can trust in Mr. Berry. You know that. You remember he helped us when your father passed. You must go now, quickly, before these men awaken.”

      Mrs. Ida walked her daughter over to John Berry.

      “Mumma,” cried Blossom.

      “Mr. Berry will keep you safe.” She looked at him with eyes like Medusa. “You promise me now.”

      “You have my word, ma’am. My wife and I will protect her with our lives.”

      “You go now.”

      “Call my house when you can,” said Berry. “If I’m not there, try my office.”

      “We’ll have to stay off the road, go back the way we came,” said Lenny.

      He had the weapon, so he took the lead. Blossom walked ahead of Berry. When they reached the property they had cut through, Blossom gave her mother one last glance, then Lenny led them out of sight.

      Lucas turned to Mrs. Ida. “You have a son.”

      “Yes.”

      “He’s here?”

      “Yes.”

      “Is there somewhere you can go?”

      “I won’t let these animals drive me from my home.”

      “Just for a while. If they can’t find her they might take it out on you, and it’s no good saving Blossom if she loses her family.”

      The woman sighed as if she hated being outwitted by anyone, let alone logic. “I don’t know where to go. The curfew.”

      “Doesn’t your uncle live in Barrow?” said Laura.

      “Yes, but I can’t get there.”

      “Take this truck,” said Lucas.

      “I don’t drive.”

      “I do,” said Laura. “I’ll take you.”

      “There’s a guard checkpoint at the bottom of the next street,” said Lucas.

      “We don’t have to go that way. We can go up.” She pointed to the hill. “Take side streets, up via Hope Vale.”

      “Don’t bring the truck all the way back,” said Lucas.

      “There’s the Catholic church up there. I can park behind it.”

      “How will you get back?”

      “I’ll walk. They aren’t looking for old women like me. They’re watching the seas and skies, waiting for the Americans.”

      They moved fast. Mrs. Ida gathered up some blankets and food, and woke her son, a teenager as sullen as any other the world over. Laura got in the truck and started it while Lucas dragged the soldiers to the side of the road. Mrs. Ida and her son slid in across the bench seat, and they set off up the hill. Laura rolled down the window to offer Lucas a wave, as if they were off on vacation.

      Lucas jogged down the hill, glancing back to check that the soldiers were still. Then he dashed into the property that would lead back to the Berrys’.
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      When Lucas got back to the Berry residence, Blossom was sitting cross-legged in a large lounge chair with a cup of tea. The Berrys had made themselves comfortable on a sofa, tea cups and saucers in their laps, while Lenny had plopped into a wingback chair with nothing.

      “All okay?” asked Lucas.

      “My mother,” said Blossom. “She’s not safe there.”

      “She’s gone to your uncle’s. It’s all sorted.”

      She frowned as she sipped her tea. Lucas noticed that she was in that in-between stage: more than a girl, not quite a woman.

      “Can you tell us what those soldiers wanted, Blossom?” asked Berry.

      She barely shook her head.

      “Anything you can tell us?”

      “Are you in school?” asked Lenny.

      Blossom shook her head again.

      “Do you work?”

      She nodded.

      “Who do you work for?”

      She focused hard on the cup she held.

      Lenny glanced at Berry.

      “Wait,” said Berry. “Don’t you work at Fort George?”

      Blossom glanced up, then back to her tea.

      “Fort George?” asked Lenny.

      “The socialist regime renamed it Fort Rupert,” said Berry. “It’s the fort near town, overlooking the entrance to the bay. It was the headquarters for the PRA, but lately they have stationed their top people at Fort Frederick, where the NJM party headquarters are.”

      “What’s at Fort Rupert?”

      “It’s the communications center. But . . .”

      “What?”

      “It was where Maurice Bishop and his people went after they were released from house arrest. We assume because he wanted to access the radio, make an announcement to the people.”

      “So?”

      “So it’s where he was killed.”

      Lenny eyed Lucas and then Blossom. “Is that true, Blossom?”

      Suddenly she looked like a little girl, unsure if she was going to get in trouble for something, deciding whether saying nothing was the better option.

      “They can’t touch you here,” said Lenny. “We won’t let them. You’re safe. Why did they want to take you away? Did you see something?”

      She nodded.

      “What did you see?”

      “Bishop.”

      “You saw Mr. Bishop there?” said Berry.

      “What did you see?” Lenny repeated.

      “Bishop.” She again looked into her tea cup but drank no more. “They shot him.”

      Lenny leaned forward in his chair. “Who shot him?”

      “The PRA.”

      “When he attacked the fort?”

      She shook her head.

      “Later?”

      “Yes.”

      “When they took back the fort?”

      “Later.”

      “After they took back the fort?”

      She nodded.

      “After Mr. Bishop had surrendered?”

      “Yes.”

      “How long after?”

      “Maybe an hour.”

      “They shot Mr. Bishop an hour after he surrendered?”

      “Yes.”

      “Where did they do this?”

      “In the courtyard.”

      “And you saw it?”

      A tear ran down Blossom’s check, and Jean Berry leaned over to the tissue box, but her husband put his hand on her knee to stop her. He understood an interruption might cause her to clam up.

      “Where were you, Blossom?” Lenny asked.

      “On the parapet. We were in the communications office when Mr. Bishop arrived. There was no shooting then. The soldiers let him in. I didn’t care—I liked Mr. Bishop. But then more soldiers came, and they took the fort back. There was a lot of shooting. The PRA just fired into the fort. Many people were hit. We ran from the communications room and escaped to the parapets.” She stopped and her lips tensed like she might cry, but she took a deep breath instead.

      “What happened on the parapet?” asked Lenny.

      “Some people jumped off the walls to get away.”

      “What did you do?”

      “I froze up. I was so scared.”

      “I bet. I would be, too. But the shooting stopped?”

      “Yes. Then I heard people in the courtyard. I looked over the edge and saw the soldiers had cleared everyone out, then they walked them in.”

      “Walked who in?”

      “I don’t know all of them. Mr. Bishop and his friends. I saw him and Miss Creft. Unison Whiteman. Some others from the government. Eight of them, I think.”

      “And what happened after they walked in?”

      “He read a letter.”

      “Who?”

      “Colonel Devonshire.”

      “What did the letter say?”

      “It said that the committee had decided.”

      “Decided what?”

      “To kill them.”

      Blossom began to sob, and this time Jean wasn’t being dissuaded. She stepped over to Blossom and hugged her. John Berry stood and walked to the kitchen. Lenny shared a look with Lucas.

      Berry returned with a fresh cup of tea for Blossom which he placed on a side table. Jean released her embrace and handed Blossom another tissue, giving her a moment to collect herself.

      When everyone resumed their seats, Lenny continued.

      “I’m sorry to bring this up, but it’s important: what did you see after Colonel Devonshire read the letter?”

      Blossom inhaled deeply. “He ordered the other two soldiers to shoot them.”

      “And they did.”

      “Miss Creft,” said Blossom, the sobs bubbling up again. “She told the colonel that she was with child.”

      “She was pregnant?”

      “Seven months, she said. But he didn’t care. He told the men to fire their machine guns.”

      They sat in silence for a moment. Blossom picked up her tea and sipped it as if it would give her further resolve.

      “Then what happened?” asked Lenny.

      “The colonel left. No, before that…” She shook her head. “One man didn’t die.”

      “One of the executed? What happened to him?”

      “The colonel walked over to him. I could hear the man moaning. I thought he would help him, even after what had happened.”

      “But he didn’t.”

      “No. He shot the man in the head.”

      They sat quietly for a long time. Then Lenny spoke.

      “After it was done, did you hear anything?”

      “The colonel. He said it was crucial to get rid of the leaders of the counterrevolution.”

      “And they had.”

      “Um, no. Not exactly. He said those who remain will try to take advantage. They must be cleaned up. That’s what he said. ‘Cleaned up.’”
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        * * *

      

      Blossom flopped back in her chair with a blank stare, the muscles in her face slack, her eyes heavy. Jean took her tea cup and put it aside, then helped Blossom to a spare room for a nap. When she rejoined them they had moved to the kitchen table, where John had replenished the teas and coffee. Each of them held their cups but didn’t drink, just thankful for something to do with their hands.

      “So it was the committee,” said Lenny.

      “And the committee is Coard, isn’t that right?” said Lucas.

      “As I see it,” said Berry.

      “You told us Coard had been second fiddle to Bishop his whole life,” said Lenny.

      “Yes, but Coard is not the public politician. He is the policy man, the one who understands the angles.”

      “Meaning?”

      “Killing Bishop was a desperate act, if it was Coard. He had to see how it would play out. The people loved Bishop, and it ranged from indifference to hatred when it came to Coard. That’s why he set up the power-sharing deal in the first place. You know about that?”

      “Sir Paul mentioned it,” said Lucas. “A joint leadership thing.”

      “Right,” said Berry. “Bishop would be the populist puppet and Coard would run things from the party room. He only did that because he knew he would never win over the people.”

      “Maybe he got desperate, like you said.”

      “Maybe. But I’ve never known him to panic. I can see them taking back Fort Rupert, but once Bishop had surrendered? They had time. They could have done it another way.”

      “Like how?” asked Lenny.

      “Ask the KGB. If you lose your puppet, you don’t reveal yourself.”

      “You find another puppet.”

      “Precisely,” said Berry. “But there’s more to it than that. Coard would have taken the time to analyze the outcomes. The most obvious is there would be further civil unrest and a leadership vacuum that he cannot fill without much bloodshed. All of which invites intervention from Britain or the OECS, which also means⁠—”

      “The United States,” said Lenny.

      “Right. And do we think he will come out on top if the US waltzes in?”

      “No chance.”

      “Exactly.” Berry sipped his tea.

      Lucas twirled the saucer under his cup. “So if not him, then someone who doesn’t care if the Americans comes in. Who could that be?”

      “Someone outside the politburo, obviously.”

      “There’s a bigger problem,” said Lenny. “Not so much who is setting all this into play—the new puppet master—but who do they think the other rivals are? Those people could be in danger.”

      “It could be any number of people within the party,” said Berry.

      “The party guys are welcome to slug it out. I’m thinking people not up to their necks in this coup business already.”

      “Party supporters?”

      “Or people with nothing to do with the party,” said Lenny. “You said it, John. If the US or Britain comes in, who are they going to help? Someone who might establish democracy, at least in some form.”

      “The last guy?” said Lucas. “Sir Eric?”

      “I doubt it,” said Berry. “He’s in exile in the US. He has support, but he was as corrupt as the day is long. But there are others, I suppose. There’s Sir Paul.”

      “Scoon’s not going to run the country,” said Lucas. “He’ll help get a new government seated, but he’s not going take over.”

      “So a new PM, then? I can think of two, for sure.”

      “Where are they?”

      “One is on Carriacou.”

      “Where?”

      “It’s one of the Grenadine island chain. Most of the Grenadines fall under the governance of St. Vincent and the Grenadines, except for Petite Martinique and Carriacou, both of which fall under the Grenadian flag. But Carriacou is about thirty kilometers north of us.”

      “Can’t help that guy,” said Lucas.

      “The other is here in St. George’s.”

      “Here?” said Lenny. “Who?”

      “Vivian Brathwaite. He’s a member of the Democratic Congress Party. If they actually had a role for an opposition party, he would probably be their leader.”

      “Where does he live?”

      “Not far from Government House.”

      “Does he have a phone?”

      “We’re not barbarians, sir.”

      “Can you call him? Make sure he’s okay?”

      Berry moved into the hallway to make the call.

      Afterward he returned to the kitchen. “He’s fine. Annoyed, but fine. He’s had no contact from Coard or Austin. I told him what we had learned. He was concerned but not alarmed.”

      “Maybe he should be alarmed,” said Lenny.

      “We agreed that should he see any trouble, he would call me.”

      “Let’s hope that if he’s seeing trouble it isn’t too late.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWELVE

          

        

      

    

    
      After a long discussion, they determined that Blossom would be safest at the Berrys’ home. The young woman had no obvious connection to John Berry, so if the PRA or the party were to storm the home of the British resident representative, it would be a last-minute, desperate move. Although it wasn’t an embassy and therefore didn’t have any kind of diplomatic inviolability, it would anger Britain in a way that the powers that be in Grenada would be wary of. They were rapidly running out of friends.

      Berry made a call to Sir Paul Scoon, who confirmed they were in good form but uneasy. The messages he was getting from Buckingham Palace were light on solid information. Their intel from Whitehall was that the Americans did not plan to put boots on the ground, and that a diplomatic solution could be found, but Her Majesty’s personal secretary did not have great confidence in their source.

      Berry showed Lenny and Lucas a better quality map than their photocopied ones. But it was too big to be useful on the move, so he updated theirs, marking where the major forts were as well as the prison where political prisoners were held, all of them up on ridge lines above the town. He also marked the governor-general’s home and that of the former prime minister.

      “If we needed to get Scoon out, how would you do it?” Lucas asked.

      “Best case, airlift from Point Salines.”

      “But from his house. You couldn’t land a paper plane up there.”

      “I’d drive out. Save that, you could walk to Queen’s Park Oval and evacuate there.”

      Lenny and Lucas needed to return to the medical school campus. When word got back to the PRA that the two soldiers had been beaten up by two twentysomething white guys, all eyes were going to fall on the students. It was Lenny’s priority that no harm come to them.

      They wrote out a list of important phone numbers and told Berry to keep in touch. They snuck up the hill and crossed through properties surrounded by thick jungle growth. It was slow going, but it avoided the checkpoints.
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        * * *

      

      Devonshire looked ready to explode.

      “They didn’t get her?”

      “They were interrupted, Colonel.”

      “Interrupted?”

      “Attacked. Knocked unconscious.”

      “By whom?”

      “We don’t know, Colonel. Two white men.”

      “White men?”

      “Young men. They thought one was American, the other might have been British.”

      “Students?”

      “It’s possible, sir. The girl lived in The Lime, so not far from Grand Anse.”

      “The medical school. Alright. Get over there. Find them.”

      “Interrogate, Colonel?”

      “Not yet. Just see if any students are missing. If we have to get physical, we need a plan to deflect the blame.”

      “Yes, sir. And our two men?”

      “Where are they?”

      “Infirmary, sir.”

      “Get them scrubbing toilets.”

      “Yes, Colonel.”

      “And find the girl. She’s a loose end we cannot afford. You and I both, Captain Stratten.”

      “Yes, Colonel.”
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        * * *

      

      The armored personnel carrier was a show of force intended to scare the students into cooperation. The imposing vehicle was part bus and part tank, and it rumbled across roads not designed to carry it, as there were few roads wide enough. When it stopped short of the Grand Anse campus, Captain Stratten climbed out and marched across to the accommodation office. The housing administrator, a woman with a serious demeanor and a bun so tight it smoothed the lines on her face, met them at the door.

      “Have any students left campus?” Stratten asked.

      “No, Comrade Captain.”

      “Can you be sure?”

      “We have a guard at the gate and another at the beach. They have reported nothing.”

      “I need the students lined up outside in five minutes.”

      The housing administrator grabbed a megaphone and walked through the campus, telling all and sundry to line up outside their dorms for a safety check. None of the students looked bothered by it—perhaps it was too hot to get worked up by the bureaucracy. They ambled out in flip-flops and shorts, and the administrator took roll call. It took an hour to get around the campus, and everyone was accounted for.

      “No one missing?” said the captain. “You’re sure.”

      The woman frowned as if he questioned her professionalism. “You saw the roll call, comrade.”

      It was possible that the attackers were not students. But there weren’t many white people on the island; tourism was at a standstill.

      “Perhaps the people you seek are at True Blue?” she said.

      The captain nodded. Yes. The other campus. It was farther away, and there were armed checkpoints between there and the girl’s house, but it was possible. And worth checking out. He had to be thorough. He didn’t want to be put on latrine duty.

      Or worse. The colonel’s temper was growing by the hour.

      Captain Stratten rounded up his men, and the armored personnel carrier thundered down the road toward the south end of the island.
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        * * *

      

      From his veranda, John Berry watched the APC roll away from the campus gates. They had clearly decided that Sergeants Cox and Burnside were students, but they had searched the wrong campus first. Understandable. It was closer to Blossom’s home. He just hoped Lenny and Lucas were there when the APC arrived at True Blue.
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        * * *

      

      The roar of the APC preceded its arrival. Part of the charm of that kind of vehicle. Sure, it provided a level of safety to the soldiers inside, but the truth was it was hot and uncomfortable and offered limited visibility, while offering nothing more than a heavy machine gun for protection. It wasn’t one of the army’s new BFVs. Lenny had seen them in exercises. The Bradley Fighting Vehicle was an awesome machine in the literal sense—the sound of that firepower approaching was awe-inspiring. This APC was a lighter version, but on a quiet island road it got people’s attention.

      Lenny and Lucas ran across the horseshoe to the common room, while most students turned their heads to the APC rolling in through the gates. It was as if the war had arrived.

      Captain Stratten got out and strode into the admin building while his men spread out across the grounds. Becker came out of the office with a clipboard, no megaphone. The campus wasn’t that big; he could visit each building in short order.

      He led the captain to the first dorm, where all the students had lined up outside their rooms. Becker checked them off. They moved to the next dorm and repeated the process.

      After the dorms, they went to the library and finally ended up in the common room. Becker walked around and scrutinized each student under the captain’s keen eye, including two guys playing table tennis. One wore a T-shirt proclaiming the St. Louis Cardinals were the 1982 World Series champions. The other wore no shirt at all. They were sweating like they were playing a five-set match at Flushing Meadows.

      Becker looked at Lenny and then at Lucas. Next he checked off the last two names on his list for the captain.

      “Ralph Sims, Tip Johnson. That’s everyone, Captain.”

      “I’ll post an extra duty at the gate,” said the captain. “For the students’ safety.”

      “Of course. Let me walk you out,” said Becker and shot the sergeants a wink as he marched out.

      The army guys got in their APC and rumbled away. It threw a plume of dust as it lumbered along, but the vehicle itself was hidden by the trees.

      Lenny and Lucas went from the common room, across the lawn, and out behind the maintenance building. They climbed up the drum and pallet ladder, and onto the roof.

      “I guess those fellas woke up,” said Lucas.

      “Guess so. Think we should call Berry, make sure they’re okay?”

      “Worth twenty cents.”

      “Because you don’t have quarters?” asked Lenny.

      “Right. Not that it matters. I have no idea what they use here.”

      “They have quarters—it’s the East Caribbean dollar. Pegged to the greenback.”

      “Teacher’s pet,” said Lucas. “I’ll go give Berry a ring, then.”

      Lucas climbed down and walked off to find a phone.

      Lenny stood for a moment, looking over the airport. There was movement around the terminal, but without the binoculars he couldn’t tell what was happening. Perhaps it was just construction, but he doubted it. He eased off the roof until he had a foothold on the pallet then stepped onto the drum. He jumped backward and landed in a squat on the grass.

      When he straightened up, there was a man standing before him. He was thin enough to give Lenny a paper cut, and his pinched eyebrows sat behind wire-rimmed glasses.

      “Who are you?” the guy asked.

      “Who are you?”

      “Simon. You’re not a student here.”

      “Why would I not be a student here? It’s a medical school.”

      “I don’t know you.”

      “I don’t know you,” said Lenny. “So maybe you’re not a student.”

      “I am.”

      “Says you.”

      “What are you doing on the roof?”

      “Checking out the view.”

      “Why?”

      “Why not?”

      Simon’s frown deepened. “There are things happening here, you know.”

      “By definition.”

      “Why was the army here?”

      “To keep us safe. There are things happening, you know.”

      Simon backed off and made to walk away.

      “I’ve got my eyes on you. You’re gonna get us in trouble.”

      “Trouble’s already here, Simon. It’s time to pick a side.”
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        * * *

      

      Lenny met Lucas in the common room. Berry was fine as was Blossom, and neither had seen nor heard from the PRA. The two men hung out and played cards and drank Carib beer. One of the female students had a cassette of some new singer called Madonna, and they listened to the pop beats as a few others started dancing.

      “You ever think about college?” asked Lenny.

      “The army taught me everything I needed to know, except fishing and boating, and I don’t think they teach that at uni.”

      “Don’t suppose they do. Does look like a good time, though.”

      “Only during a coup. The rest of the time is reading textbooks and writing essays.” Lucas shuddered. “Give me a dirty hole to lie in and a sniper rifle anytime.”

      Lenny looked over his poker hand and saw Simon sitting across the room. He was good to his word; he was watching Lenny like a hawk.

    

  







            CHAPTER THIRTEEN

          

        

      

    

    




      OCTOBER 24, 1983

      The morning wasn’t the postcard they had grown used to. Clouds blanketed the island, barely clinging to the higher areas until they were blown onward by the whipping wind.

      A group of students in the common room had gathered around the radio. Lenny sat among them. An announcer was gibbering about imperialist this and counterrevolutionary that. The long and short of the message was clear, though: US warships had been sighted off the coast and the party believed invasion was imminent. The voice called for all patriots to gather arms and prepare to join their PRA brothers in defending their home from the imperialist aggressors. The central committee would provide further instruction for action in due course.

      “So the army’s coming?” a student asked.

      “Ships means navy,” said another.

      “What should we do?”

      This was a smart group of future doctors, but they were out of their element, their faces etched with uncertainty.

      Lenny stood. “Stay inside, preferably in this room.” He strode toward the door.

      “I thought you said to stay here?” asked a student.

      “I did. As soon as you hear the shooting start.”

      He jogged over to the dorm to grab the binocs and radio, then climbed up his makeshift ladder to the roof. Nothing looked different. The ack-acks were still in place, but there was no activity along the runway or near the terminal.

      Lenny climbed down and walked along the fence until he found the cut, then he pushed through and loped along the track. He stopped in the bushes at the edge of the runway. There were no men at this end of the strip, but he was worried about the antiaircraft positions on the hills. The guns themselves were no threat to him—they were designed to shoot up at targets, not down—but the soldiers using them would be armed with other weapons that could do Lenny harm.

      He needed to get to higher ground, so he ran along the bushes at the east end of the runway, then broke cover and sprinted to the fence, clambered over, and dashed into the scrub. Lenny made his way across the main road, then up a dirt track toward the top of the nearest hill.

      Clouds were shielding the sun, but the mixture of heat and humidity created the sensation of drowning on solid ground. He crested the hill and checked he wasn’t open to any of the artillery positions, then he took out his radio.

      “Ventura, you there? Ventura?”

      A crackle, then, “This is Marine One, identify.”

      “It’s your mother, Ventura.”

      “That’s not your code.”

      “You didn’t give me a code.”

      “I didn’t? Well, you need one.”

      “How about Len?”

      “That’s stupid.”

      “You’d know stupid. And you can’t use Marine One, it’s taken already.”

      “By who?”

      “The president of the United States.”

      “That’s Air Force One.”

      “We need to have this conversation another time, when there’s money on the table and the fate of the free world isn’t at stake.”

      “What do you want?”

      “To know what’s going on,” said Lenny.

      “The incursion is coming.”

      “I know that, pal. It was on the radio this morning.”

      “How do they know?”

      “They’ve got a really big telescope.”

      “They do?”

      “Geez, Ventura. Let me guess, you’re off the eastern coast, right?”

      “Yes.”

      “And the USS Guam and her group are out there with you.”

      “They are. The USS Independence carrier group is out here somewhere, too.”

      “So it’s happening,” said Lenny. He looked out to the water but saw nothing.

      “I’m not privileged to that intel, but the information I have leans to a solid yes.”

      “Well, let them know, as of right now, the runway at Point Salines is clear, but there are ack-acks on the high ground.”

      “They have antiaircraft guns?”

      “Big ones. I just scoped one out. Looks like a Soviet version of a quad fifty-caliber machine gun. Bad news: they’re pretty deadly in the daylight. Good news: they have no night capability. They’re useless lumps of lead in the dark.”

      “How is that good news?”

      “Because attack time is called zero dark thirty for a reason.”

      “Okay, but why leave the runway open?”

      “Maybe they don’t think we’ll use it. Maybe it’s a trap. Remember those ack-acks. Or maybe they just haven’t gotten around to fortifying it yet.”

      “Roger. So what’s your plan?”

      “Watch and learn. If you can get any intel about how our boys might arrive, that would help. Maybe we can clear the way some.”

      “I’ll see what I can.”

      “Roger out.”

      Lenny tucked his radio away, then went back down the hill, over the fence, along the runway, and into the scrub. He pushed through the fence and found his new friend Simon waiting for him.

      “What are you doing?” said Simon.

      “This again?”

      “You’re going to get us killed.”

      “No, pal. I’m going to keep you alive. Keep your head down. Cavalry’s coming.” Lenny slapped him on the shoulder and walked away.
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        * * *

      

      When Simon got to the common room, he found it busier than usual, but the troublemaker wasn’t around. That worried Simon but suited his purpose. He didn’t know who this guy was, but he didn’t belong. And he was endangering them all, creeping around the place when a curfew was in force.

      Simon needed to stop it before it got them all kicked out of school. And he couldn’t get kicked out of this school; it was his last hope. He hadn’t gotten in to his father’s alma mater, or any of the other eleven schools with medical programs to which he had applied. Graduating from St. George’s University didn’t guarantee a hospital placement in the US—he would still have to pass transfer exams for his foreign credentials to be recognized—but it was the only thing between him and the shame of his parents cutting him off.

      A paper pinned up on the corkboard near the public phone had been defaced, but the phone number was still visible. He dropped some coins into the slot and dialed.

      “Royal Grenada Police Force,” said the voice.

      “I want to report a troublemaker,” said Simon.

      “Troublemaker? Has a crime been committed, sir?”

      “Breaching the curfew.”

      “I see. And who breached the curfew?”

      “I don’t know his real name. But he’s a—what do you guys call it?—a counterrevolutionary.”

      “Is he? But you don’t know his name?”

      “No. But he’s not a student.”

      “Why would he be a student?”

      “I’m calling from the medical school. Colonel Devonshire was here yesterday, looking for this guy, I bet. Well, he’s here.”

      “At the medical school?”

      “Yes.”

      “Causing trouble.”

      “Big trouble.”

      “Okay, and your name is?”

      Simon hung up. They didn’t need his name. He couldn’t be involved. He wanted to be as far from whatever was happening here as he could get, so he popped his collar and strode back to his dorm to study.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      The paper on the noticeboard in the medical school common room said calls were directed to the police force, but Simon’s call was actually answered by a communications officer in Fort Frederick. It took an hour to find its way into the hands of Captain Stratten, who took it to the colonel.

      “You did a head count yesterday?” said Colonel Devonshire.

      “Yes, Colonel. But it seems whoever attacked our men and took the girl got back to campus before we arrived. It’s not that far down the hill.”

      “So how will we know who it is?”

      “I will personally interrogate every student until I find the one who called,” said Stratten. “Then they will point out the counterrevolutionary to me.”

      “No. Send two of your best men. I need you for something else.”

      “Something else, Colonel?”

      “War is coming, comrade.”
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        * * *

      

      The two lieutenants didn’t arrive in an APC. The ten-year-old sedan was British made and lacked the gravitas of an armored personnel carrier. They pulled into the lot at Grand Anse, where the housing administrator suppressed an eye roll as the officers got out.

      “You want to interview every student?” she asked in response to their demand.

      “Individually.”

      “You do realize we have more than two hundred students here.”

      “Then we should begin. We’ll start with students who have been in areas with access to a telephone.”
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        * * *

      

      It was midafternoon when Becker’s phone rang. It was the housing administrator at the main campus.

      “Did you get a visit from the PRA yesterday?”

      “We did,” said Becker. “They did a roll call.”

      “Same. You should prepare for another visit. They’re here again now. Looking for someone who called their hotline. Reporting a counterrevolutionary on campus. But they’ve asked everyone if they made the call, and they’re coming up empty. They’re talking about heading over to you now.”

      “How many PRA?”

      “Two officers.”

      “We’ll expect them. Thanks for the call.”

      Becker walked out and found Lenny and Lucas napping in their dorm room. He woke them with a rap of his knuckles on the desk.

      “Wakey-wakey, boys. The PRA got a hotline call about a counterrevolutionary on campus. Is one of you a counterrevolutionary?”

      Lenny sat up. “It’s my SOP.”

      “Well, two officers are heading this way sometime this afternoon.”

      “Should that be of interest to us?”

      “You’re not students and clearly you’re not diplomats, so yes, I think it should.”

      “We’re not diplomats?” Lenny smiled.

      “No. I was in the army. Served in Vietnam. I know soldiers when I see them.”

      “But you’re not going to turn us in?”

      He shook his head. “Did you hear the part about US Army, retired? Besides, someone already turned you in. You best figure out who.” Becker left.

      Lucas rubbed his eyes. “A dobber in the ranks?”

      “A what?” said Lenny.

      “Tattletale.”

      “Yeah. And I don’t need to figure it out. I know who.”

      “Things are getting real.”

      “Agreed,” said Lenny.

      “The time has come, the Walrus said.”

      “To get proactive?”

      Lucas smiled.
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      Lucas had broken down and reassembled the pistols they took from the PRA soldiers at Blossom’s, so they each tucked one into their shorts and made sure the hallway was clear.

      They didn’t run. That would only draw attention. They ambled across the horseshoe to the front gate, where there were two guards now, though only one could fit inside the sentry box. Lenny figured it was a seniority thing. In the military, it always was. Ranks or tenure or height or some other made-up means of comparing one man with another.

      The second guard sat in the shade of the stone gate post, a green watch cap on his head. Lucas paused behind the gate post while Lenny walked right by.

      “Hey, you,” said the second guard as he struggled to his feet.

      “Right back at ya,” said Lenny.

      “You can’t leave campus. Back inside.”

      The first guard lazed back on a stool inside his comfy box and made no move to engage. Lenny smiled and put his hands out as if to say he was no threat. Lucas swept around from behind the stone pillar with his weapon out. Two quick steps and he was behind the second guard. He put the pistol to the base of the man’s neck.

      “Don’t move or I’ll blow your head off.”

      The guard went rigid.

      His senior in the sentry box tried to stand, but his focus was on Lucas, so when his attention shifted back to Lenny he was shocked to find a pistol pointed right at him.

      “Uh-uh,” said Lenny. “Hands up where I can see them.”

      The soldier by the gate had left his rifle propped up against the pillar, so Lucas stepped back and slung the rifle over his shoulder. The other guard had left his rifle leaning against the outside of the sentry box, so Lenny collected it then used the pistol to direct the guard out and over to his comrade. Only the guard in the box had a radio on his belt, so Lenny took it.

      They walked the two soldiers over to the maintenance building. There was a latch and hasp holding the door closed but no padlock, so Lenny pulled it open and wiggled his gun for the soldiers to move inside. He ordered the men to sit back to back against a support post in the middle of the room.

      Lucas scanned the area. Shelves of gardening tools and oil and paint. A push lawn mower and a chest of tools. Several boxes of other junk. He found a spool of electrical cable and cut lengths to tie the soldiers’ hands behind their backs, and then their ankles. Next they bound the two men to each other around their chests.

      “Now, we’re not going to put gags on you,” said Lenny. “But if you get rowdy, we’ll have to do that, alright?”

      The men nodded as if they were planning on being church mice.

      “We’ll be back with water in a little bit,” said Lucas.

      Before he left, Lucas snatched the watch cap off the soldier’s head.

      “I’ll just borrow that.”

      Lenny and Lucas walked back out, closed the gates, and waited. They didn’t hear the vehicle until the last minute, but unlike the regular guards, they were ready. The sedan stopped at the sentry box. No one was going to mistake a bronzed Aussie with blond hair for a local Grenadian soldier, but with a watch cap on and sitting on the stool in the deep shadows inside the sentry box, Lucas’s face was camouflaged enough, with only his boots sticking out into the sunshine. The driver wound down his window and yelled to open the gate, but Lucas’s slack legs suggested he was asleep.

      The lieutenant at the wheel gestured for his comrade to get out and rustle the guy up. The passenger got out and walked around the front of the car, then approached the sentry box. Lucas waited until the officer was between the box and the driver, then he stood and pointed his pistol at the captain’s chest. The man froze and reflexively raised his hands.

      That action alone should have been enough for the driver to hit the gas and reverse out or try his luck driving through the gates. He did neither. It took his brain way too long to compute what his comrade was doing.

      By the time he reached for his own sidearm, Lenny had crossed from behind the pillar on the opposite side. He wrenched the door open and dropped into the passenger seat, pushing his pistol against the driver’s temple.

      “I’ll take that,” he said, slipping the driver’s pistol out of its holster.

      Lucas disarmed the other officer and pointed him toward the vehicle.

      “Get in the car. Behind the driver.”

      Once the other soldier was in the vehicle, Lucas got in the back seat and kept his weapon trained on the guy.

      “Now drive slow,” said Lenny. “Into the campus. I’ll tell you when to stop. If you do not, I will shoot you in the head.”

      He drove so slowly Lenny thought they might roll backward. They eased through the gates and went clockwise around the horseshoe, past the admin building, to the northwest buildings. Lenny told him to stop and kill the engine. He did as he was told.

      Lucas exited first and covered the others. The two officers came out with their hands up. Lenny directed them around the car to the maintenance shed. Lucas unlatched the hasp and opened the door.

      The first officer came to a sudden stop when he saw the two gate guards tied up to the post. Lenny gave him a prod and told him to sit.

      The two lieutenants also sat with their backs to each other, so now there were four men around the post like points on a compass. Lucas bound their hands and feet, then wound cable around the chests of all four men.

      Lenny stood over them. “I’ll tell you what I told your comrades earlier: you stay quiet, you live, but if you make noise, start yelling for help that isn’t coming, well, we’ll be forced to shut you up.”

      Lucas walked over to the dining hall and returned with a can of water and some cups. They gave the men water, then told them they would be back later with food.

      After they closed up the maintenance building, Lenny and Lucas collected their radios from the dorm. As they arrived back at the sedan, they saw a familiar face watching them from the lawn near the common room.

      “Hey, Simon,” said Lenny. He waved the guy over. “Can I ask you something?”

      The student eyed him and approached as if walking toward a cliff face.

      “What are you doing?” he said.

      “Making things safe,” said Lenny.

      “Where are the soldiers?”

      “What soldiers?”

      “The ones that arrived in that car.”

      “You were watching for them, huh?”

      “No.”

      “But you can’t see the gates from the common room. So you must have been expecting them.”

      “What if I was?

      “That tells me you knew they were coming.”

      “Why wouldn’t they?”

      “Because they did that yesterday. Because they’ve got an extra guard on the gate already. So the only reason more soldiers would come was if they had reason to. As in, someone called them.”

      Simon jutted his chin out in defiance. “You can’t prove I made that call.”

      “I didn’t say you did.”

      “So where are they?”

      “The soldiers? They’re in the maintenance shed there.”

      “Why?”

      “Because they were going to arrest me.”

      “Maybe they should. You’re trouble.”

      “Sometimes that’s true. But not today. Today I’m just a guy doing his job.”

      “What job?”

      “Protecting all the US citizens on this campus. And I can’t do that if I get arrested, because these guys just murdered their prime minister and half his cabinet.”

      “You don’t know that.”

      “Yes, I do. I spoke to someone who saw it happen.”

      “Propaganda.”

      “No, just a very scared girl who was being dragged from her house by two soldiers because of what she saw.”

      Simon frowned. “You’re just making this up. You know what? I did make that call. And I’d do it again. In fact, I am going to make another one right now because we were safe until you showed up. Now the army has their eyes on us.”

      “The army has suspended the constitution and is killing anyone who disagrees with them. You comfortable with that?”

      “It’s not my country.”

      “But you’re training to be a doctor. You believe in saving lives, not ending them. Nationality has nothing to do with that. You’re a guest in this country, and the people who invited you here are being killed by their own army.”

      “Better them than me. I’m shutting you down.”

      Simon turned to walk away but ran straight into Lucas, who had moved in behind him while his attention was on Lenny.

      “Can’t let you do that, mate,” he said. “They’ll kill us, and when they find that innocent witness again, they’ll kill her.”

      “You can’t stop me.”

      “Well, strictly speaking that’s not true.”

      Lucas punched him in the nose. Simon rocked back but didn’t fall because Lenny caught him. Blood dribbled onto his lip. He was dazed more than hurt. Lenny turned him and pushed him toward the maintenance building. Lucas opened the door and Simon stopped short of the four bound men sitting on the floor.

      “What are you doing?” he asked.

      “Keeping you safe,” said Lenny. He pulled Simon’s hands away from his bloody nose and behind his back, then he wrapped a length of cord around his wrists.

      “You can’t keep me prisoner. I’m an American.”

      “Who is colluding with a foreign military force.”

      “What?”

      “That doesn’t look good for you. Traitor doesn’t read well on a résumé. But I’ll make you a deal. You sit here quietly with these guys until we’re done, and I won’t say anything.”

      The post was becoming a little too crowded, so Lenny dropped the student at the base of a workbench bolted to the floor. Lucas tied the kid up as he continued to protest.

      “Now, mate, you need to shush,” said Lucas. “Follow the lead of these soldiers here. They’re professionals, and they know that the price of making noise and attracting attention is at best a gag over your gob, and at worst, a bullet. You got me?”

      “This is against the Geneva Convention.”

      “Well, that only applies to war, champ. So time to shut it. If I hear you again, my boot is going to enter your backside at a hundred miles an hour.”

      The soldiers watched Lucas silently as he walked outside, then Lenny closed the door.

      “You hear that?” Lucas said.

      “Sounds like heavy machinery. I’m gonna take a look.”

      They climbed up onto the roof to scope out the airfield. Things were happening.

      “I need to radio this in,” said Lenny. He looked at his radio and then up the hill.

      “No signal?” asked Lucas.

      “Not down here. I went up the hill before, but that takes too damn long.”

      “We’ve got a car now.”

      Lenny smiled. “Good point.”

      Lenny drove. They didn’t head for town, instead following the dirt road up the crest where Lenny had made his last radio call and then farther up to the next higher crest. He pulled over to the side of the road and they took in the view looking back down toward the water. It was prime real estate.

      “There’s a couple of antiaircraft placements on that crest down there,” said Lenny.

      “Why aren’t they up here? This is better.”

      “Too many trees, no open area to mount the gun, and the range of fire is limited.”

      “They could clear it.”

      “If they had a dozer that could get up that hill, but I don’t think the road’s wide enough.” Lenny took out his radio. “You gonna call the Brits?”

      Lucas held up his own radio. “That’s the general idea.”

      Lenny nodded and stepped away from the car. He put a call into Ventura.

      “Floating Princess, you there? This is Bullfighter, come in.”

      A pause and then, “You’re hilarious.”

      “You wanted code names.”

      “Bullfighter? Really? You’re in the Caribbean.”

      “Go Toreros.”

      “What?”

      “University of San Diego. Forget it. There’s stuff going on here.”

      “No kidding,” said Ventura.

      “They’re moving construction vehicles onto the runway. Looks like they’re trying to prevent us from landing after all.”

      “I’ll pass it on, but I doubt it will get anywhere.”

      “Why?”

      “Because the cone of silence has descended. No one at Langley is getting a call answered in the White House, and the radio chatter out here has dropped to zero.”

      “It’s need-to-know, and you don’t do that if you’re doing nothing.”

      “Right. It’s happening. I just don’t know when.”

      “Tomorrow. Early morning, predawn like I told you. Just try to let someone know, will you? The landing strip is out of commission until we can clear it.”

      “I can’t put it out on general marine radio, ’cause the bad guys will know that we know,” said Ventura. “How would you do it, anyway, if the runway’s out?”

      “The 22nd MAU is on the Guam fleet. They could go amphibious. Hit the beaches.”

      “They probably know that.”

      “They might. Only other option is to parachute in. Not a lot of open LZs, but it’s doable.”

      “I’ll get that as far up the chain as I can, but you should be ready. Keep me updated.”

      “Roger that.”
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        * * *

      

      Lucas leaned against the car and hoped his little radio would reach Barbados. Kendra had supplied code names.

      “Homeland, it’s Prodigal Son.” Lucas repeated the call.

      “Prodigal Son, this is Homeland,” said Kendra. “How are you?”

      “It’s paradise.”

      “Quite.”

      “They know something’s up, though. It was on the radio that the American ships were out there. You know anything?”

      “I know the PM is on the rampage.”

      “Mrs. Thatcher? Why?” asked Lucas.

      “In the last couple of hours she got a call from Mr. Reagan. He told her they’re going in. No asking advice, no discussion. Just letting her know.”

      “Wouldn’t it be better to get British support?”

      “Oh, she might not like it, but she won’t go against him publicly.”

      “So why leave it until now?”

      “Because he knew she’d try to talk him out of it. She thinks it’s a terrible idea.”

      “Do you know when?”

      “I don’t have exact times,” said Kendra. “I’m not even sure the White House shared that. But tomorrow morning.”

      “Alright, then.”

      “Our concern now is for British citizens. You met Berry?”

      “I did. He’s smart.”

      “He is. I spoke to him earlier. He suggested some trouble but didn’t get into it. He’s afraid his phone is tapped.”

      “A local girl saw Bishop’s execution,” said Lucas. “They tried to kidnap her.”

      “She safe?”

      “For now. She’s with Berry, and we took out the guys who did it. That’s been a problem. They know someone’s messing with them.”

      “They’ll have more to worry about tomorrow. But the girl complicates things.”

      “How?”

      “Your first priority is the governor-general,” said Kendra. “We need him safe. If the Americans overthrow the locals, we’ll need Sir Paul to help establish order, form some kind of interim government. And the Americans will want him to legitimize their actions. So you need to keep him safe. Are you there now?”

      “No. I’m at the medical school.”

      “Can you get to Sir Paul?”

      “I’ll find a way.”

      “Do it. Now. And keep in touch with Berry. If things get hot for him, you might need to get this girl to Government House. There’s going to be a trial. It’s just a question of who’s in the dock.”

      “Got it.”

      “Call the high commission once you’re at Government House. I’ll be here.”

      “You worried about me now?”

      “I’m worried about the governor-general.”

      “Fair enough.”

      “And Prodigal Son? Keep your head down.”

      “I plan on it.”
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        * * *

      

      They drove back in fading light to the True Blue campus. Lenny parked outside the maintenance building. Rich, a student they had played Uno with, was standing nearby.

      “How’s it going,” said Lenny, as if getting out of a PRA sedan was an everyday thing.

      “There’s been a bit of yelling,” said Rich. “From in there.”

      Lenny turned to the maintenance building and then back. “That so?”

      “They’re coming, aren’t they?”

      “Who’s coming?”

      “The army. Our army.”

      “My understanding is it’s going to be Marines, but yeah, they’re coming.”

      “Good. Things feel like they’re spinning out of control.”

      “What makes you say that, Rich?”

      “The radio. The military council or whatever they’re calling themselves. They’re trying to say everything’s okay at the same time as saying it’s all going to hell. That’s a tough message to sell.”

      “What’s the mood here?” asked Lucas.

      “Most people are okay, but everyone’s talking. We’re wondering if we made the wrong choice coming here.”

      “It’s paradise. How can that be wrong?” said Lenny.

      Rich said nothing.

      “Pass the word around. The radio’s not wrong about one thing,” said Lucas. “Something’s brewing. Tell everyone to stay inside.”

      “Are we going to end up in the middle of a war?” Rich asked.

      “It’s the might of the largest military in the world against a few island revolutionaries. I give it a day,” said Lenny.

      Rich smiled. “You might want to quiet down whoever’s in there.” He gestured at the maintenance building. “People are freaking out about it. They’re starting to worry that they’re going to end up in there next.”

      “They’re not,” said Lucas. “But fair point.”

      Rich nodded and walked away. Lenny went into the maintenance shed, and Lucas headed for the kitchen. The soldiers were still quietly in place, sweating more than humidity suggested they should. Lenny guessed they had been trying to undo their binds. He couldn’t blame them for that. It was their job, after all.

      Lenny checked the knots and found their efforts pointless. Then he stepped over to Simon, who looked deflated.

      “You’ve been making some noise,” said Lenny.

      “Not that it did any good.”

      “You’re freaking people out.”

      “So they can hear me, but they do nothing.”

      “They did do something. They told me you were making too much noise.”

      Lucas entered the room with another canister of water and some sandwiches.

      “Thank God,” said Simon. “I’m starving.”

      Lenny and Lucas fed and watered the prisoners. The soldiers ate and drank in silence until one of the officers spoke quietly.

      “This revolution has lost its way,” he said to Lenny.

      “You might be right.”

      “When will the Americans come?”

      “Soon, I think.”

      “And they will take over?”

      “No, I doubt it. But things will change.”

      “We will be shot?”

      “Buddy, if we wanted to shoot you, I wouldn’t bother feeding you.”

      Lucas fed a sandwich to Simon. He took one bite and turned up his bloodied nose. “That’s peanut butter.”

      “Yeah.”

      “I don’t like peanut butter. I won’t eat it.”

      “Righto.” Lucas sat down on the concrete floor and finished the sandwich.

      “Get me something else,” said Simon.

      Lucas took a swig from the water can then kneeled in front of Simon and tied a gag around his mouth. He made sure he could still breathe through his mouth. The muffled noise he pushed through the gag would be inaudible from outside.

      Lucas walked out as Lenny took a sandwich and told the soldiers he would be back later in the night. Then he stepped outside, too, and stood in the evening, taking in the now dark campus.

      “What now?” Lenny asked as he stuffed some sandwich in his mouth.

      “If it’s party time tomorrow, I have to get to the governor-general.”

      “I figured. Take the car.”

      “You won’t need it?”

      “I’ll be fine.” Lenny handed him the keys. They divided up the weapons and the ammunition they had captured.

      “You okay driving on the wrong side of the road?” Lenny asked.

      “It’s not the wrong side for me.”

      “Of course not.”

      “Besides, I’ll just do it the way you do. Right up the middle.”

      “Safest way to go. Stay in touch.”

      “Will do.”
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        * * *

      

      Lucas pulled the watch cap down low, drove the sedan out through the gates, and headed for town. He had a pistol tucked in under his left leg by the gearstick and a rifle on the rear floor, the stock within grabbing distance.

      There was no civilian traffic. He stopped at the checkpoint near Berry’s house and showed his travel permit. The combination of a permit, a white guy, and a PRA vehicle confused the soldier enough to let him pass.

      Lucas pulled over to the side to allow an armored vehicle to whiz by and head down toward Grand Anse beach. He saw soldiers in place near the docks, but he proceeded up the hill toward Mt. Wheldale.

      He knew there was a guard post at the entrance to the road where the governor-general’s residence was, and he expected that the number of guns there would have multiplied since his last visit. Bernard Coard’s home was right near the checkpoint, and although Lucas suspected the chairman of the NJM party would have hunkered down in the one of the forts, he didn’t want to risk a permit check.

      Instead, he pulled the car over to the shoulder and made his way cross-country. He trekked past unlit properties that suggested their owners were either off island or had moved to somewhere more secure, then pushed through jungle growth until he emerged up the hill from the former prime minister’s residence. Not surprisingly, the house was in darkness. Lucas edged around the yard and made his way through foliage to the yard belonging to Government House.

      He passed the tennis court then walked up to the back door and knocked, unconsciously wiping his face to look more presentable. An armed policeman answered, a crevasse between his brows .

      “I’m from the British High Commission in Barbados,” Lucas said. “Sir Paul is expecting me.”

      The policeman closed the door then returned with the governor-general in tow.

      “You really shouldn’t be near a door or window, Sir Paul,” said Lucas.

      “I’ve survived two coups, sir.”

      “Let’s make it three.”

      “What do you know, Sergeant?”

      “I’ve been ordered by Her Majesty’s Government to protect you.”

      “I have security.”

      “You need more.”

      “Why?”

      “Because war is upon us.”
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      OCTOBER 25, 1983

      From his bed, Lenny heard the rain hitting the window. He woke well before dawn. Taking his binoculars and a pistol, he walked over to the maintenance shed and climbed onto the roof to do his morning reconnaissance. Being in a hollow, the campus was somewhat protected from the wind, but once on the roof Lenny got a sense of it. It was a good twenty knots, gusting to maybe double that. The rain came down in sheets but periodically drove in sideways on a gust.

      In the predawn there wasn’t much to see. Like the ack-acks up on the hill, Lenny had no night vision. But he caught some movement near the runway, just random shadows. He scanned the coast. Just west of the school it was rocky with waves crashing hard, but beyond that there was an open stretch of white sand beach—a possible landing point for an amphibious unit looking to capture Point Salines—although landing there with forty-knot gusts churning the water would be like sailing in a washing machine. The wind took a parachute assault off the table as well. And with the runway clogged with vehicles, an aircraft landing was out of the question.

      The options weren’t good.

      Lenny stayed on the roof and watched. He was drenched within a minute, so after that it mattered little to him. The wind chilled him, but he was far from cold. Hypothermia might become an issue eventually, but not for a good long while and only if he didn’t move. For now he waited and listened between the wind and rain for sounds of a landing.

      Predawn came with no attack.

      As the rising sun sent light across the runway, Lenny noticed more vehicles had been left on the strip—dump trucks, front-end loaders, fork lifts—complemented by fifty-five-gallon oil barrels placed randomly along the tarmac. There was no way to tell if they were full of oil or fuel, but it mattered little to an incoming aircraft.

      When he checked the beach to his west through his field glasses, his heart sank. The enemy had dug in, awaiting an amphibious assault. They faced an angry, gray sea.

      There would be no assault today.

      Lenny climbed down and tended to the prisoners. They wanted to stand, and they wanted to urinate. He knew they would need to do both in due course, but he couldn’t manage that alone, so he gave them water and told them to pee where they sat if they had to. They didn’t complain. Not even Simon.

      Lenny walked across to the cafeteria. The locals who staffed the kitchen had not arrived. They probably wouldn’t. Rain wouldn’t deter them, but the idea of soldiers dropping from the sky was a different thing. He figured Becker would create up a KP roster. But for now, Lenny made toast and a flask of tea, purloined a container of margarine, and wrapped it all in a plastic bag to carry back to the maintenance shed.

      He spread margarine on the toast then fed the soldiers and Simon, and gave everyone tea. The captain asked about an assault, but Lenny gave him no details. When everyone was done, Lenny sat on a plastic chair and drank his own tea. He longed for coffee, thinking maybe Becker would make a pot later when he surfaced.

      Lenny was munching on toast when he heard the unmistakable sound of heavy gunfire. He dropped his tea, grabbed the rifle and box of ammo, and ran out to his rooftop post. The antiaircraft artillery on the crest above the runway was firing into the dense cloud cover, as were similar guns along the length of the landing strip. But nothing was landing.

      A large aircraft, maybe an MC-130, was banking toward the water, away from artillery fire. It was flying low, and as Lenny looked back he saw another coming in from the west, lining up as if to land, but never getting below five hundred feet.

      Paratroopers had launched out the back of the first transport—low-level drops. It was the only option given the runway debris and the high winds. But Lenny couldn’t believe what he was seeing. Dense clouds kept the light dull, but it was past dawn and visibility was good enough to shoot parachutes out of the sky. Wind buffeted the chutes even at that low altitude, and antiaircraft fire colored the sky red and orange. Lenny had done low-level drops in training, but the minimum jump altitude allowed was twelve hundred feet. From five hundred feet the paratroopers’ drop time could only be around ten to twelve seconds, making a reserve chute nothing but theory. With no time to correct against the wind, troopers were hitting the ground at all angles.

      A second aircraft swooped in to drop their troops but was turned away by the ack-acks. It banked, descending to no more than a hundred feet above the water, and then Lenny saw the formation in the distance—an entire squadron of aircraft, full of troops and equipment. None of it was landing here, not under this artillery fire.

      As soon as the first soldiers hit the ground, they were assaulted by rifle fire. The one mercy of the ack-acks stationed on the hill was that they couldn’t effectively fire on the runway—they were designed to shoot up, not down. But during the night a company had moved onto the crests above the airport, and these rifles now shot at the troops out in the open.

      Lenny saw troops running for the south side of the runway, where a culvert drained water off the tarmac and provided some shelter from the guns above. But what they didn’t know was that the enemy was behind them on the beach. The squads on the sand couldn’t see the runway above them, but they would have to be deaf not to hear the fire and blind not to see the aircraft overhead. It wouldn’t take long for a radio call to order them up the rise to the runway. Then the newly arrived soldiers would be fish in a barrel.

      Using the binoculars, Lenny checked the activity on the beach. Some men had decided there was no amphibious assault coming, but clearly there was action above on the tarmac, and they were edging out of their holes. He figured the guys in the culvert had five minutes.

      Lenny needed to make it ten. He lay on the rooftop with the rifle he had taken from the gate guard. It was a bolt-action thing, better suited to hunting deer than fighting a modern war. But it was what it was. He had filled a plastic bag with dirt to use as a tripod, and he lay the barrel across it and got in behind the sights. There was no scope, so Lenny calmed his breathing and lined up the open sight with the post, then he fired.

      A soldier fell on the beach. Lenny reloaded and aimed again. Some of the men there were crouching down, unsure where the bullet had come from. Lenny chose one more target, let out a breath, and fired.

      This time he grabbed his binoculars. Men were running back into the holes they had dug in the sand. Two bodies now lay where they fell. There was confused pointing, trying to track the source of the shot, and some men looked in Lenny’s direction. But there was no way they could see him through the scrub that separated the hollow from the rocks.

      Lenny picked up his bag of wet dirt and changed his angle. The troops hiding in the culvert were safe for a few minutes—those on the beach would not regroup quickly under sniper threat. But the ack-acks were stopping more troops from landing, so Lenny turned his field glasses that way.

      The closest antiaircraft position was almost parallel with his end of the runway. He couldn’t take them all out with a sentry rifle, but he could give the closest one something to think about.

      Through the binoculars he spotted the position. A trailer-mounted twin-barrel heavy gun, maybe a Soviet ZU-23-2, set up behind a fortification of sandbags. Five men—a gunner and a spotter sitting behind the gun, two assistant gunners who would reload the ammunition barrels from either side, and someone standing at the back doing nothing. Lenny pegged him for an officer. The spotter had control of the scope and aimed the weapon but at that moment was looking through his own binoculars to the west, watching for more incoming MC-130s.

      Lenny dropped the glasses and reloaded, then lined up the sight and post once more. The wind was greater across the crest, so he had to guess the allowance. He squeezed off a shot and hit the fortification low and to the left. The impact didn’t seem to spook anyone, so Lenny assumed they couldn’t hear it over the wind and rain. He reloaded and tried again. Took a breath. Fired.

      The spotter went slack in his seat. That was only marginally helpful. Once another plane came in, one of the assistant gunners could aim the weapon.

      Lenny jumped down off the roof with the rifle slung across his back and a pistol in his pocket. He pushed through the fence but didn’t head along the track to the runway. Instead he backtracked along the fence line until he reached the shore. He stopped where the trees abutted the rocks that formed the point and crouched behind a craggy boulder to survey the beach.

      This stretch wasn’t expansive; he could see only two fortifications. They had dug holes and used the excess sand to build mounds facing the water. That left them vulnerable to the rear, but the troops on the high ground above them didn’t know they were there. And Lenny had no comms that would reach them.

      He decided to thin the herd. There had been six men in the first hole. Military logic suggested the same number in the second. But two men had already been lost at the first position. So four was his number. In his favor were surprise and a cove that sheltered much of the wind. Against him were four rifles to one, and the knowledge that from around seventy-five yards, his first shot would give away his position.

      So there wouldn’t be a first shot—there would be two of them. Lenny eased back into the trees and made sure his pistol was accessible from the pocket of his pants. He loaded the rifle and put a second round between his teeth, then used a trunk to steady himself.

      He aimed, breathed, and fired. He didn’t wait to check on the result. His hand was on the bolt immediately, and the round went from his mouth to the chamber in what seemed like a fraction of a second, then he steadied himself again. The target was turning in his direction but not moving laterally. That was his biggest problem. And his last. Lenny fired.

      Then he ran.

      He pushed into the trees and up the slope toward the runway. The two men left in the hole finally started firing at the spot where Lenny had been. But unlike him, they weren’t hampered by single-round bolt-action rifles. They had variations on AK-47s, the Soviet tool of choice. Lenny knew that technically they weren’t 47s—those had been the prototypes accepted for production by the Soviet army in 1949, and had been iterated many times. It was actually a platform based on a modernized version better designed for mass production—the AKM—that had become the most produced military rifle in the world.

      They might have been Cuban knockoffs, but Lenny didn’t care, because they rained automatic fire into the area he had shot from just fine. Foliage splintered and bullets ricocheted off rocks.

      Lenny used the gunfire to cover his movement along the rise above the beach, so when he stopped he was only twenty yards away from the hole. He slipped the pistol from his trousers and aimed.

      He fired four times. One exploded into the sandbank behind the hole. The other three hit home. One guy got two in the chest, the other a single to the head. All six men were down, giving Lenny two options: move toward the second hole and test his luck, or head back to solve problem number two.

      When the men in the second foxhole started firing at him, Lenny decided it was time to bug out.

      He sprinted back through the trees until he reached the eastern end of the runway. He had made the next run before—along the tree line, across open ground to the fence, over the chain link, then open ground across the road—but that hadn’t been under fire. He used his binoculars to find the antiaircraft gun. The spotter’s body was nowhere to be seen. The gunner was in position, and an assistant gunner was on Lenny’s side in the spotter’s seat. The remaining assistant gunner was on the far side, behind the gun, and the officer was still at the back, only now he had picked up a rifle and was scoping the runway below for the source of the round that had taken one of his men.

      Lenny was about to lower his glasses when he saw the barrels rise, like a waking dragon raising its head. He looked west, where the gun was aimed, and saw another C-130 coming in low.

      The gun started firing at the aircraft. Lenny could see the rounds light up the dull morning sky. Throwing his plan out the window, he broke cover and ran for the fence. When he got there, the antiaircraft gun had ceased firing—the assistant gunner Lenny couldn’t see was probably reloading a new barrel.

      Lenny loaded up and then stuck the rifle through the chain link, using it to aim. Then he put a bullet into the officer at the back. He wasn’t in control of the big gun, but was the only one capable of returning fire at Lenny. The antiaircraft gun could only fire down to a maximum of ten degrees, which from its position was going to send rounds out into the ocean.

      Lenny shoved another round into the rifle and aimed again. This time the spotter went down. He saw the assistant gunner pull the rifle off the dead officer, but when he stood to aim down toward Lenny, a round from Lenny’s rifle hit him in the chest.

      That left the gunner. Lenny couldn’t get a good shot at his angle, and the guy could still fire the weapon. He could even reload it, though not quickly. But as the big aircraft expelled paratroopers out the back, the gunner ran out of ammo, so he sat and watched.

      That guy wasn’t the only gunner, though, and his wasn’t the only gun. Antiaircraft artillery fired from multiple positions along the ridgeline at the jumping troops. Lenny moved his along the ridge until he reached another ZU-23-2 gun farther west, closer to the terminal building. He inspected it through his binoculars and confirmed his first impression: the gun was in place but nobody was there to operate it.

      But there were plenty of ack-acks that were manned, and as the second load of troops hit the ground under fire and ran for cover, Lenny headed back along the trees at the end of the runway.

      It was time to make contact.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER SIXTEEN

          

        

      

    

    
      General Hudson Austin was pacing the war room at Fort Frederick. He was not prone to pacing, being a large man with an aversion to marching, but sitting gave him the sensation that he was drowning. There was just too much information to process, too many things happening. Top of the list: the Americans had arrived.

      Obviously they would want to take the new airport at Point Salines. Austin and his brain trust had assumed an amphibious assault would be the preferred option, Grenada being a small island surrounded by ocean to the horizon. That opinion had been reinforced when he received intelligence from Trinidad that the ships headed south from America carried Marines. Amphibious landings were their raison d’être. He had fortified the beaches to the south and west of the airport only to learn that American troops were dropping from the sky, despite the heavy weather.

      That shouldn’t have been a problem, because Austin had moved some of his antiaircraft artillery to the crests overlooking the runway. They should have been picking the American aircraft off. Yet American paratroopers were landing, and he had received reports that some of the heavy guns lay idle.

      His forces were an untidy alliance. There were troops loyal to the PRA and the party, and those less so. There were hundreds of Cuban workers and soldiers on the island, but they were not under his control, and Castro had made it clear that he was displeased with the demise of the previous party leader and unlikely to intervene if, when, the Americans arrived. He might be a brother in the socialist cause, but he clearly didn’t want to poke the US bear. This was proving to be accurate. Austin had received a report that the Cubans were hunkered down in their accommodations just north of the new airport terminal, an area colloquially known as Little Havana.

      A communications officer handed the general a written SitRep. The situation report told him that a second aircraft had deposited another fifty-odd Americans at Point Salines, but they were currently pinned down by rifle fire from Grenadian forces. That was good news, but perhaps delaying the inevitable.

      Last night the general had issued orders for all soldiers to report for duty. His rough numbers suggested that as many as 30 percent had failed to show up. That left gun placements idle and combat units dangerously undermanned. Austin was learning the hard way the limits of fighting for ideology.

      The door opened, and Colonel Devonshire marched in. He saluted Austin, who waved him off.

      “Have the people taken up arms?” Austin asked.

      Austin had issued the call via Radio Free Grenada, asking all able civilians to join their army brothers to protect their homeland from the imperialist aggressors.

      “I fear it’s had little effect, General. People seem to be hunkering down at home.”

      “The Americans are parachuting in at Point Salines.”

      “I heard.”

      “We need to move our soldiers on the beaches to support the defense at the airport.”

      “Perhaps there’s another use,” said Devonshire.

      “What would that be?”

      “The Americans are going to want to rescue the students. We should make that more difficult.”

      “Which campus?”

      “Both. We have men south of the airfield who could defend True Blue, and those at the western end can move up to Grand Anse.”

      “What about Point Salines?”

      “We have the heavy guns.”

      Austin rubbed his hand over his head.

      “There’s something else,” said Devonshire.

      “Tell me.”

      “Marines have landed at Pearls.”

      “Pearls?”

      “Yes, sir.”

      “Resistance?”

      “Little to none.”

      “That is not good.”

      “It’s not a strategic position for us, General.”

      “That may be so, but the rural areas are still loyal to the Eric Geary government. This opens up an additional flank we must defend.”

      “We could move men from Fort Rupert.”

      “No, we must hold the communications unit there. And here, most of the party committee is here. We must hold the high ground.”

      “As you wish, General.”

      Austin looked around the room, then grabbed the colonel’s arm and pulled him to the side.

      “I fear the committee is maneuvering to leave us with the blame for all this.”

      “How, sir?”

      “They’re politicians, Colonel. You need to learn this if you are to survive this thing. They’ll hang us out to dry, say we did it all, that we killed Bishop.”

      “I am not on the committee, sir, but I have seen them at work. If you want my counsel…”

      “Of course, Colonel.”

      “You must watch Chairman Coard. I don’t trust him. He is not a military man. As you say, he’s a politician. He was always jealous of Bishop—he got the prime ministership, the girl, the fame. Coard focuses on ideology because the people don’t like him.”

      “These are dangerous words, Colonel.”

      “These are dangerous times. I discharge my duty as ordered. That is a soldier’s way. But I warn you to watch your back, General. These men are not so loyal to anything but power. Look at what they’ve done.”

      “What have they done?”

      “They’ve gotten us into a war. Coard ordered Bishop’s execution. I saw the letter.”

      “They’ll blame whoever carried out that order.”

      “I don’t know who did that, sir. The situation was fluid. But I know who gave the order.”

      “The committee.”

      “Coard is the committee.”

      Austin rubbed his hand over his head again.

      “You should attend to your duties, Colonel.”

      “Yes, sir.”
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        * * *

      

      Colonel Devonshire sat in his office. He needed a moment alone. Thinking time was at a premium during conflict, as he had learned from watching his general, who failed to think at the best of times. The man was so far in above his head. He still didn’t see that he was the patsy. Coard had resigned his leadership after Bishop’s execution because he wanted to distance himself from the events he was orchestrating. Devonshire had no doubt Coard would claim ignorance of not only Bishop’s killing but of all the decisions up to and including fighting the Americans. General Austin was right. Coard was indeed hanging him out to dry.

      But Coard himself was in danger, because Devonshire had been the one on the other end of the phone line. He had transcribed the letter from the committee calling for the execution of Bishop and his counterrevolutionaries. The letter implicated Coard and the committee.

      A committee of which Devonshire was not part. He would be the last man standing. The Americans would surely take the island at a cost that Devonshire was happy to inflate. Every American death and injury was a nail in Austin’s coffin. Coard’s, too.

      But the Americans would also leave. There was no political will for them to take over a sovereign nation. Their desire to shy away from direct intervention was the reason Bishop and Company had taken hold of the island in the first place. The British had abdicated their responsibilities and washed their hands of the place.

      So they would need someone to lead. A son of Grenada. They would look to the likely options. There was Brathwaite here in St. George’s and Harlow on the island of Carriacou. Both academics and orators, but both politicians. And the people were sick of the rhetoric of politicians. They would follow a straight talker, a defender of the nation.

      As long as that someone was a good distance away from the treachery of the party and its pawn, General Austin. And as long as those other viable options were removed from the chessboard for good.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

          

        

      

    

    
      Lucas stood on the veranda with a cup of tea, watching the storm lash the capital city of St. George’s. As dawn broke, he could make out the small bay below, white caps on dark water having replaced the turquoise calm. There was some troop movement in and around the town, but mostly it was still, as if the locals expected war to break out.

      He didn’t think so. Antiaircraft artillery had been moved into position during the night to cover the city from the high points at Forts Rupert and Frederick, and Lucas expected similar positions covering the airport south of the town, although there was no telling how many Soviet heavy guns the tiny island nation had. But once dawn broke across a wet and windy landscape, Lucas wrote off the idea of any incursion for the day.

      Then he heard the aircraft, and the first transport swept in low, its squadron right behind, looking like the entire United States Air Force was arriving. But as the first plane came in and Lucas lost it behind the hills that separated the town from Point Salines, he heard the distant sound of triple-a’s.

      There was no way the aircraft were landing. Even with poor visibility, the pilots would be able to see the blockade of construction vehicles parked on the runway. But that didn’t stop them from swooping in low. That told Lucas they were trying a low-level jump. His mind flashed back to his own arrival in Barbados with their jump onto the cricket oval. Weather conditions had been reasonable and there was no artillery fire, but even then the wind had pushed Lucas onto the roof of the stand, which could have gone very wrong.

      This was not that. These conditions were close to the worst possible. Winds were gusting from twenty to forty knots, and the rain was driving in sideways at times. The LZ was a tarmac covered by unforgiving vehicles and monitored by people with heavy guns and probably even more rifles. And now it was daylight. It felt brave bordering on foolish.

      There was no telling if the men were jumping and, if they were, whether they were successfully landing. But Lucas knew it wasn’t good when he saw the second aircraft in line balk its approach and bank hard out to sea. Almost instantly the one behind it turned away, forming the kind of holding pattern you might see over a major airport.

      The first punch had been thrown, and it hadn’t landed as expected. It was always that way. Lucas gulped down the last of his tea and marched inside. He ordered the governor-general and his wife, along with his staff, down into the basement. Scoon was not a man used to receiving orders or retreating, but Lucas told him until the initial assault was done they couldn’t be sure of what would happen.

      “Bombs might start dropping,” Lucas said. That got the desired result, despite being inaccurate. The Americans might have cause to fire missiles, but they weren’t going to be dropping any bombs. He hoped.

      Once everyone was safely downstairs, Lucas ordered a member of the police security to watch the downhill side of the property, just in case the soldiers at the checkpoint down the road decided to take Scoon. The officer didn’t question Lucas’s order despite his lack of authority. He was happy to have both a leader and a plan.

      The policeman at the gate came to the front door, fear written across his face. Island policing prepared him for many things, but invasion wasn’t one of them.

      Lucas moved back to the veranda. No more aircraft were coming in. Perhaps they were evaluating that strategy. But the arrival had spooked the PRA. Lucas saw trucks and soldiers moving around the town center, away from the beaches and toward the hills. They had expected an amphibious assault, and now they were all in the wrong places. Lucas wondered if the Americans were planning the old one-two; first landing by air to move the enemy out of position, then following up with an amphibious landing later. He looked at the angry sea and decided that wasn’t brave—that was foolish.

      From his high perch he was watching the movements in town through his binoculars when he heard the phone ring. Stepping into Scoon’s personal office, Lucas answered the phone.

      “Who is this?” said the voice.

      “Who is this?” answered Lucas.

      “Sergeant Burnside?”

      “Yes.”

      “Thank goodness you’re there. This is John Berry.”

      “John, right. Are you okay?”

      “We’re fine. We can’t see anything, but we can hear plenty. Are they landing at Point Salines?”

      “Parachuting in, I think. I can’t see it from here, either. But the locals are firmly entrenched down there.”

      “And Sir Paul is safe?”

      “He is. Is Blossom with you?”

      “Yes. She’s fine. Scared but fine. That’s why I called you—I just got a call from Mrs. Brathwaite.”

      “The opposition guy?”

      “Yes, his wife. A truckload of PRA just arrived. They’ve taken him away.”

      “Away? Does she know where?”

      “They said they were going to Fort Rupert. For his safety.”

      “The US will focus their guns on the military targets, like the forts. Those are the least safe places on the island right now.”

      “I couldn’t agree more. But they’re not taking him away for his safety, that’s a lie.”

      “I figured that.”

      “Fort Rupert is where, you know…”

      “Bishop was executed.”

      “Yes.”

      “Is his wife okay?”

      “She’s scared out of her mind, Sergeant. She has two children, just little ones.”

      “Are they under immediate danger?”

      “There are two PRA soldiers guarding the property, but beyond that, I don’t know.”

      “Why would the PRA leave two guards at the house if they already have the husband?”

      “In case she tries to flee, maybe sound the alarm?”

      “On a normal day, sure. But the PRA isn’t exactly the biggest military force, and the Americans just arrived.”

      “I see your point.”

      “Who is Mrs. Brathwaite?”

      “She was a university professor,” said Berry. “Cambridge, I believe. Then University of the West Indies. But they came home just before the coup.”

      “Is it conceivable that she could be a political threat to the current regime?”

      “More than her husband?”

      “No, not more than. Instead of.”

      “I don’t understand.”

      “Have you been following what’s going on in the Philippines?” asked Lucas.

      “Not really.”

      “I’ve been deployed recently in Southeast Asia. An opposition leader, Benigno Aquino Jr., was causing a lot of trouble for the dictatorial leader, Ferdinand Marcos. I mean, a lot of trouble.”

      “So?”

      “So they killed him. He was assassinated at the Manila airport a few months ago.”

      “Terrible, I’m sure, but how is this relevant?”

      “Since Aquino’s death, his wife has become a vocal opponent of the government. There’s talk of her running for president in the next election.”

      “Can she win?”

      “No. The elections are a sham. Marcos should only have served two terms, but he suspended the constitution and remained in power with help from the army. Sound familiar?”

      “Very. So you think Mrs. Brathwaite could do what this woman is doing in the Philippines?”

      “I think the leaders of the NJM party might be wondering about it. These dictators like to keep tabs on each other. Keeping guards at the house suggests they’re wary.”

      “Why not just take her, too?”

      “I don’t get the politics of it all, John, but maybe that’s a step too far. She’s not actually a threat yet. Taking children’s mothers away might feel fraught for them. They’re walking a very thin tightrope right now.”

      “Okay, that’s all possible, but that just makes things worse. Now Mrs. Brathwaite and her husband are in danger.”

      “Afraid so. You said their house is near here somewhere?”

      “About a kilometer from Government House, yes.”

      Lucas pulled a map open across Scoon’s desk—the governor-general’s own map of the island. “Where exactly?”

      Berry gave Lucas directions, and he traced the map to find the way.

      “What are you going to do?” asked Berry.

      “I’ll go get her.”

      “What about the governor-general?”

      “He’s safe for now. There are guards. And for the next little while, I think the PRA are going to have their focus firmly on Point Salines.”

      “Are you sure? Scoon is important.”

      “Not to the Brathwaite kids. I won’t be long.”

      “Call me when you get back, so I know.”

      Lucas ended the call. He found the upstairs police officer and told him to keep his eyes on the Coard house down the hill. Then he went out to the gate. The weather had broken for the time being, but rumbling clouds suggested the rain wasn’t gone for good. He told the officer on gate duty to shoot anyone who tried to gain access.

      “Anyone who isn’t me, that is.”

      The guard’s hands were shaking and his face was etched with fear, so Lucas gave him a pep talk.

      “If you let anyone in or desert your post, I’ll track you down and shoot you myself. Got me?”

      Lucas grabbed his bag and retraced his steps. Past the tennis court, through the hedgerow, out and around the guard post near the Coard house, and down the hill. The officer’s sedan was still parked by the side of the road. Lucas had the key. He figured any tow trucks had probably taken the day off.

      He used his photocopied map to make his way to the street where the Brathwaite family lived. There were no PRA in these lower hills. There was no strategic reason for it; they knew where the enemy was.

      Walking with a rifle strapped across his chest and a pistol in his hand, Lucas stopped short of the house. He found it easy enough. It was the only one on the street with a uniformed soldier standing outside the front door. Berry had mentioned two guards, and he wondered if the other was stationed at the rear, or maybe inside.

      The second guy appeared out of the vegetation beside the house. He zipped himself up as he strolled back to resume his position. The two soldiers leaned against the front of the house, one with his hands in his pockets, the other biting his fingernails. Lucas didn’t have time to reconnoiter for long. He was mindful of the governor-general and his primary orders to protect Scoon.

      Lucas could take them out from the bushes. Two shots and done. Walk straight into the house. But he was a soldier, and he had done his share of guard duty not knowing who he was guarding or why. These guys weren’t making the decisions. He needed to give them a chance.

      He held his pistol high, stepped out onto the road, and started his approach to the house. The soldier on the left saw him first and used his hip to push off the wall.

      “Put the weapon down,” Lucas said. Both guards held their rifles in front, pointed at the ground. Lucas’s pistol was aimed at the left guard’s head. “I won’t shoot,” he said. “Unless I see those rifles moving in my direction.”

      He kept walking forward, across the grass, toward the men. The left guard eyed him. The right guard’s eyes went wide, as if he hadn’t expected the war to come to him so soon.

      “Keep the rifles pointed at the ground, hold them by the stock, and put them down gently.”

      Neither man moved. Perhaps they had been warned of the consequences of failing their duty. Perhaps the soldiers who were unable to kidnap Blossom had been dealt with harshly.

      Lucas stopped moving but didn’t drop his aim. “You know the Americans are here, right? This thing will be over soon. So don’t die by doing something stupid. I just want to make sure the lady and her little kids are safe. That’s all. I have no beef with you boys.”

      The guards glanced at each other. Lucas clenched his jaw. He didn’t say damn it, but it went through his mind. Intention was in the eyes. And these two had made their intentions clear to each other. But also to Lucas.

      “Don’t be fooled by the numbers. Two of you, one of me. I can get two shots off real fast. I promise you that. And whatever you think your superiors will do about me taking this family, it doesn’t mean anything—they’ll be making plea deals with the Yanks before the day is out.”

      For a long moment Lucas stood with his feet firmly planted, his pistol on the left guard. He stopped talking and waited for them to drop their weapons. There was nothing more to say.

      Both guards moved at the same time: the left guy went left and the right guy went right, and as they did so they raised their rifles toward Lucas. Lucas altered his aim but a fraction and fired, taking the side of the left guard’s face off and plastering it against the wall of the house.

      The second guy almost got his rifle aimed at Lucas. But his firing hand had been cradling the weapon and had too far to go to get a finger behind the trigger. Lucas’s shot hit him in the chest, and the impact punched him back into the wall.

      With the two soldiers down, Lucas exhaled. “Geez, boys. That didn’t have to happen.”

      Lucas had no time to question their choices, or his. He dragged the bodies around the side of the house. He didn’t want the little kids to see them. When he was done, he knocked on the door.

      “Mrs. Brathwaite? My name is Sergeant Burnside. I’m with the British government.”

      There was no reply, so Lucas tried the door. It was unlocked. He pushed it open and called again, this time a little more softly.

      “Mrs. Brathwaite? Hello? I’m with the British government.”

      Again no reply, so he walked down a hallway until he reached the kitchen. There was a Formica table and two vinyl chairs, with another two pushed into the corner, where a couple of wide-eyed toddlers sat—a girl, maybe four years old, and boy, maybe two. A woman stood in front of them. She spread her arms out to shield the children and tensed as if she was preparing to charge Lucas and tear him apart.

      Lucas put his pistol in his pocket. “Mrs. Brathwaite, I’m here to help.” He put his hands out as if this meant he could be trusted. “My name is Sergeant Lucas Burnside. I’m with the British High Commission in Barbados.”

      “You are nothing of the sort,” she said.

      “Um, no, I am.”

      “You are not British. I went to Cambridge. I know an Australian accent when I hear one.”

      “You have a good ear, ma’am. Yes, I am Australian. But I’ve been seconded by the British government. I’m protecting Sir Paul Scoon.”

      “If you were protecting him, you wouldn’t be here with me.”

      “We got a call from John Berry.”

      Her eyes softened some.

      “You know Mr. Berry?”

      “I do.”

      “He told me about your situation. He was fearful for your safety.”

      “It’s not my safety he need worry about.”

      “I know. He said they took your husband. We can talk about that. Perhaps there’s something we can do. But first, I need you to come with me.”

      “I don’t know you. I’m not going anywhere.”

      “I understand. But I have to get back to Government House. I can’t protect you here.”

      “Then leave.”

      “Ma’am, you could be in danger.”

      Her eyes narrowed. “Where are the soldiers who were outside?”

      Lucas glanced at the tiny face peeking around his mother’s leg. “They fired at me.”

      “That doesn’t quite answer the question.”

      “I don’t think it’s a discussion to have in front of the little ones. Mrs. Brathwaite, you’re a smart lady. You know why your husband was taken away. He’s a threat to the leadership. But do you understand why they left guards at your house?”

      “No, I do not.”

      “Because in his absence, you may become a threat. It’s happened before. A dictator takes out a rival only for the rival’s wife to become the dictator’s worst nightmare.”

      She sighed heavily as the idea took root.

      “But that’s for another time,” he said. “Right now, I need to be with Sir Paul, and it would be best for you to be there, too.”

      “I still don’t know you. This could all be lies.”

      “Call John Berry.”

      “And leave you in here with my children?”

      “I’ll wait outside.”

      Lucas walked out and stood by the front door. He left the door open but heard nothing of the call. He couldn’t be sure she even phoned Berry. They might be slipping out the back door. That was her choice. She was not his responsibility.

      Mrs. Brathwaite appeared at the door five minutes later, holding an overnight bag in one hand. In the other, she held the hand of the little girl, who was in turn holding the hand of her brother. The boy’s spare hand held a ragged teddy bear.

      “Mr. Berry said to go with you.”

      Lucas nodded then looked at the kids. “I’ll go and get the car.” He jogged down the street to the sedan, slipped the rifle over his head and slid it down between the seat and the driver’s side door, then drove up to the Brathwaite house.

      Lucas took her bag. Mrs. Brathwaite picked up the boy, then again took her daughter’s hand. They moved to the car, where Lucas opened the rear door like a chauffeur. The kids slid inside, and their mother followed. He tossed the bag on the front bench seat and got in.

      He turned around and headed back whence he had come. He encountered no traffic, but his mind was busy with the next problem. After parking the car, walking cross-country wasn’t going to be possible with toddlers in tow. He’d have to go through the checkpoint at the bottom of Scoon’s street. That might go well, or not.

      He drove up the hill until he saw the checkpoint. It had been two or three guards when he came through with the diplomatic mission days before. Now it was a full squad. Six men, he guessed, although only four were visible. All were armed. Two held bolt-action rifles like the one Lucas had with him. Two others held weapons with the telltale shape of AKMs. Lucas grimaced. He didn’t like machine guns at all.

      There was no fortification. They were still using the old Jeep station wagon as the barricade. Lucas slowed down and eased toward the checkpoint, removing the pistol from his pocket and slipping it under his left leg as he did.

      He stopped and rode the clutch, never taking the car out of gear. He rolled down the window and held out his papers.

      “There is a curfew,” said the soldier.

      “British High Commission,” said Lucas. “We need to get to Government House immediately.”

      The soldier snatched the paper but didn’t look at it. He handed it to another soldier while he looked over the passengers in the back seat.

      “Who are they?”

      “She’s governor-general’s staff. We need to get them inside before the Americans get here.”

      “Don’t you have eyes? They’re here already.”

      A third man, wearing the insignia of a sergeant, appeared with Lucas’s papers in his hand. The leader of the squad. “These are no good. Get out of the car.”

      “Those papers are from General Austin himself,” said Lucas. “You want to take it up with him?”

      “No,” said the sergeant. “Get out.” He pulled his sidearm and pointed it at Lucas.

      “Alright, alright,” he said holding his hands up. “But the governor-general will be most displeased. He’ll be telling Mr. Coard and General Austin about this.”

      “Get out,” the sergeant repeated. “All of you.”

      “Okay,” said Lucas, cracking his door open. “Don’t say I didn’t warn you, Private.”

      “I am not a private.”

      “Yet.”

      Lucas leaned back toward the rear seat. “Get down.”

      Mrs. Brathwaite didn’t take any convincing. She flopped across her two children as Lucas pulled the pistol out from under his thigh.

      The sergeant was first since his weapon was aimed at Lucas. He shot the sergeant in the chest and then fired into the face of the soldier at the window. Three other men turned to the action. A couple of them had AKMs strapped across their chests, so Lucas squeezed off two shots. One guy was hit in the chest, one in the arm. The third soldier had an old rifle, so he was left for last. But as he aimed his pistol at the man, Lucas floored the accelerator, pushing him back in his seat, and the sedan screamed away. When he yanked the car around the Jeep, the left wheels hit grass on the side of the road and spun, and the sedan fishtailed violently. Lucas dropped his pistol and fought the wheel, gaining control and speeding up the hill.

      Shots were fired from the checkpoint, but Lucas didn’t hear any rounds make contact. He flew up the road until he got to Government House, where he slammed on the brakes and hit the horn. He watched the gates for any sign of the duty guard and promised himself he really would hunt the guy down if he had abandoned his post.

      A rapid burst of bullets told Lucas that the shot in the arm had not seriously wounded the soldier with the AKM, who was now running up toward them and firing his machine gun at the car. Lucas looked for the pistol and caught sight of it on the passenger-side floor next to him. He couldn’t access the rifle without opening the door. Some rounds hit the rear quarter panel. He rammed the gear stick into reverse. They were going to have to make a run for it.

      Then the gates opened. The duty guard pulled one side wide enough, so Lucas crunched the stick forward and hit the accelerator, the edge of the gate scraping the paintwork as the car squeezed through.

      Lucas floored it the short distance to the start of the circular driveway, then skidded to a stop. He grabbed the pistol off the floor and turned to Mrs. Brathwaite. She was still lying across her kids, who had remained stoically quiet, and she glanced up at him.

      “Get the kids inside,” he said.

      Lucas got out and ran back to the gate. He liked what he saw. The duty guard had not fled. He was tucked in behind a gate post, firing down the hill at the oncoming AKM. The soldier with the machine gun had bested them with fire power, but he had no cover. The duty guard aimed his pistol and fired a double tap. The second shot hit the soldier in the thigh. He fell to the ground, and another soldier coming up behind him fired across the top of him with his rifle.

      Lucas ran through the gate and stopped at the road. He aimed at the guy reloading his rifle, but then changed his mind. The soldier with the AKM got to his knees and pointed his weapon up the hill. Lucas fired a single round into his head, flipping him backward. Then he raised his aim at the rifleman.

      Click.

      Lucas was out of ammunition. The hunk of steel in his hand was worthless.

      The rifleman got his round in, pulled back the bolt, and pushed the stock into his shoulder. He looked down the iron sights at Lucas. The rifleman fired just as a round made impact with his own chest, and he fell backward onto the road. Lucas stood motionless for a moment, then turned to the duty guard, who remained in firing position against the gate post, his weapon still trained on the spot where the rifleman had been. He held the pose until he was sure no more bullets were coming their way, then he glanced at Lucas.

      Lucas smiled.

      “I owe you a beer, mate,” he said.
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      The second MC-130 came in under heat. A lot of heat. Antiaircraft rounds lit up the lead-colored sky like the fourth of July. The pilots steeled themselves and dropped in low, and paratroopers streamed out the back and hung in the sky like clay targets. Ground troops fired at the hills from their position south of the runway, trying to cover their brothers.

      After hitting the tarmac, soldiers ran in all directions, trying to avoid rifle fire coming from the hills on the north side. When the last parachute had landed, the men ran for the culvert on the south side or for shelter behind bulldozers and trucks on the runway. Pure chaos.

      A third aircraft didn’t immediately follow. The officers in charge were reassessing the plan. Lenny observed from his position at the east end of the runway. He wondered if they had seen the runway before the attack, or if any of his intel had even made it to someone in charge.

      He watched a unit moving east along the culvert. He slid down into the far end of the culvert and waited. There was no point in yelling. Despite the cessation of the rain, the wind and gunfire ensured they weren’t going to hear him until they were much closer.

      The point man of the unit didn’t see him first. The second man did. He stepped forward and tapped the point man’s shoulder, and they both directed their M16s at the man standing in the culvert with his hands on his head.

      The soldiers moved cautiously toward Lenny.

      “United States Army,” shouted the point man. “Who are you?”

      “United States Marines,” Lenny yelled back. He knew he wouldn’t sell that idea on the first pass. He wasn’t in uniform and wasn’t armed. And he considered the possibility that they might shoot him because he was a Marine.

      The point man spoke to the second guy.

      “On your knees,” said the point man.

      “There’s six inches of water running through this culvert.”

      “I don’t care.”

      “Then you get on your knees.”

      “I’m not going to ask again.”

      “I’m glad to hear it. Listen up. I’m alone and I have ID,” called Lenny.

      This wouldn’t make it better. Not immediately. Soldiers didn’t carry ID. That’s what dog tags were for. You didn’t need the enemy knowing your home address.

      After some more discussion, the point man edged toward Lenny. It was risky. In the tight culvert, his buddies couldn’t keep Lenny in their sights. He stepped closer, with his gun pointed at Lenny’s chest.

      “ID is in my hand. I’m going to hold it out for you, okay?”

      “Slow, or I’ll blow your head off. Is that clear?”

      “Crystal.”

      Lenny held out his diplomatic passport, then returned his hands to his head. The soldier snatched it away then looked at the photo page.

      “Doesn’t say nothing about Marines.”

      “I’m here with the US Embassy from Barbados. Diplomatic cover.”

      “Where are you based?”

      “Last post, MCB Quantico.”

      “Rank?”

      “Sergeant.”

      “Why do Marines stink so bad?”

      “Because all the office jobs were taken by the army.”

      The soldier smiled and told Lenny to stay put. Lenny did as he was told. The passport was handed over to the platoon leader behind him. They talked about it for longer than Lenny thought was required in the circumstances. He knew they believed him; no one makes fun of the army when a soldier is pointing a gun at them.

      No one except a Marine.

      The platoon leader stepped forward. Lenny expected a second lieutenant. This guy was higher up the food chain.

      “Captain,” said Lenny.

      “You can drop the hands, Marine.”

      Lenny stood at ease.

      “You’re a long way from where you’re supposed to be.”

      “How’s that, Captain?”

      “Your boys are up at Pearls.”

      “I thought we were doing the whole island.”

      “There’s real work to be done here, Marine. And when they need real work done, they don’t call parade monkeys. They call us.”

      “And you are?”

      “The Seventy-Fifth.”

      “Rangers?”

      “That’s right. So what are you doing here, Marine?”

      “Reconnaissance.”

      “Knowing about all the antiaircraft guns might have been useful.”

      “I reported that, Captain.”

      “To your Marines, who aren’t here.”

      “No, to the CIA.”

      “That explains why we didn’t know.”

      “Well, let me tell you something, then. There’s a foxhole with an enemy squad in it, on the beach below where your men are hunkered down.”

      “Behind us?”

      “Yep.”

      “A squad.”

      “Six men, last count.”

      The captain spoke to his men, who then jogged back down the culvert.

      “Welcome to Operation Urgent Fury,” said the captain.

      “Who comes up with these names?” asked Lenny.

      “People who are paid a hell of a lot more than me. Now, we need to clear this runway. What else can you tell us?”

      “As you well know, there are antiaircraft guns on the crest on the north side. I took out the team on the eastern position, but there are a few left.”

      “You took one out?”

      “Took out the men. I don’t have means to destroy the gun.”

      “So you’re armed?”

      “I left my weapons back down the end of the runway. I didn’t want you to shoot me by mistake.”

      “Good thinking. So where are these guns?” he asked, pulling out a map.

      Lenny looked at it, then frowned at the captain. “That’s a tourist map.”

      “You don’t say.”

      “You guys are mounting a military operation with a tourist map?”

      “Rangers weren’t in charge of planning.”

      “Was anybody?”

      “Oh, what I heard was everybody—they all wanted a piece of this. The plan was changed more times than I’ve had fried dinners. We’re here, and Delta is coming. Marines up north and air force flying everyone in, then the incursion force is coming off navy vessels out there somewhere. Toss in so-called intelligence agencies and JSOC⁠—”

      “What’s JSOC?”

      “New joint operations outfit. A bit of everyone, so I hear. Basically, the whole thing has SNAFU written all over it. And SEALs were doing recon, but the bad weather came in and their mission failed. So we’re here with a damned tourist map.”

      “Roger that. Well, mine’s not much better, but let me show you.”

      Lenny pulled out his photocopied map. He showed the captain where he had marked ack-acks, plus the rifle positions and the guys on the beach.

      “We need to silence some of these guns before we can clear this runway.”

      “Captain?” said a soldier from behind the officer. He stepped over to his man and they spoke. Then he walked back to Lenny.

      “They took out six men on the beach, like you said.”

      “Good.”

      “There were six in another hole, already dead.”

      “I couldn’t get to the second hole from where I was. I figured taking out one of those ack-acks might be more beneficial.”

      “You took out six men alone?”

      “Yes, sir.”

      “With what?”

      “I confiscated a bolt-action rifle and a pistol from some soldiers I took prisoner.”

      The Ranger nodded. “Is the name in your passport real, Marine?”

      “Yes, sir. Sergeant Lenny Cox.”

      “I’m Captain Brashear. Now, let’s⁠—”

      “Captain,” called another Ranger. “We’ve got a man down.”

      Brashear followed him a hundred yards back down the culvert. The soldier pointed to a man who had been injured in the drop. He had crawled in behind a forklift on the tarmac, but every time he tried to poke his head out, rifles on the hill took potshots at him.

      “He signaled that he’s been shot in the leg,” said the Ranger. “Can’t run.”

      “And we can’t leave him there for later,” said Captain Brashear. “Not if he’s bleeding.”

      “Use the forklift,” said Lenny. “He’s using it as a shield now, but it’s a shield that can move.”

      “You think they left the keys in the ignition for us, Cox?”

      “No, Captain. But I can hot-wire it.”

      “You can hot-wire a forklift?”

      “Aye, aye, sir.”

      “You can forget that sailor crap with me, Marine. How you gonna get out there without getting shot?”

      “You’re gonna lay down cover fire for me, sir. On three.” Lenny started to climb up out of the culvert. “One, two, three.” He broke for the forklift. The captain yelled for his men to fire upon the hill, and Lenny hoped like hell they didn’t shoot him in the butt by accident. Or on purpose. You couldn’t be sure with those army guys.

      Lenny pumped hard and heard the bullets whizzing around. He got near the front of the forklift and dived for cover, rolling across the tarmac and stopping beside the fallen soldier.

      “What the hell are you?” asked the Ranger, looking at Lenny’s T-shirt and chinos.

      “Taxi service. You call for a ride?”

      “You kidding?”

      “Can you walk?”

      “Don’t think so. Got me in the thigh.”

      “All right. Sit on the fork.”

      “You kidding?” he said again.

      “Not today.” Lenny climbed over the steel forks at the front and into the cabin. It was largely open, nothing more than a frame to protect the driver from falling loads. No doors and no protection from shooters on the hill.

      Lenny dropped to the floor. The rear end of the forklift was built like a tank. Rounds were pinging off the steel body. He pulled the wires free from the steering column and tore a couple of them open with his teeth.

      A minute later the engine spluttered to life. Lenny called around the side of the vehicle.

      “You ready, soldier?”

      “Ready!”

      Lenny lifted the fork from the ground and saw the Ranger rise up toward him. Lenny didn’t go too high—the body of the truck provided cover for the soldier. Lenny stayed on the floor. He hit the accelerator with his hand. The steering wheel had a spinner knob on it to facilitate tight turns, and Lenny held it to keep their direction without sticking up his head to see where they were going.

      Lenny could see the culvert out to the side, so he used that as his guide. When he was close enough, he lifted his foot off the gas and stopped at an angle.

      “Delivery for Army Rangers,” he said.

      He jumped down on the culvert side and left the vehicle running. Two Rangers moved forward to collect their injured brother.

      Lenny slid back down into the culvert. A medic put a tourniquet on the Ranger’s leg.

      The captain listened to someone on the radio.

      “Our orders are to clear this strip,” Brashear said to Lenny. “Think you can hot-wire one of those front-end loaders?”

      Lenny spotted a huge construction vehicle about halfway across the tarmac. “Should be okay. What are you thinking?”

      The captain told him, and Lenny smiled. Brashear was his kind of soldier.

      Lenny snuck back onto the tarmac and climbed into the forklift. He raised the forks higher, then grabbed the spinner knob and turned the vehicle on a dime. Bullets ricocheted off the frame and forks as Lenny drove. He stayed low in the cab, but had to see his way this time. Every time he popped his head up, rounds bounced off the surrounding steel.

      He reached the front-end loader and found a new problem: the loader bucket was resting on the tarmac, which meant the seat and controls were exposed to the guns above, and now they were fifty yards closer.

      “Pull around the front,” said the voice from behind.

      Lenny spun around. Three Rangers had run across the tarmac behind the forklift. The lead man, a corporal, pointed him in the right direction, and Lenny saluted. He pulled the forklift in front of the loader and left the truck running. Then he skipped out the back and slid down to where the Rangers were waiting. They parted slightly so Lenny could get through and began firing toward the enemy as Lenny climbed up the bucket and into the cab.

      It took a little longer than the forklift. The electrical panel was more complex on the loader, increasing his stress level. He struggled to focus. The constant sound of gunfire had been known to drive men in Vietnam insane, but it was the sound of rounds hitting steel that was getting to Lenny.

      After three false starts, Lenny got the big machine going. It rumbled and puffed, and Lenny looked down at the Rangers providing cover fire below. The leader glanced at Lenny and signaled for the men to get in the bucket. Lenny indicated that he would turn around and carry them back to the culvert, but the corporal shook his head. He pointed up the hill.

      “You want to take the ack-ack out with three guns and a tractor?” Lenny said to no one but himself. He smiled. He liked the way these Rangers thought.

      Lenny pulled out from behind the forklift so the Rangers could drop in behind the bigger vehicle, and he raised the bucket to serve as a forward shield. Then he slowly drove across the tarmac. Now that he knew he had guys on his coattails, he didn’t want to leave them behind.

      The bucket made it hard to line up the spot, so Lenny used the fence poles along the way as his measure. Rounds bounced off the bucket, giving Lenny a new appreciation for what tank guys went through. The sound was loud and unnatural, tensing every sinew in Lenny’s body and flooding his brain with electrical signals to turn around and flee.

      They hit the chain-link fence at side of the airport and tore right through it, then headed up the hill. Thankfully, workers had cleared the area of trees and scrub. The weak point on a front-end loader—at least in its current application—was the tires. Exactly where the enemy had aimed their rifles.

      The one saving grace was that the antiaircraft weapon they were headed for couldn’t be angled downward so was useless against them. And the enemy had spent a lot of ammunition on the bucket of a front-end loader, but they continued their fire at the tires, hitting both front tires. The Rangers behind him were holding their powder.

      Lenny knew that once they arrived at the top of the hill where the ack-ack was, it would be in a position to fire its huge 23mm rounds his way, puncturing the bucket and sending Lenny back to Quantico in pieces.

      The Ranger corporal knew the same thing. He ordered his men to break around the loader, one on each side, and open fire at the heavy gun just before they reached the crest. Lenny slowed and felt the flat tires lose traction. The big machine struggled to hold its position on the hill.

      The Rangers fired on the men nearest the gun, then as quickly as they started, they stopped. One of the men signaled to hold fire, then he moved forward. Lenny couldn’t see the guy once he disappeared behind the raised bucket, but the second Ranger crept ahead. The corporal came alongside the loader and told Lenny to pull around the side and crest the hill.

      It was a struggle. The front tires spun in the mud but the rear tires bit, and the huge machine crashed up onto the plateau. Then Lenny saw the heavy gun. It was still operational but had been abandoned. One Grenadian soldier lay dead on the ground beside it, but the others had scattered into the jungle hills above.

      The corporal turned to Lenny. “Let’s hope the rest of this thing is as easy.”

      “Corporal!” yelled Lenny.

      The Ranger spun around to see what Lenny had spotted over his shoulder. Another gun was placed farther along the ridgeline, about halfway down the length of the runway. It would have fired almost across the top of the terminal building at the incoming MC-130s, but now the weapon was being pushed into a new firing position.

      It was going to fire on Lenny and the Rangers.

      The men there had seen their comrades flee as the front-end loader took their stronghold, and now they were going to do something about it. Lenny’s guts twisted. That gun wasn’t a ZU-23-2, like the one they had just captured. It was the Czech-made M53 quad gun. Four barrels, twice the damage.

      But neither system had a full 180-degree field of fire, so the team on the quad gun were lifting the mounts to turn the heavy gun toward Lenny and the Rangers. The corporal saw it, too.

      “Turn this thing!” he yelled.

      His men were on the ball, and those Rangers had read their books. Lenny didn’t know if they had seen a ZU-23-2 in action before, but they did know how to operate one. The corporal tossed his rifle up to Lenny on the loader as his two men popped the weapon’s trailer. The turret could theoretically turn 360 degrees, but that was when firing up at aircraft. With the barrel down at ground level, the trailer stopped it at about seventy-five degrees either way.

      The trailer was essentially an undercarriage with a tire on each side. When in firing position, the mechanism was lowered to the ground, where mounts could be dug in, and the wheels flopped to the side so the trailer couldn’t roll. Getting it from firing position to transport position was like assembling up a pop-up tent. When the two Rangers yanked down up on the barrels, the entire thing popped into place. Once done, they put their backs into the barrel and pushed the gun around to face the enemy as the corporal jumped into the firing seat.

      The other guys had a head start. But their gun was bigger and harder to set up. They had to wind up the mounts before moving, and it took more muscle to turn it. They were coming around in slow motion, and the gunner on the quad gun knew it, because he started firing while they were still maneuvering.

      The first rounds went flying out over the water. After each burst, the gun was kicked back a foot, so the man pushing the turret around had to readjust their position. The second burst of fire would have flown right over the True Blue campus.

      The third round was going to be right at Lenny and the Rangers. They were pushing their gun hard around, but it was going to be too close. Lenny propped the corporal’s M16 across the steering wheel of the loader and aimed. As a sniper, Lenny preferred firing a single shot and doing it right, but this was not the time for perfection. Close enough was good enough, so he set the selector for full auto and fired.

      Rounds raked the front guard of the quad gun, and he adjusted his aim. In order to turn the big quad gun, the Grenadians had to push on the near side of the trailer system, opening them up to Lenny. He fired a volley of shots along the trailer base, hitting two men and halting the weapon’s turn. The gunner kept firing, but his shots went a few yards wide and only made their problems worse. Every burst drove the trailer back a little. One of the men Lenny shot had fallen behind the trailer, which was now rolling over the body.

      That was all the time the Rangers needed. They pushed their two-barrel gun around and dropped the gun into firing position with a hard pull of the barrel. The wheels popped sideways, and the corporal opened fire.

      The gun was supposed to do damage to an aircraft up to 2,500 meters. At about 200, it was devastating. When the corporal stopped firing, the quad gun was a steaming mess of shredded metal and human flesh.

      The corporal jumped out of the firing seat and turned to Lenny.

      “Nice shooting, Marine.”

      “Back at ya, Corporal.”

      “You say there’s another one of these to the east?”

      “Roger that. I took out the crew but not the gun.”

      “Let’s finish the job. Mind moving that thing?”

      “All part of the service.”

      Lenny backed the front-end loader down onto the hill and the Rangers did their thing again, turning the heavy gun around 180 degrees until it was aiming at the other ZU-23-2 that Lenny had attacked earlier. The Rangers inserted new ammunition barrels. After returning to his seat, the corporal unloaded the full cartridge into the heavy gun to the east. Once it was destroyed, he ordered one of his men to destroy the gun they stood by. He used a thermite grenade in the chamber, which burned so hot it melted the metal into a marshmallow, rendering the weapon inoperable.

      Lenny drove the front-end loader back to the south side of the runway, this time with the Rangers in front. He noticed with the ack-acks taken out there was a lot less fire upon them. But it wasn’t just the heavy guns; the rifles had also ceased. Lenny wondered if there had been a strategic retreat or if they had run off into the jungle after seeing their powerful weapons destroyed. Regardless, it was worth remembering that those guns were still out there.
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        * * *

      

      When Lenny and the three Rangers made it back across the airport, more troops were traversing the runway and spreading out. A team was taking the terminal, and the other units had commandeered the machinery left on the tarmac. Lenny wasn’t the only one who knew how to hot-wire. Some soldiers had found a pallet and were using the forklift to remove the discarded fifty-five-gallon drums. A private ran over to report that the drums had been filled with scrap metal and barbed wire.

      Lenny found Captain Brashear giving orders and looking over his tourist map. He directed two men to carry the injured Ranger across to the terminal. He saw Lenny approach.

      “Where the hell did you learn that trick with the bulldozer?”

      “It’s a front-end loader, but I saw John Wayne do it with a dozer in a movie when I was a kid.”

      “Well, thanks to the Duke.”

      “Where are they going?” asked Lenny, gesturing to the injured man.

      “As soon as we take the terminal, we’ll set up a medical unit.”

      “Captain, if I may,” said Lenny. “There’s a medical school nearby.”

      “That’s why we’re here, Marine.”

      “No, I mean only a couple hundred yards away. They have teaching facilities that could work as a med unit.”

      “Show me where.” The captain held out his map.

      Lenny pointed. “It’s right here.”

      “Road?”

      “For road access, you have to go out past the airport and around to the gate, there.”

      “It might be hours before we hold that territory.”

      “There’s a path through the scrub at the end of the runway. We could carry him, and anyone else.”

      “And the students are there?”

      “Roger that.”

      “Okay, let’s check it out.”

      They removed the extra equipment from the injured Ranger, then one of his team hoisted him into a fireman’s carry across his shoulders. Lenny led the captain along the culvert to the east end of the runway, where he collected his rifle and pistol. They went along the sand path until they got to the fence. Lenny squeezed through the slit in the wire, then ran to the maintenance shed and found some pliers. He sprinted back, cut a wider hole for the injured soldier to be carried through, then led them to the common room. Once there, he called for help.

      Everyone had been sitting around, concerned about the sound of gunfire from the airport but unsure what do about it. Now the students jumped into action, much to Lenny’s delight. The soldiers followed them into a teaching room with a row of gurneys. The patient was laid down on one, and several students set about examining him.

      Captain Brashear said there were others injured and there would likely be more—could they prepare for that?

      “We’re only freshmen,” said one of the students.

      “Army medics will do the heavy lifting,” said Brashear. “But if you could prep the site, it might save limbs, if not lives.”

      Without further direction, the students broke into groups to set up the teaching room as a triage center and another room as an operating theater.

      The captain and Lenny stepped outside.

      “Not very big,” Brashear said, surveying the campus.

      “No,” said Lenny.

      “It would be better to gather everyone into the common area, for safety.”

      “Agreed. We did that. There might be the one or two outliers, but most folks are in the common room.”

      The captain frowned. “That can’t be all of them.”

      “Pretty much.”

      “I was told there were six hundred students at this school. I see a hundred and fifty, two hundred tops.”

      “Correct on both points. There are about two hundred on this campus, but six hundred across the entire school.”

      “You mean this isn’t the only campus?”

      “No. This is a residential campus for freshman only. The main campus is a few klicks away at Grand Anse, near the beach.”

      “That’s news to me.”

      “Then your intel is bad.”

      “No kidding. This entire operation was based on information that the students were all on a single campus. Now we have to mount two operations for two populations.”

      “I hate to be the bearer of bad news, but that’s not accurate, either. There are two campuses, but only about two-thirds of the students live there. A couple hundred live off campus.”

      “Holy hell. Anywhere in particular?”

      “Let me take you to see Becker.”

      “Who the hell is Becker?”

      “He’s the campus administrator. And ex-army.”

      “All right. Take me to Becker.”
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      Lucas brought the staff upstairs to prepare food and drinks, and allowed the others to use the toilet one at a time. He placed a police officer on watch at the rear veranda and walked the Italianate gallery himself to safeguard the approach to the house. The gate was closed, and the stolen PRA sedan was parked in the driveway.

      After the governor-general used the bathroom, Lucas called him out to the gallery to ask his advice.

      “Mrs. Brathwaite and the children are settling in,” said Sir Paul.

      “Good. It’s been a traumatic morning for them.”

      “I’m not sure the little ones quite comprehend what’s happening.”

      “Even kids understand gunfire.”

      “Of which there has been too much. The PRA shot at you. We heard it.”

      “They did. I think travel is dangerous now.”

      “Did you shoot any of them?”

      “Yes, I did.”

      Scoon shook his head. “I don’t feel comfortable knowing that my countrymen are lying out on the road like that.”

      “They’re the enemy.”

      “They are being used by the enemy.”

      “Fair enough, but I’ve already removed them. They’re lying under the trees beside the Coard house.”

      “Thank you, sir. So what now? We just wait?”

      “The Americans are here, so, yes. But there’s a wrinkle.”

      “A wrinkle?”

      Lucas nodded. “Mr. Brathwaite.”

      “You said they took him to Fort Rupert.”

      “That’s the information we have. It’s not a given.”

      “Do you fear for him?”

      “After what happened to Mr. Bishop, I think we have to.”

      “But he’s not in their party, and he hasn’t been a vocal opponent.”

      “But he’s not pro-NJM.”

      “No, he is not. He believes in the Westminster system and democracy.”

      “So let me ask you this, Sir Paul. The Americans wanted you to give your blessing for this operation?”

      “I gave no commitment.”

      “That’s not my point. They want you to say you asked for their assistance, even though you’re not head of the government any longer. But you were, under the last legitimate regime.”

      “What is your point?”

      “I don’t think the Americans want to take over your country. But they do want a pro-America government. A democratic, preferably capitalist, government.”

      “I’m quite sure.”

      “And that government can’t look like a complete US puppet. I can’t say whether it will actually be that or not, but we’re talking about appearances. And if it is going to appear legitimate, a new government needs to be seen to be driven by Grenadians.”

      “Yes. Again, your point?”

      “Until the constitution was suspended, you were the head of state.”

      “I was the representative of the head of state.”

      “Right. So, we can assume that you will be central in setting up a new government.”

      “I suspect that we will want to reestablish the previous constitution and rule of law, so yes, that would be the process. I would provide Her Majesty with candidates to oversee an interim government, and we would plan for fresh elections as soon as was practicable.”

      “And would Mr. Brathwaite be a candidate to head this interim government?”

      “I can’t disclose those kinds of deliberations.”

      “I’m not asking you to tell me what the Queen had for breakfast. I’m saying, you’re going to put together a list, if you haven’t already. Is Mr. Brathwaite likely to be on that list.”

      “I suppose anyone is likely.”

      “Sir Paul, forgive me, but you need to pull your finger out of your backside. This man has been abducted by the same people who murdered the last prime minister. I need to know if they’re likely to kill Mr. Brathwaite, too. It’s not a great assumption that various people in the NJM party and the PRA will be thinking about their exit strategies. With these guys that’s largely about who the last one standing is. And part of that is thinning the herd. I don’t want those little kids to lose their dad because he’s a perceived threat. So is he?”

      Sir Paul frowned at Lucas. Perhaps he didn’t get spoken to like that very often. Maybe he didn’t speak to Australians very often.

      “Yes, you’re right. He is a threat to them. He would be on that list. And it’s not a very long list.”

      “Okay, thank you.”

      “So what does that mean?”

      “It puts me between a rock and a place I don’t want to be.”

      “Meaning?”

      “My orders are to protect you, sir. And I think that’s important. If your country is to get through this, calmer heads must prevail. But if Mr. B. is a threat to them, his days might only be hours and his hours might be numbered. There’s a chance that he’s already dead.”

      “You’re saying you want to rescue him?”

      “If I didn’t have my orders, I’d be gone already.”

      “But can’t the Americans rescue him? Or do you not believe they will win?”

      “Oh, they’ll win. It’s the cost I don’t know. And if they close in and certain people see the writing on the wall, they might do away with him before the Americans can do anything about it.”

      Scoon dropped his head as if thinking. He sighed deeply, then looked at Lucas. “You must go. You must find him, if you believe you can.”

      “I can try. But I shouldn’t leave here.”

      “I have protection.”

      “Not if they send in a platoon.”

      “You think they might?”

      “You fall under the same category. If they can manufacture your death as part of the fighting—or better still, pin it on the Americans—they might prefer you aren’t involved in setting up a new government.”

      “I don’t care for the sound of that.”

      Lucas wasn’t sure if Scoon was concerned about not being part of the process or being dead, but he left it alone.

      “It’s now or never, though, Sir Paul. The closer the Americans get, the more danger both you and Mr. B. are in.”

      “Then you must go,” he repeated. “We cannot allow tyranny to dissuade us from the proper path.”

      Lucas ushered the governor-general back in the house and down into the basement. The captured PRA radio issued a call to the checkpoint that was not answered. He checked on the police security then gathered his equipment. He hadn’t just removed the bodies of the PRA soldiers from the checkpoint and the road; he had taken their weapons and a radio. Once he had packed his kit into the sedan, he got in behind the wheel. But he didn’t start it.

      He hated this feeling. Conflict. But not external conflict—that was his daily bread. This was internal, and it gnawed at him. He was an easygoing man. It made it straightforward to follow orders. But occasionally he was faced with two equally distasteful options. Now he had two men whose lives were most definitely in danger. One was already in the custody of those who would kill him. The other would become a target before the day was out, Lucas was sure of that. One in immediate peril, the other in imminent danger. But the latter was who he was ordered to protect.

      If he went to rescue Brathwaite, he would leave Scoon open to attack and capture. If he stayed with Scoon, Brathwaite will most surely die. It was a rotten choice, made all the worse by the vision of two frightened kids in the back seat of this very sedan. They were safe, but only if he stayed. Blossom had told him what these men thought of pregnant women. So if he tried to rescue their father, Scoon’s fate may well be theirs. But the other option was growing up without a dad.

      Lucas put his hand on the key. Immediate danger beat out theoretical future peril. He put pressure on the key but didn’t immediately turn it. He heard a goat bleating. Then the loud whomp of rotors.

      The first helicopter swooped in low, following the line of the road. Lucas wondered if they were using the road for navigation. This chopper wasn’t anything he had seen before, like a Huey on steroids. The same basic design with a wide-open door to carry personnel or cargo but with a meaner, more angular design, matte black, and enough heavy ammunition to take on the world.

      As the chopper hovered over Government House, thick coils of rope unfurled to the ground. Before the ropes had hit dirt, men were rappelling down to the backyard garden. Just as the last soldier dashed away, automatic rifle fire raked the chopper. It wasn’t heavy but enough for the pilot to bank away to reposition and perhaps fire on the perpetrator. Lucas wondered if new PRA soldiers had arrived at the checkpoint down the hill. He didn’t think about it long. As the chopper leveled out, it was fired upon by more rounds. But these were not coming from the checkpoint. The trajectory told Lucas that they originated from Fort Frederick, the PRA stronghold. The pilot eased sideways to expose the underbelly of the craft, where rounds were bouncing off the armored undercarriage. Soldiers inside the chopper desperately clung to handholds so as to not fall out.

      The next assault came out of Fort Rupert, from the opposite side. These were not rifle rounds. Antiaircraft artillery pounded the chopper. Lucas saw a round rip right through the floor of the cockpit. The helicopter careened out of control down toward the bay, then somehow recovered and banked away.

      Lucas jumped out of the car and ran back inside the mansion. He charged through the house to the rear veranda. Soldiers had landed in the backyard and were now spreading out past the tennis court.

      “United States soldiers, this is the governor-general’s residence,” Lucas called out. He wanted them to know they were in the right place, assuming Scoon’s home was their target, which seemed reasonable. It also let them know he saw them, without spooking them.

      “Who are you?” came the response.

      “Sergeant Lucas Burnside, Australian Army.”

      For a moment, there was silence. Lucas was sure they weren’t expecting anyone from the Australian Defence Force to be in Grenada.

      “Protection detail for the governor-general,” he added.

      “Are you armed?”

      “Of course I’m bloody armed.”

      “I need you to disarm and come to the back door.”

      “If you guys shoot me, I’m going to be really annoyed, alright?”

      Lucas walked downstairs to the door that led to the garden. He placed the AKM against the far wall and the pistol on a side table. Then he slowly opened the door.

      And stared down the barrel of an M16, with two more pointed at him from the sides.

      “On your knees, Sergeant. Hands behind your head.”

      Lucas complied and was roughly patted down.

      “Where’s your weapon?”

      “Rifle by the wall, pistol on the table.”

      A soldier moved inside and looked. “These are Soviet weapons.”

      “Pretty sure the rifle’s a Hungarian knockoff, but I didn’t arrive in-country with any weapons, so beggars can’t be choosers.”

      “What kind of security arrives without a weapon?”

      “The kind that sneaks into a hostile country posing as a diplomat.”

      The soldier now addressed his commander: “Sir?”

      “We need to find the governor-general, sailor.”

      “Sailor?” said Lucas.

      “You got a problem?” said the CO.

      “No. Just thought Marines were doing this one.”

      “When you need a job done right, you call the Navy SEALs.”

      “In that case, the governor-general, his family, and his staff are in the basement. There are two police officers upstairs keeping watch, but they’re probably crapping themselves with you guys dropping from the sky.”

      Two of the SEALs moved downstairs to confirm Scoon’s location. Two more went upstairs to find the policemen. When one of the downstairs guys returned, he reported that Lucas was legit.

      As Lucas stood, the CO apologized for the inconvenience.

      “No worries, mate.”

      “Chief Petty Officer Martinez,” he said.

      They shook hands, and Lucas asked if he was in charge.

      “As of now. Our commander’s still in the bird.”

      “They were hit pretty bad,” said Lucas. “I saw them head back out to sea. I assume you guys have a boat out there.”

      “You assume right.”

      “Those are impressive birds you’ve got there. Never seen them before.”

      “They’re new—Black Hawks. But they’re not ours, they’re army.”

      “The navy is moving sailors from ship to shore on army helos?”

      “It’s that kind of operation. It’ll be the height of interbranch cooperation or a complete disaster. I know where my money is. Now, can you show us the lay of the land?”

      Lucas walked Martinez around the house. They strolled past the policemen, who had been told to join the people in the basement to keep them secure. Lucas knew code for stay out of the way when he heard it. He pointed down the hill to the checkpoint, and up the hill to the former prime minister’s residence.

      “It’s abandoned. I’ve come through there already.”

      Once the SEALs had seen everything, Lucas asked what the plan was.

      “For you? Go to the basement and keep the governor-general safe.”

      “No, I mean for getting out of here.”

      “We weren’t expecting those antiaircraft guns, so for the time being, I’d say we’re stuck here. But we’ll figure it out.”

      “In that case, I’ve got somewhere to be.”

      “Excuse me?”

      “You guys think you can protect Sir Paul?”

      “Of course we can. But you ain’t going anywhere, soldier.”

      “Afraid I am, Martinez. There’s another man in danger. An important man.” Lucas told him about Brathwaite, and how his family had been rescued and were now in the basement. “But I need to get him, too.”

      “You’re going to storm a highly armed fort by yourself?”

      “Storm isn’t really the word I’d use. Sneak into is probably more accurate.”

      “You guard diplomats and now you think you’re John Rambo.”

      “Who’s John Rambo?”

      “You haven’t seen the movie First Blood?”

      “No. Is it an oldie?”

      “Last year. But the point is, this job is beyond a security guard.”

      “Oh, that’s just a temporary thing. In my day job I’m with the Special Air Service.”

      “You’re SAS?”

      Lucas shrugged.

      “I don’t like it,” said the SEAL.

      “You’re gonna have to shoot me in the back to stop me, Martinez.”

      The chief petty officer frowned.

      “Don’t worry, I’m not in your chain of command, your branch, or from your country. No one is blaming you if I don’t make it back.”

      “You’re crazy.”

      “Just look after Sir Paul, okay?”

      “Aye, aye.”

      Lucas took his rifle and his pistol and returned to the sedan. Two SEALs escorted him to the gate and opened it. He donned his watch cap and pulled out, then immediately saw that more men had arrived to support the checkpoint. He wondered if they had found the bodies. They weren’t hidden, but someone would have to look pretty hard. He hoped not. That would keep them off balance enough to wonder who was in the PRA sedan.

      Lucas drove out of Government House and headed down the hill at a moderate speed. Two soldiers stood up as he approached. The armored vehicle was still across the road, but there was room to get around it. They were standing around in a huddle making plans, so they hadn’t found the bodies. Perhaps when they got no response to the radio call they assumed the men had gone AWOL. Perhaps that was becoming a problem.

      He rolled on toward the checkpoint and saw soldiers squinting at his windscreen, trying to figure out who was inside. One moved to block the side of the road around the armored vehicle. Lucas slowed enough to make it seem like he was going to stop, but at the last moment, he gunned it. The sedan didn’t have the acceleration of a Formula One race car, but it did the job. The vehicle lurched forward, and he turned off the road just before he got to the soldier, who fumbled to raise his rifle.

      He never got a shot away, having decided that diving out of the way of the speeding car was the better course of action. Lucas tore by the checkpoint and skidded at the bottom of the hill, turning hard to head into town. A series of rounds hit the back of the sedan, shattering the rear window. Lucas stamped the accelerator and sped down the hill toward St. George’s.

      Across the inner harbor, the imposing visage of Fort Rupert watched over the town like the Eye of Sauron.
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      The town center was busier than Lucas expected. People’s Revolutionary Army vehicles were heading in all directions. It felt like those guarding the bay were heading to the forts and those guarding the forts were heading for the bay.

      The chaos worked in Lucas’s favor. No one questioned the olive-colored sedan and no one stopped him to ask for papers. More choppers popped up from the horizon, flying right across the capital, keeping the ground battalions busy and the antiaircraft guns pointed skyward.

      As Lucas reached the base of the hill on which Fort Rupert stood, he realized that his impression hadn’t been completely accurate. Soldiers were moving around the town for sure, but they weren’t coming from Fort Rupert. The road to the fort entrance was flanked by PRA trucks and Jeeps, with more armored vehicles outside the gates.

      He wasn’t getting through there.

      Lucas turned down the bay side of the fort. The road came to a fork—one way up around the rear, one way down toward the water. Lucas went up. He drove to the southwest corner. Above him was a steep grass bank, at the top of which were the sheer stone walls of the fort.

      He pulled over. He didn’t see any guns on the parapets. The PRA seemed preoccupied with the air attacks. That made sense. The ground battles would come, but right now the heavily armed Black Hawks were the focus of attention.

      Lucas took the pistol and left the rifle, then ran across the road and started climbing up the grass slope. It was steep and slippery, like an upside-down moat—a difficult-to-breach area around the perimeter that gave those in the fort a clear view of any attacking force. Only Lucas wasn’t a force; he was one man, and any eyes up there were looking upward or out to sea.

      Despite that, Lucas didn’t mess around. He scrambled up as fast as he could go. By the time he reached the base of the stone wall, he was sweating and huffing. He pressed himself up against it for a moment to recuperate. Even from the bottom there, the view across the bay was impressive.

      The outcrop of stone on which the fort was built rose to the south, such that to his right the wall was fifty or sixty feet high, but to his left it was only about fifteen feet. He went for the easier climb. After clambering up the remaining slope, Lucas started on the wall. It was sheer, but the rough stone blocks provided footholds.

      Rather than battlements at the very top, the walls featured embrasures, thin windows often designed with arrow slits—here they were slightly wider gun loops. Lucas levered himself up so he could look through an embrasure, careful in case a gun was waiting on the parapet.

      There were no guns on the parapet. There were no soldiers.

      Lucas climbed up over the top of the wall and dropped to the walkway that ran around the inside perimeter of the fort wall, just below the parapet. On these old French-built forts the walkway was called a chemin de ronde, but he knew it as a wall walk.

      He stopped in the shadows and surveyed the fort. The farthest section from the entrance, was where most of the buildings were. The structures inside the wall were modern compared to the centuries-old walls. They appeared to be offices, and a transmission tower suggested a comms center.

      Lucas moved to the rear half of the fort. If there was a stockade here, it would be toward the back; no one put prisoners at the front door. As he made his way across the rooftop of the building against the bay-side wall, he spotted an antiaircraft quad gun set up on the coast-side wall walk. There was a five-man team on it, supported by another half dozen rifles.

      He waited and looked into the courtyard below. This was where it had happened. Eight people had been lined up along the wall and shot dead. But no one had seen anything. No one except the cowards who had committed the act, and Blossom. The courtyard was separated from the forward section of the fort and could be easily cordoned off. Except for the wall walk around the parapets, where Blossom had witnessed the atrocity, and the one building at the back. She hadn’t mentioned that building being cleared. Because no one had been in it.

      But someone was there now. Lucas would bet London to a brick. He considered his next move, the path he would take, but he stayed still. It took great effort; his body was raring to go. He needed a diversion, and he was prepared to wait for one.

      He didn’t have to wait long. American Black Hawks flew in from the west, attracting all the attention of the PRA soldiers on the wall. Lucas counted the birds flying in low. Not one, not two, but six helicopters, all flying through an area heavily defended by antiaircraft weapons in broad daylight.

      The guns punched rounds into the sky. There was nothing Lucas could do for the Black Hawks, so he focused on his own mission. He ran around the wall walk and onto the roof of the building that covered most of the southern wall, then he slid down the slope of the roof and dropped off the edge. He landed heavily on the stone, a loud grunt escaping, but nothing was heard over the explosive noise of the heavy guns.

      Lucas took a quick look at the structure and found it was two buildings. One long one with the sloped roof he had just slid down, and a smaller one made out of the same stone as the fort walls. That one had prison written all over it, so he ran around to the front of it and noticed bars on the windows, as if this building had been a stockade for hundreds of years. A scarred wooden door on iron hinges looked as old as the fort. Lucas got his pistol ready and slipped inside.

      It was one large room separated into an open rectangle with a table and a chair, opposite four cells with rusted bars. The only light came through the barred windows. There were no guards. It seemed everyone was required on deck to fight the incoming Americans. Lucas moved along the cells until the last. A man sat tucked in the corner.

      “Are you Mr. Brathwaite?” Lucas asked.

      The man barely stirred.

      “Mr. Brathwaite?”

      He slowly raised his head, streaks of blood across his face.

      “Who are you?”

      “Lucas Burnside. Governor-General Scoon sent me.” That wasn’t strictly true, but Lucas didn’t have time to give him chapter and verse.

      “Scoon?”

      “Your wife and children are with him.”

      The man’s eyes opened wide. “My children?”

      “What is your name, sir?”

      “Brathwaite.” He coughed as if talking hurt. “Vivian Brathwaite.”

      “Well, sir, I escorted your wife and children from your home, and they’re now at Government House, under the protection of United States Navy SEALs.”

      Brathwaite sat up against the stone wall. “The Americans are here?”

      “You hear that shooting?”

      “I don’t know. My ears are ringing a bit.” He looked at Lucas. “You’re white.”

      “Last time I checked.”

      “You are American?”

      “Australian. It’s a long story for another time.” Lucas scanned the dim room. There wasn’t much to it: a dented metal table and a wood chair, no desk lamp.

      “I just need to find something to open this cell,” he said.

      “Try the key. It’s by the door.”

      A nail had been driven into the space between the stone blocks, and an ancient-looking key hung from it. Lucas snatched it off the nail and strode back to the last cell. He unlocked the door and stepped in, helping Brathwaite to his feet.

      “Can you walk?”

      “Yes,” said Brathwaite, grunting as he stood.

      “Are you hurt?”

      “My ribs, and here and there. But I can walk.”

      “You might have to do more than walk, sir. They’re not exactly going to let us wander out of here.”

      He took a deep breath. “I can do it. Whatever I need to do to get to my family.”

      “In that case, follow me, and stick close.”

      Lucas led Brathwaite to the door. They would have to walk out into the courtyard, where they would be visible to those with the heavy artillery, unless the soldiers were still looking skyward. He poked his head out as another Black Hawk flew over. Then another. How many of these things do they have? thought Lucas.

      Lucas took the opportunity. The antiaircraft quad gun fired its mighty rounds at the helos, so he led Brathwaite to the near corner of the courtyard, on the same side as the big gun and all the soldiers. Running away felt like the best option, but there was no way out other than the arch through the main entrance—or back whence they had come. That meant going back up to the wall walk, and the only way up was via the steps on the coast side of the fort.

      Lucas whispered, “Follow me.” And they dashed up.

      He ran around the corner and then along the south wall, where he heard rounds ricocheting off the stone wall beside him. His luck had run out. Someone looking at the helicopters had caught movement in their peripheral vision. Now they were shooting across the top of the courtyard.

      Lucas slowed and pushed Brathwaite ahead, putting himself between the bullets and the Grenadian man. As they ran, Lucas glanced back and fired a shot at the riflemen, three of whom were now running around the wall walk in pursuit.

      They ran behind the sloping roof of the south building, and the firing stopped. It would only be a few seconds before the soldiers got to the south wall and had a direct shot. Brathwaite reached the end of the parapet and paused. He looked at Lucas, who smiled.

      “Going down,” he said.

      Brathwaite frowned. He wasn’t a young man but wasn’t ancient, either, but he didn’t look keen.

      “The slope makes it look farther than it is. Keep your knees bent, and roll when you hit the grass.”

      “I don’t think so.”

      Lucas was about to argue when the artillery fire jammed the words in his throat. But this wasn’t coming from the quad gun on the other side of the fort. He turned to see a massive aircraft out over the water. It looked like a standard C-130, the cargo workhorse of military forces around the world. But this one was no flying bus. Lucas could tell in an instant by the guns hanging out the port side that it was the AC-130H variation. Known as the Spectre, it was possibly the most deadly gunship in the United States Air Force.

      This aircraft was designed differently. Rather than having the majority of its weapons facing forward and flying straight at and over its target, the AC-130H had its real muscle directed out the port side and would perform a pylon turn, where it would fly large circles around the target, allowing for much longer and devastating strafing runs.

      As the riflemen turned onto the south wall and opened fire at Lucas and Brathwaite, the Spectre opened fire at them. The cannons on the Spectre, ranging from 20mm to 105mm, pulverized the wall, spraying hundred-year-old stone into thirty-year-old flesh.

      Lucas was mesmerized by the firepower that destroyed the parapet, the antiaircraft quad gun, and its crew. He was pulled from his reverie when he realized the strafing fire was continuing along the south parapet, straight at him.

      The stone wall disintegrated fifty meters away as the Spectre flew alongside Lucas and Brathwaite. Then thirty meters. Then ten meters. It banked around over the town but kept its guns on Fort Rupert.

      In the distance the Black Hawk helicopters were tracking toward a crest south of Fort Frederick, but Lucas paid them no mind. He pushed Brathwaite off the wall, and as stone and rock exploded around him, he jumped.

      He hit the slope and rolled. And rolled. The pistol was jostled out of his hand as he continued down the bank. He came to a stop where the grass met the road. The Spectre ended its run covering the Black Hawks and went looking for something else to destroy. Lucas shook his head, then crawled over to Brathwaite and jostled him.

      “Sir!”

      “No more.”

      “We’ve got to move.”

      As he said it, the first shot came through the gun loops from the wall above. Soldiers had run from the other section of the fort and found the parapet demolished, so they rushed over to the slits in the wall and caught sight of the two at the base of the hill.

      The rounds hit rocks beside Brathwaite. He snapped to attention and flopped over. Lucas dragged him across the road toward the car. A bullet whizzed past Lucas’s head so close that he heard the thrum of the round spinning in the air. As they hurried to the sedan, the side window shattered, then a series of rounds punctured holes in the door.

      Lucas pushed Brathwaite past the car and onto the grass behind it, then he dropped down himself to take cover. The automatic weapons from the gun loops hammered more bullets into the sedan, blowing out every window and tearing the steel body apart. The tires exploded and engine oil gushed out onto the road.

      “Looks like a nice day for a walk,” said Lucas.

      On their backsides, they scooted down the grass, into the trees, and onto the road that led to the bay. Lucas stopped for a moment to check that Brathwaite was okay. He was battered and covered in grass stains, and he rested an arm across his midsection to hold his aching ribs, but he gave Lucas a nod. Lucas didn’t bother to inventory himself. There were no holes in his body that weren’t there when he was born, so he was good to go.

      The question was, where to go? The car was toast. Soldiers in the fort above knew their location and would likely radio that information to someone. And the American helicopters seemed to be arriving by the dozens, which meant one of them had probably gone back to Government House to support the SEALs and the governor-general, along with Brathwaite’s family. So heading back there, even if they could, felt pointless. For now they needed to hole up somewhere.

      Lucas glanced toward Fort Frederick to the east. The Spectre had banked out wide under antiaircraft fire itself. A Black Hawk was hovering near a target to the south of Frederick. Lucas pulled out his map that Becker had marked up. It showed that position as Richmond Hill Prison. Lucas had no clue what the target might be. The answer came when he looked at Brathwaite.

      Political prisoners. Opponents to the regime who might be part of a more democratic future. But Lucas had asked Scoon about that, and he hadn’t given any names of people who were in prison. Perhaps the Americans didn’t know that.

      But they figured it out the hard way. Lucas realized the chopper was hovering over the prison, and he waited for troops to fast-rope down into the jail as they had at Government House. But the ropes didn’t fall. Another five Black Hawks hung back, aiming fire at the antiaircraft artillery at nearby Fort Frederick. Those big guns at Frederick were firing south at the Black Hawk over the prison, which just hung in the air as if waiting to pick up the kids after a movie at the local shopping center.

      Then the Black Hawk banked to the south, away from the big guns. It wasn’t because it was under fire—it had hovered for way longer than it needed to if they wanted to avoid the artillery rounds. Suddenly Lucas knew why.

      No one was home. He had no idea what the pilot saw—perhaps a vacant yard, perhaps doors and gates left open—but either way, the mission was a bust and the Black Hawks were getting out of town.

      But artillery rounds hit one of the support Black Hawks as it started to fly away. It spun in the air and plummeted, looking like it might crash into the homes below. Somehow the pilot managed to regain control and stop the spin. But not the descent. It continued down, below the crest of the hills and out of view.

      “We need to hide for a while,” said Lucas. “You have any friends in town?”

      “What about my family?”

      “They’re in good hands. It’ll take some time to do anything about it, but the soldiers in the fort know you’re gone. We need to hunker down. We’ll get you to your family. I promise.”

      Brathwaite nodded.

      “So, do you know anyone?”

      “Yes,” he said, wincing and holding his ribs. “I know people.”

      “Do you trust them?”

      “With my life.”

      Lucas thought that might literally be true but decided not to say so. As they jogged down to the water and into the town center, Lucas glanced south and saw the plume of smoke rise in the direction of the fallen Black Hawk.
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      The Richmond Hill Prison mission was a bust. The Delta Force members on the lead Black Hawk knew it the moment they saw the wide-open main gates. The pilot called for the rope jump to be aborted. As they banked away, they were hit by a series of rounds from Fort Frederick. The onboard radio was struck, sending shrapnel into the armpit and chest of the radio operator and severing the humerus bone in his arm.

      They were lucky. As they flew away from the prison, another Black Hawk was struck, and they watched it crash to the south. All six Black Hawks had sustained damage and suffered injuries, and those still flying all sped out over the water, looking for somewhere to land. They had flown in from Barbados, some 140 nautical miles away, but needed to land a hell of a lot closer, so they flew in a ragged formation, searching for a navy ship that could accept them.

      As the Black Hawks approached the USS Guam, the lead pilot called in their arrival but was warned off—as army pilots they were not trained or cleared to land on navy ships. They did it anyway.

      When the helo with the wounded radio operator landed, the ship’s air boss ran up, yelling at the pilot. A Delta operative pulled the door open and dragged the air boss over to show him the severed bone poking out of the radio operator’s arm. The air boss changed his demeanor and called the remaining Black Hawks in.

      One chopper was so damaged they couldn’t shut down the rotors when it landed. Deck crews had to douse the motor in seawater until the deadly blades stopped.

      The wounded were carried directly to the onboard surgery. But the rest of the Delta team wasn’t finished. There was a second part to their mission. After the prison, they were tasked with supporting the Rangers’ landing at Point Salines Airport, clearing the Cuban positions suspected to be north of the runway known as Little Havana.

      The problem was that the Rangers had already landed. Like most of the operation, through a series of miscommunications and changes of mind, the Delta unit was running late. But those that were still walking climbed back into the operable Black Hawks and prepared to return to the island for a new mission.

      Rescuing their fallen brothers in the downed Black Hawk.

      The radio call had come in that the bird had crashed about eight kilometers south of the town center, not far from the airport. The pilot was dead and the crew injured, some worse than others. The army pilot told an air boss that he needed fuel to get back to Grenada.

      “No can do. It’s the navy’s gas.”

      The message was relayed up to the command center on the Guam, where an officer was informed that a naval comptroller—a.k.a. an accountant—in the Pentagon had issued orders to refuse to refuel army birds until the navy received the proper money transfer . When the message was then relayed up to the Operation Urgent Fury commander, Vice Admiral Metcalf, who was on board the Guam, his response was unequivocal.

      “This is bullshit. Give them the fuel.”

      The Black Hawks headed back to the island. When they got to Point Salines, a couple of planeloads of Rangers had already landed and were in gun fights across the tarmac and the hills to the north. The Delta teams joined in, except one. That chopper flew toward the smoke coming from the downed Black Hawk.

      The crash site was on a plateau atop a hill that fell steeply toward the water, about a kilometer northeast of the airport. A Black Hawk crew would be a prize for a Grenadian or Cuban unit to capture, so a team headed in to protect the wounded on the ground. There was nowhere to land on or around the plateau, so the Delta fighters fast-roped down under fire from another antiaircraft gun.
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        * * *

      

      Lenny was clearing the end of the runway when he and Captain Brashear saw the Black Hawk crash. With smoke already billowing, it smashed into the jungle about a kilometer from their position.

      The captain ordered his team to move that way, and they headed across the tarmac. The radio operator reported that a mayday call had gone out on Guard UHF—an ultrahigh frequency reserved exclusively for military aircraft emergency use. A navy SH-3H Sea King quickly arrived to assist. The helicopter was immediately fired upon by an ack-ack at a new position east of the placements Lenny and the Rangers had taken out.

      “Didn’t see that one?” Brashear asked Lenny.

      “No, sir. Might have been under camouflage.”

      “And the team operating it were waiting for what before they joined in?”

      “The heavy gun we took out—the crew ran away. Maybe they didn’t leave town.”

      “Doesn’t make sense to have more artillery and not use it.”

      “Unless they’re short of men. This isn’t a big island.”

      “We’ve got to take that gun out regardless, or any survivors from the crash are going to die on that hill.”

      The Rangers and Lenny crossed the road and started up the hill toward the big gun. It stopped firing as the Sea King retreated. The big bird was target practice for a decent artillery team. It was a variation on the Sikorsky-built Marine One that shuttled the president around, and was otherwise used for sea rescues and submarine patrols. When Lenny had flown in one at Annapolis, the pilot had lovingly called it a flying pickup truck. It flat-out wasn’t built to perform combat rescues under fire.

      They got as close as they could before they lost cover, directly below another ZU-23-2. The captain ordered his men to fan out and take positions with angles on the crew that held the high ground. Lenny dropped in as one of the team under the captain’s orders. It wasn’t a Marine’s preferred scenario, but anything else saw him as a third wheel right now.

      The heavy gun above them turned on its turret and started firing. Lenny glanced up through the trees to see a hulking aircraft flying in from the northwest. It was a cargo plane, a C-130, which made no sense. That angle was all wrong for the runway—it was flying across it rather than along it. The aircraft banked, and Lenny saw that his guess was wrong: it was an AC-130H, and the A was crucial—it turned a cargo plane into a gunship. The Spectre flew in a parabola out over the sea, with their position as its focal point.

      “Get down!” Lenny yelled, and he and the Rangers dived for cover as the strafing fire from the Spectre ignited the hillside. Trees were pulverized into matchsticks, and the high ground above them exploded into a shrapnel bomb of rocks and dirt and metal.

      Lenny dropped beside Captain Brashear. He had to scream to be heard above the rounds tearing the earth apart. “Can you call that thing off? They’re gonna kill us.”

      “Their comms are encrypted. Ours, too.”

      “So?”

      “They’re air force, we’re army. Different encryption.”

      Lenny really wanted to say something biting and satirical about the Pentagon and military procurement, but no words came. Instead he looked dumfounded as the Spectre’s fire hit the north side of the hill and came around for another pass in order to finish them off.

      Captain Brashear wasn’t dumfounded. He rolled over to his radio operator. “Contact our guys on the Guam, will you? Ask whoever answers if there’s an air force guy there anywhere, and if so, tell him to tell that overpaid flyboy jackass to radio this airship and report there are friendlies down here.”

      The radio call went out, but the strafing fire continued. A round hit a tree trunk twelve inches thick next to Lenny’s head, and the tree disintegrated more than fell. Shards of wood hit Lenny’s back as he curled into a fetal position.

      Then, in an instant, the firing stopped. Kindling floated to the ground like snowfall. Brashear did a call of his men and amazingly found no major injuries, just cuts and bruises from flying pieces of wood.

      Lenny crawled up to higher ground and saw the gun. It was destined for the scrapyard. He knew the damage had come from outside, but the tangle of steel looked like it had imploded. He slid back down the hill to Brashear as the radio operator spoke.

      “Captain, the Spectre pilot wants to know if there are any friendly casualties.”

      “He does, huh? Well, you tell him this⁠—”

      “Tell him no,” said Lenny. “Gun destroyed and no friendlies down.”

      The radio operator looked at his captain, who nodded. He passed on the message.

      “Imagine if you were up there,” said Lenny, “thinking you’d just shot up your own men.”

      “We’re not his men. We’re Rangers.”

      Lenny was going to make a remark about the superiority of the Marine Corps, but the words were pulled from his mouth by the sound of rifle fire.

      Lenny scrambled up onto the plateau, where the ack-ack sat useless. The crashed helo was to the east. And gunfire was coming from the north and west.

      “Cubans?” asked Brashear.

      “Who cares,” said Lenny. “I don’t like guns.”

      “You’re in the wrong business.”

      “That’s what my dad said.”

      “What does he do?”

      “Navy.”

      The enemy made their way along a road on a higher ridge and were heading for the downed bird.

      “Two units,” said Brashear. “One coming from the west, maybe the Cuban camp, and one north. But that crash site is out in the open from above. And the hills are steep, depending on injuries.”

      The radio operator spoke. “Captain, those guys are Delta. And they’re on the move.”

      “Where the hell do they think they’re going?”

      “To the beach.”

      “How do you know this?”

      “They’re talking to the Sea King on Marine radio.”

      “Civilian channels?”

      “Yes, sir. It’s what they have in common.”

      “Gotta love encryption,” said Lenny.

      “So the enemy can hear it,” said Brashear.

      “It’s the only way,” said Lenny. “I’ve seen a map—a better one than yours—and it showed a beach about five hundred meters from their position. Captain, if I may? If your team takes on the enemy coming from the west, I can go get in between the Deltas and the guys coming from the north.”

      “You’re gonna fight a unit alone?”

      “Done it before, but no. Those are Delta boys over there. They can handle themselves. I’m just going to slow the enemy up a little so that the Sea King can land somewhere.”

      “And then what, Marine? You gonna swim for Cuba?”

      “Cuba is nice this time of year, but it’s the other way.”

      “Take some of my men.”

      “Negative, sir. I’m better alone. More sneaky. Harder to find.”

      “Who the hell are you, Cox?”

      “Just a regular old Marine, Captain.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      The pilots in the Sea King were some of the most experienced in the navy. Commander Fields was on the stick, but Lieutenant Commander Carson spoke to the USS Independence about the mayday call. Five or six injured. They went in for a look from their position offshore and got the hell out again. They couldn’t fight antiaircraft artillery. The grand total of weapons on the Sea King were two M16 carbines.

      Once they made contact with the soldiers on the ground, they were able to improvise a plan. There was a beach about 500 meters down a steep hill from the crash site. It postage stamp sized LZ, but wide enough to land and be sheltered from antiaircraft guns up on the ridge.

      When Lieutenant Commander Carson called in the plan, he was told to hold 3,000 meters offshore, as naval craft from the Independence had not been cleared for operations over the southern half of the island, which for Operation Urgent Fury had been declared an army zone.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO

          

        

      

    

    
      The shopfront window was covered in posters for destinations that didn’t feel exotic to Lucas but probably did to the average Grenadian: London, Miami, Paris. All bustling cities that were about as different as a place could be from a quiet Caribbean island. What he didn’t see was anything promoting Moscow or Leningrad. They moved past the travel agency, and Vivian Brathwaite led Lucas down the alley alongside. He knew his way around town, of course, but he seemed to know the back alleys best, which helped in avoiding PRA, but it had Lucas wondering about what the man got up to in his youth.

      Lucas picked the lock on the rear door, and they went inside. At the back there was a kitchenette and two plain slab closet doors. Then the shop floor, with more travel posters on the walls and a couple of plastic plants. Four desks faced that front window—three looked neat and tidy; the one at the rear was covered in papers, the only one with a phone and a computer monitor.

      “You’re sure you can trust this person?” asked Lucas.

      “You said find someone I can trust with my life.”

      “And you do?”

      “I trust him completely, mostly because he’s not here. He’s in London.”

      “There are four desks.”

      “For show. Only one person actually works here.”

      “This might do.”

      “And who comes into a travel agency during a war? There’s no food, no cash, no weapons.”

      “Good point, unless you’re trying to get out of town. Alright, this is it. We should stay back from the front window, though.”

      “We should go upstairs.”

      “There’s an upstairs?”

      “Yes. The owner and his wife live up there.”

      Lucas followed Brathwaite back to what he had assumed were closet doors. One opened to a set of stairs that led them to an apartment with a small living room and kitchen, and two bedrooms. Lucas checked each room then returned to the kitchen. The benches were wiped clean and a large fruit bowl was empty except for a single key on a keyring that read Wembley.

      “Better,” said Lucas. “Let’s still stay back from the windows. And keep the lights off when it gets dark.”

      “Dark? You mean we’re going to stay here?”

      “Until things calm down. They’ll be looking for you, at least until other events distract them.”

      “What about my family?”

      “I’ll use the phone downstairs and ring Government House. Hopefully the SEALs let you talk to your wife. But going there right now is too dangerous. Besides, you’re pretty banged up.”

      “Don’t worry about my aches and pains. Let’s ring them.”

      They went back down to the shop. The computer monitor had claimed most of the real estate on the desk. It was the size of a small car. On a side table Lucas noticed a CB radio unit and a dot matrix printer. He put Brathwaite in a chair behind the monitor so he couldn’t be seen from the street and then sat on the floor. After taking out his sheet of paper, he dialed the number.

      “Hello?”

      Lucas knew it was one of the SEALs; none of the staff would answer the governor-general’s phone with that.

      “This is Sergeant Burnside. I need to talk to Chief Petty Officer Martinez.”

      “He’s busy.”

      “This isn’t a personal call, mate. Get him on the damn phone.”

      Lucas heard a rustling from the handset as the man set it down. A minute later it was picked up again.

      “Martinez.”

      “Lucas Burnside.”

      “You’re alive.”

      “A little worse for wear but still kicking. Is everyone okay there?”

      “Don’t worry, this isn’t our first rodeo. Scoon’s wife started to lose it with all the artillery fire, but she got a phone call from her priest, and she seems okay now.”

      “And Mrs. Brathwaite and the kids?”

      “It ain’t Club Med, but they’re doing alright. And the husband?”

      “He’s with me.”

      “Which is where?”

      “In a shop in the town center.”

      “So he was at the fort?”

      “He was.”

      “And you got him out.”

      “I did. No thanks to your pals in the airships.”

      “Those ain’t my pals. I’m navy.”

      “Good for you. Is Mrs. Brathwaite available to speak to her husband?”

      “Let me check.” Lucas heard Martinez bark an order, then he said into the receiver, “You guys safe?”

      “Safe enough. You got a plan to get out?”

      “Not in the short term. We’re not flying out until we silence those antiaircraft guns. I expect we’re here for the night.”

      “Hostiles?”

      “A few around, testing the perimeter. They might get a bit adventurous after dark, but they’ll regret that if they try it.”

      “Let’s hope they don’t try it.”

      “Not sure they will. They honestly don’t seem that committed. Not to the point of getting shot. Hang on, Mrs. Brathwaite’s here.”

      Lucas handed the phone to Brathwaite, who teared up when he heard his wife’s voice. Lucas heard one side of the conversation, but it was clear they were checking on each other’s well-being, and that of the kids. He told her exactly which shop they were holed up in, which Lucas would have preferred to keep secret, but he figured by the time events went so wrong that the PRA got through a unit of Navy SEALs, captured Mrs. Brathwaite and interrogated her, they probably wouldn’t be there anymore.

      Brathwaite told his wife he loved her, then handed Lucas the phone. Martinez was back on the line. Lucas gave him the shop’s phone number.

      “We’ll stick it out tonight and see if we can make it to you early morning before first light.”

      “Call first if you can, just so we don’t shoot you.”

      “Good idea. Over and out.”

      Lucas handed the phone back to Brathwaite, who replaced it on the cradle.

      “What’s with the CB radio?” asked Lucas.

      Brathwaite looked at the unit. “Not everyone on the island has a phone.”

      “Fair enough.”

      After returning upstairs, Lucas told Brathwaite to rest his battered body in the lounge room, then he found some bread in the freezer, popped some in the toaster, and made tea. They sat in armchairs with their tea and toast, and settled in to listen to the sounds of war outside.
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      The gunfire told Lenny where all the players were. The Delta team had made it down from the plateau, advancing slowly but assuredly toward the beach. The PRA unit was in pursuit, firing somewhat indiscriminately at the sound of the Delta unit moving through the trees.

      Lenny pulled out his tourist map photocopy and checked his position. The beach wasn’t marked by any kind of icon, just the words Lance aux Epines Beach. He was north and a little east of the True Blue campus, and Lance aux Epines appeared to be the next peninsula along the coast.

      As the Delta unit reached the shore, Lenny stayed inland. He didn’t fire indiscriminately. He had limited ammunition and wasteful fire wasn’t a sniper’s preferred MO. He saw the trees shimmy but waited. Next he saw muzzles flash as the PRA fired at the soldiers on the beach.

      Lenny set his AKM to semiautomatic and fired two shots. The muzzle flash stopped, but the movement forward did not. A soldier in a green uniform carrying a rifle like Lenny’s stepped between the trees. Lenny fired, and the soldier collapsed.
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        * * *

      

      When the Delta unit reached the beach, they radioed the Sea King helicopter they had contact with, reporting they were under fire, pinned in, and needed immediate evac. Lieutenant Commander Carson, copilot on the Sea King, relayed the message to the USS Independence and got the same answer as before: the island was army territory, so let one of their birds do the pickup.

      Carson scanned the skies. There were no Black Hawks that could help. Those that had arrived were either undergoing operations farther up the coast at St. George’s, or had been damaged and had returned to wherever the hell they were coming from.

      “There are no available army birds,” said Carson. “We know where this place is, we’ve sighted the LZ and are prepared to go in. If not us, then I don’t know who. These guys are going to die if someone doesn’t get them asap.”

      The pilot, Commander Fields, looked sideways at his copilot. “Those Black Hawks can’t land there. We might end up in the water, but we’re designed to float if need be.”

      “And we’re cleared to land on any ship out here,” said Carson. “Those army birds aren’t.”

      A couple of minutes later Independence radioed back. “Sea King, you are cleared to go.”

      Fields was working the cyclic before the message had finished. The Sea King came in low and hard toward the beach a couple of nautical miles away. Fields hovered for a moment to get the best position. It wasn’t a great spot for landing such a big bird. It was sheltered from antiaircraft artillery fire by its sea-level position and the palm trees, but that was all the good news. The rotors had a diameter of sixty feet, and the beach was pristine but shallow. His first attempt was aborted when the rotors trimmed the palm leaves off the trees. Contact with the truck would result in catastrophic failure, so Fields eased out to the edge of the beach.

      They weren’t getting any artillery fire, but there were rifles in the trees. Fields maneuvered the Sea King so the cabin door faced the beach, then he dropped hard. When they landed, they found themselves in three feet of water. Some of the Sea King crew jumped into the water to help the incoming soldiers get the wounded on board. The rotors whipped water up and around like they were in the center of a tornado.

      And the automatic rifles kept spraying rounds at the undefended helicopter.
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        * * *

      

      Lenny propped himself up against a tree about ten yards from the beach at its western end. The big bird was in the water, and the Delta soldiers were shuttling their injured onto the helo with the help of the onboard crew. But it was taking too damned long. The soldiers battled fatigue as they waded through waist-deep water, carrying equipment and other men and fighting the spray from the rotors.

      He pointed his rifle inland. The time for sniper shots was done. He didn’t need to hit anyone; he just needed to buy time. He flicked the AKM to full auto and began pulverizing the enemy with short bursts of fire power.

      There were a couple of M16s trying to offer cover fire from the chopper, but they had to watch out for the men getting on board, so Lenny made himself the focus. He continued firing, short but constant, a balance between keeping the attention on him and running out of ammo altogether.

      It was working. The PRA started firing back at Lenny rather than the chopper. It was grand when a plan came together, except when that success made you the target of automatic rifle fire.
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        * * *

      

      It took too damned long. A full ten minutes to load the injured soldiers. Captain Fields couldn’t tell how much rifle fire they were taking—the sound of the engines masked anything but a direct hit on the cockpit—but it was a relief when a crewman began calling out the condition of all on board, as per protocol.

      Fields was eager to get the hell out of there, so he cut off the crewman’s report. Then he started doing the math.

      “How many souls on board?” he asked through his helmet radio.

      “Seventeen total, sir. Six crew and eleven passengers.”

      “Eleven? The mayday was for five or six.”

      Fields realized that another squad had arrived to cover the downed men. That meant they had taken on about a ton of extra weight. And in hot, humid conditions the aerodynamics were already working against them.

      “This is going to be fun,” Fields said, as he worked the cyclic and pulled the bird up and out of the water. It was like starting a logging truck from an icy hill. The physics didn’t want to comply. Fields then had to turn the chopper to get out of the tight cove, which robbed him of speed. And speed meant lift.

      The pilot traded one for the other. He taxied across the water, more like a hydrofoil than a helicopter. Carson dumped fuel as they moved out over the ocean, wave tops slapping the undercarriage.

      Fields tried gaining altitude, but the fuel was emptying out too slowly. They managed to get airborne, but the drag made it difficult to hoist the weight higher. He got on the crew radio.

      “Prepare for water reentry.”

      As a last resort, Fields milked the throttle, lowering the collective to send the chopper back toward the water. But heading down meant gravity was on his side, so they gained speed and with it the RPMs required to get sufficient lift. Just short of the water, he pulled the bird up.

      “We’re on fire!” called a crewman.

      Fields wasn’t sure. His instruments didn’t support that view, but it didn’t matter. If the engines were on fire, they would plunge into the sea. As he pulled up, he realized the water was being dragged up by the rotors, and when it hit the intense heat of the engines, it was turning into steam, which looked a hell of a lot like smoke to a panicked eye.

      As they gained altitude the steam abated, and Fields set out across the water to find a ship with the kind of medical facilities that could perform emergency surgery.
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        * * *

      

      Lenny watched the helicopter skip across the surface of the water.

      “Go up, you dummy.”

      The bird seemed to be having trouble with that, but Lenny left them to it. They got out far enough, fast enough, that the rifles would be little threat should they crash back into the water, and if that happened, it was beyond Lenny’s capability to help. Now he had his own worries. With the helicopter gone, the remaining PRA near the beach turned all their weapons on him and started moving forward.

      Lenny fired a couple of bursts at the enemy before his weapon gave the telltale click on an empty barrel. He tossed the gun, pulled the pistol out of his pants, and sprinted into the thick trees that ran along the cove between where he was and the True Blue peninsula.

      Luring the local army toward unarmed students was no kind of plan, but he was making this up as he ran. The machine-gun fire was getting farther away, suggesting the enemy was moving cautiously toward his previous spot. He used that time to run as hard as he could, leaping over fallen trees and getting thwacked by low branches. When the PRA got to his position and found the rifle, they’d realize he was just one man, and then they’d be after him double time.

      He didn’t regret tossing the rifle. It was a tradeoff. Running through woodland was tricky at the best of times, but it was painful with a rifle. The damned thing got caught on every branch, and if you tucked it into your chest, your elbows stuck out, and banging a funny bone on a tree was worse than getting shot.

      Nearly.

      Lenny broke from the trees to find himself at the top of a cove. The silver-colored water was home to a multitude of moored boats. To his left was a line of weather-beaten buildings. A working marina. Not big and not glamorous. The scent of oil mixed with the brine in the air.

      Lenny peered around the cove to survey the other side. That way was headed to the medical school. No go. As he looked across the marina, he noticed three boats tied up at the dock. Two were military in nature, painted primer gray and bare bones. Gun turrets bolted on the rear deck but with no weapons attached. Closest to him was a speedboat, looking mighty out of place. The other boats moored at floats around the bay were mainly old and wooden and in need of a good paint job. This thing was aluminum and sleek, designed to move like a bat out of hell.

      There was no hiding in any of those. Lenny turned to the buildings behind him and noticed a door set ajar. It was some kind of work shed. He stepped in and pulled the door closed. Through a salt-crusted window, Lenny monitored the marina outside.

      A few minutes later, four PRA soldiers appeared. They paused, perhaps considering the most likely route their quarry had taken. One stepped to the edge of the dock and scrutinized the boats. Another turned and looked at the buildings.

      Lenny eased back from the window. It was a reflex. The soldier couldn’t see him in the dark shed. Then the hairs on Lenny’s neck suddenly stood up.

      Someone else was in the shed.

      He froze and felt the air move as the shadow rose from the floor, then a dark face appeared. As the man moved into the light thrown through the window, Lenny saw his salt-and-pepper beard and stern eyes.

      The man glanced out the window to see the soldiers. He looked again at Lenny. Then he moved back into the darkness. When he opened the door the full light revealed he was wearing blue overalls despite the humidity. He stepped out of the shed and closed the door behind him.

      Lenny looked around the shed for a tool or something he could use as a weapon if the rounds in the pistol ran out. He felt around and wrapped his fingers around a pipe wrench. It was heavy and hard to wield, but it would do some damage.

      Then he watched as the man in the overalls approached the soldiers. They gathered around him, and he pointed. Not across the marina toward the medical school or back into the building Lenny watched from, but up the hill.

      The soldiers confirmed this information then ran off. The man watched them go but didn’t come back into the shed for a good minute or two. When he did, he pushed the door open with his boot but stayed outside.

      “They’re gone.”

      Lenny moved over to the door and peeked out. No soldiers. He stepped outside but didn’t move away from the door.

      “Thanks,” he said.

      The man nodded. “Don’t worry about it.”

      “You’re English,” said Lenny.

      “You’re American.”

      “Yes, sir. Why are you here?”

      “I live here.”

      “Not England?”

      “You’ve seen the weather here?”

      Lenny smiled. “Not bad.”

      The man nodded again. The serious eyes Lenny had seen in the shed were softened by an easy smile.

      “You’re not with the PRA?” asked Lenny.

      “Don’t know anybody who is. Maybe in the intellectual set, but around here? You’ve got people who don’t like them and people who don’t care as long as they get left alone.”

      They stood for a moment, then Lenny gestured toward the gray boats. “Those PRA?”

      “Yeah. The Grenadian navy. You’re looking at it.”

      “Surprised it’s not out on the water.”

      “Against your warships?”

      “Fair point. What about that one?” Lenny pointed the pipe wrench at the speedboat.

      “Nice piece of kit. That was Mr. Bishop’s.”

      “The prime minister?”

      “Former.”

      “I thought he was a communist.”

      “Socialist, but everyone likes a nice boat, don’t they? Not sure who owns it now.”

      “The people?”

      The man pulled a rag from his pocket and wiped his brow. “So what are you doing here?”

      “You haven’t heard the guns and helicopters?”

      “I mean you. You’re not a soldier.”

      Lenny looked at his shirt and pants. “Actually I am. I’m a Marine. I was here with the US Embassy when things went south.”

      The man nodded again. “They sure do know how to bugger up paradise.”

      “Us?”

      “You, them. All of us.”

      “Hopefully we’re not here too long. Then you can democratically elect someone.”

      “We did that. Didn’t turn out so well.”

      “I was told about a guy. Vivian Brathwaite.”

      “He’s decent enough. Better than this lot. But still a politician, if you know what I mean.”

      Lenny knew but he didn’t say so. “I should get going. Make sure the medical students are alright.”

      “Yeah.”

      “You should keep your head down,” said Lenny. “Maybe stay indoors until the shooting stops.”

      “I was indoors until you woke me up.”

      “Sorry about that.”

      “No harm done.”

      Lenny made to move away.

      “You gonna take that?” the man asked.

      Lenny realized he still held the wrench. He gave it back.

      “What’s your name?” he asked.

      “Will. You?”

      “Lenny.”

      “Pleasure. You ever want to go boating, come see me.”

      “Thanks, Will. I’ll remember that.”
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      OCTOBER 26, 1983

      Lucas woke as dawn broke and felt a change in the conditions. The air was different—the clouds had dispersed and alleviated some of the humidity. Darkness had not brought a cessation to the aircraft overhead. Lucas had heard the sound of planes coming and going at the airport most of the night. Those flights accounted for the other sensation: a distant rumble that he at first thought might be hunger. Then his brain and memory clicked into gear.

      The feel of heavy armored vehicles. Armored personnel carriers and tanks. The hulking vehicles had flown in on aircraft overnight, which told Lucas that the Americans held the airport.

      But things were far from over. Vietnam had taught everybody that. There were hills and hollows and jungle all over the island, places an enemy that knew the lay of the land could hide and ambush from. There was still fighting resistance from the forts and other artillery positions. Those guns were next to useless at night, but now, as light flowed down from the hilltops toward the valleys, air sorties would again become dangerous.

      That meant an air rescue from Government House was off the agenda in the short term. Despite that, Lucas figured that a fast break back to Mt. Wheldale might be the best option. He left Brathwaite sleeping and crept downstairs, then he sat in the dim office and dialed the number for Government House.

      He let it ring and ring until it rung out. Then he tried again and got the same result. There might be a good reason. They couldn’t have been airlifted—even at night, soldiers in artillery positions at the forts could see the lights of helicopters, and coming in dark to that hillside was unlikely. He considered whether the American armored vehicles could have gone up those hills overnight, but again, he was sure they were only now leaving the airport and wouldn’t have crossed town before dawn. So where was the governor-general and Brathwaite’s family?

      Lucas had to know.

      He woke Brathwaite. Lucas considered leaving a note, but he didn’t want Brathwaite to read something into it that wasn’t there and go off on his own expedition. So he told him that he was going on a quick reconnaissance mission but didn’t mention Government House or his wife and children. He said he’d be back soon and that Brathwaite should not leave the building. The Grenadian agreed.

      Lucas left via the back door and moved through the quiet town. There was a hum in the air, but all the locals remained indoors and PRA soldiers were either holding a position or sleeping.

      He looked for vehicles to borrow but saw nothing. It turned out to be a twenty-minute walk to Mt. Wheldale, mostly uphill. Lucas marched back to the checkpoint at the entrance to the road up to Government House. The armored vehicle that had been blocking the road was gone. He waited for five minutes, watching for movement.

      Seeing none, Lucas eased across the road and surveyed the area. Cigarette butts were the only indication that a checkpoint had been there at all, so he walked on. He kept his eye on the Coard residence just in case, but it too was dark and abandoned.

      The high ground was in full sunlight as he reached the governor-general’s residence. The bay below was still engulfed in darkness, but on the hill he could clearly see the gate to Government House was ajar.

      Carrying his pistol, Lucas slipped in through the gate, open just enough for him to get through but not enough for a vehicle to pass. He walked across the circular driveway, gravel and sand crunching underfoot. The front door was locked, and he didn’t want to call out to the SEALs if there were PRA soldiers around. But the vibe of the place was all wrong. The buzz of human habitation was absent. He climbed a trellised vine up onto the Italianate gallery and jimmied open a French door.

      He moved around the house on cat feet, willing the old wood floors to stay silent. The bedrooms were empty. The offices were unoccupied. The kitchen was vacant. Lucas left the basement for last. He felt his guts churn as the cooler air of the basement enveloped him. He flicked on a light.

      The basement was empty, too. The governor-general and everyone with him had disappeared.

      Lucas didn’t hang around. He went out the same French door and pulled it closed. Then he climbed down the vines and walked back to the gate, and considered his next move. The checkpoint guards were gone. Did that mean they had taken the residents of Government House with them? And what of the Navy SEALs? There were no spent shells, no sign of a firefight.

      He stepped out onto the road as the sun cast its brilliant light across the town center for the first time that day. Then Lucas looked back up the hill.

      And he froze.

      A drab-olive Jeep sat farther up the hill, adjacent to the former Bishop residence. When a man walked out to the military vehicle, Lucas recognized the BDUs of a US soldier.

      Lucas stepped out into the middle of the road and took out his new but already dog-eared diplomatic passport. “Friendly!” he called.

      The soldier stopped in place and pulled out his sidearm.

      Lucas raised his hands and called, “Friendly!” again.

      The soldier approached, looking down the sights of his pistol the entire time. As he got closer he spoke. “Who are you?”

      “Sergeant Lucas Burnside, British High Commission.” He didn’t feel the need to explain his Australian accent. Most Americans struggled to tell the difference, anyway.

      “You got ID?”

      “In my hand?”

      “You armed?”

      “Pistol in my right pocket.”

      The soldier told him to remove it by the butt and place it on the ground, then he took the passport. As he grabbed it, Lucas saw the insignia on his uniform.

      “You’re a Marine?”

      “Correct. Step back from the weapon.”

      Lucas moved back from the pistol on the ground. The Marine didn’t drop his aim and used one hand to open the passport. “What is your business here?”

      “I was on protection detail for the governor-general.”

      “You go on vacation or something?”

      “No, I had to retrieve someone.”

      “Who?”

      “Vivian Brathwaite. He’s a politician, I guess. Important guy.”

      “Brathwaite? So where is he?”

      “Hidden. I came back here when no one answered the phone.”

      “They’re gone.” He finally dropped his aim and held his pistol by his side. “And we were about to go looking for you.”

      “Where are they?”

      “We took this position earlier this morning.”

      “The checkpoint?” He glanced down the hill.

      “Fled in the night.”

      “So the SEALs?”

      “Gone as well. Once we connected with them, they decided to walk everyone out of here.”

      “Walk?”

      “Yep. There’s a sports field to the north. A couple of clicks but mostly downhill. The SEALs led them there and got a bird out to the Guam.”

      “They’re all safe?”

      “As far as I know. Should be having a shower and a full breakfast by now.”

      “Good to know.”

      “So, what about this Brathwaite guy?”

      “Like I said, hiding in town.”

      “You walk here?”

      “Yep.”

      “See many hostiles?”

      “None. They seem to be focused on the coastline.”

      “Alright. Let me get some men. We’ll drive you down and pick up this guy.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE

          

        

      

    

    
      Everyone from Government House was airlifted from Queen’s Park out to the command ship, USS Guam. Mrs. Brathwaite was given a cabin with her kids, who were too wired about being on a big navy ship to sleep.

      Sir Paul Scoon enjoyed that shower and a hot breakfast in the company of the operation commander. Vice Admiral Metcalf informed him that the airport was secure and the 82nd Airborne assisted the Rangers in clearing the high ground north of Point Salines, while the Marines who had taken Pearls were coming in from the north with little resistance.

      When Scoon asked how long Metcalf intended to keep American troops in his country, the vice admiral explained that the plan was to get the Rangers and Marines out by the end of day three, and leave the peacekeeping to the 82nd Airborne, who would remain for as short a time as possible and would leave with Scoon’s agreement.

      Scoon then told Metcalf that his place was on his island with his people. The commander was not a fan of the idea.

      “If Point Salines is secure, then I should be there.”

      Following breakfast, the governor-general, his wife, and US diplomats were shuttled back to Point Salines on army choppers. Having taken the terminal building the previous afternoon, Rangers and the 82nd Airborne had set up a command center, but Scoon wasn’t hanging around in a construction site.

      In addition to the terminal, Army Rangers had captured a colonial-style home at the west end of the airport known as the Great House that had been used by Cuban engineers working on the construction project. The building had been commandeered by the coalition of Caribbean forces that had now joined the Americans on the ground, so the governor-general’s party moved there.

      Once Scoon was settled in, the Barbados Defence Force general who was commanding the coalition, along with a US diplomat, presented Scoon with a sheaf of identical letters, each backdated and addressed to President Reagan and the prime ministers of Barbados, Jamaica, and Dominica. The letters requested the intervention that Scoon now found himself in the middle of.

      Scoon initially refused to sign despite having made his support clear to British diplomats and even Ventura prior to the intervention. After some back and forth, including phone calls to OECS members and Buckingham Palace, Scoon made a minor amendment to the letters and then signed, turning the invasion into an intervention and giving Operation Urgent Fury as much legitimacy as it was ever going to get. He then signed another document, this one reinstating the original constitution and giving the power of head of state to himself, as representative of Her Majesty the Queen.

      Next Scoon called the Barbadian general over and informed him that he, his wife, and his staff would retire to the nearby home of a friend to begin constructing an interim government. Scoon had two men in mind and had discussed the options with Buckingham Palace. One would head the interim government. The other would be a popular candidate for an elected government once voting could commence.

      “We have two candidates I wish to speak with,” said Scoon. “However one of them is out on Carriacou.”

      “I will arrange for the Barbados police to get there and provide protection,” said the general.

      “Very well.”

      “And the other candidate?”

      “Is here in St. George’s. His wife tells me he’s hiding in a travel agent’s shop in town. We must collect him, posthaste.”

      “We will make it so.”

      The general strode away to find a junior officer. He gave the officer the details and asked him to call Bridgetown and arrange a police squad to Carriacou and then find the address of a travel agent in the town center and prepare a team to collect a Mr. Vivian Brathwaite.
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        * * *

      

      The junior officer called Bridgetown and passed on the information. The police officer he spoke with told him a US Army helicopter had been made available and they would fly out the short distance to the small island to provide cover for Scoon’s candidate.

      Then the officer made another call. This one was local. The phone rang at Fort Frederick and was answered by a communications staffer, who was told to connect him to Captain Stratten. The officer waited for several minutes until Stratten came on the line.

      “What?”

      “Captain, you asked to be alerted about Mr. Brathwaite.”

      “Yes.”

      “Governor-General Scoon is at Point Salines with the Americans. He is forming an interim government.”

      “As expected.”

      “He has proposed Mr. Brathwaite as a candidate to head that interim body.”

      “Tell me something I don’t know.”

      “I know where Mr. Brathwaite is. I’ve been ordered to collect him.”

      “That is news. Tell me where.”

      The officer gave Stratten the information.

      “Good work. You will be remembered for this. Take your time going to get Mr. Brathwaite.”

      “Yes, Captain.”
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        * * *

      

      Captain Stratten marched from the comms room to the parapet overlooking the town. Colonel Devonshire stood alone at the wall.

      “Captain?”

      “I have word. Brathwaite has been tapped to head the interim government.”

      “Of course. That’s why we took him. And those idiots at Fort Rupert let him walk out.”

      “We know where he is.”

      Devonshire spun around to look at his man. “Where?”

      “Hiding in a shop in the town center.”

      “Go. Take care of it yourself. Grab him and bring him to me.”
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        * * *

      

      The armored car stopped on the empty street. Captain Stratten directed two men to smash the front window. Travel posters flew up into the air as the glass shattered. Stratten stepped through the window and into the shop. He pulled his sidearm and walked through the office, past four empty desks. At the rear he cleared the kitchenette then saw two doors. He pulled one open and found a utility closet. He pulled the second open and stuck his gun inside.

      But it was a staircase. He strode up with his pistol ready and found Vivian Brathwaite standing by the window, mouth agape.

      “Come with me,” said Stratten.

      “I don’t think so.”

      Stratten fired into a table lamp next to Brathwaite.

      “Next one is for you. Come with me.”

      The two soldiers grabbed Brathwaite by the arms and he winced in pain as they dragged him down the stairs and out the front window. They threw him hard into the armored vehicle and got in.

      He held his ribs, his face contorted. “Where are you taking me?”

      Stratten smiled but said nothing as the vehicle pulled away.
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        * * *

      

      The Marine drove cautiously. It was reasonable that he didn’t want to have an accident or run into an ambush, but Lucas figured he could have run down the hill to the town center and back in the same time. The Marines had moved at snail’s pace getting themselves together at the Bishop house, then moved out to the Jeep one at a time, sidearms drawn, as if under sniper fire. They eased into town, two Marines in the rear, one driving, and Lucas in the passenger seat. He got a spectacular view of the water as the day dragged on, but he wasn’t of a mind to enjoy it.

      They pulled into the street, and Lucas saw an armored personnel carrier move away at the other end of the road. When they reached the travel agency, his heart sank. The Marines had taken his pistol and had refused to give it back, so two of them went in and cleared the building. They returned in minutes to report that it was empty.

      “You check upstairs?” asked Lucas.

      “Yes, sir.”

      Lucas fumed.

      “I’ll call it in,” said the Marine. “Put people on the lookout for him.”

      Lucas said nothing but then had an idea. He got out and, though the Marines protested, climbed through the smashed window. He moved into the shop and sat down at the rear desk. He ignored the phone there, instead picking up the CB radio. Many small towns had an agreed local access frequency, where they could connect with anyone and then move to another channel to hold their conversations. Lucas assumed it was already set for such a channel, so he broadcast a message to be on the lookout for Vivian Brathwaite, possibly apprehended by PRA forces.

      He put the microphone down but stayed put. The governor-general was safe, so he had technically fulfilled his duty, but that wasn’t going to do. He had met Mrs. Brathwaite and their children, and he didn’t relish the idea of telling them he let the PRA take their loved one away again. This time his capture was unlikely to involve a long stay in a cell. The PRA were cleaning house.

      The Marine officer stepped in through the smashed window and came over to Lucas. “We’ve got to go.”

      “Sure. I’m gonna stay by the radio.”

      “You can get that channel on a walkie-talkie, you know.”

      “I do. But where should I go? If I go north, I might learn he went south.”

      “Your call.”

      “Thanks for the ride.”

      “You bet.” The Marine handed Lucas the pistol he had confiscated. “You might need this.”

      “Appreciate it.”

      Lucas watched the Marines bug out, then just stared out of the dark office at the bright street framed by jagged glass and fought the compulsion to move in a direction that might be the wrong one.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX

          

        

      

    

    
      Colonel Devonshire stood at the parapet at Fort Frederick and watched events unfold along the coast, like Napoleon watching over the battlefield at Waterloo. PRA troops had largely left the town center to take cover in the hills or to supplement the forces down toward Grand Anse beach. General Austin had suggested that having captured Point Salines and therefore the True Blue campus, that the Americans would focus their attention on the two hundred students at the Grand Anse medical school. He ordered additional troops to bolster positions around the campus to make any rescue as difficult as possible.

      It was the last order he gave.

      The NJM party committee members who had been at the fort, including Chairman Coard, had fled to hide among the people. After his final order, Austin had changed into civilian clothing and followed them. The rats were jumping ship.

      Devonshire wasn’t going to be the captain to go down with the vessel. He could see the number of aircraft landing at the airport and heard the rumble of tanks in the distance. His plan depended on getting south, where the Americans held their ground. The more vehicles and men they landed, the harder that would be. But he had to wait. There was just one more piece to play.

      He strode down to his office. All the civilian workers had deserted their positions, so the hallways were empty. Devonshire changed out of his uniform and into a plaid shirt, then he put his uniform shirt back on over it and pulled on his uniform cap.

      When Devonshire walked out to the gate, he saw one of his two most trusted officers, Captain Walters, waiting in an unmarked civilian sedan. He got in the front, but they didn’t leave.

      A couple of minutes passed before an armored personnel carrier rolled in through the gates and stopped near the sedan. Captain Stratten stepped out, dragging Vivian Brathwaite behind him. Stratten pushed Brathwaite into the back seat of the sedan but didn’t immediately follow. Instead he leaned into the front window to speak to Devonshire.

      “I just got a message, sir. We found the girl.”

      “The witness?”

      “Yes. I can take care of her.”

      “No. I need you with me now. Send these men. Tell them she is an American spy and must be eliminated or more of our fellow Grenadians will die. Do it now.”

      Stratten turned back to the APC and gave the orders to the two men who had helped him capture Brathwaite. They listened and then drove away. Stratten got into the car beside Brathwaite, and Walters looked to his colonel.

      “Let’s go,” he said.
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        * * *

      

      Captain Walters took the back roads. It was the long way and uncomfortable across potholed dirt tracks, but he had grown up on these roads. They offered not only a way around the main thoroughfare between the town and airport, but they also were routes the heavy American vehicles could not traverse. Dense jungle overgrowth scraped at the car’s paint as Walters navigated up and around the hills. The worst thing they could run into here would be an American Jeep, and they felt confident they could fight their way past that.

      As it was, the Americans hadn’t gotten to the back roads yet, so they drove east and then south without hindrance, until they were about two hundred meters from their destination. American artillery—possibly strafing fire from their aircraft gunships—had torn the dirt road apart. A series of craters prevented any regular vehicle from progressing.

      “We go on foot,” said Devonshire.

      Walters got out. He removed his uniform shirt and replaced it with a plain white button-up. Stratten had changed into a civilian shirt during the ride. The four men walked one behind the other down the hill toward the water, Walters taking point followed by Brathwaite. Stratten held a pistol to Brathwaite’s back to keep his pace. Devonshire, bringing up the rear, looked out to the water, expecting to see American ships everywhere.

      He saw none, and a sly smile cracked across his face.
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        * * *

      

      Arthur Trowbridge loved Grenada but not its so-called government. He had been born in Milton Keynes, England, to Grenadian parents, and had first visited the island in his twenties. By the time he reached thirty, he was done with the rain and cold of Britain. He moved back to Grenada, where he met a woman, started a business importing British foods into the Caribbean, and enjoyed paradise. Until the socialists took over.

      They hadn’t messed with his business directly, but the writing was on the wall. After Bishop’s killing, the Marxist direction of those in charge was evident. So Arthur followed events closely. He watched the American birds flying into the nearby airport and listened to the chatter on his CB radio in his front room.

      He was sitting there with a cup of tea when he saw four men walking single file down the road. They were a strange-looking bunch. Three wore regular shirts but the unmistakable trousers of the People’s Revolutionary Army. The remaining man was in all civvies, and the most significant thing Arthur noticed about him was he had a gun pointed at his back. When Arthur concentrated on the man himself, his memory kicked in to the radio call he had heard earlier.

      So Arthur did his bit. He got on the CB and called in. Arthur knew the man who had issued the bulletin was Australian, so when he answered he understood he had the right person. He told him to switch to channel 25, then he repeated what he saw.

      “Four men. Three military but in civilian shirts. And the fourth is definitely Vivian Brathwaite.”
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        * * *

      

      Lucas had his photocopied map on the desk. “Where are you?”

      “North of Lance aux Epines peninsula,” said the Englishman.

      Lucas checked his map. There was no such peninsula marked, but he did see a beach with that name, about a kilometer east of the True Blue campus. The PRA seemed to be taking Brathwaite toward the American stronghold at the airport, which made no sense.

      “You have any idea where they might be going?”

      “Not really.”

      “Is there a PRA base down there?”

      “There’s one at Calivigny, but they’re walking away from it. They’re definitely headed to the coast.”

      “What’s down there?”

      “Houses. A beach. Oh, there’s a marina.”

      “A marina? Where?”

      “Top of the cove, west of Lance aux Epines.”

      Lucas ran his finger along the map to the top of the next cove. Nothing was indicated on his map, but the direction was clear. Straight through town, out to The Lime, and then south. A road sure to be full of advancing US soldiers, if not in the midst of fighting.

      “Thanks, mate.”

      “Anything to get those bastards out. You want me to radio the marina?”

      “You can do that?”

      “Of course. I know Will, the guy who runs things down there. He’ll be tuned in to marine radio, but I’ve got that, too.”

      “Yeah, radio him. Tell him to stay hidden. Don’t approach these guys. And tell him if a blond Aussie turns up not to shoot him.”

      Lucas dropped the CB radio mic, snatched up his map, and ran out the back.

      He had waited hours for information, keeping himself busy by poking around upstairs, peeking into cabinets and rustling through drawers. He had come across the key in the fruit bowl and slipped it into his pocket, then spent some time searching for what it belonged to. Now as the afternoon shadows grew long, he lifted the single garage door and got on the lemon yellow Vespa that matched the key. He fired up the little scooter and skidded out of the garage.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN

          

        

      

    

    
      The plan went sour from the beginning. The officers in charge of Operation Urgent Fury—Vice Admiral Joseph Metcalf and General Norman Schwarzkopf—were as alarmed as anyone to learn that the True Blue campus was home to only about a third of the American students on the island. Immediately, plans were developed to rescue the rest, but no operation could be mounted until they had safe passage from the airport to the other campus at Grand Anse beach, possibly another day or two.

      But as General Schwarzkopf watched events unfold from the bridge of the USS Guam, he realized there were a dozen Marine helicopters at the ready on the flight deck below him. He contacted the commanding officer at Point Salines and asked if they could do an air assault via the beach. The response was that if they could use the Rangers already on the ground—who were specifically trained for raid missions—then it was possible.

      Schwarzkopf passed the idea by Vice Admiral Metcalf whose response was “Great. Make it happen.”

      The plan stumbled at the first hurdle when the Marine colonel in charge of the helicopters refused to fly army soldiers on Marine aircraft. He suggested they use Marines instead, which would require a twenty-four-hour delay.

      The army general and navy vice admiral made it clear that although the Marine wasn’t in their chain of command, they both knew the commandant of the Marine Corps personally, and they would happily call him to make sure the colonel spent the rest of his military life on a one-man base a thousand miles north of Juneau, Alaska.

      The Marine helicopters flew to Point Salines shortly thereafter. CH-46 transports collected the Rangers with a plan to drop them on the beach two nautical miles away at Grand Anse, where the Rangers would establish contact with the students and ensure a safe landing zone. Heavy-lift CH-53D helicopters would then collect the students and fly them to the Guam, and the CH-46s would return for the Rangers.

      The whole thing was slated to take a half hour. But the men involved didn’t share their superiors’ confidence. They had no reconnaissance on the area and expected considerable resistance. Everyone was thinking about the aborted Iranian hostage rescue that had gone so horribly wrong a few years previous.

      From his office at True Blue, Ray Becker was able to establish phone contact with the Grand Anse campus to arrange for the students to gather in a residential building near the beach prior to the operation. They hung white sheets to mark their position and hunkered down to wait. Becker passed on the limited intelligence he was able to garner on opposition forces, which amounted to not much of anything.

      Fifteen minutes before takeoff, the mission was delayed to allow an additional fifty off-campus students to get to the rendezvous.

      An Air Force AC-130H Spectre launched the attack with fire upon Grenadian positions in and to the north of the campus. The gunship took fire from a four-barrel antiaircraft gun about 500 meters north of the campus, so as a Navy A-7 continued strafing runs over the campus, the Spectre turned its firepower on the heavy gun and removed it from the face of the earth.

      Some of the gunfire destroyed buildings only a hundred meters from where the frightened students lay on the floor of the dorm building. Then the students saw something out of Apocalypse Now as the CH-46s flew into the beach in groups of three. One student started humming “Ride of the Valkyries.”

      The beach was much more narrow than reported. Pilots struggled to find landing space between the water and the palm trees that lined the beach. Some dropped their soldiers into waist-deep water, others landed farther down the beach than intended.

      Rangers rendezvoused with students then marshaled them out to the CH-53Ds that had dropped in to collect them. Two hundred and thirty students and a British couple on honeymoon in a nearby bungalow were evacuated in five flights. Once the students were on their way to the base at Point Salines, the Rangers fired flares, signaling the CH-46 helicopters to return.

      The CH-46s were subjected to more gunfire now. Mortar rounds exploded across the beach. When one chopper hit a palm tree, the trunk fell into the rotors. The crew jumped out of the stricken aircraft and ran to another, but in the chaos eleven Rangers were left behind.

      The plan covered such an eventuality. The soldiers were to move south along the shore toward the advancing 82nd Airborne. But with the sun setting, the Rangers were wary of friendly fire come nightfall. They had arrived from Point Salines and knew the mood of the men there—everyone was twitchy and potentially trigger-happy.

      Instead, the Rangers raided the fallen helicopter and retrieved rubber life rafts that they would use to paddle out to sea under darkness, knowing patrols from one of the numerous navy ships would spot them.
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        * * *

      

      Lenny was standing near the command center in the terminal building and saw the CH-53Ds land at Point Salines. Students were disgorged from the metal birds and ran toward a holding area that had been set up for the True Blue students. Lenny and a couple of Rangers had even retrieved Simon and the soldiers he had taken prisoner. The Grenadian soldiers had been transported to the former Cuban worker compound that had become a POW camp under the watch of the Caribbean police contingent.

      Simon sat in the corner of the terminal building, sipping a soda and not saying a word. Lenny had expected the student to report him to officers for keeping him tied up, but it seemed that with the arrival of US forces he had decided that maintaining a low profile was better than being called out by a fellow student as a Soviet sympathizer.

      As Lenny watched the students dashing across the tarmac, an army radio operator yelled at him.

      “Hey, Marine.”

      The soldier knew Lenny’s rank but wasn’t planning on using it. Lenny wandered over to him.

      “What’s up, grunt?”

      “You asked me to keep an ear out about this guy, Brathwaite?”

      “That’s right.”

      “I picked up a call on the local chatter channel. Civilian CB. Your man was spotted with three PRA.”

      “Where?”

      “Some place called Lance aux Epines.”

      Lenny knew the peninsula and the beach where the Sea King had recused the downed Delta team.

      “Anything else?”

      “They were headed to an unspecified marina.”

      Lenny thought about the marina where he had hidden. “You got marine radio here?”

      “We’re army.”

      “Not Marine Corps, soldier. Civilian marine radio.”

      “No, I don’t.”

      “Damn,” said Lenny.

      “But he does.” The soldier was at a trestle table lined with radio equipment being monitored by three men. He pointed to the private at the other end.

      “Moore,” he said, “you got civilian marine?”

      “Yep.”

      Lenny moved over to him. “I need you to put out a call for a guy called Will at the Lance aux Epines marina.”

      “This ain’t a phone exchange, pal.”

      “What’s your name, soldier? Kasperwitz? Let me check the spelling on that so I get it right when the Pentagon asks why the next prime minister of the country we just invaded got killed under our watch.”

      The soldier adjusted his headset and put out the call. There was a response within a minute. He handed the headset to Lenny.

      “Is that Will?”

      “Yeah, who’s this?”

      “Lenny. You said I should call you if I wanted to go boating.”

      “Yeah, right. You pick your moments.”

      “Why’s that?”

      “Things just got busy.”

      “How so?”

      “Three PRA soldiers just arrived, although they seemed to be in half casual dress. But I recognized one guy, Colonel Devonshire. Austin’s right-hand man. And that politician you mentioned.”

      “Brathwaite?”

      “That’s him. He was with them but not willingly, if you know what I mean.”

      “What were they doing?”

      “They unlocked a big machine gun from the shed and mounted it on the patrol boat. Then they took off.”

      “We’ve got ships surrounding the island,” said Lenny.

      “You have any in Venezuelan waters?”

      “I doubt it. How far is Venezuela?”

      “About a hundred and thirty kays. Say, seventy nautical miles.”

      “How long ago did they leave?”

      “Only a few minutes.”

      “Thanks, Will. Appreciate you.”

      “Anytime.”

      Lenny tossed the headset to the radio operator and marched over to the door. The sun was sliding toward the horizon, and in this part of the world twilight happened in the blink of an eye. Within the hour it would be dark, and unless they blasted a spotlight, a small patrol boat would be lost to him. But he couldn’t get to the marina in time, that was for sure.

      As he observed the last of the students running into the terminal building, his eyes followed the line back out to the tarmac and the CH-53D with its rotors still whipping around.

      Lenny ran out to the helicopter and jumped up into the fuselage. A Marine crewman put his palm out.

      “Wrong way,” he said. “Students are heading in, not out.”

      “I’m not a student. I’m a Marine.”

      The Marine looked him up and down. “And I’m Bugs Bunny.”

      “I need to talk to the pilot.”

      “Not today, sir.”

      “Listen, my name is Sergeant Lenny Cox, and I need to talk to the pilot urgently.”

      The Marine was about to speak but stopped when a voice from the cockpit rose above the engine noise.

      “Cox?”

      Lenny stepped in, stuck his head between the seats, and looked into the cockpit.

      “Lenny Cox,” said the pilot.

      “Benson?” said Lenny. He knew the pilot from a training op at Camp Lejeune.

      “What the hell are you doing here, Cox? Can’t see much need for a sniper on this job.”

      “Long story, and I’ll tell you over a beer sometime, but right now, I need to get out over the water.”

      “We’ve got a bit of a thing going on here, big guy, in case you haven’t noticed.”

      “I know. And the enemy has kidnapped the guy who they’re proposing as the next prime minister. They’re going to kill him.”

      “How is this my problem?”

      “They’re escaping by boat.”

      “You do know we’ve got like a thousand naval vessels surrounding this patch of paradise, right?”

      “How many between here and Venezuela?”

      The pilot gently shook his head. “Ah, hell. Strap in.”

      “You got artillery on board?”

      “The usual. We’re just collecting people today.”

      “Give me a minute.”

      Lenny jumped out and ran back into the terminal. At the far side from where the students were congregating, he found an 82nd Airborne soldier standing guard over a weapons cache—as Grenadian soldiers surrendered, their arms were taken and stored here. Lenny told the soldier he needed a long gun. The guy gave him a frown.

      Lenny knew it was going to be a tough sell, especially since he wasn’t in any kind of uniform. Then he saw Captain Brashear. He called to the Ranger, who walked over.

      “I need a gun.”

      “I don’t have your weapon, Marine. You really need to look after your things.”

      “I mean a long rifle. And I need it now.” As a Marine, Lenny expected grief from an Army Ranger, but he hoped he had built up a little goodwill with the officer.

      Brashear turned to the duty guard. “Private, do you have any long guns under your care?”

      “Yes, sir.”

      “What do you need, Marine?”

      “Something that shoots long and straight.”

      “Show the Marine, soldier.”

      “Yes, sir.”

      The private led Lenny to a pile of rifles. Most were bolt action or AKM variants. Then Lenny saw something he liked and picked it up.

      “What is that, an AK-47?” asked the private.

      “Dragunov SVD. Based on the AK but more accurate, if you have the right ammo. You got any?”

      The private pointed Lenny to another area where they were stockpiling ammunition. He tossed some boxes around, looking for something better than standard but not finding it. He didn’t have time to get too particular, so he grabbed a box.

      “Souvenirs?” asked the private.

      “No,” said Lenny. “These boys have a job to do.”

      Lenny ran out to the chopper and made the signal to take off. Everyone grabbed a hold. The pilot lifted the bird up and was banking south before they were a hundred feet in the air. Then the Marine who had held Lenny up pointed to his headset and to another hanging near Lenny. He put it on.

      The voice on the radio was ordering the pilot to return to the USS Guam. Lenny jumped in.

      “This is Sergeant Lenny Cox. We have intel that a major ring leader in the coup is escaping by boat.”

      “Then call the navy.”

      “I don’t have that number. You’re on the Guam, right? Perhaps you can pass this message along. The last Grenadian prime minister was murdered, so we invaded, and now the next one will be murdered because you wanted us to return to base for poker night. Can you tell them that? I’ll hold.”

      There was a moment of static, then they were given the okay to follow the boat.

      “Stay in international waters. You are not authorized to enter Venezuelan waters.”

      “Aye, aye,” said the pilot. He flicked a switch to kill the comms to the Guam and turned to Lenny. “You’re going to be popular. Those guys have memories like elephants.”

      “I’m not really Pentagon material, anyway.”

      “I wasn’t talking about becoming an officer. How many people have you used that story on today?”

      “More than I would have thought necessary. I had assumed we were all on the same team.”

      “You’re a funny guy. Now where are we going?”

      “Head for Venezuela.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT

          

        

      

    

    
      The armored personnel carrier stopped outside John Berry’s house. Hearing its rumbling approach, Berry ordered his wife and Blossom into the walk-in pantry. He was at the front door as two soldiers approached.

      “Can I help you fellows?” he asked as he stepped out and closed the door behind him.

      “We want the girl,” said one.

      “What girl?”

      “Don’t play games. We know she’s here.”

      “I don’t know who you’re after, but you do see the airplanes landing, don’t you? The Americans are here.”

      He raised his rifle and pointed it at Berry. “Tell me where she is.”

      “Who?”

      “Blossom.”

      “Why would you want Blossom?”

      “I have orders.”

      “I’m sure you do. But I am the British permanent representative, and you do not have permission to enter this building.”

      “The girl is a US spy and must be detained.”

      “I can assure you she is no such thing, but if she must be detained, then fine. Detain her here. You can stand guard right where you are.”

      “No. We have orders.”

      “To detain her where? Fort Frederick? My information is that all the committee members have fled the fort. So why take her there? The Americans will hold it by lunchtime tomorrow, if not sooner.”

      The second soldier raised his rifle at Berry’s head.

      “You don’t intend to detain her, do you?” Berry gulped but lifted his chin in stoic defiance. “You plan to shoot her. Well, you will have to go through me.”

      The first soldier pulled the bolt back on his rifle. Berry was focused on it, so he didn’t notice the second man step forward and thrust the butt of his gun into Berry’s stomach. The British diplomat doubled over, and the soldiers burst into his home. They spread out, one through the living room and the other down the hallway. They checked bedrooms, peeking in closets and under beds, and met up in the kitchen as Berry staggered inside.

      “Stop!” he yelled. His face was flushed and he held his stomach.

      The first soldier pulled the pantry door open. The two women were sitting on the floor surrounded by cans of beans and soup. Blossom was in tears. Jean Berry, her mouth a flat line, her brows knitted, stood up in front of Blossom. The soldier raised his weapon.

      “How dare you point that at me,” she snarled.

      “Move, lady.”

      “No. You are not taking this girl. You or the evil thugs to whom you report.”

      “I said move.”

      “And I said no.” Mrs. Berry lifted her chin in the same way her husband had done, and he knew how much good that had done for him, so he stepped forward.

      “Wait,” Berry said to the men. “You don’t want to do this.”

      “You are interfering with the People’s Revolutionary Army,” said the soldier without taking his aim from Jean Berry. “You are counterrevolutionaries.”

      “Look around you,” said the diplomat. “The revolution is over, sir. The committee has fled. The Americans are rolling into town. And you’ve been ordered to kill an innocent girl. Who do you think the Americans will hold to account for that? The people who gave you the orders? Where are they? Gone?”

      “We have our orders.”

      “I repeat: to kill an innocent girl. Look at her. She’s no spy. And if the committee have fled, who is giving you such an order?”

      “Our senior officer.”

      “General Austin?”

      “No. It does not matter.”

      “Colonel Devonshire, then?”

      The soldier glanced at Berry.

      “Ah, yes,” said Berry. “Devonshire. Do you know why he wants her dead? Because she worked at the fort and saw it all happen. She saw who murdered Mr. Bishop.”

      “Bishop attacked the fort and was killed in battle.”

      “Is that what they told you? No, friend, that’s not what happened. Mr. Bishop was captured, he and some of his people. Then Colonel Devonshire ordered his men to execute them.”

      “You lie.”

      “I have no reason to lie. But this girl saw Ms. Creft, who was seven months’ pregnant, shot to death. Are those the kinds of people you fight for?”

      The first soldier shifted his aim away from Mrs. Berry.

      “Where was Colonel Devonshire when he gave you this order?” asked John.

      The soldier looked at his comrade, then at Berry. “At Fort Frederick.”

      “And what was he doing there?”

      “He was in a car.”

      “In a car? And why would he be in a car if the fort is the PRA’s headquarters? Don’t you see? He’s got you committing murder to cover his tracks.”

      The soldier crinkled as if in thought.

      “Think, friends,” he said, addressing them both. “The committee have fled and now your officers have driven off to go hide. They left you to do the dirty work, to harm an innocent child. The Americans are here—the revolution is over—so now you must choose. Do you undertake the orders of officers who have led us to this trouble, who have murdered and forsaken this beautiful country? Or do you put down your weapons and return to your homes, to your own families?”

      The two soldiers looked at each other. They knew something didn’t add up.

      “Radio in,” said the first one. “Confirm the order.”

      The second soldier walked out of the house toward the APC. Then he returned.

      “No one is answering. I got another unit on the radio, but they cannot reach the general or the colonel. They say they have reports of the Americans being welcomed in the villages to the north. People are celebrating.”

      The first soldier looked at Berry. He didn’t look at Blossom. He didn’t down his rifle. Instead, he slung it over his shoulder and left, his comrade following. Berry walked to the door to make sure they had gone. He saw them walk past the APC and continue up the hill, away from the guns and the Americans and the lies they had been told.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE

          

        

      

    

    
      Lucas tore through the streets on the Vespa. American soldiers were marching up from the airport, but he just waved at them like they were all tourists. The soldiers didn’t wave back, but they didn’t shoot, either, and that was good enough for him.

      He sped past the airport and saw through the chain-link fence that it was now a full, operating base. Things were close to over. That explained why whoever was taking Brathwaite was acting now. This was clearly the escape plan. Lucas followed the map in his head down a short dirt road that opened up to a marina. There were a few boats at dock and more moored at floats out on the bay.

      A man at the dock was leaning against a piling, hands in pockets, like he had all the time in the world, and that world wasn’t exploding around him.

      Lucas hit the brakes and was off the scooter before it dropped and skidded across the gravel. He kept in stride and headed over to the man.

      “You the bloke who manages this place?” he asked.

      “More or less.”

      “Tough job?”

      “Not most days.”

      “Doing it long?”

      “Long enough. Hope to do it longer.”

      “You responsible for security?”

      “Not sure. Never really had a call for it before.”

      “Would you get into trouble if a boat went missing?”

      “Not in the middle of a war, I’d say.”

      Lucas glanced at the two boats tied at the dock. One was gray primer and ugly, the other looked like a bullet had mated with a hot rod.

      “That gray boat belong to the PRA?”

      “It does.”

      “So no soldiers took off from here?”

      “Oh, they did.”

      “They did?”

      “Uh-huh. There are two of those.”

      “You got a key for that one?”

      “Don’t matter.”

      “Why?”

      “I checked it after the other guys left. They cut the fuel line in two places. It’ll take a while to fix.”

      “The other guys, were they PRA?”

      “Yep.”

      “All of them?”

      “Except Mr. Brathwaite.”

      “Who took him?”

      “Colonel Devonshire and his henchman.”

      Lucas turned to the nice speedboat. “Whose is that one?”

      “That belonged to the late prime minister, Mr. Bishop.”

      “I thought he was a socialist.”

      “That’s what the Marine said.”

      “What Marine?”

      “Lenny, his name was.”

      “You met Lenny? He’s a mate of mine. I’m Lucas, by the way.”

      “I’m Will. And your mate asked me about Mr. Brathwaite, and now they’ve taken him. Don’t s’pose that’s a good thing.”

      “No. Do you think anyone will mind if I borrow this boat?”

      “Like I told Lenny, I don’t rightly know who owns it now.”

      “Do I need to hot-wire it?”

      “Nah, I put the key in the ignition. There’s a nav chart on the console, too.”

      “And the fuel lines?”

      “Not so easily accessible to those in a hurry.”

      “Thanks, mate.”

      Lucas jumped down into the speedboat. “Which way do you reckon?”

      Will pointed. “They’ve got a good head start.”

      Lucas looked at the other patrol boat and then smiled at Will. “Reckon I’ve got the horses to catch ’em.”

      He fired up the boat with a throaty rumble. Then he waved to Will and hit the throttle. He ignored a no-wake zone and shot out of the bay at full speed. The Caribbean Sea wasn’t exactly glassy, but it wasn’t too rough now, and the speedboat coasted across the water at a hundred kilometers per hour.

      As he went, Lucas did the math. Notwithstanding bilateral agreements that he had no idea about, new maritime law that had been agreed at the UN the previous year allowed for a coastal state like Venezuela to a twelve-nautical-mile sea boundary known as territorial waters. There was a further twelve-nautical-mile boundary known as contiguous waters, which allowed a nation some rights but fewer than the territorial designation. Then there was a 200-nautical-mile economic zone, which didn’t feel relevant given there was only about seventy nautical miles between Grenada and Venezuela, according to the charts Will had supplied.

      Lucas figured the territorial boundary was a hard no for him to pass. The contiguous boundary was a soft no. He hoped he didn’t hit either.

      He scanned the horizon as he shot across the water for the best part of an hour. He was about twenty-seven nautical miles from the South American coast and close to giving up when he saw the patrol boat. It was south and east of his heading and doing less than twenty knots. Unlike his ride, the patrol boat wasn’t built for comfort or speed, so he nudged the wheel to slide in near the gray vessel. By the time he got close enough to see three people aboard, he figured he only had a few minutes before they technically entered some kind of contested water.

      The problem was he was following a patrol boat on the high seas with nothing but a pistol. He could clearly make out a rear-mounted gun of substantial size on the stern of the patrol boat. As he was tossing around the options, someone stepped in behind the heavy gun and opened fire. Lucas turned hard on the wheel as bullets punctured the windscreen. The boat dug into the water, and the stern fishtailed. Lucas held on for fear of capsizing. He yanked back the throttle and spun in place, creating his own whirlpool.

      Rounds peppered the water around him as he came to a stop. He fixed his eyes on the gunner, who stopped firing as they zoomed away. Lucas was done. There was no way to get near that boat.

      Then he heard a roar, and a massive helicopter zoomed in low over him, no more than twenty meters above the water. The surrounding water turned rough as the rotors churned the air and sea, and Lucas shielded his eyes to gaze up at the huge bird.

      He saw his mate in the open cargo door. Lenny put his hands together in front of his chest then swept them out to the side in a magician’s ta-da gesture. He held up a rifle and pointed at the patrol boat.

      The helicopter banked away, chasing the escaping boat, and Lucas smiled as he punched the throttle again and rocketed across the water like a torpedo.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER THIRTY

          

        

      

    

    
      Benson flew in behind the patrol boat and was instantly pummeled. Rounds thunked into the fuselage as he jerked the stick and bore away. He called Lenny through his helmet headset.

      “We can’t take that kind of fire,” he yelled. “We don’t have an armored underbelly. We’re basically a flying Greyhound bus.”

      “Go to the side. Just get me a shot.”

      A crewman pulled an aerial platform sling across the doorway. It was a thick canvas strap that he attached to the forward side of the door, then to the rear side and ratcheted it tight. As soon as he pulled it home, Lenny placed the rifle barrel on it, giving him a semi-stable base from which to fire.

      They moved up alongside the patrol boat, but the soldier spun the heavy gun on its turret and fired at them again. Benson banked away hard, and everyone held on tight to avoid falling out of the open doors. As the helo steadied and leveled out, the pilot called to Lenny.

      “I can’t hover near him. We’re just cannon fodder.”

      “And this rifle can’t shoot farther than that big gun,” said Lenny.

      “Then checkmate.”

      Lenny smiled. “No, just check. Look!”

      The gun was swiveling in place and redirecting its fire pattern down and across the water. Lenny saw the rounds exploding around the speedboat, coming up on the patrol boat’s port side.

      “Lucas has their attention but not for long.”

      Benson didn’t wait for instruction. He dived toward the patrol boat’s starboard side, then, just as quickly, pulled the bird level. In a commercial airliner, the maneuver would have had people reaching for the sick bags, but the Marines on board were ready. As soon as the CH-53D leveled, Lenny had his eye to the scope.

      The Soviet rifle was accurate to over 600 meters with regular ammunition, and the helicopter was now no more than 200 meters off the boat’s starboard flank. Lenny balanced against the sling and then aimed. Reloading a ten-round magazine in a bouncing chopper was difficult at best, so he wanted to make his shots count.

      The machine gun on the patrol boat swung wide, and rounds peppered the water near Lucas’s vessel. Then a series of bullets punctured the bow—the speedboat was hit.

      Lenny aimed and fired.

      Nothing happened.

      The shot went high and wide, missing the target and disappearing in the water. Lenny adjusted, allowing for the movement of the helicopter relative to the boat, and fired again.

      The gunner’s chest ripped apart.

      The 7.62mm x 54mm rounds from the rifle pounded with such force that the gunner was punched right off the side of the boat. The heavy barrel flopped skyward, silent.
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        * * *

      

      Colonel Devonshire was at the wheel of the patrol boat, but his eyes were on the speedboat that was trying to outmaneuver him. In his peripheral vision, he saw a red mist burst into the air and Captain Walters flipped over the gunwale.

      Devonshire spun toward the helicopter. The Americans were firing at them. They needed to get that retched helicopter out of the air, or at least away for a little while longer. He pulled his pistol out and fired three shots at the big bird. He knew he wasn’t holding an antiaircraft weapon in his hand, but he hoped the return fire might persuade the pilot to move away. It did not.

      He gazed up at the chopper and saw a man standing in the open doorway resting a rifle across some kind of sling. But instead of aiming, he was peering down at Devonshire. The man looked familiar. Devonshire’s mind flashed back to all the faces he had seen over the past days. This man had been at True Blue when Devonshire had inspected it for counterrevolutionaries. He was a student at the medical school. Or with those shooting skills, more likely a CIA plant.

      “Get on the gun,” Devonshire yelled at Captain Stratten, who was standing just aft of him. He looked at his senior officer, then at the gun. As the boat was buffeted by the water, Stratten used the seats to balance as he made his way back toward the weapon.

      A spark like a firecracker burst off the side of the heavy gun as a bullet ricocheted. Stratten ducked instinctively then looked up at the helicopter to see that the marksman was tracking him through his scope. The captain glanced back at the gun turret. The round hadn’t damaged the gun at all, but it was a demonstration of how good a shot the man was. Stratten turned back to his colonel.

      “We must stop, Colonel,” he yelled. “He’ll pick us off.”

      “We have an antiaircraft gun, Captain. Shoot that damn chopper out of the sky.”

      “But Colonel⁠—”

      “Do it!”

      Captain Stratten turned back to the gun. He hesitated. Devonshire shook his head. Walters wasn’t able to shoot the helicopter down before the sniper got him, but that only proved how inept the man was—after all, the thing was a big gun, designed to obliterate aircraft.

      At the helm Devonshire held his pistol high, aimed at Stratten’s chest. “Do it, Captain!”

      Stratten edged toward the gun. As he reached the turret, another round hit the gunwale in front of him. He rushed over, grabbed hold of the gun, and swung it around.

      The next bullet hit him in the bicep. Unlike Walters, Stratten didn’t go for a swim. He fell back onto the deck, blood splattering across the gray paintwork. Stratten howled and grabbed at his arm. When Stratten looked up at Devonshire, there was fear in the officer’s eyes. Always the tough guy, now reduced to a spineless child.

      Stratten levered himself to his knees. “We must stop, Colonel!”

      “Get to that gun!” screamed Devonshire.

      “Colonel, they will kill us all.”

      “I am ordering you to man that gun.”

      Stratten said nothing. The revolution had left him when the bullet punctured his muscle. He charged at Devonshire.

      Devonshire didn’t hesitate. He squeezed the trigger and Stratten’s head blew apart.

      The man fell where he had stood, except for the parts of him that were plastered across the stern of the boat. Devonshire paid no more attention to him. He knew he couldn’t operate the craft and the gun at the same time, but he wouldn’t need to if he could get to where they could not follow.
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        * * *

      

      Lenny took his eye from the scope.

      “Well, that was unexpected,” he said.

      “What happened?” asked the pilot.

      “Devonshire just shot his own man.”

      “So no one is on the gun?”

      “Exactly.”

      The pilot eased the cyclic to close in on the boat.

      “Whatever you’re going to do, you better do it now,” said the pilot. “We’re getting very close to Venezuelan waters.”

      Lenny put his eye to the scope again, found the boat in the reticle, and moved it toward Devonshire at the controls. As he lined up the shot, the Grenadian officer leaned over and pulled someone in front of him.

      “Damn,” Lenny whispered as he saw Vivian Brathwaite become Devonshire’s shield.

      “You’ve got about thirty seconds,” said the pilot. “I just received orders. We go no farther than contiguous waters.”

      Lenny didn’t reply. He just focused on the men in his scope. He could hit a soda can from a thousand yards on a still day with proper equipment. But not with an old Soviet rifle from a moving helicopter shooting at a target hidden behind a friendly on a speeding boat.

      He pulled away from the shot. This time he spoke out loud, enough for the crew to hear.

      “Damn.”
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      Lucas roared in from the port side of the patrol boat. He saw Devonshire use Brathwaite as a shield and Lenny pull away from his firing position, so he wrenched the wheel and came in fast.

      Devonshire was still moving full throttle, but his attention was on the gun in the helicopter. So Lucas slammed his boat hard into the side of the other vessel.

      Brathwaite went flying onto the deck, and Devonshire let out a howl when his back hit the console. He snarled as he turned to Lucas, only meters away, their boats side by side. The colonel, still gripping his pistol, pointed it at Lucas and started firing. Lucas ducked under the gunwale but didn’t pull away.
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        * * *

      

      Lucas’s maneuver opened up the shot. Lenny had his eye to the scope before Brathwaite hit the deck. Devonshire, against the console, was facing away, toward Lucas, who was using himself as cannon fodder. Lenny allowed for the movement as much as he could, then he gently pulled the trigger.

      Lenny’s round shot right through Devonshire’s neck and cracked a hole in the windshield. The colonel’s body dropped. But the patrol boat’s throttle was still engaged and the rudder held steady, so it zoomed on toward Venezuela.

      Suddenly, the CH-53D pulled into a hover. Lenny spun toward the cabin and spoke to the pilot.

      “What’s happening?”

      “That’s as far as we go, Sergeant. Orders are orders.”
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        * * *

      

      Lucas had no such orders. He might have gotten them had someone senior been around, but in lieu of orders, Lucas went with his judgment. And his judgment said to save Vivian Brathwaite.

      But Brathwaite was nowhere to be seen. He had hit the deck when Lucas had crashed into the patrol boat, but he had not reappeared. He might be dead, or unconscious, or just plain petrified and curled up in a ball.

      Lucas pulled in alongside the gray boat and yelled for Brathwaite. He had no idea if he could be heard over the roar of the patrol boat’s engine and his vessel’s own massive inboard. He got no response.

      There was no way he was jumping from one boat to the other even at less than twenty knots, and ramming the patrol vessel had done more damage to his fancy speedboat than to the military craft. He needed to slow things down.

      Lucas eased away from the other boat then slammed the throttle. Like an Olympic sprinter, the speedboat rushed forward. Once he was ahead, Lucas moved in front of the other boat and reduced his speed. When the patrol boat reach his stern, Lucas punched the throttle into neutral. The gray hull launched up across the angular stern of the speedboat, smashing the cover off the engine compartment and ripping a section off the stern as the higher-hulled boat mounted the sleeker vessel in front.

      Lucas ran back toward the gray hull coming at him. He grabbed the side of the gunwale and swung himself up like a gymnast, landing with a thump on the patrol boat’s bow that was now at a forty-five-degree angle to the water. He slid downward, across the bow and into the cracked windshield, which gave way and shattered around him. He dropped on the seat, feet across the backrest, head toward the deck. Then he rolled over, shook the stars from his head, and pulled back hard on the throttle.

      Everything went quiet. Not silent but nearly. The speedboat burbled. The patrol boat’s engine spluttered until Lucas turned the key and cut it. He jumped over the seat to where Brathwaite lay on the deck. Lucas rolled him over, and the older man groaned.

      “You okay, sir?” asked Lucas.

      Brathwaite groaned again. “Yes. Yes, I think so.”

      Lucas flopped back against the side of the boat and let out a deep sigh.

      Brathwaite might have been okay, but the patrol boat was not. The hull slipped slowly off the boat in front, and the two vessels separated with a sickening metallic squeal.

      It wasn’t the only sound. Lucas turned to the helm and saw the water rushing in through a large gash. He sprung up over the windscreen and onto the bow. Even though the throttle wasn’t engaged on the speedboat, it was drifting away. The stern was damaged but mostly above the waterline.

      Better than a gaping hole.

      Lucas launched himself off the bow and into the water. Something about the turquoise sea and palm trees said warm bath to him, but twenty-two nautical miles from land it was just plain ocean. Not North Atlantic cold, but it took his breath away.

      He swam over to the speedboat and used a small swimming platform as a foothold to climb over the stern. Then he took the controls, eased the throttle forward, and moved around to come alongside the patrol boat.

      “It’s sinking,” called Brathwaite.

      “I noticed,” said Lucas with a smile. “How about you come aboard this one?”

      Lucas put the speedboat into neutral and rafted the two boats together. Then he took Brathwaite’s hand and helped him over the side and into his vessel. Brathwaite sat in the cockpit holding his ribs and trying to look stoic, but Lucas could see the color had washed from his face and he was in pain. He pushed the patrol boat away and searched the sky for the helicopter.

      It was hovering north of them, maybe a couple kilometers away. That told Lucas that he was probably in Venezuelan waters and the US bird was loath to follow. He guided the stricken boat toward the chopper, taking it slowly. He wasn’t sure how much the damage extended to engines below deck, and he didn’t want to lose all power so far from land and on the wrong side of some imaginary demarcation line.

      As they coasted toward the helicopter, Lucas got on the radio. He put a call out to Will at the marina. When he crackled through, Lucas told him to switch channels.

      “Happy to hear from you,” said Will.

      “Not sure you will be.”

      “You’re still ticking, so that something.”

      “Can’t say the same for your boat.”

      “Not my boat.”

      “Well, whoever’s boat it is. I’ll try to bring it in, but it’s gonna need a bit more than a buff.”

      “What happened to Devonshire?”

      “He had a little accident. His boat looks like the Titanic a minute after the iceberg. He won’t be coming back.”

      “That’ll happen. Probably better that we don’t have to explain the other boat, either.”

      “Are you telling me to scupper?”

      “I’m saying if you have another way home, let the sea take her.”

      “Fair enough. If I don’t see you anytime soon, thanks for the help.”

      “I was just a bystander.”

      Lucas put the radio mic down and looked up. The boat was chugging forward and the chopper was only a few hundred meters from them now, and he wondered if they were equipped to hoist a civilian up from a boat. Lucas fancied his chances climbing a rope, but the man sitting on the rear-facing seat didn’t have that capacity.

      He saw Lenny appear at the open door. He was pointing north, and Lucas turned to see a navy launch speeding toward them.
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      After the speedboat limped past the CH-53D marking the line of Venezuelan waters, Lucas killed the engine and waited. The navy vessel reached them as water started to seep in through an unseen crack in the stern.

      Sailors helped Brathwaite aboard, and then Lucas stepped up onto the launch. The sailors offered them blankets, and they stood on the deck as the sun fell toward the horizon, watching the distant patrol boat. As its hull filled, the weight of the engine in the stern pulled it down and the point of the bow reached for the sky before sinking completely. Lenny saluted from the door of the chopper, and it banked away back toward Point Salines.

      The chief petty officer introduced himself and asked what Lucas wanted to do with the speedboat.

      “We can tow it in, but we’ll have to wait for another vessel. We’re not tasked with landing on island.”

      “We should get Mr. Brathwaite checked out,” said Lucas. “Forget the boat.”

      “You wanna leave it here?”

      “It’ll sink.”

      The officer shrugged. “Might not.”

      “It will sink,” Lucas said.

      “Aye, aye,” he replied, smiling.

      They glided a hundred meters away from the speedboat, and a sailor stepped up to the machine gun mounted to the rear. Everyone else was cleared to midships, then the gunner opened fire.

      The rounds pulverized the small boat. Shards of aluminum exploded into the sky as the bullets tore at the sleek hull. The focused fire splintered the stern and ripped a hole that water gushed into.

      Afterward, the air was thick with a pungent cloud that made Lucas think of burned motor oil. The former Grenadian prime minister’s boat sank as they watched from the deck. As the last of it spluttered and bubbled on the surface like a cauldron, the navy vessel eased away, slowly gaining speed as it headed toward its mother ship.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      The CH-53D landed at Point Salines with Operation Urgent Fury in full swing. The 82nd Airborne was in the process of taking over from the Rangers, to complete the intervention and oversee a transition to a new government. The Marines who had taken the small airport at Pearls almost without incident had marched through the villages in the north to the raucous welcome of the locals. They were now meeting up with the soldiers at the northern outskirts of St. George’s.

      Lenny thanked Benson and his crew and jumped out of the chopper. He was barely beyond the rotors when the bird took off again, heading back to the USS Guam. Lenny found Captain Brashear at the terminal building.

      “You find your man?” he asked.

      “I did.” Lenny held up the Soviet rifle. “I brought your gun back.”

      “Not my gun.”

      “Whatever.”

      “Keep it. Souvenir.”

      “I thought that was against regulations.”

      Brashear shrugged. “What can I tell you. The vice admiral asked for one to be flown out to him, so you tell me.”

      “I don’t have room in my duffel.” Lenny walked over to the private guarding the cache and handed over the rifle. The soldier’s mouth rounded like he was trying to blow a smoke ring, but he said nothing. Then Lenny returned to Brashear.

      “How’s the operation going?” Lenny asked.

      “The island’s pretty much ours, but it hasn’t been the cakewalk I think Washington expected. We’ve lost a bunch of helos, and I know of at least a dozen KIA so far.”

      “Makes you wonder if it was worth it,” said Lenny.

      “You want communists landing in Texas?”

      “Nope, but I’m not sure those are the only two options.”

      “Above my pay grade.”

      “Mine, too. So what now?” asked Lenny.

      “We’re bugging out. This is the 82nd Airborne’s party now. And I hear your Marine buddies will return to the Guam group and head to the Middle East. That sound right?”

      “Lebanon. Yeah.”

      They shook hands.

      “You did well for a jarhead,” said Brashear.

      “You ever need your backside rescued again, give me a call.”

      Brashear walked away toward a waiting Black Hawk. He stopped and turned back to Lenny. “Where you headed?”

      “Back to Bridgetown, I guess.”

      “Need a ride?”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Lenny was sitting in the Black Hawk, crossing the dark Caribbean toward Barbados, when the radio in his pocket squawked to life.

      “Bullfighter,” said the voice. “This is Floating Prince. Come in, Bullfighter.”

      The Rangers around Lenny laughed.

      “CIA,” he said to them.

      They all gave knowing nods.

      “This is Bullfighter,” Lenny said into his radio. “Who is this?”

      “You know full well who this is,” said Ventura.

      “My contact’s code name isn’t Floating Prince. You must be a communist.”

      “I’m not a damned communist, Cox.”

      “Confirm your code name.”

      “Floating Princess. Happy now?”

      “Roger that.”

      The Rangers laughed again.

      “Who is that?” said Ventura.

      “Army.”

      “So you’re still on the island?”

      Lenny looked out at the dark sea. He thought he saw a sport fishing boat with running lights on and wondered if it was Ventura.

      “Roger that.”

      “Is it over?”

      “Not yet. There’s a fair bit of resistance. Maybe a couple more days.”

      “You think I’m going to stay out here for a couple more days?”

      “I’ll let you know when the job is done.”

      “This is not a luxury yacht, you know. We’re peeing in a bucket.”

      “You should do that over the side. Save the bucket for, you know, the other thing.”

      “What kind of intel are you getting at this point?”

      “There are a number of US civilians living on the island. We need to round them up.”

      “How is that a CIA problem?”

      “They’re in a Soviet outpost. They might be spies.”

      “Good point. Keep me posted.”

      “Will do. Over and out.”

      Lenny smiled at the radio then tossed it out the window.
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        * * *

      

      When the Black Hawk landed at Grantley Adams International Airport in Barbados, Lenny wondered for a moment if they were in the wrong place. It had only been a few days since he had left this very airfield, but now it looked like a military base. US aircraft—helicopters and fixed-wing—lined the airstrip. Rows of supply tents and a popup command center had been erected across the tarmac. Soldiers marched between the terminal and aircraft or between aircraft and the terminal.

      Lenny thanked the Rangers for the ride and wandered off, then he turned back and scanned the area. What made this airfield a civilian one when the airport at Point Salines was considered military? he thought.

      He decided it was all a matter of perspective. But not his perspective. He strode toward the terminal to find some kind of billet. Then he saw a familiar face.

      “Fancy meeting you here,” said Lucas.

      “It’s not that big of a town,” said Lenny.

      The two men hugged, then Lenny spoke.

      “Brathwaite okay?”

      “A bit banged up but he’ll be okay. I left him on the USS Independence.”

      “And the governor-general?”

      “Shipped out to the Guam, but I heard he went back to Point Salines. He’s got a government to set up.”

      “And Mrs. Brathwaite?”

      “She and the kids were with Scoon, so they’re on the Guam. I’m told they’ll fly Brathwaite over there first light tomorrow.”

      “I’m wondering about Blossom,” said Lenny.

      “Me, too.”

      “Don’t worry about Blossom,” said the voice behind them. They spun around to see Kendra Abernathy walking across the tarmac.

      “She okay?” asked Lucas.

      “She is. Apparently Grenadian soldiers came to John Berry’s house to kill her, but he fought them off.”

      “Is Berry alright?” asked Lenny.

      “Oh, he’ll probably get a knighthood out of it. Now, you two look like you need a beer.”

      “You’re an angel,” said Lucas.

      “Only in the daylight hours,” she said, and led them away to a British government car.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER THIRTY-THREE

          

        

      

    

    
      Vivian Brathwaite underwent a checkup from a navy doctor who wrapped his chest and gave him the all clear. He spent the night on the USS Independence before boarding a navy Sea King, which transported him to his family on the USS Guam. He stayed for a few hours, drank tea with his wife and children in lieu of breakfast, and brushed off another medical. Then he kissed his family and flew back to Point Salines to meet with Governor-General Scoon to begin the process of putting his country back together.
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        * * *

      

      Lenny slept like he might never wake again. When he did, he was in a guest room at the British High Commission in Barbados. The entire facility was quiet, so he went for a morning walk along the pristine water lapping at Brownes Beach.

      Lucas and Kendra slept well, but considerably less. They joined Lenny for breakfast at a kiosk operating out of a shipping container by the water. They sat on stackable plastic chairs and ate toast and fresh cut fruit as the dreamy turquoise water lapped at their feet. It was the kind of scene that made Lenny feel blessed to be alive.

      “Hard to believe there’s a war happening only a hundred kilometers away,” said Lucas.

      “We’re calling it an intervention,” said Kendra.

      “How is Mrs. Thatcher taking it?”

      “Well in public, but in private she’s seething.”

      “So much for the special relationship,” said Lenny.

      “Oh, they’ll be fine. She is many things, the PM, but top of the list is pragmatic. She knows full well that if the shoe were on the other foot, we would have done the same. And besides, Reagan’s such a charmer she can’t stay mad at him.”

      They sipped orange juice and enjoyed the sparkling Caribbean view for a while.

      “So, what now, Sergeant?” Kendra asked Lenny.

      “I called my CO this morning. I’m to report to the 22nd MAU at my earliest convenience.”

      “Earliest convenience?” she said. “How civilized.”

      “It’s Marine Corps for sometime yesterday.”

      “Where is the 22nd MAU?”

      “In Grenada. But they’ll be turning around and heading for their original mission in Lebanon. All the more important now, I suppose.”

      “I’m sorry about the attack. Do you know Marines in Beirut?”

      “I’m sure I do.”

      After breakfast Lenny stood and announced he had to get going.

      “Stay in touch, young man,” said Kendra.

      “Yes, ma’am.” Lenny hugged Kendra, then shook hands with Lucas.

      “Keep your head down over there,” said Lucas.

      “Always,” said Lenny.
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        * * *

      

      Lenny caught an air force bird from Barbados to Pope AFB in North Carolina. Then he took a bus three hours from Fayetteville to Camp Lejeune. From there he flew to MCB Quantico. After debriefing he was given twenty-four hours R and R. He hopped on another bus to Georgetown, where, after a candlelit dinner of takeout Chinese, he slept in Alice Brooks’s bed for fourteen hours straight.

      The next day he caught a commercial flight to West Germany before getting a Marine bird to Beirut to meet up with the 22nd Marine Amphibious Unit.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Ventura waited two more nights on the water without contact before giving in and heading back to Bridgetown. He put a call into Langley to find the whereabouts of Sergeant Lenny Cox and was told he had reported for duty at Quantico.

      Ventura fumed for a solid eight seconds. Then he just figured the Marine wasn’t able to contact him. The guy was too much of a Boy Scout for anything else to make sense. He had to sit tight in Barbados for two additional days before he got a seat out to Miami.
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        * * *

      

      The first US students from St. George’s University School of Medicine arrived on an air force C-141 at Charleston AFB while Lenny and Lucas were saving Vivian Brathwaite. With public perception mixed on whether the US action was justified, the air force was concerned about the impression the students would make. Their reception in Grenada had been welcoming and patriotic, but the domestic press waited with pencils sharpened to take a more negative angle. As a result, air force officers handpicked a group of students to be the first off the plane, those whom they believed would offer a positive spin on the operation.

      One of those students was Simon. He was so worried he would be implicated as a Soviet sympathizer, he didn’t mention Lenny imprisoning him. Rather, he spent the flight espousing the virtues of the American heroes who had saved their lives.

      First off the plane, with the nation’s press watching, he stepped down onto American soil, held his hands aloft, then dropped to his knees and kissed the ground.

      The intervention had been a success. Now the PR war was won, too.
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        * * *

      

      Lucas didn’t leave right away. He had the High Commission call his contact in Canberra and was waiting to hear back. The call went from Canberra to Whitehall to an undisclosed location in London, then to the Strand and back across the planet to Swanbourne, Western Australia, before bouncing all the way back again. In the meantime, Lucas did a little fishing and drank some beer on the beach.

      When he finally got the return call, he was confused. He walked into the office Kendra was using. She was packing a flight bag.

      “Leaving town?” he asked.

      “Yes. My job here is done. Back to old Blighty.” She gave him the once-over. “You going home?”

      “No. It seems I’ve been ordered to report to the Australian High Commission in London.”

      Kendra smiled. “You don’t say. Perhaps we can sit together on the plane.”
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