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Chapter 1 

 

Polebird gazed intently at a large monitor mounted to a wall in a windowless conference room. 

He had control of three super computers and a link to a satellite that soared 200 miles above the 

Colombian rainforest. He’d created this system, and he treated it with more care and love than he 

would ever treat another human. Now he used it to protect the lives of the small group of people 

that he had come to care about. He never pondered the importance of his skills and equipment, 

but he was pivotal to his team’s success. 

 

In his youth, there was nothing particularly interesting about Paul Blanchard. At least, on the 

surface; but he was not your typical young man. Paul was smart in a deep-thinking, intense-

concentration kind of way. His father was a successful lawyer in a large firm in Savannah, 

Georgia. His mother was an English professor at the university. A product of his environment 

and heredity, he was gifted with high intelligence and a fascination with things that didn’t 

interest the average kid. This was obvious even before he started his formal education. He was 

the youngest student in his entire grade level—it would have been an injustice and a waste of his 

time if his parents had placed him with children in his age group. They decided he should skip 

the first grade and begin at the second grade level. 

Every age group has its share of introverts. Paul put them to shame. Not only was he 

extremely introverted, he was also extremely shy. He was tall and lanky for his age. He had 

short, blond hair—almost white—hazel eyes, and a narrow, angular face with a slight bird-like 

hook to his nose. His mother affectionately called him Pauly-bird. 

Even with his extra height, the fact that Paul was younger than his peers made him an 

occasional target for bullies. Bullying was lost on him—like many intellectuals, Paul lived 

mostly in his own head and, therefore, was not socially savvy enough to know he was a target. 

This made him a poor object for teasing.  

In the classroom, his teacher learned not to call on him. Paul’s response was an immediate 

increase in his heart rate. He could feel his body heat rise, and would begin to sweat if the 

teacher waited long enough for an answer from him. He always knew the answer; he was just too 

fearful to say it out loud. What if it wasn’t the right answer? What if he stuttered and stammered 

while giving the answer—as he was likely to do? It didn’t matter that he had the highest grades 
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in the class. It was better to keep his mouth shut and let them think he was stupid, rather than 

open it and prove them right. 

Paul always finished his homework promptly after school—if not during school. The early 

growth spurts hindered his coordination for most sports, and he wasn’t interested in TV 

programs, so if he wasn’t engrossed in a good book, he was looking for something new to amuse 

himself. Until one evening during his ninth-grade year, his father bought himself a Commodore 

64 personal computer to help organize his files for work. 

The computer was meant for work purposes only; off limits to Paul. However, it was obvious 

to his parents that they would have to put a lock on the door if they wanted to keep Paul away 

from the new toy. They also couldn’t deny that this could be good for Paul. 

Paul spent every free minute on the computer. First it was to play games. The graphics 

weren’t as good as he was used to, but it saved him a few quarters and a long walk to the arcade. 

After the games got boring, Paul read his father’s computer books on how to organize files. He 

organized his father’s files into folders. Then he organized them into a database so his father 

could search by keywords. 

The following year, his father exchanged the Commodore for a Texas Instruments computer. 

Paul again taught himself the new file system and database. It may have been the original 

computer that changed Paul’s life, or it may have been the gift his father gave him one night—a 

book on game programming for the Texas Instruments computer. He spent hours hard-coding 

simple games. Once he understood the code, he modified his games to be more interesting and 

complicated. 

Then Texas Instruments discontinued their home computer products. Mr. Blanchard again 

updated his personal computer, and again Paul mastered a new computer. Then another the 

following year. Paul dissected the obsolete computers to learn what made them tick. He bought 

books explaining the internal parts. 

Another significant event in Paul’s life was the release of the movie War Games. He was 

instantly intrigued by possible uses of the computer. With the use of a modem, Paul would be 

able to communicate with other computers over a phone line. There was one problem; his father 

refused to buy a modem. Therefore, after he turned 16 during his junior year in high school, Paul 

got a job.  

Paul’s father was a member of a nearby golf club. He was able to get Paul a job as a caddy. 

Paul was familiar with the game, since he’d caddied for his father several times. Caddies are 

expected to keep quiet, so the job worked well for Paul. He didn’t like being away from the 

computer, but he had to admit it was nice to be in Georgia’s fresh coastal air once in a while. The 

exercise and fresh air on the golf course weren’t the only benefits. The quiet, slow pace and lack 

of distractions gave him time to work out coding problems in his mind. He carried a memo pad 

with him to jot down pieces of code. 

As a caddy, Paul listened to the patrons’ discussions. He picked up jewels of wisdom on real 

estate, the law, stock and commodity trading, medicine and surgery, and, of course, computers. 

He asked questions. 
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Paul had tinkered with electronics and the internal parts of old computers throughout high 

school. He realized he had a knack for it. By the end of his senior year, he had purchased the 

parts for and built his own computer. It had a faster processor, more random access memory, and 

a larger hard drive than any personal computer for sale on the market.  

He also finally had his modem and could communicate with other computers. Paul purchased 

his own private phone line, since his parents insisted on using theirs to talk to people. They could 

be annoying sometimes, but they had good hearts. 

Paul didn’t use the modem to change his grades, as was the case in War Games. His grades 

were still perfect. Instead, he hacked into the local library and continually changed the check-out 

dates of his books. He could now keep them as long as he wanted without any late fees. 

Additionally, he hacked into his high school and added some attendance problems for the clique 

of boys that had randomly bullied him over the years.  

When he learned that his father planned to save a few dollars by cancelling his membership 

to the golf club, Paul added a free year to his membership. 

Paul also discovered a form of online gaming. He found another user who was interested in 

playing chess. At that time, each player kept their own chess board in front of them, and the 

players simply announced their moves over the computers. Paul realized he had found a stress-

free way to interact with people.  

One of his opponents went by the code name ShermanTank. He explained to Paul that he 

preferred to remain anonymous, and that it was his hacker name. Paul knew he could benefit 

from having his own hacker name. His mother still called him Pauly-bird. With her Southern 

Georgia drawl it sounded more like Polie-bird. That was good enough for Paul, but he shortened 

it to Polebird. 
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Chapter 2 

 

Paul “Polebird” Blanchard had no problem getting into the college of his choice. His parents had 

no problem paying. The problem was the education itself. Polebird was far ahead of his 

classmates, and in most cases the instructors themselves. He was building his own computers, 

writing his own code, and bypassing security into almost any organization he chose. 

During his second year in college, he was spending more time learning about a new 

technology that interconnected hundreds—maybe even thousands—of computers over a network 

system. It was originally called the ARPANET—now the Internet—and it was a wealth of 

scientific information. 

Polebird graduated early and started his working career at Sony. He was part of the 

programming team for a new gaming system called the PlayStation. It was rewarding to see his 

work put to use. It was also nice that his peers called him by his hacker name. It somehow made 

him more comfortable when he talked to them. But game programming still lacked the 

challenges he desired. 

He still kept up with the latest technology in computer security, and he occasionally hacked 

into an organization for selfish purposes or just for fun. One evening while surfing the Internet, 

he decided to look up his grandfather on his mother’s side. He’d never met the man, but Polebird 

was named after him. Paul Senior was killed in Pearl Harbor when the Japanese attacked on 

December 7, 1941. 

Polebird started by looking up his family’s genealogy. His family tree was far from an oak; it 

was more like the Charlie Brown Christmas tree. In fact, Polebird was the last in his line of 

Blanchards. 

Paul Blanchard Senior was a Third-Class Petty Officer on the Battleship Arizona. He was 

killed early in the battle. It was a senseless waste of life. It put a bitter taste in Polebird’s mouth. 

On a whim, he decided to look deeper into the events surrounding the Pearl Harbor attack. 

He found the usual mainstream media accounts of that day. Japan slipped by our outer 

defenses and launched an unprovoked attack on our military base to prevent the US from 

entering the war. Soon, however, Polebird found a forum where several people were discussing 

World War II and, more specifically, the Pearl Harbor attack. 

One of the first users explained that the US and Britain had advanced knowledge of the 

attacks. They cited proof from documents that had been declassified and from what the 
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government leaders had said at the time. Evidence suggested that the US was able to break 

Japanese codes that warned of the attack. President Roosevelt’s assistant was quoted as saying, 

“The blow was heavier than he had hoped it would necessarily be. ... But the risks paid off; even 

the loss was worth the price.” 

As Polebird continued to peruse the forum thread, he couldn’t believe what he was reading. 

There were more people agreeing with this kook than rebutting him. The US Government halted 

the trade of gas, oil and mechanical goods to Japan—goods that were crucial for a country in 

war. They insisted that Japan retreat from China. Some were suggesting that the US actually told 

the ships and submarines protecting the perimeter of the Hawaiian Islands to stand down and let 

the Japanese pass. The common theme was that the US wanted Japan to attack to gain the 

support of the citizens to join the war—a very unpopular stance at the time. 

Polebird was mesmerized by the information, but it didn’t take him long to realize that he 

was on a Website that attracted conspiracy theorists. He continued his search for more accurate 

information, but soon realized that little nuggets here and there were helping to prove the 

conspiracy theory case. The documents that were cited actually existed and were available to the 

public. The quotes from the government officials were true. It quickly became an obsession for 

Polebird to find out the truth about Pearl Harbor. 

He needed to do something he had promised himself he would never do. And to do it, he had 

a lot to learn first. To get the facts, he would have to hack into government agencies. 

 

Polebird took his two-week vacation from Sony. He spent every waking hour researching the 

security systems that the highest organizations used. Hacking into one of the agency’s personnel 

databases would be easy—but he would still likely be discovered. Hacking into a database that 

held sensitive information would be much more difficult, but possible. He would absolutely be 

discovered with his current lack of skills. 

He began by using Sony as his guinea pig. He had the unfair advantage that he knew their 

security fairly well already. But he was friendly with the people on the security team, and 

actually told them to see if they could tell if he’d breached the system. Polebird easily succeeded, 

and honed his skills on Sony’s network and database security. 

Then he started choosing organizations from the stock market’s top 100 companies. He was 

confident enough to perform these tasks from his own apartment. Probably too confident, even 

he had to admit. But each attempt was successful. It was time to try to hack into a government 

agency. 

Even though he’d hidden his location by disguising his own network identification number, 

his Internet protocol address, and by accessing multiple unnecessary routers, Polebird still didn’t 

feel comfortable enough to try to access a government agency from his own home. 

One of Polebird’s colleagues had a dog. He paid a dog-walker to show up at his house every 

day to let her out for a bathroom break and some fresh air and exercise. Polebird called him up 

and offered to walk the dog for free while Pole was on vacation. He had plenty of time, loved 

dogs, and it would save his buddy some money. 
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Polebird set up his computer at his friend’s apartment. His first goal was to get through the 

Department of Motor Vehicles. His father a lawyer, Polebird knew that it might not matter which 

government organization he tapped into—the penalty was severe. But he hoped that a judge 

might give more leniency to a kid who just wanted to get rid of a parking ticket than one who 

was trying to hack into the Central Intelligence Agency. 

He did it. Again, it was child’s play to actually hack into the system. The important part was 

to keep from being discovered. Polebird waited two days. No men in black suits showed up at his 

door. No men in black suits were looking for his colleague. Polebird went back to his friend’s 

house to walk his dog. He brought his computer again. And hacked into the CIA. 

 

He was in. Easy enough. He knew which security company the Agency used, and he had 

practiced circumventing the same system used by other organizations. He had access to the 

Classified files; the Secret files; the Top Secret files. Although there was an abundance of 

interesting information, Polebird realized after a few hours that he was digging in the wrong 

place. The CIA had no information stored about Pearl Harbor. 

During World War II, an agency was tasked with the responsibility of decoding 

transmissions. In 1952, President Truman—the President of the representative Republic of the 

United States—secretly used his executive power to create the National Security Agency. 

Congress had not even heard about the new agency. When they did find out, decades later, they 

were surprised that there was an agency even more important and more powerful than the CIA—

the Agency they did create. 

The NSA had the capability of spying on US citizens beyond imagination. But they also used 

the same security as the CIA. Polebird had to know the truth, and this agency would have it. He 

had to know the truth about Pearl Harbor and his grandfather’s death; and he also had to know 

the truth about how good he was at hacking. He was also pressed for time—it was his last day of 

vacation, and the last day he’d have use of his friend’s apartment. 
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Chapter 3 

 

Polebird woke up for the third time in the NSA’s holding cell. That might mean it was day three; 

he couldn’t be sure. The room was entirely white, with the exception of a one-way mirror on one 

wall, and a light that glared continuously. Polebird was exhausted, but he was strangely not 

terrified about his future. He knew the risks going in. He wanted to test his skills, and he’d gone 

too far. He was more concerned about what his parents would think than anything else. 

He had accessed the files he was seeking. Even the conspiracy theorists would have a 

difficult time believing the things Polebird had discovered. And he’d been left with plenty of 

time to think about it.  

Accessing the files and database was no problem, as expected. Once Polebird began digging, 

however, it was difficult to stop. After finding the information on Pearl Harbor, he began digging 

into information on other common conspiracy theories. The JFK assassination. The Gulf of 

Tonkin event that triggered the Vietnam War. The possibility that the moon landing was staged. 

He brushed the surface of the latter events—digging for facts. But time went by too quickly 

for him to discover any absolute facts to prove or disprove. He packed up his computer and 

realized that he’d forgotten to take his friend’s dog for a walk. There was a round, yellow puddle 

in the middle of the carpet. Polebird did his best to clean it up, but left his colleague a note of 

apology and indicated that they could settle any damages on Monday when he returned to work. 

Polebird was relieved to see his friend return to work. He’d successfully hacked into the 

NSA! He was still nervous—it seemed too good to be true—but he was also elated. He would 

give it a few more days, and then begin hacking from his own apartment. 

Then the men came for his friend. They weren’t men in black suits; they were men in black 

body armor—with guns. They came into the Sony building… into their working area. Polebird 

had run through this scenario in his mind several times. He reacted quickly. He left his station 

and approached the men. 

“Does this have anything to do with hacking into the NSA?” 

The men stared at him, but remained silent. His friend stared at him with a confused 

expression. 

“I’m the one who did it, not him,” Polebird continued. “I used his apartment, with my 

computer. You can check it. I won’t say anything else without a lawyer.” 
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They took his colleague anyway—along with Polebird. While in the holding facility, several 

men had asked Polebird questions about how he’d hacked into the network, and what he was 

looking for. Polebird insisted on having a lawyer present and, in fact, was surprised that his 

father hadn’t shown up already. 

Then they left him in the cell for hours. Possibly an entire day. During that time he was given 

no food or water—and had no contact with anyone. Finally, he heard the lock on the door click. 

Only one man entered the cell, which wasn’t unusual. He stayed in the doorway; which was 

unusual. 

He was tall, standing at about six foot. Still, a good three inches shorter than Polebird. But he 

was burly; built larger than a swimmer, but smaller than a wrestler. He had a high-and-tight 

military haircut that was beginning to gray at the temples. His brown eyes sparkled in the bright 

lights of the holding cell, and his mouth curved naturally in a smile—as if he constantly had an 

amusing thought in his head. He stood straight and confident. He wore black slacks and shoes, 

and a short-sleeved, white, collared dress shirt. The top button was undone. 

Was this it? Was this man going to beat information out of Polebird? Is that why he was 

amused? 

“Make yourself comfortable, Polebird,” the man said. He was still at the door, holding it 

open. 

Polebird looked around. There was no furniture. The only item in the room was a toilet—and 

that was only a built-in bowl; he didn’t even have the ability to flush it. 

The man noticed the room as if for the first time. He looked at the mirror and said, “Two 

chairs and a table… and a bottle of water.” 

Still in the doorway, he said, “Paul Blanchard. Polebird. What have you gotten yourself 

into?” He smiled and shook his head. But it seemed to be a good-humored smile. 

Polebird backed against the wall, “I made it clear. I won’t talk without a lawyer present. I 

know my rights.” 

The man nodded, “I know you do, Polebird. Your father’s a lawyer. You probably know your 

rights better than most people. But your rights aren’t as protected as you might believe they are. 

And that’s why I’m here. I don’t expect you to trust me, but I’m here to help you. To make you 

an offer you can’t refuse, let’s say… ah, here we go.” 

The man held the door as another man carried in two folding chairs and a folding card table. 

He had a bottle of water tucked under his arm. 

“Thank you,” the man said. “Would you be kind enough to set those up for us, please?” 

The other man glared at him and dropped the folding furniture. He was obviously an agent 

who wasn’t accustomed to performing such menial tasks. He smiled at the man holding the door. 

“Do it yourself, asshole. And be thankful I even agreed to bring these in.” 

The man at the door took a step forward. The door swung closed on its own. He crossed his 

arms. His natural smile somehow disappeared. 

“Set up the fucking table,” he said, almost casually. 
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The new man looked at the mirror—seeking help from his coworkers. There was no 

response. 

“Fuck this!” 

He set up the chairs and table. The other man stepped aside and let him leave the room. He 

grabbed the bottle of water from him and stopped the door before it could close. 

“Bring me one of those chairs, would you Polebird?” 

Polebird might not answer any questions, but he knew it was a good idea to meet a simple 

request from this man. He brought the chair over. The man positioned it so that it would hold the 

door open as he sat. 

“Ah, that’s better. Now… pull that table over and make yourself comfortable.” 

Polebird again did as requested, sat in his chair and slid it under the table. It was a huge relief 

to relax his aching back and legs. He’d been either lying or standing on a hard surface for the 

past… 

“Two days,” the man said, as if reading his mind. “The constant light plays tricks on your 

mind. Here,” he handed him the bottle of water. 

“Thank you,” Polebird said. “Is this some kind of good cop thing? I’m still not going to talk 

until I see a lawyer. And what happened to Jeremy? He was innocent in all of this. I just used his 

apartment…” 

The man held up his hand to stop Polebird from talking. He gestured towards the one-way 

mirror with a nod of his head. 

“Stick with your Fifth Amendment right. I’m here to talk, not listen. Don’t fall apart on me 

now; you’ve done well so far. 

“My name is Dale Ragland. I’m the Commander of Operations for the Defense Information 

Systems Agency. Have you heard of it?” 

Polebird nodded, “Of course. Your agency monitors the Internet for malicious use.” It was 

now clear to Polebird what was going on. How many laws had he broken? Out of the frying pan 

and into the fire. 

“That’s right. But we also do other things, and that’s why I’m here. As I said, I’m here to 

make you an offer you can’t refuse, and by that I mean—you don’t have an option. You’re 

coming with me. No lawyer. No parents. No paperwork. I need to question you in my own 

facility. Your crimes fall into my jurisdiction, not that of the NSA. 

“I expect your full cooperation, so I won’t need to put you in handcuffs, correct?” 

Polebird nodded, even as he calculated the new information in his mind. 

“Good,” Dale said, “that was as easy as I’d hoped. Let’s go.” 

He pushed aside the table and his chair. “Don’t forget your water—you haven’t had a drink 

in six hours.” 
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Chapter 4 

 

The flight across the country took five hours in the small, private, dual-jet engine Cessna 

Citation. Dale offered no more help except to say, “Everything will be fine.” 

Things didn’t improve after they landed in San Diego, California. Dale led Polebird to a 

shiny, black SUV and they drove from the airport. Dale made small talk as they went through the 

city streets—mostly pointing out areas drug dealers were known to frequent. They eventually 

arrived at a humble condominium.  

“Home at last,” Dale said and led Polebird inside. 

The abode was very unobtrusive. There was an evident lack of furniture—a couch and a wet 

bar were the main items in the living room. There was also a small bookcase with four books. 

There was a picture of Dale with a woman next to him, but there was no woman’s influence in 

this home. 

“I know you must be on pins and needles, wondering what’s going to happen to you, 

Polebird.” Dale broke him out of his reverie. “But it’s not my style to talk about important 

matters outside of my comfort zone—and that means my headquarters. There’s a more 

comfortable couch in my den. Try to get a good night’s sleep and trust that I’m going to try to 

help you, not punish you.” 

Dale gave him a once-over. 

“Why don’t you borrow a pair of my sweats? We can wash that garb tonight,” he said and 

walked upstairs to what Polebird assumed was his bedroom. 

 

Trying to get a good night’s sleep was much different than getting a good night’s sleep. The 

couch was in fact incredibly comfortable, but there was too much going on in Polebird’s mind. 

To make things worse, there was a computer in Dale’s den. Polebird wasn’t exactly sure why, 

but he knew he wanted to log in. Fortunately, logic was one of Polebird’s strong suits and he was 

able to refrain from the temptation.  

The following day, Dale drove Polebird—dressed in his now clean clothes—to the Navy 

Broadway Complex. He bypassed security by entering an access code on a side door and led 

Polebird up to the second floor of the building. They walked down a hallway to an office—also 

accessed by a code—with a view towards the city of San Diego. 
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“Have a seat, Polebird,” Dale gestured to two leather chairs facing a large desk. Dale sat in 

an office chair behind the desk—his back to the window. 

“Let me first say, your friend is fine. He was released from the NSA’s holding facility and 

he’ll face no charges.” 

Polebird just nodded, still unsure about how much he should say to this man. 

“Good, then let’s get right to it. First let me say, welcome to DISA Headquarters, Polebird. 

The Defense Information Systems Agency. We have two divisions; Operations and Intelligence. 

I’m the Commander of the Operations division for the Western Hemisphere. 

“As you know, we monitor Internet traffic and search for any malicious use of the physical or 

virtual system. We aid the US Government in intelligence gathering, and we’re currently setting 

up a new network and database system that will communicate with the other agencies and collect 

all data relevant to the war on drugs into one databank. This system is meant to reduce 

confusion, and therefore embarrassment, between agencies. 

“This project is in its infancy right now, and in fact it’s mostly still only on paper. What I 

need before this gets rolling is a good security system. I’m clearly not going to bid for the top 10 

security agencies—you’ve already proven that you could bypass all of them…” 

Polebird stiffened, but remained silent. He was either in more trouble than he thought, or he 

was being offered a job. Fortunately, Dale didn’t string him along. 

“You also penetrated deeper into the NSA’s system than any other hacker. As far as we 

know, at least. A few little tweaks and you would have gotten away with it. Your choice of 

physical location—an apartment—is one example that should have been modified. 

“I was serious when I promised you that everything would be fine. As you’ve probably 

figured out by now, I need a security systems expert and you’re my top choice. You don’t have 

to decide now, but I’d like to know within the next few hours. 

“Whether you agree to work for me or not, the NSA charges have been dropped, and you’ve 

been wiped from their database. Sony is not as understanding, and I wasn’t able to secure your 

employment with them. And truth be told, I didn’t really try that hard. I can be a selfish prick 

when I want something, but I plan for that to be a benefit to my team, not a hindrance.” 

Polebird seemed to be relaxing slightly, but Dale could tell that he still didn’t quite believe 

what he was hearing. That was fine. A little skepticism was a good thing. 

“Here’s my offer. You’ll officially be on the payroll as a G-12 in my regular Operations 

division. In reality, you’ll work on your own or with one or two other people to set up my 

security for the new network and database. And I want the best. As they say, money is no object. 

“But here’s the thing. You can’t tell anyone what you’re up to. Sure, tell them you work for 

my Operations division, but no mention of what you’re really doing for me. I’m a good judge of 

character, so I trust that this will stay in this office. I’m starting a covert team to fight the war on 

drugs. I’m not the kind of man who sits on the sidelines and waits for life to come to me. I need 

to be part of the action. Running a group of database administrators will bore me into a coma 

before I put in five years as Commander. 
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“I tried to get this rolling last year with a five-person team and it was a disaster. I didn’t have 

the proper equipment or the proper personnel. I’ve learned from my mistakes and now I’m ready 

to do it right. 

“Now, let’s get back to you. I don’t know everything you discovered in the NSA’s system, 

but I bet it was enough for you to gain a healthy dislike for government corruption. And the last 

thing you want to do is work for a government agency. But there is a lot of money and some 

really cool toys in this line of work. 

“First of all, you will get your G-12 pay—with regular raises and promotions just like 

everyone else. We have to keep that looking official. But there will also be bonuses after each 

successful mission. We’ll get to those details after you agree to take the position. 

“Second… well, it’s easier to show than to tell. Come with me.” 

Dale got up and walked to the door. Polebird followed him a short way down the hall. They 

entered a conference room in the center of the building. There was a large table in the center of 

the room, a few computer terminals on desks against the far wall, and no windows. 

“Pretty barebones right now, but consider this our center for operations; the Command 

Center. Those computers have access to our satellite. I’ll let you know a few tricks and you’ll be 

able to hack into the NSA easily from those computers. But you really won’t need to; I have 

permission to access their system whenever I like.” 

There was a sparkle in Polebird’s eyes. Good. The hook is set. Time to reel him in. 

“You can set this room up any way you please. I think we’ll need a few more computers, just 

for starters. Let’s go.” 

Dale led Polebird out of the room and down the hall to the elevators. He took him to 

basement level 2. 

“This is where we’ll be setting up the servers. It’s actually the government’s idea for the 

upgrade, which is good—it will be easy to disguise some of the initial costs of my side project. 

As you can see, it’s a legacy Macintosh server. The government is requiring everyone to switch 

to Microsoft, so we’ll soon have a client-server system running here. 

“But I’ll get other people for that. This is what I brought you down here for.” 

Polebird followed Dale to a large room on the opposite side of the basement. He unlocked a 

door and the two entered. It looked like a well-organized tool shop to Polebird. Various tools 

were hung on pegboard hooks. There were at least a dozen large, rolling tool cases. Several work 

benches occupied the center of the room. Then Polebird noticed the grounding pads on the floor.  

“An electronics lab,” he said, and blushed at the fact that he’d said it out loud. 

Dale smiled. He’d landed him. 

“Yours,” he said. “And only yours. No sharing. No fighting over tools. No arguing over the 

best way to do things. You want someone else’s help, you invite them down here. Now, do you 

have any questions for me?” 

Polebird still looked mesmerized by the lab. He could work for a government agency… for a 

while. He shook himself back into reality. 

“My parents…” 
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“They’re in the dark. They don’t know about anything that’s happened the last few days. 

Make any excuse you want if they’ve noticed that you’ve disappeared. If you want to tell them 

that you applied for this position a few weeks ago, I’ve got your back. I can even give you the 

necessary paperwork. I know your dad’s a pretty good lawyer back in Podunk. 

“So, are you in? Or do I give some other hacker access to all this crap?” 

Polebird looked at Dale, “If you’re serious…” 

“Dead.” 

He nodded, “I’ll do my best.” 

“I know you will. Let’s settle this over a handshake until I get the paperwork in order. Keep 

track of your expenses. Equipment, books, whatever. The movers should be about finished 

packing up your apartment by now and should be here in a few days. Until then, you can crash at 

my place. Here are the keys and the key code to the lab—I’m the only one with the other set. 

DISA only has access to this basement and the 2
nd

 and 3
rd

 floor. The 3
rd

 floor is my regular 

Operations department, so stick to the 2
nd

. The rest of this building is boring anyway. 

“Get to know the place. If you have any questions, you know where to find me. And don’t 

bother asking me about anything you want to purchase—just get what you need. 

“By the way, there’s another agency that calls their anti-drug team the Doves. Since I’m not 

very creative, and since I know it will really piss them off, I’m calling this Black Ops team the 

Doves. Welcome to the DISA Doves, Polebird. Have at it.” 

Commander Dale Ragland patted Polebird on the back and left the lab. Polebird was given 

free reign of the Command Center and the lab. Hundreds of ideas immediately entered his mind. 

The security system was the obvious priority, but he couldn’t help imagining the upgrades he 

could do to the equipment. And the War on Drugs? He didn’t know the first thing about drugs. 

That would require research as well. 

There were two computers in the lab. Polebird also spotted a printer. He sat behind one of the 

terminals and began typing a list. 
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Chapter 5 

 

Over the next six months, and with little outside help, Polebird set up and perfected an entirely 

new security system. He installed both physical and virtual firewalls and fine-tuned them to his 

specifications. Every possible back door to DISA’s systems had a trap that would alert the 

Operation’s security team of any attempted breaches. The security system protected two super-

computers, which Polebird had also constructed. He was working on a third. 

Polebird also took the liberty of upgrading the lab and Command Center. In the lab he 

purchased several new toys that he felt would help in the drug war. For example, he bought a 

metal fabricating machine that could be used to create equipment for the field or for custom 

building the cases for the computers. He upgraded and doubled the number of computers in the 

lab and the Command Center. 

He also installed and mounted a large, flat-panel monitor on wall in the Command Center. 

The screen of any one of the four computers in the room could be displayed on it. Polebird 

reasoned that it would most likely be used to display the image from the satellite—a piece of 

equipment that he instantly fell in love with. 

He cut a large square out of the center of the oak conference table. In its place he mounted 

another flat-panel screen facing upwards. This could also be accessed by any of the computers. 

He covered the entire table with custom-cut, beveled glass. Once the Black Ops team was in 

place, they could all sit around the table and view the monitor that was flush with the surface of 

the table. Of all the things he’d done so far, he felt that was the most risky move.  

Dale simply smiled his approval and said, “Well, at least I don’t have to use a coaster on that 

damn thing anymore.” 

Polebird mostly worked alone, as was promised. Dale would call in some specialists when he 

needed assistance, but it was always only temporary. Occasionally, Dale would introduce 

Polebird to a potential team member. He would see them around the 2
nd

 floor for a while and 

then they would disappear. 

One day, Dale called Polebird into his office and informed him that there had been 

modifications to his job description. 

“Polebird. You’ve done a hell of a job so far, but the last few guys I had my eye on didn’t 

pan out. I really need to get some intel on a local drug dealer. You feel up for some field work?” 

Polebird was about to say “no,” but Dale didn’t give him the chance. 
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“Good. Let’s have a drink and discuss the details.” 

Dale brought two beers from a mini-fridge that was built-in to a small wet bar area on one 

side of his office. 

“I’ve made a few modifications of my own, as you can see.” 

He produced a folder and explained the details of the simple stakeout. Dale called it a 

reconnaissance mission, which sounded much more intimidating. Dale continued to explain that 

he only needed him to sit in the DISA Ford Explorer and watch a neighborhood. The folder 

contained a picture of a man—if he showed up, just return from the mission and inform the 

Commander. 

The Ford SUV was armored and had bullet-resistant glass. If anyone gave him a hard time, 

just drive off. Simple. Polebird was sweating after Dale had finished. Polebird’s routine was 

going from his apartment to Headquarters and back; that was his comfort zone. He was new to 

San Diego, but he knew the neighborhood where Dale was sending him. It was East Village, 

commonly called the Crack Corner. 

Polebird accomplished his task, and actually found that he enjoyed it. Sure, it was a bit 

stressful at first—but he quickly realized that the same attention to detail that he used while 

coding a program was also useful while watching the East Village locals. 

The man from the file never appeared, and Polebird later found out that he never would have. 

This was a test. Dale wanted to see if Polebird could handle field work. Had he known that at the 

time, he wouldn’t have tried so hard to do well. Dale started using him on more important 

stakeout missions while he weeded through other possible recruits for the team. 

Three men actually had potential. Each was a military veteran. Polebird thought he would get 

a break from the stakeouts, but Dale quickly trained the men and sent them north to try to 

infiltrate the drug trade in San Francisco, Portland, and Seattle. They were to find out who the 

big suppliers were and how they were getting the product into the major cities on the Pacific 

Coast. 

While the recon missions were tolerable, Polebird preferred the safety and comfort of the lab 

and Command Center. Finally, he was relieved of stakeout duty. One day, while playing with the 

satellite from one of the computers in the Command Center, Dale entered with some refreshing 

news. 

“Polebird, how’s the new computer coming along?” 

Polebird knew he was talking about the third super-computer. He was about to respond as he 

turned away from the monitor. He didn’t know how much information he should divulge when 

he saw another man standing next to Dale. 

The man was young, about Polebird’s age, and stocky. He was a bit taller than Dale, about 

six-foot one-inch, but built more like a weight lifter. He had blue eyes and dark hair. His hair 

was grown out and scruffy, not the high-and-tight cut that Polebird was used to seeing from the 

former military recruits. 

“Polebird, this is Dan Jolicoeur. He’ll be taking over recon missions from now on.” 

The man had an easy smile as he approached Polebird. 
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“Polebird, it’s a pleasure,” he offered his hand as Polebird rose from his seat. 

“Dan will also be helping Jim with the databases,” Commander Ragland continued. Jim 

Mengal was currently heading the network and database aspects of the system’s upgrade. He was 

more comfortable with Macintosh computers, and was having a difficult time with the transition 

to Microsoft software. 

“Ah good. He needs it,” Polebird offered. Dan laughed; unaware that Polebird wasn’t making 

a joke. 

“Well, I don’t know how much help I’ll be… my unit could call me back anytime.” 

“Dan is still active duty,” Dale explained. “He’s an Army Green Beret; Special Forces. He 

agreed to help out when he can. Get to know each other, and use each other as a resource if you 

need to.” 

The two men stared awkwardly at one another for a few seconds. 

“Alright, nice getting to know ya, Pole. I’m sure I’ll see you around. Dale, I’m going to head 

out for a bite to eat, then come back and tackle that database.” 

Dale just shook his head and left the room. 
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Chapter 6 

 

A few months later, Polebird had finally finished his part in the system’s setup. He was fully 

capable of setting up the database and network to the other agencies, but Dale wanted to bring in 

some fresh faces for those tasks. He didn’t want Polebird to be the only one with knowledge of 

the entire system, in case something happened to him. He also wanted Polebird free from 

maintenance responsibilities once the Black Ops team got underway.  

Fortunately, Dan proved adept at the task. He’d learned database administration in the 

military. But more often than not, he couldn’t concentrate on the database project. He was either 

with his Special Forces unit or off on a recon mission for Dale. 

But with his own project finished, Polebird had some free time on his hands. Dale had 

planted a seed long ago. He’d told Polebird that he had all the tools he needed to hack into the 

National Security Agency from the Command Center—and not get caught. Dale even said that 

he had permission to enter their system. That took some of the fun out, but Polebird was still 

curious about what he might find in their files. 

Again, he was easily able to hack in. He used his old tricks, but added some new ones that 

he’d learned while setting up DISA’s security system. He had more time on his hands, and he 

found what he was after much quicker since he knew where to look. Surprisingly, the NSA 

didn’t add any extra protection to the files. He went to the Pearl Harbor folder again and spent 

more time looking through the files. He specifically searched for any mention of his grandfather. 

He found none. 

He logged off with butterflies in his stomach—still nervous about hacking into the 

government agency, even though he now worked for one. The Commander walked in a few 

minutes later with a beer in each hand. Polebird eagerly took the one offered. 

“Fantastic job on the system’s setup, Pole. The place is really coming around. Now we just 

need some players in the game.” 

Polebird took a drink and nodded, “Seems like Dan will last for a while.” 

“Indeed. He’s actually been following a lead to a major drug dealer up in Los Angeles. 

Unfortunately, his unit needs him back for a few days right when a deal is set to go down. I’m 

also taking him off the database project—he doesn’t have time for that, and it’s not his specialty 

here.  
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“I’m borrowing a young lady from the CIA to get Jim’s shit together. She has database 

experience and she built networks in the military; she can handle those tasks here. She got into a 

little trouble over at the Agency; if she works out, we can bring her on full time.” 

Polebird stiffened a bit, but said, “Sounds good.” The thought of working with a young lady 

made him nervous. 

Dale took a swig of his beer. “So… did you find anything interesting about your grandpa?” 

Polebird had never learned the art of the poker face. How the hell did Dale know? Polebird 

had set up the security himself; internal and external firewalls… 

“How… did you know?” 

Dale just winked and said, “What business do you think I’m in here?” 

 

Several days later Dale called Polebird into his office. Again he accepted the proffered beer 

as he sat in one of the leather seats facing Dale. 

“There’s been a wrinkle in my plans for an up-coming mission, Pole,” he began. “As you 

know, Dan won’t be able to make the drug deal that he’s been setting up. The guy won’t budge 

on the date, but he said he’d be okay making the trade with another buyer. That task was going to 

go to either Brian or Stan. I’m pulling them back from San Fran’ and Portland, but they’ll only 

be your backup. Martin, unfortunately, won’t be returning from Seattle. Ever.” 

Dale let that sink in for a few seconds before he continued. 

“Now, here’s where it gets interesting. I need you to be the buyer…” 

Polebird stiffened—even more than usual. 

Dale held up his hand, “Now don’t worry. This guy wants to sell his stuff and go away. It’s 

bad for business to hurt your customers. Don’t believe everything you see on TV. 

“You’re the only one I trust to remember a cover story. Brian and Stan are smart, but you 

have access to all of the intelligence gathering, organizing, and storage information. You know 

everything about every team member’s missions. 

“Now that I’ve stroked your ego, there’s one other thing. Brian and Stan can’t make it back 

for the initial meeting… you’re all I have. Dan needs to introduce you to this guy first, so he 

knows who he’ll be dealing with. Simple stuff; just go up to LA with Dan and meet a guy on the 

street. Then he’ll recognize you when you show up for the deal in South Central. Brian will be 

right there with you for the exchange.” 

“Commander, I…” Polebird started. 

“It’ll be a piece of cake, Pole. You hand over a briefcase full of cash, and he hands you some 

cocaine. Brian is at your side for the trade and Stan follows the guy when it’s over. You come 

home without a scratch.” 

Commander Ragland clearly wasn’t going to take “no” for an answer. Polebird reluctantly 

agreed—to a real mission. 

“It will be fine, Pole,” Dale insisted for the third time. But it wasn’t fine.  

Dale had no idea the chain of events that this “simple” mission would launch. 
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Chapter 1 

 

Somalia, 1993 

 

Sergeant Dan Jolicoeur was lying on his stomach on top of a hill, overlooking a vast valley 

below him. The men in his Special Forces unit were scattered along the hill in similar, strategic 

positions—ready to fire on the expected insurgents. They were in Somalia near the southern 

Ethiopian border as part of Operation Restore Hope. 

The operation was promoted as a humanitarian effort intended to stabilize the growing 

Somali Civil War. The country’s war had recently been rejuvenated when the nation’s military 

government was overthrown by armed opposition groups. These rebel groups included the 

United Somali Congress, the Somali Salvation Democratic Front, and the Somali National 

Movement. The United States military, under the United Nations, was tasked with guaranteeing 

the delivery of humanitarian aid by using “all necessary means.” 

Sergeant Jolicoeur, with his small unit of Green Berets, was on that hill to ensure the United 

States did not fail in their operation. A US C-130 cargo plane would be delivering food and 

water by way of an air drop in approximately four hours. Dan’s superiors received intelligence 

that a group of insurgents were moving into the area. His team was to eliminate the threat and 

guarantee a safe supply drop. 

It was late summer in the desert region. The air was hot and dry. The sweat on Dan’s 

forehead evaporated before it reached his eyes. He panned his scope across the valley in search 

of any sign of the rebels. The valley was wide, with a dry riverbed snaking down the middle. 

There was vegetation, but it was sparse—a clump of bushes or small trees scattered about 

randomly. Small hills and rock formations were also situated haphazardly throughout the area, 

making for a rugged valley. The insurgents wouldn’t be able to pass through undetected, but they 

would have plenty of places to hide if it came to a fire fight. 

“Got ‘em,” Dan heard the crackle through his radio. “Ten o’clock. Two clicks.” 

Dan moved his scope to his left and began his search. The scope was mounted on an M24 

sniper rifle. The bolt action rifle fired a .300 caliber cartridge. It held five rounds in an internal 

magazine and one in the barrel. The bullet fired at over 2,500 feet per second for an effective 

range of half a mile. The scope itself was a detachable Leupold 10x42 mm Ultra M3A. Through 

this, Dan easily found his targets. 
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He was immediately both relieved and disappointed. The “insurgents” were nothing more 

than a rag-tag group of Ethiopian nomads. Dan assumed they were a detachment from the Mursi, 

a nomadic Ethiopian group from the South Omo zone. They had been a part of this African zone 

for centuries, and they had no understanding of politics and borders.  

Therefore, as they crossed into Somalia in search of fresh water and better land, they had no 

idea that they were violating any laws. Dan sighed. They had wasted their time coming out here 

and spending a day in the Somali heat on top of a hill. But on the other hand, they also wouldn’t 

have to engage an enemy that would undoubtedly result in more killings. 

These were his thoughts as he watched the Mursi moving down the valley. The women and 

children carried pots and bundles of fabrics and sticks—their worldly possessions. The adult men 

were equipped only with spears and hardened leather shields. Dan’s thoughts were quickly 

interrupted as one of the men in the lead fell to the ground. Two seconds later he heard the report 

from a rifle. 

“Who fired that shot?” he yelled into his radio. 

The reply was a chorus of “negative” from his unit. He knew it was true—the shot came from 

somewhere down in the valley, not from his team. Another man in the nomadic group fell, and 

then the party scattered and took cover behind bushes and trees. 

Dan shifted his view to find the shooter. A garbled voice came through his radio; he was 

barely able to understand it. Another group of men had come up the valley. They had positioned 

themselves on one of the small hills and were firing on the Mursi. 

Dan spotted them. There were four men. They hadn’t bothered to take cover for the 

ambush—there was no need to against the Mursi tribe. Two of the men were wearing local 

African military fatigues, and two were dressed in camouflaged hunting gear. 

Dan had heard about this situation, but never expected to see it for himself. The rumors were 

that there was a small group of Somalian men who profited from the poaching of human beings. 

They would take the highest bidder into the desert so he could kill a man. In this case, it looked 

like they had two clients, and it looked like they’d paid for more than one kill. 

The killers began to creep closer to the small group of Ethiopians. Dan made a decision 

without even thinking about it. He called his unit on the radio and sent them down the hill—back 

to their waiting vehicles. 

“I’ll be right behind you,” he said when they questioned his motives. 

He focused in on the four men. They were laughing and clearly enjoying themselves as they 

closed in on the rest of the Mursi. 

Dan had just sent his spotter down the hill. The human poachers were less than a mile away, 

but well over a half mile. The heat was creating waves that radiated above the scorching earth. 

There was no breeze, but it was still a difficult shot without his spotter. Still, he was only 

planning on firing his shots for a psychological scare tactic—if he ended up hitting one of the 

men accidentally, so much the better. 

He aimed high and fired. The men froze as they heard a bullet whiz by their heads, followed 

a few seconds later by the thunder of the .300 caliber rifle. Dan worked the bolt and fired again. 
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And again until his magazine was empty. He reloaded as the men below ran as fast as they could 

from the valley—back in the direction from which they’d come. 

The nomads seemed to have understood what had happened. They’d come out of hiding and 

were hovering over their fallen men. Dan couldn’t tell if they were alive or dead, but he didn’t 

have much hope for them. He gathered his gear and his spent shell casings. 

It was time to go catch hell from his Commanding Officer. 

 

“What the hell was that, Sergeant!” Dan’s Commanding Officer screamed. Dan was standing 

at attention in Lieutenant Colonel Greg Acker’s large tent. He’d left his rifle and pistol outside 

and his beret was tucked into a strap on the shoulder of his uniform. “I should have your head for 

this,” the Lieutenant Colonel continued as he walked a slow circle around Dan. 

“Your unit is to stand down and you’ll be on half pay and double duty for the next month. Do 

you understand me?” 

“Yes Sir,” Dan said as he stared at the back of the tent. 

“When I give an order, that order is to be followed. Understood?” 

“Sir. There was no threat…” 

“When I say understood, you say yes sir!” 

Dan was silent. 

“You’re on thin ice, Sergeant,” the officer continued. “I’m debating whether I should send 

your entire unit back to the States.” 

“Sir. My unit had nothing to do with this. I told them to stand down. They weren’t even in 

the area…” 

“Well la-dee-fucking-da. Do I give a shit? From now on you follow orders. You’re not here 

to think, you’re not here to question, you’re not here to do what you think is right. You’re here to 

do what I tell you. Got it? Now, what the hell were you thinking?” 

“Sir. There were no insurgents. There was only a group of nomads, armed with spears. The 

only threat in the area was a group of four men that were hunting the nomads for sport…” 

“I don’t want excuses, Jolicoeur.” 

“I wasn’t giving excuses. I was answering your question,” Dan said with venom. 

“Careful, Sergeant. You will respect your officers, or I’ll ship you out of here faster than you 

can shit.” 

Dan had received enough abuse from this man over the last few months. Getting sent back to 

the United States would be a disgrace, but he was at the end of his rope. 

“It doesn’t work that way, Lieutenant Colonel,” he said. The officer stopped in his tracks, 

unable to believe that an enlisted man had the nerve to talk back to him. “A shiny piece of metal 

on your shoulder doesn’t earn my respect, only your actions can do that. And respect flows both 

ways in the chain of command…” 

“Watch it, Sergea…” 

“I’m not done, Acker,” Dan said, and turned to face his CO. “I held my team back from 

murdering innocent Ethiopian nomads. I accomplished the mission you sent me out for—to 
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secure the area for a safe drop. I did this without killing a single man or putting my own men in 

danger. If that doesn’t earn your respect, then you can do whatever you want with me, because I 

won’t serve under your command.” 

The men stared each other down for several seconds. 

“You’re through here, Jolicoeur. Get out of my site.” 

 

Dan sat quietly on the cot in his tent, wondering what the next phase of his life would bring. 

It would turn out to be something he would have never expected. He’d explained to his Special 

Forces unit the situation, and that they would likely receive little or no punishment. But Dan was 

getting shipped out. They left him alone in the tent that they all shared to let him pack his gear 

and collect his thoughts. 

A young man announced himself and entered Dan’s tent. He was a Private First Class, and 

clearly nervous around the Sergeant in the Special Forces. He handed Dan a notepad and a pen. 

“Lieutenant Colonel Acker said to fill out an incident report, Sergeant…” 

Dan looked at the kid. “An incident report?” He’d never had to fill anything like that out 

before. 

“Yes, Sergeant. That’s what he said. And then be in his tent tomorrow morning at 0800.” 

What the hell? He looked inside the notepad. There were no questions or instructions on how 

to fill out an incident report. 

“Thanks, PFC. Dismissed.” 

The young man left the tent. Dan played the last mission through his mind again—for the 

hundredth time. All he could do was write the truth about the incident. He made a small scribble 

on the side of the first page to make sure the ink was flowing, and began writing his experience 

from the time the Lieutenant Colonel had given the order to immobilized the insurgents. 

 

Dan finished the report much faster than he’d expected. And he didn’t hold back. He 

somehow felt better that this was now documented on paper. He didn’t know what his 

Commanding Officer’s plans were with this, but he knew it wouldn’t be good. 

He again wondered where his life would lead next. But even more, he reflected on what led 

him here in the first place. 
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Chapter 2 

 

Dan grew up in the small city of Bend, Oregon. Bend, located in the heart of Oregon, is 

surrounded by rivers, mountains, forests and high desert. The Deschutes River is a favorite for 

whitewater rafters and kayakers. Mt. Bachelor, standing at 9,000 feet, is the backdrop of the city. 

It attracts skiers from around the globe. Also looming in Bend’s background are the Three 

Sisters, volcanic peaks that each exceed 10,000 feet—the third, fourth, and fifth highest peaks in 

Oregon. They are part of the Three Sisters Wilderness, a popular recreational destination. Within 

an hour, one can be hiking, biking, horseback riding or camping in the cool, pine- and fir-

covered mountains. Trails and campgrounds spread throughout the forested area adjacent to 

Bend. Less than an hour to the north is Smith Rock, a huge basalt formation rising above the 

Crooked River that is ideal for rock climbing at all difficulty levels. 

Dan enjoyed none of these adventures as a child. He had never known his father. His mother 

was on government Welfare and food stamps. She fed Dan what she could afford. His staples 

were packaged soups and boxes of macaroni and cheese. As a result, Dan grew up overweight, 

and by the time he was ten years old, he was at risk of developing type 2 diabetes. 

It was a condition he was familiar with—his mother also had diabetes and a list of other 

health issues related to poor diet and lack of exercise. Dan rarely saw her leave the recliner that 

sat in front of the TV. After being dropped off by the bus from school, his responsibilities 

included preparing his mother’s insulin shots so they were ready when she needed them and then 

preparing dinner. 

When they couldn’t afford to have pizza delivered—a rare delicacy—he would make the 

simplest thing possible. Anything that just needed water or milk added was a go-to meal for him 

and his mother. A healthy bowl of vanilla ice cream was desert for both breakfast—sugar-coated 

cereal and milk—and dinner. 

And so it went throughout Dan’s life in elementary school and into his high school years. He 

knew he was overweight, he just didn’t understand why or what to do about it. He had been too 

young to understand that there were other ways to eat, and other lifestyles to choose from besides 

sitting in front of a TV for entertainment. 

Then, as he began his senior year, Dan was assigned A Farewell to Arms as his senior 

English project. Dan was intrigued by Hemingway’s notion of war as an opportunity for heroism. 

In researching the author, Dan was struck by Hemingway’s fearlessness when facing danger, yet 
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his cowardice when dealing with people. Hemingway, this dynamic man, was a bully. The novel 

and the troubled life of the author were remarkable in their honesty. They presented Dan with a 

life lesson he hadn’t gotten at home—you have to choose the man you are going to be, and then 

start being that man. Bully, coward, victim, observer…these were not acceptable choices for 

Dan. He chose hero.  

As his first step down the path of the man he was to become, Dan traded his habit of 

watching TV every evening to concentrating on his studies. Then, half-way through his senior 

year, an unlikely event transformed Dan’s life. 

A rally was scheduled to take place in the gymnasium and all seniors were required to attend. 

Most didn’t care—it got them out of class. For Dan, skipping out on it never crossed his mind. 

As he entered the gym, he noticed several men in different military uniforms. There were four 

tables set up in the middle of the basketball court, each covered with papers and brochures. Dan 

knew immediately what this was about. Recruiting for the military. He found a gap on the 

bleachers between his classmates and took a seat. 

What he heard inspired him. There were promises of adventure. Promises of education. 

Promises of learning skills that could be applied in the civilian world after the military. Dan 

knew he wouldn’t be going to college. Even with a scholarship, he couldn’t afford it. More 

importantly he couldn’t afford to leave his mother alone. His life’s plan was to get a local job in 

Bend straight out of high school to support his mother. 

But now he was intrigued. He might be able to afford both. After the senior rally ended, 

several students stayed behind to talk to the recruiters. Dan had no interest in the water, and no 

interest in flying, so he bypassed the Navy and Air Force tables. The longest line for questions 

and information was in front of the Marine Corps table. He walked over to the men recruiting for 

the Army. 

It changed his life. These men were fit, full of information, and seemed to be genuinely 

interested in Dan. He realized later that it was their job—to fill their quota—but Dan’s young, 

impressionable mind accepted it and welcomed it. He signed up for a four-year enlistment that 

would begin when he finished high school. 

One of the men handed Dan a brochure on a healthy diet and exercise. It was a broad outline 

of the topics, but it became Dan’s bible for the rest of his senior year and into the following 

summer. He had finally realized the connection between diet and health. He changed his diet 

immediately. It was more work to eat healthy, but he noticed the results within days. Although 

he hadn’t lost any weight, he noticed that he had more energy. He began walking rather than 

studying. He wasn’t going to college anyway… did he really care what his senior year grades 

would be? Would the Army really care? 

He began walking to and from school—a trip that took him an hour at first. Then it dropped 

down to 50 minutes. Then he began jogging after school. Short distances at first, but he built up 

to longer distances as he began to shed some of the weight that he’d carried for years. 

He ate fruits and vegetables—mostly raw. He cut back on fats and nearly eliminated all pasta 

and anything that came in a can or a package. His mother wasn’t thrilled with the change. True, 
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she was noticeably healthier, but her mood was noticeably more sour. She preferred the taste of 

pastas and sugars. She didn’t seem to care that she felt better. Feeling better wasn’t as tasty. 

Dan had no problem acquiring a taste for his new diet. To him, there would be no going 

back. There was no substitute for the taste of the natural sugars in berries and melons, fruits and 

vegetables. 

By the end of his senior year, Dan was running home from school. He would drop off his 

books and run for another half-an-hour. He had lost dozens of pounds, but he was still slightly 

overweight. His classmates hadn’t noticed—it had been a slow transition. He didn’t care. This 

wasn’t for them. 

He began hiking the trails in the nearby forests. He instantly fell in love with the freedom, the 

fresh air, and the wildlife that he’d missed out on all these years. He began camping by himself 

on the weekends and hiking along the game trails. Exercise had actually become fun. 

Dan continued his routine—and stepped it up—into the first month of summer. 

Then, one sunny afternoon in the high desert, Dan’s recruiter came to his house and picked 

him up. Dan left his mother, with a promise that he would see to it that she had good care. He 

hated to leave her, but he needed to get on with his own life for a change. 

He left his old way of life behind him, and he knew he wouldn’t miss any of it. 

 

Dan surprised—and impressed—his Drill Sergeants in boot camp. He also surprised the men 

in his division. In fact, he even surprised himself. He knew that he was in good shape by now, 

but he was still stocky. His true endurance and strength wasn’t visible yet under the thin layer of 

fat that had yet to be burned off. But what the others were unable to see was the muscle Dan had 

built up over the past six months. Or the internal strength that he had slowly gained after 

repeated successes reaching his goals. 

His basic and advanced infantry training and airborne training took place in Fort Benning, 

Georgia. The base is located south of Columbus on the Chattahoochee River—the border 

between Georgia and Alabama. Dan was instructed in first aid, communications, and map 

reading and was familiarized with the M16 rifle. Basic training introduced Dan to other weapons, 

including missiles and explosives. He was also trained in unarmed combat skills. 

Dan excelled at the confidence course as well as the field exercises, and everyone noticed. 

With only a week left, an officer approached Dan.  

“Private Jolicoeur?” 

“Yes Sir.” 

“At ease, Private. And speak freely.” 

“Yes Sir.” 

“I’m Major Harding. I couldn’t help but notice your success here. I talked to your recruiter. 

He said you had a bit of a weight problem when you enlisted?” 

“Yes Sir. I’m still working on it, but this last bit doesn’t seem to want to leave me…” 
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The officer smiled. “Understandable. And it obviously hasn’t affected your performance. But 

that’s not why I’m here. Private Jolicoeur, would you be interested in performing some physical 

tests for me?” 

“Sure!” Dan responded instantly. “I mean, yes Sir.” 

The officer smiled. “Good.” 

The following day, Dan met with Major Harding. Harding had Dan do as many push-ups as 

he could in two minutes. Then as many sit-ups in two minutes. Then he timed Dan on a 500-

meter swim in the pool. He had Dan do as many pull-ups as he could, and finally timed him on a 

two-mile run. 

Dan was still panting from the run when he approached the officer. 

“Nice job, Private. All good scores. Your swim time could improve, but that’s what training 

is for.” 

“Thank you, Sir.” 

“Now let me tell you what this is about. I’m a recruiter for Special Operations—the Rangers 

and the Berets. Normally we only take new members during their second enlistment, but I’m 

stationed here to keep an eye out for qualified men that we don’t want to lose in the system. You 

have shown maturity, mental and physical drive, will power and dedication. You’ve also been a 

natural leader in your division. I’m not looking for an answer now, but I want you to consider a 

change in your MOS. Keep in shape and work on your swim time. I’ll call on you again in six 

months and we’ll discuss your future plans.” 

Dan was speechless. He had not considered the Special Forces. He smiled and nodded. 

“Yes Sir.” 
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Chapter 3 

 

As soon as Dan graduated from boot camp, he arranged for his mother to be taken to a home for 

the elderly. He paid the fees and sent extra money to her. His letters encouraged her to start 

eating healthy and to try to walk around more, but she would have none of that. Changing her 

ways was too much effort, and unhealthy food tasted too good. 

Dan began his training as a computer specialist. He spent his free time running and doing 

pull-ups, push-ups, sit-ups, and, especially, swimming. If the Special Operations officer showed 

up as promised, Dan planned to impress him with vast improvements. Although he’d never 

considered Special Forces before, now it was on his mind nearly every hour of the day. 

By the time he graduated from his final school eight months after boot camp, he’d turned 

nearly every ounce of fat into muscle. Major Harding attended the graduation and told Dan to be 

prepared to run the physical tests again the following morning—if he was still interested in 

Special Ops. 

Dan, as expected, showed improvement in every physical test. He had cut several minutes off 

his 500-meter swim. The Major had him do another swim—while wearing his fatigues and boots 

and carrying a weighted pack. This was a 50-meter side-stroke swim to simulate carrying gear or 

rescuing a person. 

“Congratulations, PFC Jolicoeur. If you’re still interested, let’s get some paperwork filled out 

and request a change in your MOS.” 

“Yes Sir. I’m ready,” Dan said with obvious excitement. 

 

Dan changed his MOS to 18E—Special Forces Communications Sergeant. This change 

required him to add two years to his enlistment. He began his training in Fort Bragg, North 

Carolina. The first three weeks were the most physically challenging phase. The focus was on 

physical fitness training and advanced land navigation skills. This was followed by training in 

leadership, weapons, and demolitions, as well as engineering and construction, advanced medical 

training, and small unit tactics. 

SERE school took another three weeks of training. This training focused on Survival, Escape, 

Resistance, and Evasion and was critical for any soldier who found him- or herself behind enemy 

lines. The first week of SERE was spent learning the survival portion. He lived in the woods 

while getting instruction and hands-on training. The second part of training used those skills to 
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Escape and Evade. Once caught—and everyone eventually got caught—the remainder of the 

training was Resistance in a mock POW camp. Many soldiers broke and washed-out during this 

phase. 

Shortly after SERE school, Dan began training with the Green Berets. It quickly became 

obvious that, more than anything else, the Special Forces unit’s task was to teach—teach the 

local soldiers and civilians how to resist their oppressors in unconventional warfare. 

Conventional warfare consists of armies meeting on the battlefield. Unconventional warfare, and 

guerilla warfare, is the use of the indigenous population. 

Dan was taught the importance of learning the local customs and befriending the local 

people. His instructor stressed that, “Winning the hearts and minds of locals is more critical than 

destroying the enemy!” It was also important to empower the local population. When giving 

gifts, such as food or medical aid, then credit should be given to the local, allied authorities—not 

the US. The host nation or indigenous people should get credit for a successful mission—the 

Special Forces unit was never there.  

Dan’s training continued. He was trained for survival in any type of weather or terrain. 

Eventually his focus was in desert survival. With his specialty as a Communications Sergeant, he 

was trained to supervise the communications functions for Spec Ops. This included the 

supervision or aid in installation, utilization, and operation of communications equipment. This 

also included implementation of a communications system to eavesdrop on and monitor enemy 

chatter, as well as psychological operations such as transmitting false communications to confuse 

the enemy. 

His psyops missions also included a strategy of handing out free hand-cranked or solar-

powered radios to the local people. These would be tuned to a station that was controlled by the 

Special Forces as a propaganda tool. 

During his free time, Dan volunteered for several advanced skills courses. Already trained in 

demolitions from Special Forces training, Dan qualified as a Combat Diver and learned how to 

create and disarm underwater improvised explosive devises, or IEDs. He also qualified as a Free 

Fall Parachutist while he was at Fort Bragg. This training included water drops, night drops, 

high-altitude low-open drops, and low-altitude low-open drops.  

He also qualified as a sniper, where he learned to make an accurate shot considering the 

factors of distance, wind, humidity, temperature, elevation, atmospheric pressure, barometric 

pressure, spin drift, and visibility depending on fog, rain, pollution or dust. He was taught to 

shoot from multiple positions and through bushes, trees and even glass.  

He developed the field craft of camouflage and the art of a slow stalk to a shooting position. 

He learned the importance of the effective psychological value of one shot, one kill to the enemy. 

He became a distinguished expert with several rifles—including enemy rifles. 

Finally, Dan was transferred to Monterey, California for language school. He studied Arabic 

and Dari, and Advanced Language: Arabic. The instruction also included local customs and 

culture for specific areas in the Middle East. Dan was trained to live off the land and to 

understand the local language and culture in an enemy environment. 
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Chapter 4 

 

Operation Desert Storm, 1991 

 

Dan quickly discovered that the Green Berets were in high demand and usually had a part to play 

in every skirmish. His first encounter with real battle—and with real enemies that returned fire—

was in 1991 after the Iraqis invaded Kuwait. US Army Special Forces had several overlapping 

missions during the Gulf War. These included Coalition Warfare Support, Special 

Reconnaissance, Direct Action, Combat Search and Rescue, and the liberation of Kuwait City. 

Dan’s primary mission in Operation Desert Storm was Warfare Support for the Gulf Coast 

Coalition. This Coalition included Kuwait, Syrian, and Egyptian forces, as well as the Saudi 

Arabian land forces. Dan was intimately familiar with these forces, as his unit—part of the 5
th

 

Special Forces Group—lived and trained with them during the preceding operation, Desert 

Shield. Warfare Support included providing ground truth and close air support. 

Ground truth involved the collection of incoming data from local allies, other units, and 

especially from the 82
nd

 Airborne’s Deployment Readiness Force 1. DRF 1 was the first US 

boots on the ground in Iraq. Their mission was to stay ahead of the coalition forces and provide 

intelligence: enemy movements, terrain conditions, weather, et cetera. Ground truth consisted of 

collecting this data, processing it, and sending it on to the 5
th

 Group headquarters in Saudi 

Arabia. 

Close air support was possibly the most important mission accomplished by the Special 

Forces, especially in the early stages of the war. Based on the information collected via ground 

truth and from Special Reconnaissance, the Special Forces units were responsible for contacting 

the Air Support Operations Center after identifying targets for air strikes. An appropriate, or 

available, aircraft was sent to the target.   

The Special Forces team acted as a forward air controller and directed the air strikes from the 

ground. This disrupted the enemy forces and protected the coalition ground offensive. It also put 

the Special Forces unit in constant danger of discovery by the Iraqi forces. Dan’s unit generally 

found themselves between the enemy and coalition forces. 

Dan’s secondary mission was Special Reconnaissance. Using the information gathered from 

the Deployment Readiness Force and the ground truth missions, Special Forces units would be 
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sent to specific areas of interest. These areas were potential hot zones that required more 

surveillance and more specific intelligence gathering. 

Dan’s unit was in constant danger during these missions. The first task was to insert the team 

into the target area. This was done by helicopter under the cover of darkness and had to be far 

enough away to avoid detection. Throughout the night, the team had to hike to the target area and 

dig and prepare underground hides before dawn. 

The ground was unpredictable and unreliable. Generally, the unit would have to dig their 

hides in the hard, barren desert terrain. In some rare instances, the team was able to set up their 

hide sites in the fertile soil of the local crops. There was a constant threat of being discovered by 

the Iraqi farmers and their children. This was the exact scenario that led Dan to take enemy fire 

for the first time, and to make his first kill. 

Dan’s mission began without a hitch. An MH-60 Black Hawk—a modified version of the 

UH-60 helicopter—flew low under the cover of darkness and dropped off the Green Berets 

several miles from their target. The team hiked in and prepared their hiding sites without being 

discovered. Their communications via satellite informed them that several other Special Forces 

units had to abandon their reconnaissance missions that night. Two had been discovered and 

others found the terrain too difficult to dig adequate hiding sites. 

Dan’s unit was fortunate in that their target area was surrounded by farm lands. But that 

produced its own difficulties. The area beyond the crops was flat and barren. After digging the 

hide sites, the men had to dispose of the dirt from their holes. They did their best to scatter it and 

blend it in with the surrounding terrain. Dan couldn’t identify the young crop, but it obviously 

hadn’t reached maturity. Therefore, disguising their viewing ports was also a problem, as a 

clump of brush would easily stand out in the sparsely developed fields. 

Crops also meant more people and domesticated animals. It had been two weeks since the 

Deployment Readiness Force identified this area as a potential threat. In that time, the crops had 

sprouted and more farmers arrived to tend to them. The Berets noticed several dogs in the target 

area, but the animals preferred to laze in the shade of the buildings in the distance. The children, 

however, enjoyed playing in the fields. 

Dan watched the target area through the scope mounted on his M24 sniper rifle. The scope 

was essential to the recon missions, but the rifle only served as a precaution—it should never be 

used in a successful mission. He overlooked the small village where Iraqi soldiers had been 

spotted. The Deployment Readiness Force witnessed the soldiers emptying large military cases 

from small trucks. They were the right size to contain SCUD missiles, but DRF 1 couldn’t get 

close enough to verify. 

Dan’s team took note of the number of soldiers, their equipment and activities, and especially 

looked for the deadly missiles. They also noted the number of civilians and domestic animals, 

including dogs and livestock, and their locations. They noted possible landing zones for aircraft 

and power lines or other factors that might prevent such landings. Dan’s role as the 

communications sergeant was to relay this information to headquarters via satellite under the 

safety of darkness. 
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On one occasion, a farmer and a young boy walked within a yard of Dan’s hide. His heart 

began beating double-time. He was certain he was about to be discovered. Miraculously, the man 

and his boy moved on. A few hours after that, however, Dan had the same sick feeling in his 

stomach again. A young girl and two of her friends stopped dead in the middle of the field. They 

were staring to Dan’s right—directly at his teammate’s hiding site. 

One of the girls screamed and they all ran off to the village. Then all hell broke loose. 

The Iraqi soldiers immediately armed themselves and, after the girls pointed to the hiding 

spot, began firing into the field. Dan’s teammate returned fire. Dan and the other Berets joined 

the fire fight. The farmers fled the fields, but soon appeared with their own weapons and joined 

the enemy soldiers. 

Bullets whizzed over Dan’s head, but he remained as calm and relaxed as he could. He’d 

trained for countless hours for this situation. He took steady aim, ignoring the enemy fire, and 

squeezed the trigger—sending a .300 caliber round into the chest of an enemy soldier. Before he 

could contemplate his first kill, he’d dropped another man. His unit was decreasing the number 

of enemy forces with well-placed, accurate shots. Dan’s ammunition dwindled—he’d sacrificed 

extra magazines for his communications equipment. 

The soldiers and civilians quickly realized the skill of the enemy in the fields and took cover 

behind buildings and vehicles in the village. A few soldiers began creeping up a ditch—out of 

the line of fire from the Green Berets. The Special Forces unit would soon be flanked. 

Dan radioed for an extraction as soon as the altercation began, but help was still a long way 

off. The Berets were pinned in their hiding sites and running low on ammunition—causing them 

to take more care in their shots. 

Before long, two more truckloads of enemy soldiers arrived. The civilians gained courage 

and began flanking the hiding spots. They directed the soldiers where to shoot, which 

concentrated more fire power to the hides. These farmers also continued shooting, at a much 

closer range.  

Dan had no choice. It made him sick to his stomach, but he focused on the lead farmer and 

dropped him with one shot. The rest of the Berets followed Dan’s lead and began taking out the 

farmers until they fled. The team let them go and refocused on the soldiers. 

After several hours, the situation turned truly desperate. Most of the Berets were out of rifle 

ammunition and were using their sidearms. The small weapons lacked the range and accuracy to 

be of much assistance in the conflict. Finally, their support arrived.  

Dan heard them before he saw them, and it was a beautiful sound. A pair of F-16 Eagles tore 

overhead. He directed the fighter jets from his hole in the ground—identifying target areas. The 

jets began dropping cluster bombs in the ditches, over vehicles, and behind buildings. Dan felt 

the heat and wind from the combined effect of the small explosives as they decimated the enemy 

soldiers and civilians. 

The MH-60 Black Hawk was not far behind the F-16s. The Green Berets were still taking 

fire when they boarded the helicopter for an extraction in broad daylight. None of the Special 

Forces team was harmed. Dan wasn’t positive how many men he’d shot in that span of three 
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hours. His service record would show 12 confirmed kills. He’d fired every one of his 30 rounds 

of rifle ammunition that day, and he only remembered missing with a few warning shots. The 

other men in his unit did just as well. 

The US Marines, along with coalition forces, advanced on the area. The remaining Iraqi 

soldiers and civilians surrendered. The allied forces discovered two cases of SCUD missiles and 

other weapons in a concrete bunker. They also confirmed over 160 dead and wounded—many 

from the cluster bombs. The mission was considered a success for the Deployment Readiness 

Force, Coalition Warfare—ground truth and close air support—and Direct Action. Inflicting 

casualties during a recon mission is not the desired outcome, but this event was measured 

positively for Special Reconnaissance. 

 

Operation Provide Comfort, 1991 

 

A few months later, Dan’s unit in the 5
th

 Special Forces Group was sent to northern Iraq to assist 

the 10
th

 Special Forces Group. Operation Desert Storm drove the Iraqis from Kuwait and 

succeeded in weakening their power. Seeing this weakness, the Kurds in northern Iraq launched 

an uprising against the Iraqi government. This was in protest to their being suppressed with 

chemical weapons two years earlier. The Iraqi forces crushed the rebellion and it was feared that 

they would begin a mass slaughter of the survivors.  

More than a million Kurds were forced to flee to Iran and Turkey. Hundreds of thousands 

more fled to the mountain range that bordered Iraq and Turkey. The mountains were cold and 

desolate. The refugees suffered with the lack of clean water, blankets, medical supplies, food, 

clothing, and shelter. The mortality rate quickly escalated. Any Kurd trying to return from the 

mountains was hunted down and killed by Iraqi soldiers. 

Operation Provide Comfort was designed to provide relief to the Kurdish refugees. C-130 

cargo planes were routed to drop supplies to the Kurds in the mountains. Nearly 600 pallets of 

supplies were delivered every day, but even that proved insufficient. There was a lack of 

intelligence on the needs of the refugees. The types and amounts of supplies were usually 

inadequate. There was also no channel for distribution once the supplies reached the ground—it 

was a free-for-all. The supplies weren’t reaching the people who needed them most. In a few 

instances, the cargo landed on the refugees causing death or serious injury. 

This resulted in a change of strategy for Operation Provide Comfort. Ground troops would 

need to be used. By the time Dan’s Special Forces unit arrived, the area had already been cleared 

of enemy Iraqi forces. His task would be simple and uneventful—a welcome mission after 

Operation Desert Storm. 

Dan’s team assisted the ground troops and the 10
th

 Special Forces Group in creating refugee 

camps in northern Iraq and southern Turkey. Dan became intimately familiar with these areas as 

he helped set up the camps. It was a Civil Affairs mission, and the Special Forces team honed 

their skills in construction and engineering. The refugees could finally come down from the 

mountains to safety. 
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Before the 10
th

 Special Forces Group arrived, over 400 refugees died every day in the 

mountains between Iraq and Turkey. Some estimates reported the number closer to 1,000. 

Seventy percent of those were children. After the Special Forces arrived and provided relief and 

supplies, the death rate dropped to below 20 per day—only a third of those being children. The 

initial phases of Operation Provide Comfort proved to be a huge success in humanitarian aid. 

 

Operation Restore Hope, 1993 

 

Dan’s team had accomplished their tasks and was extracted from northern Iraq before the end of 

Operation Provide Comfort. He was given leave and allowed to return home. Dan’s mother had 

passed away only a few months earlier. He’d missed the funeral, so he paid his respects at the 

cemetery in Bend. He took care of a few odds and ends, but he didn’t really have a link with 

civilian life anymore—and he didn’t feel comfortable as a civilian. 

He welcomed the end of his leave. He also welcomed the opportunity to upgrade his military 

occupational specialty to 18F—Special Forces Intelligence Sergeant. With this specialty he 

could—in rare instances—command his own unit and, more importantly, exchange his radio for 

other equipment such as more ammunition. After additional training, Dan was qualified to 

advise, assist, plan, organize, train, and supervise local and allied personnel on the collection and 

processing of intelligence information. 

He was assigned to a new Special Forces unit. Before the end of his first year with his team, 

they were sent to the east African country of Somalia. Operation Restore Hope was intended to 

be another humanitarian effort. The operation proved to be more complicated and dangerous than 

expected—and certainly appeared to the public to be less successful than other Army relief 

efforts. 

In the early 1960s, the United States established a presence in Ethiopia during the Cold War 

with the Soviet Union. The US supported Emperor Selassie. In 1969, the Soviets supported the 

authoritarian leader Barre in the neighboring country of Somalia. In 1977, Barre started a war 

against Ethiopia over the Ogaden region. As a result, Western aid ended in Somalia. With this 

lack of aid, Barre grew more repressive in order to maintain his power. 

In 1990, antigovernment riots led to a slaughter by Barre’s security forces. Over 300 civilians 

were seriously injured and 65 were killed. The army and the citizens turned against Barre and he 

was forced to flee in 1991. The result was a state of anarchy. Regional warlords fought for a 

power base and struggled over food supplies. Food was power, and storehouses and depots were 

raided to depletion. These actions, combined with a drought, caused devastation to the Ethiopian 

and Somalian populations. The images seen by the West were of starving, fly-covered children. 

This was the reality of these countries. 

The United Nations reacted in 1992 and approved Resolution 751. This authorized 

humanitarian relief efforts in Somalia. This immediately proved more complicated than it 

appeared. Several warlords, clans, relief organizations, and private armies competed for food, 
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supplies, and the distribution of those goods. As a result, the supplies rarely reached their 

intended destinations in the interior of the country. 

The United States initiated Operation Provide Relief. This involved using nearby Kenya to 

airlift food and supplies to the interior of Somalia. This allowed for more localized distribution, 

but also proved ineffective. Local warlords and gangs hijacked the supplies and stockpiled them 

in order to gain power. Meanwhile, thousands of people were starving in the country. Finally, the 

United States determined that they needed to deploy ground forces to Somalia. The mission was 

to ensure that relief supplies reached the people who needed them. 

Dan’s initial task in Operation Restore Hope was reconnaissance. The US military required 

information on areas that would not be hostile once they arrived. The Special Forces units joined 

the relief efforts in the air and assessed the dangers of various areas and especially rural airfields. 

Once that was accomplished, Dan and his team joined a base of operations that would distribute 

the relief supplies. The Green Berets were tasked with ensuring the safe drop of those supplies. 

By now Dan was easily able to determine friend from foe. The Special Forces team was 

responsible for the security of a supply drop before, during, and after. On many occasions, the 

team would simply have to intimidate and physically move some of the local people who were 

simply too hungry to be afraid of being shot. In other cases, the team would get into fire fights 

with the local warlords, gangs, or military who intended to procure the supplies at any cost. Dan 

didn’t enjoy killing other men, but it was getting chillingly comfortable to him. 

Determining friend from foe was what got Dan in his standoff with his Commanding Officer. 

The Ethiopian nomads he spotted in the valley were clearly not a threat. The locals and human 

poachers shooting at them were not a threat to the supply drop, but they were a threat to human 

life. The nomads were exactly the people who needed the relief aid. Dan still felt he was right in 

defending the group, but he had to admit that back-talking his Commanding Officer was 

probably not the wisest choice. But damn it felt good. 
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Chapter 5 

 

It was shortly before 0800 when Dan arrived at his CO’s operations tent. He announced himself 

through the flap and was immediately told to enter. It wasn’t his CO’s voice. And the man 

behind the table that served as a desk was not his Commanding Officer. 

“Have a seat, Sergeant Jolicoeur,” the man said. 

Dan looked him over as he pulled a seat back. He was older, with dark hair graying at the 

temples—probably 20 years older than Dan. He was also built—not as muscular as Dan, but Dan 

wouldn’t want to tangle with him either. He had dark eyes and his mouth curved upwards in a 

slight smile. That gave Dan an uneasy feeling and he kept his guard up even as he sat. 

“I’m Commander Dale Ragland, Sergeant. Do you have the incident report with you?” 

Dan handed him his pad of paper. Commander… Navy? Sitting in the CO’s chair? This was 

turning out to be an interesting morning. He sat in silence for several minutes while Commander 

Ragland perused his report. 

Finally, the Commander closed the notebook and said, “That’s what I thought. Anything you 

want to add to this, Dan?” 

This guy was making Dan uncomfortable. First, that was a pretty ambiguous question. 

Second, what was the deal with using first names? 

“I have nothing to add, Dale,” he replied flatly. “I support and defend the Constitution of the 

United States, and I obey the orders of those appointed over me. When there’s a conflict between 

those two, then I choose to follow the Constitution. I won’t kill innocent people… in any 

country.” 

The Commander’s smile broadened. “At ease, Sergeant. No disrespect intended. I’ve been in 

the civilian world far too long now. Let me get right to the point—I don’t want to be here any 

longer than I have to. I’m not here to discipline you; I’m here to offer you an opportunity. I know 

that you and your CO are like oil and water. I can offer you a change of command, if you’re 

willing to join a new SF unit. 

“Your new CO will be more… flexible. You’ll have operational command of your own unit. 

And you’ll also report to me… when the situation allows.” 

Dan was intrigued, but still confused. There were few situations where a Navy Commander 

would be interested in him. He took a guess. “Delta Force?” 
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“No. This is more… under the table kind of stuff. I’m the Commander of Operations for the 

Defense Information Systems Agency. I have a small Black Ops team up and running and I 

could use a guy like you. It will be on an availability basis—it won’t interfere with your SF 

missions. If you agree… well, let’s just say that your next CO owes me some favors, and I’ve 

already paved the way for this arrangement. 

“You won’t be sitting around either—you’ll still be in the 5
th

 SF Group. And you won’t be 

sitting around on my missions either.” 

Dan gestured towards his notebook. “What about that?” 

“This?” Commander Ragland held it up. “I’d say this shows a lot of character. This is why 

I’m here, offering you a position on my team. As far as discipline? If you take my offer, this 

incident will be swept under the rug. If you stick around here… well, you disobeyed an order. 

You were disrespectful to an officer—an officer who doesn’t like you much, need I remind you. 

It’s possible you’ll be sent back to the States and given a job as a secretary. 

“I have a lot of pull, but I don’t know if I could get you out of this one. And to tell you the 

truth, I’m not going to try. My offer sounds much sweeter that way, doesn’t it?” 

The Commander’s large grin was almost infectious. But Dan wasn’t one to make impulsive 

decisions. 

“Can I think about this for a while?” 

“Certainly, Sergeant. Is two hours enough time?” Dale smiled again at Dan’s shocked 

reaction. “I’m just kidding. Here’s my card. Call anytime, or just swing by Headquarters in San 

Diego. I know you must have a ton of questions, but save them until you’re seriously considering 

this offer. I need to get out of here—the desert never did agree with me.” 

Dan spent several days contemplating his options. He’d always assumed he would be a lifer 

in the armed forces. He never really planned what he would do when he was discharged. 

Working in the civilian world would give him opportunities he might not otherwise have. 

His Commanding Officer was strangely distant during the next few days. There was no 

mention of disciplinary action, nor were there any new missions for his team. He knew it must 

have something to do with this offer to work for a government agency. Being shunned was no 

way to spend his time in the Special Forces. Dan didn’t bother making a phone call. He bought 

an airline ticket and took one month of leave. 

 

San Diego, 1993 

 

Commander Dale Ragland met Dan outside of the Defense Information Systems Agency’s 

headquarters in San Diego, California. 

“How did you know I’d be here?” Dan asked as the men shook hands. 

“I’m in the information business, Dan,” the Commander replied. 

He led them into the building and up to the second floor to his office. 

“So, what’s on your mind?” he asked after they’d both taken a seat. 

“Just the details, Sir.” 
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“Simple enough,” Dale smiled. “You’ll work for my Black Operations team, headquartered 

here in this building. I’ll start you out with some surveillance and recon missions. This will give 

me a chance to see how you work, and give you a chance to re-familiarize yourself with civilian 

life. 

“The focus will be the War on Drugs. Watch, learn, and infiltrate the local drug dealers until 

we work our way up to the big boys. 

“Your SF operations clearly take precedence. Complete your missions with your team, train 

with them, but in your down time, you work for me. Strictly under the table—payment upon 

completion of our successful missions. 

“You’ll transfer to a new command—one that is agreeable to this arrangement.” 

Dan sat in silent contemplation. 

“You’ll be doing the country some good,” the Commander continued. “And you won’t have 

some Commanding Officer micromanaging your decisions.” 

Dan finally smiled. This guy knew him too well. 

“I’ll give it a try, Sir.” 

“Good! You still have plenty of time left on your leave. Let’s get you started with some local 

surveillance. I’ll introduce you to Polebird; he’s been watching some questionable activity in 

East Village. He can fill you in on what he’s learned and you can take it from there. I need to 

pull him out to work on some computer issues… you’ll understand after you meet him.” 

The men got up and shook hands. 

“Welcome to my covert ops team, Dan. DISA’s anti-drug Doves.” 
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Chapter 1 

 

Amy’s father got up and silently left the room. A slight trickle of blood seeped down his neck. 

He didn’t look back as he walked out of the house. 

Amy wasn’t sure if she was relieved or terrified. The cut was small, but precise; certainly not 

life-threatening—her intention had not been to kill him.  

 

Amy grew up in quiet, fertile Bellingham, Washington, 25 miles south of the Canadian 

border. Bellingham was named after the bay on which it was located. The locals had a wealth of 

outdoor options to pass their free time. The San Juan Islands were only a short sail away, and the 

Cascade Mountains were an equally close drive to the east. 

Amy didn’t have access to either. Her parents were not financially secure. Her father had 

once worked in the lumber industry, but for most of her memory, he had hung around their home 

collecting money from the government for a knee injury that caused a permanent disability. The 

money was provided to help support his family, but it went more toward supporting his alcohol 

addiction. There was always plenty of cheap beer and whiskey in the house—the same couldn’t 

be said about nutritious food. Top Ramen was a common dinner in the Callahan household. 

Amy couldn’t remember when the abuse started to escalate—not the alcohol abuse; the 

physical and mental cruelty. In later years, she recognized that rage had always ruled their house 

to some degree, in its mildest form as an atmosphere of tension waiting for the inevitable flare-

up. Her mother was the main target. Amy’s memories were filled with constant yelling; constant 

threats; constant criticism; and occasional violence. Every remark her father uttered was 

derogatory. Nothing was good enough for him. The house was never clean enough. The food was 

never appetizing enough. When her mother managed to save enough money for a decent meal—

usually Sunday nights—she would fish for a rare word of approval; validation that she could 

indeed do something well.  

“How’s the meal, Honey?” she would ask. 

“I’m eating it, aren’t I?” her father would growl. She eventually learned to keep quiet. 

 

Bill and Julia Callahan had been high school sweethearts. They rushed into marriage right 

out of high school. Bill immediately got a good job and Julia immediately got pregnant. She 
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didn’t know it at the time, but her future as “housewife” was thereby set in stone. While her 

classmates were setting off on adventures and discovering themselves, Julia rarely left the house.  

This was as Bill wanted it. He slowly cut all old friends out of Julia’s life. Isolated and 

without a support system, Julia fell further and further under Bill’s control. Without friends or 

family to tell her otherwise, Bill was able to convince her that she was worthless and that no 

other man could love her the way he did. He reminded her that she would never be able to 

support herself and her child without him. Before they were married, Bill regularly told Julia 

how beautiful and desirable she was. Now he found fault with everything she did. He often 

focused on her appearance, which admittedly had suffered with the abuse. He reminded her that 

she was lucky to have a man like him. 

Bill’s disability facilitated his desire to control her. Julia soon realized that she must account 

for where she was and what she was doing every minute of every day. From his position in his 

well-worn recliner, Bill had the ability to keep tabs on her and monitor her every movement. 

Julia was only given permission to leave the house to make a run to the grocery store, or 

occasionally pick up a movie. If she was gone too long, the yelling and accusations followed. 

Amy was not immune to her father’s outbursts. Amy was always in the way. And she was 

another mouth to feed. He constantly reminded her that, until she was two years old, she was a 

babbling idiot. He said he wished she still was that babbling idiot, instead of the disrespectful, 

back-talking, smart-ass piece of shit she had become. 

As soon as she was old enough, Amy began to leave the house early for her walk to school. 

She returned home as late as possible. With luck, her old man would be passed out. If not, she 

would get a scolding, or beating, depending on his mood. He would eventually fall asleep on the 

couch or in the bedroom, giving Amy and her mother a few hours to breathe easy.  

Amy spent her early mornings at the beach. It was always cold and damp, but it was better 

than being at home. It didn’t take her long to discover that there was money living right under 

her feet. She had always been curious as to why so many people went out and dug in the sand at 

low tide. It only took a few questions to realize there was a gold mine in clams under the surface. 

She laughed when she first heard the name of the geoduck clam, pronounced “gooy-duck,” 

but in no time she was digging up the largest bivalves along the Puget Sound and selling them to 

a local fish market. 

Amy’s new business depended entirely on the tide. Low tide was the time to dig the long-

necked clams, and the lower the tide, the better the catch. This left many days that she couldn’t 

gather clams before school. She spent these mornings daydreaming as she sat staring out across 

the bay. She imagined castles and princesses on the small islands that were beyond her reach. 

And she planned her after-school clamming excursions. 

It was a frustrating learning process, hunting for and digging geoducks. There was 

competition from other diggers, but there was nearly endless real estate to forage in when the 

tide receded from the shallow bay. Amy began her hunt by looking for the neck of a clam, or the 

small hole or depression from a retreating clam. She found that, once disturbed, the neck of the 

geoduck retreated into its shell—usually between two and four feet below the surface. 
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Amy dug with her long, narrow shovel, using a garbage can with the bottom cut off to keep 

the muddy, gray sand from filling her hole. There was a season for digging clams, and a limit of 

three geoducks per person per day, but Amy quickly learned a few secret areas and how to 

identify and avoid the game wardens. She dug until she had to go to school in the morning or 

until it was too dark in the evening. Finding a buyer for the delicacy was the easy part. 

The overnight transition didn’t escape the notice of Amy’s teacher—or the other students. It 

was apparent that Amy was more content… but she also came to school soiled more often than 

not. There was nothing remarkable about Amy under normal circumstances; nothing that really 

separated her from the other nine-year-olds. She never had new clothes. She showed up with a 

few bumps and bruises—but that was fairly common for kids her age. Now she was coming to 

school covered in mud and smelling like seaweed. It was not an uncommon smell in Bellingham, 

but it was overpowering in the classroom. She also began to daydream more often—and her 

grades reflected it. The bullies had a new target. Poor, dirty, stupid Amy. 

Finally, the public school system got involved and sent Child Protective Services to the 

Callahan house. Her mother, with a bruise on her cheek, informed them that things were fine. 

Never better in fact. Amy just loved to play outside before school. The arrival of CPS had a 

mollifying effect on her father. For a week he ignored Amy completely. When he realized that 

CPS wasn’t going to return, the old routine returned. 

 

Over the next year, Amy continued her small geoduck clamming business. She gave every 

dime to her mother, hoping for at least one more meal per week similar to their Sunday night 

dinners. It never showed up. Her mother simply gave the money to her father—yet another 

source of income that fed the alcoholism instead of the family. 

Amy’s entire outlook on life changed when she was invited to a slumber party with some of 

the other girls from her class. She never learned that she was only invited because one of the 

girls’ parents insisted upon it. The girls mostly ignored her that evening, but Amy didn’t notice. 

She was content observing. These girls weren’t her friends and she didn’t want them to be. They 

had no need to dig clams and they didn’t daydream about running away. 

Hanging out with these puffs wasn’t what changed her outlook on life. She saw how a family 

is supposed to act with one another. She actually heard a man say “thank you” to his wife. He 

helped serve dinner to the girls. There was no tension; the atmosphere was light. Amy simply sat 

and enjoyed a quiet evening away from home. 

 

The turning point happened several weeks later. Amy desperately wanted her family to be 

like those of her classmates. She had attempted to change things after the slumber party and was 

rewarded with, “What the hell are you doing? Knock that shit off!” She knew her efforts could 

never fix this family, so she gave up. 

Then one night, her father ran out of whiskey. 

“Jules, I need some money for a quick run.” He called her Jules when he wanted something, 

or was asking for forgiveness. But he only asked for forgiveness when he wanted something. 
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“I don’t have any, Honey,” her mother replied, a hint of fear in her voice that was not at all 

hidden. The air in the room became instantly electric. 

“Well where the hell have you been getting all that money?” 

Her mother involuntarily looked at Amy. “I…” 

Her father looked at down her. Amy felt the color drain from her face. She wanted to run, but 

knew that it would be worse for her later if she did. 

“What do you have to say for yourself, you little shit? Have you been stealing?” 

Amy was terrified, but now she was pissed off. Her fists clenched as she tried to explain. 

“No… no Daddy. I… I dig clams and sell them before school.” 

Her father smiled. It wasn’t the smile of a proud father—more like the smile of a man who’d 

won the lottery. “Well, go get twenty dollars. Daddy needs a bottle of whiskey, Sweetie.” 

He tried to be nice when he needed something, but Amy knew it was when he turned the 

fastest if things didn’t go his way.  

“She doesn’t have any, Honey. She gives it all to me, and I give it straight to you.” 

“I wasn’t asking you!” he boomed. “What do you say, Sweetie?” 

“I… I don’t have any money, Daddy.” 

“Don’t lie to me, kid. I know you have a secret stash. Now go get it!” 

“I don’t Daddy… I promise!” Amy cried. 

“Worthless fucking kid,” her father muttered. He grabbed her by the front of her shirt and 

picked her up. “Let’s go through your room, Amy. You’d better pray I don’t find money in 

there.” 

Amy’s mother followed them into her room. “Honey, please put her down. We gave you all 

the money, I swear.” 

He threw Amy across her bedroom onto the floor. She was bruised, but not broken. Her 

father swung around landing a back-handed strike to her mother’s head. It was harder than usual. 

She dropped limply to the floor. 

“I wasn’t talking to you, bitch!” 

She continued to lie on the floor, whimpering. This was not usual. She usually got up and 

apologized. 

“What the fuck is wrong with you? Get up!” Her father kicked her in the leg. Her mother 

squirmed, but didn’t say anything. “Fuck it,” her father grabbed his coat and walked out of the 

house. 

Amy raced over to her mother. Her jaw was skewed at a funny angle. Amy called 911. 

 

It was late when the emergency unit took her mother to the hospital. Amy assured them she 

would be fine at home; she was expecting her father to return any time. She would need to tell 

him that her mother slipped and broke her jaw on the dresser. 

Amy waited up. It was 1:30 a.m. when he finally returned. She waited another hour to be 

sure he was passed out. Then she went into the kitchen and grabbed a steak knife—the largest 

one she could find. 
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She entered her parents’ bedroom and was pleased to hear snoring. It was obnoxious. She 

hated it. She hated everything about this man. How could her mother love him? Her hatred was 

more intense than her fear as she crept onto the bed. She intertwined her fingers in his disgusting, 

greasy mullet and put the blade of the knife to his throat. She whispered into his ear. 

“Daddy.” 

His eyes slowly opened. He was in a stupor, but slowly realized he was in his own bed. 

“What the…” he was cut off as a blade was pressed harder into his neck. A tiny trickle of 

blood appeared. 

“Don’t say anything Daddy. Don’t even move.” Amy’s heart was racing. What the hell was 

she doing? It didn’t matter—she was committed. She would have to go through with her plan or 

there would be hell to pay. “Daddy, you’re going to leave me and Mommy alone from now on. If 

you don’t start being nice to us, I’ll come in here and cut your head off while you sleep.” She 

waited. It seemed like an eternity. Finally, her father just nodded. Amy released her grip. 

After he left the room, Amy never saw her father again. 

One year later, on the anniversary of her father’s departure, her mother slashed her wrists and 

killed herself. Amy was eleven years old and alone. 
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Chapter 2 

 

The afternoon sun reflected off the Pacific Ocean’s choppy surface as if it were a giant, flat disco 

ball. There had been a steady onshore wind blowing towards Southern California for most of the 

day. The waves crashing onto the beach were slightly larger than usual. 

Amy ignored the swells as she patiently waited out the lull. With a practiced eye, she spotted 

her wave coming and began to paddle her board with long, smooth strokes. The wave quickly 

caught up with her and helped push her towards shore. In one smooth motion, she was on a 

knee—then snapped onto her feet. She’d caught the bomb. 

She put her weight on her toes and steered her board towards the white, crashing water. She 

was toying with the wave—daring it to take her down. She went heal-side and dropped down the 

line, riding the wave along the length ahead of the break. The momentum allowed her to turn to 

the crest of the massive wave. She carved at the top, tucked, and raced to the trough. At the 

bottom of the wave she turned back towards it and dropped onto her board. With a smile on her 

face, she let the wave crash over the top of her. She popped out the other side looking like a 

drenched cat. The sparkle in her eyes matched that of the ocean. She paddled away from shore to 

catch the next big wave. 

 

Amy was placed in an orphanage after her mother’s death. She wasn’t there long before a 

couple showed a brief interest in her. They had tan skin that glowed with health and were well-

dressed. Oddly, they were only interested in Amy. They met her briefly, and then disappeared as 

suddenly as they had come. She was confused about what was happening to her. How long 

would she be here? Forever? Why did those people want to meet her? Why did they leave? 

Didn’t they like her? 

She also didn’t understand that adopting a child takes time—and paperwork. So she was 

surprised when—a few weeks later—Sam and Vera Bronson met with her again. 

“How would you like to come live with us, dear? You’ll be far from home, but we think 

you’ll still enjoy it.” 

That sounded fine to Amy, who had just about convinced herself that she was unwanted and 

never had been. But far from home was certainly no exaggeration. The Bronson’s drove for two 

days down Interstate 5. Amy didn’t sleep a wink as she tried to take everything in from her 

position in the back seat of the luxury SUV. She didn’t realize how small her world has been. 
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The Cascade Mountains quickly faded in the distance. She saw how large a city could be. It took 

hours to get through Seattle! 

Along the way, Vera explained to Amy that she had been a childhood friend of her mother’s. 

They had mostly lost contact with each other after her mother had married. They still called each 

other on birthdays, however, and that was how Vera knew that something was wrong. She 

explained that they wanted to do this for Amy, and that she should never feel like she owed them 

anything in return. 

They passed through Oregon. It was the first time she’d been out of her state. The scenery 

hadn’t changed much, but it sure felt different to be in new territory. She started to notice her 

own excitement after they crossed a bridge over Lake Shasta in Northern California. The 

temperature change was dramatic—it was nearly 25 degrees hotter than she was used to. There 

was no mist or fog—the air was dry! She saw her first palm trees and was immediately in love 

with them. The smell of night-blooming jasmine filled the air. She knew she would never want to 

live anywhere but California. 

The Bronson’s continued their drive south. A pang of uneasiness crept into Amy’s stomach 

as they drove hour after hour through Central California with nothing to see but rolling hills of 

dead grass—with an occasional sighting of a man-made river they called an aqueduct. She 

suddenly changed her mind about living here. Finally, and fortunately, Sam turned off the 

freeway and crossed over the dead hills. A few hours later, Amy’s heart started racing. She 

smelled it before she saw it. Even the strong aroma of the eucalyptus trees couldn’t disguise the 

salty smell of the Pacific Ocean.  

Amy’s eyes never left the window as she tried to get as many glimpses of the ocean as she 

could as the Bronson’s traveled down the windy Pacific Coast Highway. They passed through 

Santa Barbara and continued for another 25 minutes. 

It was late in the evening when Sam and Vera Bronson introduced Amy Bronson to her new 

home—two blocks away from the beach in Ventura, California. 

 

Amy carried her board out of the surf. She paused for a few seconds to shake her short, 

bleach-blond hair like a wet golden retriever. She ignored the looks she was getting from the 

guys on the beach. She was only 15 and not interested in such nonsense, but she was blond, tan, 

and already developed enough to get attention from the opposite sex. With her board tucked 

under her arm, she walked up to one of the nearest houses on the beach-front. She leaned her 

board against the deck and walked in without knocking. 

“Hey guys,” she said. “Oh my god—the surf is killer today!” Two teenage boys—each a year 

older than Amy—looked up at her with an expression of shock. 

Mark and Greg were best friends. They rarely left each other’s sides. When Amy first met 

them, they seemed to have spoken in another language. Bytes this, RAM that, clock speed the 

other thing. Shouldn’t all clocks run at the same speed? But the feeling was mutual. Amy first 

introduced herself to the older boys the previous year—her freshman year in high school—when 

she saw one of them wearing a “Hang Loose” t-shirt. She approached them at lunch break. 
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“There were some pretty tits waves after school yesterday. I swear that southern swell must 

have come all the way up from Palmira. Looks like some sweet nectar today too…” she paused 

at their blank stares. 

She walked away, totally embarrassed. But the two teenagers kept an eye on the weird girl 

that accosted them—a first for both of them. They noticed that she seemed to be an outcast to 

every clique in their high school. They also noticed that she regularly surfed in front of Greg’s 

parent’s house. They promptly learned a few surfing terms and tried to impress her. They failed 

miserably, but their attempts began their friendship. 

Amy was pleased. She wasn’t really interested in computers at first. What she really enjoyed 

was having true friends. These were the only two guys she’d known that hadn’t hit on her. She 

began to learn about computer systems more to humor Mark and Greg and to keep their 

friendship, but soon discovered that the machines were really not that complicated once you got 

the basics down. 

Now Amy noticed their expression of shock as she stood inside the doorway. 

“Crap! I am so sorry! Your mom’s carpet!” 

Greg got up and quickly shooed her out of the house. Over Greg’s shoulder Amy could hear 

Mark saying, “The electronics, Amy! The electronics!” 

“Yeah,” Greg said. “Salt water and electronics don’t mix. Why don’t you dry off and come 

on in…” 

Amy blushed. Of course they weren’t concerned about the carpet getting wet; these two guys 

had wealthy parents. Still, she would feel terrible if she ruined their computers. 

Greg walked back in the house and Mark said, “Did we just kick a hot, skinny, blond surfer-

girl out of our house?” 

“You forgot wet. C’mon dude—do you want our circuit boards to rust?” 

Mark fell silent with his internal debate. 

 

Towards the end of the year, a senior asked Amy to the Spring Fling. Amy had been nervous 

from the moment she’d uttered the word “Yes.” Mark and Greg did not even remotely approve. 

“He has a girlfriend, Amy. She just left school early to spend the summer travelling with her 

parents.” 

“Yes, but that’s a good thing. He won’t expect anything from me. He just wants company for 

the dance.” 

The two boys shared a knowing glance. Greg rolled his eyes and said, “He only goes out with 

girls if he knows he can upload his hard drive…” 

“Don’t be gross, Greg. He seems nice enough…” 

“They all do, until they get what they want,” Mark chimed in. 

“You guys… I’ll be fine. I’m 16 now, I can handle myself. Anyway, I’ve never been to a 

dance and my parents said it was okay.” 
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Amy found herself walking home early from the Spring Fling. Her dress had a small tear at 

the shoulder. She stood outside her house for several minutes. It was 7:00 pm. The dance was 

only just beginning. She walked by her house to the beach… and continued walking. 

Greg’s mother opened the door and saw Amy’s flushed face, dried tears, and torn dress. She 

quickly invited her in. Amy knew where to find the boys. 

Through more tears, she relayed the evening’s events to Greg and Mark. They were right—

the school jock only wanted one thing from Amy. The two were supposed to go out to dinner 

before the dance, but instead Joe drove Amy to a secluded parking lot. He told Amy that he was 

going to make her his girlfriend. After she’d fought off his advances, he ripped her dress as he 

tried to keep her from walking away. 

Greg and Mark had no experience with dating. Or anything that related to girls for that 

matter. They had no idea what advice to give her or how to comfort her. They turned on a third 

computer and gave Amy a quick lesson on how to play Quake. With their three computers 

networked together, the two boys kept an eye on Amy as she quickly learned the game. She had 

a determined look as she focused on killing the Scraggs and Shamblers. To her, each was a Joe. 

Greg and Mark’s help may have worked too well that evening. Amy spent the rest of her free 

time—when she wasn’t surfing or playing volleyball—focusing on the latest upgrades to 

computer software and hardware, something she could become passionate about. She decided 

men were a necessary evil that she would merely tolerate from now on. 

 

A few months before her graduation, the senior class was scheduled to have a rally. Amy was 

all geared up to skip it, which was her usual MO. The surf wasn’t going to be particularly great 

that day, but it would be better than sitting in the gym with her hysterical classmates. One of her 

instructors, who knew Amy well, pulled her aside before the rally. 

“I think you should go to this one, Amy. You might pick up a thing or two.” 

Amy was set to go surfing, but she respected this teacher. She went to the rally and it 

changed her life. 

It began as they always had—someone stood in the middle of the basketball court and got the 

crowd screaming and chanting the school’s cheer as they stomped the bleachers. Half-way 

through the rally, the military recruiters came and each branch gave their spiel. They all 

promised travel, adventure, life-time skills and education. Amy was intrigued. She had no desire 

or plans to attend college. She had the intelligence to pick nearly any school in California, she 

just couldn’t tolerate the thought of the college social life. 

Amy talked to an Army recruiter a few days later. She explained that she wanted to work 

with computers. The recruiter let her take a practice Armed Services Vocational Aptitude 

Battery. She scored a 99. The Army offered her the Military Occupational Specialty 35F; 

Intelligence Analyst. Amy left for boot camp one week after graduating from high school. 



DISA Doves: Biographies  -  Todd Whittier 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 3 

 

August, 1990. Middle East. 

 

Amy was exhausted. All she could think about was crawling into the shade of the camouflaged 

netting and going to sleep. Three days ago she was able to get a sound night’s sleep in her own 

apartment outside of Fort Bragg, North Carolina. A few days before that, Iraq had invaded 

Kuwait and the 82
nd

 Airborne Division was put on full alert. Amy had only a few days to prepare 

before she found herself on a C-130 military cargo plane. She was able to get some sleep on the 

aircraft, but it was restless sleep. The lack of insulation made the cargo area loud, and she was 

anxious. 

This was the first time she’d left the United States. And if things escalated, this would be the 

first time she would be in a war environment.  

She was only in Saudi Arabia for about 12 hours. That time was spent gathering and 

organizing her gear; then checking and re-checking it. She loaded onto another plane with an 

Airborne Infantry Regiment. Several hours later, she was dropping into Iraq. 

 

Boot camp had been a breeze for Amy. She was in top physical shape from years of surfing 

and playing on the beach. The mental challenge was also no problem; she had survived much 

worse abuse than anything the instructors could dish out. She excelled in her training and 

finished in the top of her classes. For this, she was given the opportunity to choose her orders. 

Most of her peers would end up supporting operations in an intelligence or field unit. Amy 

volunteered to join an airborne unit. She figured it would be more interesting and easier for a 

female to move up the ranks. She was correct on both counts. 

One thing Amy did not enjoy about the military was constantly being underestimated by her 

male peers. Rather than spending time around these men, she spent her free time improving 

herself. Since she was joining an airborne unit, it made sense to learn to fly, so she earned her 

fixed-wing private pilot’s license. Then she acquired her single-rotor helicopter license. 

The surf on the East Coast was nothing compared to the Pacific, so she stayed in shape by 

taking martial arts courses on base. She learned Russian at the language school in Monterrey, 

California; she began teaching herself Mandarin Chinese at home. A natural swimmer, she 
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figured she might as well get her open-water certification in SCUBA. She followed that with an 

advanced certification. 

 

Now she was in Iraq setting up a satellite feed to a small, tactical local area network. She was 

part of Deployment Readiness Force One. They were the first US boots on the ground in Iraq. As 

an Intelligence Analyst, Amy updated and maintained a database of the terrain, weather, and any 

positions or movements of the enemy.  

Amy’s second language was Russian, so she worked closely with an Electronic 

Warfare/Signal Intelligence Specialist that was able to translate Arabic and any other local 

languages. When the situation required, she would set up the LAN. She could then upload the 

information via satellite to Headquarters in Saudi Arabia.  

For several months, the unit traveled with a National Guard Truck company. They continued 

to gather, analyze, and report information on different strategic areas and on intended enemy 

actions. Amy kept a situation map updated.  

On January 17, 1991, the unit was on the border of Southern Iraq and Kuwait when the first 

allied Gulf Coast Coalition airborne assaults began. The coalition included forces from Syria, 

Kuwait, Egypt, and Saudi Arabia, with support from the US military. Targets were attacked by 

air in Iraq, Saudi Arabia and Kuwait with the purpose of expelling Iraqi troops. Six weeks later, 

ground forces were sent into Kuwait and pushed their way through the Iraqi border. 

Amy’s unit kept ahead of the ground forces. They were a constant target from the Iraqis. The 

allied forces behind them were moving aggressively and depended on accurate and immediate 

information from the Deployment Readiness Force. The air assault focused on the rear troops 

behind the enemy’s front line. This cut off the enemy’s supply line, but left Amy’s unit head-to-

head with the remaining enemy forces. 

They had taken fire on several occasions. More than once the unit was nearly hit by Iraqi 

Scud missiles. Through evasive maneuvers, occasional air support, and a lot of luck, they moved 

deep into enemy territory to aid the 82
nd

 Airborne in detaining thousands of Iraqi soldiers. The 

war ended in a cease-fire 100 hours after the ground troops deployed. DRF-1 remained for 

several more months to continue gathering intelligence. 

 

Amy joined the military expecting to be a lifer. But five years turned out to be enough for 

her. Halfway through her fourth year she sent out her military credentials to various intelligence 

agencies. Most agencies waived the college degree requirement if equal time was spent in the 

military—depending on the Military Occupational Specialty. Intelligence Analyst qualified. 

Amy interviewed with the Central Intelligence Agency and was recruited shortly after her 

discharge from the Army. 

Amy once again did not disappoint in her education and training. With her background in the 

military, she was qualified to train to be a field agent. She graduated and, still in a probationary 

period, was partnered with Cory Hanes to complete her on-the-job training. Cory had ten years 

of experience as a field agent. He was a know-it-all, but was also a decent mentor. 
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After only a few weeks of active training, Cory and Amy were sent to India. An American 

from San Francisco had been kidnapped and held near Delhi. The local police were able to free 

him. He just needed to be questioned and cleared to return home. 

When Cory and Amy arrived, the police were already on an operation to capture the rest of 

the kidnappers at their house. They returned with two of them. Cory and Amy were allowed to 

be present during the interrogations. They learned that three British men were still being held at a 

different location. If the militants’ demands weren’t met, the prisoners would be decapitated. 

While the Indian officials were negotiating with their superiors to meet the terrorists’ 

demands, Cory pulled Amy aside. 

“We’re going to that village. We don’t negotiate with terrorists.” 

“Shouldn’t we run this by our superiors?” Amy asked. 

“This is the way we do things in the field, toots. You with me? Or you gonna stick around 

here?” 

Amy hesitated, but decided to go.  

 

They arrived in the late afternoon. Their rental car was parked off the road several miles 

behind them. They used the advantage of the sun at their backs to disguise their position as they 

overlooked the mobile home. Otherwise, they were exposed on top of a small, sandy hill above 

the kidnappers’ hideaway. They each took note of a 4x4 truck behind the mobile home. Not far 

off was a small aircraft resting on a short runway. 

We aren’t prepared for this, Amy thought, but kept it to herself—for now. There were three 

kidnappers, each armed with a semi-automatic rifle. Amy and Cory only had semi-automatic 

pistols. They didn’t have the range to shoot from their current position. 

“We’ll wait until the sun drops a bit more, then we’ll rush them,” Cory said. “If they get a 

shot off, they’ll be shooting blind into the sun.” 

“We’re going to have to get pretty damn close. Why don’t we get the Indian police in on 

this?” 

“Too late now. We’re here. And this is a perfect opportunity.” 

Amy got it. Cory wanted to be a hero. His plan was stupid. And arrogant. She was about to 

protest again when a cluster of sand spurted up beside her head. A split second later she heard 

the boom of a rifle. Then came several shots. The shooter was obviously in a hurry and aiming 

wildly. 

“Shit!” Cory said. They both rolled over and started shooting aimlessly in the direction of the 

rifle shot. Now they were shooting into the sun. They managed to get the shooter to take a break. 

But the men near the mobile home joined the action and started shooting at the mound of sand. 

The sniper behind Cory and Amy started shooting again. 

“This is it! We rush them!” Cory said. He stood to run towards the mobile home. He hadn’t 

taken two steps when he was hit twice in the chest. 

Amy was a sitting duck, taking fire from both sides. 

Damned if I do, damned if I don’t, she thought. 
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She grabbed Cory’s pistol and fired towards the man, or men, behind her. There was a pause. 

A permanent pause, I hope. She took advantage of the break and replaced the magazines in both 

weapons. With the bullets already chambered, she had 32 rounds to fire. No sooner did she drive 

the clips home when the shots from behind continued. She ignored it, raised a hand over the 

mound, and fired four shots in the direction of the mobile home. She purposely aimed low so she 

wouldn’t hit the home—and possibly a hostage. 

That resulted in another pause from the men below. She used the opportunity to stand and 

sprint down the hill towards the three kidnappers. She continued to fire as she ran. 

The men scattered and took cover behind the home. The sun was in their eyes and they 

couldn’t tell how many men were coming after them. They clearly heard more than one weapon 

and feared the worst. Their leader had already been captured. These hostages weren’t worth their 

lives. They piled into the 4x4 and the driver floored it. Amy popped off a few rounds towards the 

truck as it fled. There was no reason to waste much ammo on it. She was running low as it was. 

Amy tried the door to the home. It was unlocked. She braced herself to open and clear the 

room—and refrain from wounding or killing a hostage. 

“It’s clear, mate!” The voice sounded more Australian than British. Was it a trap to get her to 

lower her defenses? Amy and Cory had watched the place for hours and had only accounted for 

the three kidnappers. That didn’t mean that one hadn’t stayed inside the whole time… 

“We’re throwing in a flashbang! Take cover and prepare to be detained! The place is 

surrounded!” Amy lied. 

She was going to give any unfriendlies a chance to find cover from a possible flashbang. 

Hopefully that would put them in an awkward position for a shot when she barged in. Then she 

heard the 4x4 approaching. The Tango on the hill must have told them there was only one person 

left in the rescue mission. She threw the door open and cleared the small room. The three 

hostages were tied to each other. 

Amy noticed their initial relief. It was instantly replaced by a we’re screwed look when they 

took in the slight blond girl with two semi-automatic pistols. She cut the rope tying them 

together with her KA-BAR knife. 

“Can you guys run?” she asked. 

“Yes, love,” the Australian replied. 

“There’s a plane out back—get to it NOW!” 

She left the house without prompting. She heard, rather than saw, the men exit and head to 

the rear. 

Amy dropped to a knee. She dropped one of the pistols beside her. She rested her elbow on 

her raised knee and tried to take a steady aim with both hands. She emptied the magazine. 

Water vapor steamed from the 4x4’s radiator. The vehicle slowed to a stop. It was still a few 

hundred yards from the mobile home. Amy had gotten a lucky shot, but she didn’t know why the 

truck would stop. It could have made it to her even with a hole in the radiator. She saw the men 

exiting the vehicle and grabbed the other weapon sitting beside her.  

The British men were near the small aircraft. It was a single-prop, six-seater. 
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“Get on!” Amy yelled as she approached. 

The men seemed to hesitate. They didn’t want to trap themselves in another confined space. 

Amy didn’t care. Once the prop started turning they would change their minds. 

She jumped into the plane and made it into the cockpit in three steps.  

Jesus. I didn’t do a pre-flight… 

She hit the starter and the prop started turning. It was a good plane. She smiled to herself. But 

the butterflies were still in her stomach. The reality of the situation couldn’t be ignored, even 

though something had gone right. She slid open the window in the cockpit and emptied her 

magazine at the oncoming kidnappers. They took cover behind the mobile home. 

This gave the aircraft the time it needed to warm up and get the prop turning at full 

revolutions. She looked behind her. She wasn’t leaving without the freed hostages after all of 

this! They were in. 

“Close the hatch!” 

Amy gunned the throttles as bullets tore through the fuselage. She gained distance and the 

shooting ceased. The runway was short, but it was a powerful plane. It easily lifted into the air. 

 

The men in the passenger compartment cheered and began patting each other on the back. 

Amy didn’t have the heart to tell them they weren’t out of the fire yet. The aircraft was 

dangerously low on fuel, and Amy didn’t see any possible landing strips in sight: no fields, no 

straight stretches of road, not even an empty parking lot. 

Finally she spotted what appeared to be a control tower. She guided the plane in that 

direction and soon confirmed it. She breathed a sigh of relief, although she still wasn’t sure if 

they would make it. The fuel warning light had been blinking since take-off. 

Any relief from seeing the airport disappeared as two MiG-27ML fighter jets flew by her 

within a few yards. It was clearly a warning. Amy was flying the hostages towards an Indian 

military base northeast of New Delhi. She still had little choice; she could be shot down or she 

would have to crash land—and this little plane wouldn’t take a crash landing well. 

As the MiGs approached again, Amy slightly moved the control yoke from left to right. The 

wings of her plane rose and fell—a pilot’s way of waving. It seemed to have worked. The fighter 

jets fell in behind her and, fortunately, didn’t fire any shots. 

As Amy landed, the MiGs flew over her and began to circle. She wasn’t in the clear quite 

yet. She revved the engine to taxi and the plane finally exhausted its fuel supply—it died on the 

runway. She got out of the plane and put her hands in the air as several military vehicles 

approached her. She’d landed at the Hindon Air Force Station. Her lips curled in an almost 

imperceptible smile. The hostages were safe.
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Chapter 4 

 

Roy McDonald was pacing the room. “I don’t know what to tell you, Amy…” he said, shaking 

his head. It was obvious that he had a speech prepared, but he wasn’t going by the script now 

that he actually had to say it. 

Amy remained silent—waiting for her reprimand. 

“You two going in on your own like that… Cory dead…” he let out a sigh. “The Indian 

Government is pissed… the British Government couldn’t be happier…but it comes down to our 

government—and they want answers. We lost an operative. Unsanctioned.” 

Amy nodded. They needed a fall guy… a scapegoat. Everything she’d worked for in her life 

had come down to this moment. She trusted a man again. He lied and used her. She knew better, 

and for that she was willing to accept the consequences. 

“You have military background in managing networks and databases…” Roy continued. “I 

have a friend in Operations over at the Defense Information Systems Agency. He’s in the process 

of turning their legacy system into a client-server system. I hope you know what that means, cuz 

I don’t. Anyway, I told him about you and he said he could use some experience over there.” 

Amy only half smiled at the offer. In truth, she should have been happy. She was expecting 

to get fired. Get her Secret Clearance stripped and be black-listed from ever working for the 

government again—and therefore probably black-listed from any decent job in the private sector 

as well. Roy was giving her an out—a gift. He noticed how long she was pondering the offer. 

“Look Amy, your credentials are frankly… immaculate. I can’t just throw you to the wolves, 

but I have to be honest. You’ll never work in the field for the CIA again… I’m sorry.” 

Amy was new, but she caught on quickly. She knew the game. Roy probably put his own 

neck on the line just to get her the opportunity at the… whatever that other agency was. And it 

was the best offer she was going to get. She preferred field work, but what the hell? She was 

good at building and managing networks and databases. 

“I… I’m sorry, Mr. McDonald. So many things are going through my mind right now… I 

think I should be fired and black-listed… I think I should be given a medal… I know you’ve 

pulled strings for me,” she shook her head, fighting off her emotions. “Of course I’ll work for 

your friend at the…” 

“Defense Information Systems Agency. He’s the Commander of Operations. A great guy, 

Amy. When you get over there, you know… do your own research.” 
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Roy may have winked. If he did, she caught it too late. Anyway, he had a strange look… like 

a proud father would look at a child the first time they drove a car on their own. Or a foster 

father, Amy thought with pride. 

 

Amy had packed her belongings into her Honda Prelude and onto its roof rack and drove 

across the United States to San Diego. It was her only option, and she wasn’t thrilled about it. 

Being back in Southern California sounded wonderful—but being a computer geek was less than 

exciting. She loved computers, but she was still young and full of energy; there was more to life 

than connecting wires in a windowless room. 

She met Dale Ragland outside the Navy Broadway Complex. He was silent as he gained 

access to the building and led her to his office on the second floor. 

“Have a seat, Miss Bronson,” Dale motioned to one of the two leather seats facing his desk. 

He sat in his office chair behind his desk, the view of San Diego at his back. 

“I’m Dale Ragland, Commander of Operations for the Defense Information Systems Agency. 

I hear you ran into some problems over there at the CIA,” he began. “Don’t worry about any of 

that here. We start from a clean slate.” 

Amy smiled, but obviously didn’t believe him. 

“You’re here to help us out with a system install,” Dale continued. “Help us get up and 

running with our new Microsoft system—database and network—and then you won’t have to see 

my ugly mug again. Unless you decide you want to, that is.” He gave her a winning smile. 

Amy felt herself blush. It wasn’t from the smile, but from the fact that Commander Ragland 

had somehow just read her mind. She wanted nothing more than to accomplish this task and get 

back to the CIA to see how her future would unfold. This assignment was only meant to get her 

out of the way for a while, and everyone knew it. 

“You have quite a record, Bronson,” Dale said. “I know you’ve burned your bridge to work 

in the field from Langley. So you either work on computers over in Virginia, or you work on 

computers here in San Diego. And I’m willing to bet that the surf is much better here in Southern 

California.” 

Amy hid her shock. She hadn’t surfed in years. She’d never mentioned it while at the 

Agency. How did the Commander know? Still, he had a good point. 

“Listen,” he continued. “I know Roy told you to snoop around while you’re here. All I can 

say is… take his advice. You might find that you’ll like it here more than you think. 

“Now, go down to the basement level 2 and find Jim Mengal. He’s expecting you. Any 

questions for me?” 

Amy, shocked at how much the Commander already knew, was unable to think of any. 

“Dismissed.” 

She rose from her chair and started walking out the door. 

“Oh, and one more thing, Bronson,” Dale stopped her. “I consider that incident in India to be 

a success, not a failure. Carry on.” 

He turned towards his computer, ending the conversation.
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Chapter 5 

 

Amy was frustrated… for the third time in the first hour of her seventh working day at the 

Defense Information Systems Agency. Switching from a legacy system to a client-server system 

was textbook-basic principles. Jim Mengal, the man in charge of the transition, was fighting her 

every step of the way. Sure, he was okay at networking, but he had no understanding of the 

Windows NT operating system. He went home every night and turned on his Macintosh 

computer. There was nothing wrong with that, of course… but DISA was transitioning to 

Microsoft.  

On a more promising note, Amy had taken Roy’s advice and done some digging into DISA’s 

Operations division. Admittedly, most of her intel came from the resident computer geek. His 

name was Paul Blanchard, but everyone called him by his hacker name: Polebird. 

He was shy and awkward at first; clearly an introvert. He stammered and stumbled over his 

words the first few times Amy approached him. But her two best friends from high school were 

computer geeks; she spoke the language. He quickly opened up when they discussed the server 

set up and especially his security installation. 

She was also self-aware enough to know that she—standing at five foot six inches, 120 

pounds with dirty-blond hair and blue eyes—was a very attractive young woman. A female who 

was cute and had knowledge of computers was like having super powers to someone like 

Polebird. 

Polebird wasn’t bad to look at either. He was six foot three and could stand to put on a few 

extra pounds—it seemed he’d always grown too fast to fill out his skin and bones. He had hazel 

eyes and long blond hair that was pulled into a sleek ponytail. He was also charming—in his own 

clumsy way—once Amy finally got him talking. 

While upgrading the database and network, it hadn’t taken Amy long to figure out there was 

more going on at DISA than a few simple improvements. A few conversations with Polebird all 

but confirmed it. He was bright and meticulous, but Amy was slowly and subtly able to coax 

pieces of information from him. Commander Ragland was forming a covert operations team to 

fight the War on Drugs. Polebird had even given up the name accidentally: the Doves. 

God, I hope the Commander doesn’t send him into the field, she thought after he’d given up 

the team’s name without even realizing it. But now she knew why Roy, her boss at the CIA, told 

her to dig around once she got here. He must have known about the team, and thought she had a 
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shot at field work again—in Black Operations. And, unexpectedly, Commander Dale Ragland 

even encouraged her to snoop around… in his own way. Polebird admitted that the new “thing 

they were working on” was far from perfected. It didn’t matter to Amy. She wanted in. 

Amy met another of her colleagues, but she didn’t bother trying to get any information out of 

him. Dan Jolicoeur would have picked up on it instantly, and she wasn’t even sure if he was part 

of the team at first. He was offensive, but in a way that let her know he was joking. She could tell 

it was just a cover for the fact that he was a pussycat at heart. A sheep in wolf’s clothing. 

She’d first met Dan when he came down to the server room to introduce himself. He asked 

how it was going with Jim Mengal and she unconsciously rolled her eyes. 

“Ah,” Dan said, “so there’s nothing going on between you two?” 

Amy was surprised at the bluntness, but saw his smile and realized he was just giving her a 

hard time. Perhaps slyly trying to find out if she was seeing anyone. She quickly learned that 

subtlety wasn’t Dan’s strong suit. 

“Of course not,” she replied. “He’s twice my age.” 

“I think he’s 36.” 

“Well, close enough.” 

“So… you don’t have a man in San Diego yet?” 

“No,” Amy replied. “And I don’t really have time for a man. Anyway, Polebird said you 

have a girlfriend. And no, I didn’t ask, it just came up for some reason.” 

“Well, Polebird’s right. But she told me I needed to start showing more affection. I think she 

meant that I should have two girlfriends,” he winked at her. 

Amy took the joke as it was intended and wasn’t afraid to fight fire with fire. 

“I think one girlfriend is more than you deserve.” 

He held up his left hand. “I don’t have a ring yet.” 

“I beg to differ, Dan… in fact, I get the feeling you put the ring in suffering.” 

Dan smiled at her. “Touché. I’ll see you around, Bronson. Hopefully you’ll decide to stick 

around for a while. Seriously, let me know if you need anything.” He left the room. 

 

Amy was surprised when Polebird approached her a few days later to report that the 

Commander wanted to see her in his office. 

“What’s it about?” she asked nervously. 

“You’ll have to ask him,” Polebird replied as he rubbed the side of his head. 

“Are you okay?” 

Polebird just shrugged, “Ask the Commander.” 

Amy feared the worst as she made her way to the office, especially after rocking the boat 

with Jim Mengal as soon as she’d arrived at Headquarters. He was an older man—in his 30s—

and was set in his ways. He was smart in his area, but the new installation was not his area. Amy 

had to set him straight on a few things right from the start—one of those things was that a female 

was perfectly capable of the task at hand. 

Commander Ragland started their conversation with some small talk about the network 

installation. Amy, through a lifetime of experience, kept her emotions in the distance. She hadn’t 
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made any errors on the installation, but it was also a fairly menial task. She could easily be 

replaced. Her curiosity was aroused when Dale slid a manila folder across his desk towards her. 

“I want you to put a file together on this guy,” Dale handed her a printout of the Santa 

Monica Police Department’s case file. He mentioned a man’s name and continued, “He hacked 

into the police computer system; looking for information on his girlfriend’s murder. If I’m not 

mistaken, he has an agenda.” 

Amy knew about vengeance. She knew that sometimes you had to get your own justice. 

“Revenge,” she said, and was afraid that she’d said it too quickly. 

Amy was still young—at least in Dale’s eyes she was—but she was smart. Her outburst was 

impulsive, but she wasn’t. When Roy called him from the CIA, Dale was hesitant to give this 

young lady a chance. It was actually Roy who owed him the favor, not the other way around. 

Dale immediately looked up Amy’s file from the CIA. Then he did his own research. This 

young girl was on the front lines in the Gulf War. She took matters into her own hands as a 

rookie in the CIA and saved three British hostages. The US Government viewed it as a failure. 

Dale knew how the game worked. She was used as the scapegoat to please the Indian 

Government. Her operation was far from a failure. She had rescued the hostages and not killed a 

single kidnapper. He would have to ask her about that mission another time. 

“That’s how I see it, too,” Dale said. He continued to fill Amy in on the assignment. He 

wanted her to find out more about a young vigilante that was terrorizing a gang in Los Angeles. 

Amy knew this was a test. If she did well, she’d have a shot at joining DISA’s anti-drug, 

covert operations team: the Doves.
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A Chance 

 

Devyn McCar was elated. His life was turning out exactly as he dreamed it would. But in a sick 

turn of events one night on the beach in Santa Monica, his dreams are shattered. Left with a 

consuming hatred, Devyn begins a spree of violence that ultimately leads him to the Defense 

Information Systems Agency. DISA’s Commander of Operations is organizing a covert 

operations team called the Doves to fight the War on Drugs, and he makes Devyn an offer he 

can’t refuse. 

 

Devyn’s rage is suddenly redirected into the fight of his life in a suicide intelligence-gathering 

assignment that exposes him to the most powerful drug lords in the world. He becomes a 

temporary mercenary on the Doves team in the bloody war against the Colombian drug cartels. 

Thinking he was chosen because he is expendable, Devyn soon discovers the Doves have his 

back.  

  

DISA’s fight takes the team from the inner cities of Vancouver, Los Angeles and New York, to 

the depths of the Colombian mountains and rainforest. In the process, Devyn and the Doves form 

an unusual but trusted bond that fosters a healing process in each of their lives. 
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Triple Threat 

 

Dale Ragland, Commander of Operations in the Defense Information Systems Agency, receives 

intelligence on a small drug bazaar that is to be held in South America. Dale sends an operative 

from his covert operations team, the Doves, to gather intel from the “safety” of the rainforest on 

the outskirts of the event.  

 

But their intel proves that this is more than just a drug bazaar and they are far from safe. Six 

mysterious suitcases are up for auction to the highest bidders. The team determines that the cases 

are a threat to national security. With possibly thousands of lives at risk, the Doves must find the 

source—and more importantly the destination—of the cases before they reach their targets. 

 

DISA’s Black Ops agents must use their unique skills to overcome their enemies, as well as their 

environment. Time is the number one opponent, and the Doves must choose between the 

immediacy of their own survival and the urgency of completing their operation. 
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Life Trade  

(Coming soon) 

 

The Doves—the Defense Information Systems Agency’s Western Hemisphere covert operations, 

anti-drug team—have pooled their resources to retrieve a stolen firearm from a ruthless drug lord 

in Colombia. They return to their headquarters in San Diego, California expecting their next 

assignment to involve a vicious drug lord in Venezuela who is quickly rising in power. But the 

Commander of Operations, Dale Ragland, has an unexpected change of plans for the team. 

 

Devyn McCar, Dan Jolicoeur, and Amy Bronson are tasked with finding a killer as a favor for 

the Commander’s war buddy. The Doves proceed with the mission, which takes them to the 

Eastern Hemisphere. “Covert” takes on a whole new meaning for the team, as they encroach on 

the territory of the East Hem division of DISA, the CIA, the US Government, and the 

international authorities. Shockingly, a few of these organizations may be involved! 

 

But Commander Dale Ragland isn’t the only one who can change a mission unexpectedly. 

Devyn McCar realizes that drugs and weapons aren’t the only multi-billion-dollar international 

trade. In fact, he takes that information personally and enlists his teammates to join him in a fight 

against what he considers evil to its core. 
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