


























Sirs:

statistics.

freedom.

EVOLUTIONARY
EDUCATION. ..

These are examples
from elementary
textbooks published by
the Nicaraguan ministry
of education. They are
required teaching
materials in all public
and private schools as
part of the Sandinista
government reform
program. The
Sandinistas claim they
have reduced illiteracy
from over 50 percent in
March 1980 to 11
percent in August of the
same year. They taught
a million individuals to

" read and write in six
months? 'm surprised
the Soviet Union or
Cuba let Ortega release
those preposterous

Kirk Freeman ‘
Fultonville, New
York

The Sandinistas have
certainly made a big
deal about increased
literacy in Nicaragua.
Too bad their
“revolutionary
education” has been at
the expense of people’s
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FROMNICARAGUA,
Wls lf: YooR mme%

REPORTING FROM NICARAGUA
THIS 1S voua WITNESS
FOR .. UH.. PEACE ...

OVIET
CONG...
Sirs:

F.C. Brown’s article on Russian advisers in
Vietnam (“‘Soviet Cong,” SOF, November '85) was
superb. It called to mind an article in The Los
Angeles Times (between October 1969 and June
1971) that covered the activities of a group of
Russian “‘observers” who toured “liberated” areas
of the RVN. The Russians were being had. The VC
were taking them on a tour of Potemkin Villages to
substantiate claims that they were de facto rulers of
certain provinces that were really loyal to Saigon.
They were trying to avoid having Moscow shift its
support from VC to Hanoi thus writing them out of
the picture completely, which the North Vietnamese
did anyway in 1975.

Roy C. Hofschneider
Upland, California

F.C. Brown'’s story and your recollection of VC
and Soviet collaboration is only the tip of a huge
iceberg and, unfortunately, until the Vietnamese
communists open their records to historians there is
little likelihood that the story will ever be fully
understood.

ERC
SCHOOL...
Sirs:

In reply to your views on merc schools,
(Command Guidance, October ’85) I'd like to add
something you failed to mention. Whether Frank
Camper is a liar or geniune ex-LRRP is not
important. What is important is that his school
provides service for several people who want to
learn to defend themselves. That Lal Singh studied
there to assassinate the Indian president means
nothing. I know three mercs who went there that
fought in Lebanon and Africa. The schools provide
an outlet for people who want to test their skills,
and I feel they are necessary. I'd rather have nut
cases pretending they’re macho at these schools
rather than on the streets. I've fought in Africa and
Lebanon, but learned better assassination technques
at Merc School. If the government refuses to teach
anti-communist freedom fighters how to defend in
case of war, then by all means, let's have merc
schools.

S. Zeitchyk
Ottawa, Canada

HE “OTHER”
MERCENARY SCHOOL?
Sirs:

First Mr. Brown should not ,
compare all the Mercenary Schools
to Mr. Campers. As the Director of
COMMANDO SCHOOL and the'.
“SENIOR STATESMAN OF THE :
POPULAR MERCENARY . - .

BUSINESS OF THE U.S." vie d6 *' |

NOT knowingly allow Terroriét of "~ |

Communist to attend our School. - |

But we do provide an excellent . .
Mercenary Course for all law abldmg
personal. Not just for the
Combat-style handgun .competitor,
law enforcement and Military * -
personal as Brown stressed the

Weapons training if for. But ! those'

are welcome too! The Mdjority of

our Students (men & wamen) 'that?. T

attend our school are Not Mercs. > ...

and do not plan to pursue that faeld
although some do and thatis

GREAT. Commando School has-

gained the repitition as the Finest:
ParaMilitary School in existence. -
Being located near Fort Bragg and

e

s

Camp Lejeune, we acquire some of ™

the best instructors available, along

with active Mercs. whenever-they
are in Country. The active Special
Forces, Rangers and Marines that *

request to be instructors still have to

be reTrained by our staffat. ~ - .

Commando School. Being ifi the
active Special Forces, Rangers; and . .

Marines does not make You a -

Professional Merc. Even though;we ,
hear it every day over the Phone. In
fact, most of the Students from the
Elite Military Branches that have , :

completed our courses have stressed .|

how much they leamed from the

Courses. And that they were not . .::

taught those Skills in service or not
taught very well.
And I must add that Safety is

stressed throughout our courses. We . |

use and carry Modern Assault Rifles |

throughout the training program, not .
like those other Schools that tarry:
Replica Firearms. So dont compare
us with the other amateurs. As -
Brown Stated, “let the Professionals
succeed and the amateurs fail”’,

Our Confidential Protection

System doesn’t allow us to record or . .| .

keep names —- But if we had, their
would have been enough to fill a
small phone book of which included
Professional Soldiers, Mercenarys,
Marines, and Yes Brown three .
American Rhodesian Vets, and one

Jd -

Legionaire. Plus all the othér Military ; -

Branches, but Prior Military - -

experience is Not Required. - welf s
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Continued on page 128
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VAN IRKS
LIBYANS...

The more than 3,000
Russian soldiers and
another 500 Soviet
“senior specialists’
posted in Libya
apparently are getting
on local military nerves,
according to a report in
Al Ahram. Egypt’s
leading daily newspaper
reported that “Libyan
officers have several
times refused to obey
the foreign officers.”
Several were punished
for disobeying orders,
“mostly from the
ground and naval
forces. Some received
death sentences and
others jail sentences,”
the report stated. -

One major sore point,
an SOF source says, is
the use of Libyan
airbases by the Soviets
to monitor U.S. 6th
Fleet and other activities
in the Mediterranean.
MiGs and other Soviet
aircraft use Libya’s
airfields regularly.

The Al Ahram report
further stated that a May
1985 naval exercise
billed as a joint
Soviet-Libyan effort in
fact was actually a
Russian affair “‘engaged
solely in collecting
intelligence about the
U.S. Mediterranean
Fleet.” The only Libyan
vessel was one of 34
submarines involved in
the maneuvers, it
reported.

Meanwhile, the daily
newspaper of the Soviet
army, Krasnaya Zvyezda
(Red Star), reported that
a Libyan military
delegation visited the
Soviet Union in July to
attend the advanced
military-political
combined arms school
in Minsk. The Libyans
held talks with Colonel
General A.D. Lizichev,
who replaced Marshal
A.A. Yepishev as head
of the Soviet Armed
Forces Chief Political
Directorate. They also
met with Lizichev’s chief
deputy, Admiral A.L
Sorokin.
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FGHANS PULL
INSIDE JOB...

Jane’s Defence Weekly reports that the mid-June
destruction of 18 Soviet combat aircraft at
Afghanistan’s heavily guarded Shindand air base
probably should be credited to rebellious Afghan air
force officers, not to mujahideen freedom fighters,
as was initially reported. Apparently Afghan air force
officers sabotaged their own aircraft, according to
the Jane’s article by Yossef Bodansky, who used as
a source a recent defector who claimed to have
witnessed the explosions.

Shindand is Afghanistan’s largest air base, home
of the Soviet 10th Army. It also houses Soviet naval
aviation, electronic and intelligence facilities,
operational centers for the Aviation Front of the
Neareastern Area of Operations (TVD) and token
units of the Afghan puppet regime’s air force.
Security is extreme at Shindand, which is
surrounded by a wide belt of sensors, minefields
and free-fire zones. Soviet soldiers leveled all homes
and villages formerly located in the free-fire zone.
Civilian movement in the area is forbidden. Soviet
helicopter gunships and jets routinely bomb the
heights around Shindand which might be used to
launch an attack on the base.

Mujahideen members claimed that freedom
fighters had penetrated Shindand’s legendary
security net and knocked out 12 or 15 Afghan air
force MiG-17s and MiG-21s. They described a brief
rocket and mortar attack similar to the noted 1965
Viet Cong attack on U.S planes at Bien Hoa. But
the Soviets usually mount fierce retaliatory raids
after such rebel strikes and none occurred following
the Shindand attack. Neither was there any
explanation for why more sophisticated aircraft at
the base were not targeted.

The defector told Jane’s that the sabotage was an
inside job carried out by 10 Afghan air force
officers, including three pilots, all infuriated by
reports of Soviet atrocities in their native areas. An
SOF source confirmed that the acts of sabotage
were coordinated with a mujahideen rocket and
mortar attack to divert the attention of security
personnel. The Afghan officers decided to sabotage
their own aircraft because they were forbidden
access to the areas where Soviet aircraft were
housed. The officer cell accordingly spiked bomb
fuses and put explosives in fuel tanks. The
subsequent explosions spread fire along the flight
line and caused extensive damage. All suspects
were quickly arrested and court-martialed. Five
officers — three pilots, one co-pilot and a doctor —
were executed within days, the defector reported.
Allah Akbar!

ONOR
ROLL..

Refugee Relief Intematnonal Inc.
contributors:

F.A.S.T., Jay & Penny Long.

El Salvador/Nicaragua Defense
Fund:

Cliff Rager, F. AS. T., Bill Tribfelner,
Martin Whited, Lauran Hartshorn,
John R. Bride, Steve Bernard, David
Bernard, Robert Walaszewski, Craig
Manness, Dan Swyndro, William
Hartig, Richard Vilardo, John Tomich,
Sagt. Slack, Richard H. Craig, Tom
Hession, Doug Erickson, Kenneth G.
Paynter.

Afghan Freedom Fighters Fund:

Mark Stein of Moteng International
Inc., Clifford R. Rager, Jay & Penny
Long, Bob White.

NOW
THINE ENEMY...

Kremlin-watchers, take note. A
new publication is available: Soviet
Presswatch — A Bi-Weekly Analysis
of the Soviet Media. According to
Dr. Jack Wheeler of the Freedom
Research Foundation, the editors are
experienced Soviet analysts who
“voraciously read what is published
in the USSR in the original Russian,
down to obscure journals in the
various outlying republics, such as
Georgia or Kazakhstan.” They are
also in touch with dissident sources,
Wheeler said. Summaries of the
most interesting information is
presented in Soviet Presswatch. It is
available to subscribers in either an
electronic or printed form.
Subscriptions are $250 a year. For
more information, write:
Presswatch International Inc.,
1341 Ocean Avenue, Suite 341,
Santa Monica, CA 90401.

RITE
AL MAR...

A recent article looking at Al Mar
Knives (See ‘Al Mar — The Green
Beret Cutler,” SOF, December ’'85)
omitted the address and phone
number of the blade designer. If you
want to call him or drop him a line:
Al Mar Knives, Dept. SOF, 5755
Southwest Jean Rd., Suite 101,
Oswego, OR 97034. Phone
(503) 635-9229. ¥
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l was an 18-year-old PFC clerk-
typist serving at a small backwater base
in Northern California when my orders
for Vietnam came. I was terrified.
Being blessed with an overactive im-
agination I knew I was going to my
death.,

After processing through Oakland
Army Terminal and boarding a Flying
Tiger Airlines jet, our load of Vietnam-
bound human cargo made the un-
eventful 18-hour flight with the usual
scenic stops at Travis AFB, Anchorage,
and Yakota AFB in Japan.

Finally, Long Binh crept up on the
horizon. I suspect our pilot had read
the same Time magazine article I had
about VC gunners and their cheery
little habit of taking pot shots at incom-
ing aircraft. As the plane winged close
to the airbase, we plummeted toward
the runway like a kamikaze pilot diving
into the deck of a carrier.

Once safe on the ground — Charlie
must've taken the day off — we taxied
over to what at first looked like a giant
green snake lying on the concrete.
Closer up it turned out to be a tunnel
revetted waist-high with sandbags and
covered with steel mesh screening,
running from the bottom of the aircraft
boarding ramp to the door of a waiting
40-passenger Army bus. An NCO met
us at the top of the ramp and told us to

unass the airplane, move out smartly -

and get on the bus.

No problems there. I figured they
wouldn’t have gone to all the trouble of
‘building that tunnel unless there was
* the chance we might get attacked the
minute we got off the plane. I could just
see my mother getting a telegram
saying her son had died during his first
20 minutes in Vietnam.

Just before we pulled out, a guy got
on who I swear was Pancho Villa's
cousin. He was armed with a sawed-off
pump shotgun and had two ban-
doleers of shells crisscrossed over his
chest. With a shit-eatin’ smile he in-
formed us he was ‘“riding shotgun,”
and promised he would do his damn-
dest to see that we didn’t die on the
way to the repple-depple.

The windows of the bus were cov-
ered with the same wire mesh as the
tunnel, and [ asked him why. He
cocked an eyebrow at my ‘‘cherry”
question and explained that it was to
keep bad people from throwing things
like grenades into the bus. My imagina-
tion, now pumping in high gear, told
me that if it would keep grenades out it
would also keep people in. If we got
popped, I'd be riding in an Army issue
rolling coffin. [ started sweating bullets,
but we lived through the ride to the
replacement depot.

Ourload of new guys piled out of the
bus in front of a two-story wooden
barracks and formed up into a com-
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y 1 WAS THERE

by Bruce E. Kipp

As Green as They Come

pany formation. The first sergeant
came out to talk to us, and the very first
thing he asked was if there were any
Army Security Agency (ASA) people
in the crowd. I was the only one. He
motioned me off to the side and mut-
tered something which sounded like
“fucking prima donna’’ although I had
no idea of why he was talking about
ballet. '

When [ was clear of the formation
the rest of the group were marched off
to draw their TA-50 equipment and
weapons. Top told me to hang loose
for a couple of hours until a bus came
for me. Hanging loose is the best order
a soldier can get, so I headed for the
EM club and a cold beer or two.

Coming back about two hours later I
poked my head into the orderly room.
Top asked where the hell I'd been and
in the same breath told me to get my
ass on the bus outside. Being a lowly
PFC and brand-new in-country, I has-
tened to comply. On my way out of the
orderly room, I think he mentioned
something about that damned ballet
again.

Except for the driver, | was the only
guy on the bus. I asked him where we
were going and he told me that all ASA
people go to the St. Georges Hotel in
Saigon. Not wanting to seem too much
like a newby, I didn’t ask any more
questions.

We drove for about an hour, and I
saw my first rice paddies, water buffalo
and Vietnamese. Then we entered
Saigon. It was crowded, it was dirty
and it smelled bad, but it was oh-so
exotic to a boy raised in the white mid-
dle-class suburbs of Detroit. We finally
arrived at an enormous faded pink and
blue stucco building with a big sign
over the door that said St. Georges
Hotel in English, French and Viet-
namese. A smaller sign directed new
arrivals to report to the desk clerk.

A bored Spec. 4 assigned me to a
room, and since it was already late
afternoon, told me to report back the
next morning for in-processing. Shit.
Here [ was in the middle of a war and
nobody had given me a gun yet. Imen-
tioned this fact to the clerk and he told
me not to worry, papa-san would pro-

tect us. He pointed to what looked like
a large brown prune mounted on two
toothpicks, armed with an M16 and
asleep next to the door. It wasn’t the
most reassuring of sights. H
I trudged up to my room and:
opened the door. Four-star Hilton lux--
ury it was not. Whitewashed walls, an
Army cot and a quartermaster-issue
dresser made for rather Spartan living. -
I dumped my duffle bag, and since it:
had been a long, hot and exciting day
— there had been numerous possibili--

ties for dying— I decided to take a nap.

I don’t think I'd been asleep for too
long when | slowly eased my eyes
open. Bigger than life, clinging to the
ceiling in defiance of gravity, and
directly over my head was the nastiest-
looking lizard I'd ever seen. | was sure
that if [ made a sudden move it would
drop down and bite me with its poison
fangs. If I had to die I sure didn’t want
to do itin a stifling hotel room, bitten to
death by a Viet Cong lizard.

Very slowly and carefully I slid off
my bunk, then dashed for the door. I
stood there staring, doorknob in hand
and ready to run, when suddenly
something began to push the door
open from the other side.

I jumped back into the center of the
room, heart pounding, unprepared for
this new threat. It was about four feet
tall with a shriveled face, and it was
cackling insanely to itself. Even worse,
it was dressed in black pajamas!

Christ! VC wear black pajamas, my
adrenalized brain shrieked as I backed
away in terror. The creature, still cack-
ling, shuffled into the room. I was in the
final stages of panic when the old crone
pushed me over the edge. With a
deadly flourish it suddenly whipped
out a BROOM!

I fled screaming from the room and
dashed downstairs, babbling to the
duty Spec. 4 that I had been attacked
by a VC in my room. The astonished
clerk asked me a couple of quick ques-
tions and then glared at me. In a tone
reserved specially for syphilitic whores
and new guys, he told me to quit being
an asshole, that it was just mama-san

Continued on page 126
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He settled himself at his.
bench and returnedto -
the task at hand. A casual
observer would have . -
been puzzled at his
selection of tools and
materials. Only a few of
them would have given
most people cause for:
concern as the majority
were common plumber’s
and builder’s supplies. His
tools could have been
found in any
well-equipped home, the
only exception being a
well-used metalworker’s
lathe.’

"Seamus was not,
however, idling away
houirs in some hobby. In
the dirty game of Irish
freedom all is not as it
wiould appear, and even
the name Seamus was
only picked as a
convenience. The young
man busily working alone
in his secluded barn was
a bomb-maker for the
Provisional Irish
Republican Army, known
to themselves as the
Provos and to the
Security Forces as PIRA.

In 1974 the Provos had
found that an increasing
numiber of their Active
Service Units (ASUs —
small operational units
which work on the cell
principle) were appearing
on the BBC news with
unplanned frequency — a
result of what Security
Forces rather cynically
referred to as the PIRA’s
“own goals.” -

Many of their most
experienced men were
behind the wire of Her
Majesty’s Prison Maze,
otherwise known as -
“Long Kesh” or the

“Lazy K,” and they were

being forced to rely more
and more on half-trained
youths. These youngsters
had a distressing :
tendency to connect
bomb wiring the wrong
way and detonate the
device early — with dire
consequences.

As a result Northern
Command had decided
that they would supply
their young volunteers
with ready-made devices
or with hand grenades.

36 SOLDIER OF FORTUNE

- Some of these were put

together from the supply
of casings that had been
discovered in a dump
behind a wartime arms
factory, but the majority
were made by Seamus
from components that
could easily be bougtit
over the counter at a
lumberyard or hardware
store.

The body of the
grenade on which
Seamus was working
consisted of two
plumber’s reduction joints
connected at the broad
end with a ring. This
assembly was then
grooved for better
fragmentation on the
lathe. Next, he brazed a
U-shaped piece of metal
that he had prepared
earlier to the square end
of a radiator drain plug
which fit the standard
thread of the reduction
joint. This metal piece -

. carried a slot for the

arming lever of the
grenade and a pair of
holes for the pin. Using
the lathe, Seamus then
drilled a hole in the plug
through which the striker
would pass, and to the
inside of the plug he
brazed a short length of
tube. The striker was
turned up on the lathe
and would be driven by a
spring. .

‘The detonation train of
the grenade was inserted
in another short length of
pipe. It consisted of a
shotgun primer, available
from any gunsmith in
England without license,

and a Number 6 plain
detonator, both joined
together by a short length
of safety fuse. The fuse
was supposed to burn for
five seconds, but the fact
they sometimes only
burned for two didn’t
worry Seamus. He had
no intention of being
within fifty miles of the
bloody thing when it
exploded.

The filling of the
grenade was a few
ounces of Frangex, a
product of the Irish
Chemical Explosives
Company, stolen — like
the detonator — from a
quarry in West Meath
while a sympathetic
watchman looked the
other way. The other end
of the grenade was
plugged with a second
drain plug and the bomb
was ready. It was crude
by military standards but
powerful enough to kill
and maim over a
considerable radius.

Seamus completed 12
of his homemade bombs
which he packed carefully
into a Guinness bottle
crate. He wrote ‘North
Louth” with a felt marker
on the outside of the case
and added it to a growing
stack near the door. Later
that night a taciturn man
with an ugly Belfast accent,
who curtly refused
Seamus’ offer of a beer,
collected the explosives
and disappeared into the
darkness.

UNDERCOVER

Peter Shelldrake comes from an-old British army
family, and is carrying on in the family tradition.

After a short stint as a trooper in the 10th Battalion of
the Parachute Regiment, Shelldrake was commis-
sioned into the Royal Artillery after graduating from the
prestigious Royal Military Academy atSandhurstin the

late 1960s.

Soon afterward, he found himself on the streets of
Belfast as the troubles in Ulster got underway.v

" Following a period of attached service with the Sul-
tan of Oman’s army during the conflict in Dhofar, he
returned to the troubles in Northern Ireland as a mem-
ber of a certain intelligence organization.

He has since ‘completed five years of intelligence
work in Ulster, and further assngnments in the Middle

East.

Seamus now passes
from our story and would
probably have passed
into oblivion unnoticed by
the world if he had not
died a few weeks later
when one of his
homemade grenades
exploded. The Garda
medical examiner said the
bomb had been fastened
to the back of his head
with adhesive tape, but
few people read medical
reports and most put it
down to another “own
goal."

" However, a tall British
captain who wore the
beige beret of the Special
Air Service laughed and
remarked to his second in
command, ‘“Paul i is
getting fancy again.”

The case of grenades

" passed into the hands of

the North Louth ASU of
the Provos, who are by
PIRA standards a fairly
professional bunch.
Nevertheless, two of them
fell into the hands of
Daniel Flynn, an
eighteen-year-old from an
Ulster border town who
liked to think of himself
as a hard man in the
Provos. In fact the real

. Provos would not touch

him with a bargepole,
considering him a “bit of
a blather” and as leaky as
a sieve.

Flynn did have a
burning ambition to prove
himself, and, rather more
importantly, a Sten gun
which had belonged to
his father. The old man
had been a real IRA
soldier in the '50s, and
had taken part in the

Security means safety in
Northern Ireland. British
army patrol, armed with
SLRs and a tear-gas .
launcher, pats down what
could be an innocent
civilian — or an armed
IRA terrorist.
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Civil Defense Force
Faces Piricuacos

Text & Photos by Dale Andradé

HIS is not a war story. But with a
little prodding it could easily turn
into one.

It involves the desire of one small
country to remain neutral in the
- increasingly volatile cauldron of
Central American politics. That
country is Costa Rica, an
economically stable nation nestled
below the southern border of
Nicaragua. That's where the trouble
begins.

Costa Rica got its present form of
government after the 1948 coup which
overthrew Teodoro Picado. The
constitution that grew out of Costa
Rica’s desire for democracy prohibited
a standing army. Today, there is a
tiny contingent of 5,000 men called a
Civil Defense Force (CDF). Most of
these troops are stationed around the
capital city of San José leaving only a
token force of 2,000 to watch the
unstable border with Nicaragua.

Against a backdrop of 368
Nicaraguan border incursions between
January and July 1985, prospects for
peace aren't altogether rosy. But the
United States holds the wild card and
the Costa Ricans (and the
Sandinistas) are completely aware of
that. An invasion from Nicaragua
would bring down the wrath of.
Washington, presumably in the form
of an invasion.

But what about the present
situation?

There’s bad news and there’s good
news. On the one hand the Costa
Rican Civil Defense Force is
outnumbered by hundreds to one
everywhere along the rugged border
frontier. Then again, Costa Rica’s
version of The Military Balance
doesn't tell the whole story: Morale is
‘high, desertions are unheard of and
the farmers and ranchers emphatically
support the CDF. ,

CDF'’s mission is.not to stop the
Sandinistas from invading — they
could never do that. The sparse
sprinkling of border outposts can’t
even halt infiltrations. So just what are
they doing and how well are they
doing it?

| pondered that question and many
others as | sat folded like a parachute
in the back seat of the tiny Cessnha

Guard at a remote outpost scans a
Sandinista trenchline just over the
border.
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single-engine aircraft that was flying
me to the border in the extreme
northwest corner of Costa Rica. There
would be no contras — ARDE had
pulled the last of their small force out
back in 1982.

The pilot, a volunteer member of
the small cadre that passes for an air
force in Costa Rica, had the annoying
habit of flying through dense clouds.
Vultures with the plane’s wingspan
glided on invisible cushions of rolling
air and a collision with one of those
monsters could cause us grief.
Despite the competition for our aerial
niche, we rolled to a bumpy stop on a
graded dirt airstrip.

Sure enough, the CDF was waiting.
They'd been expecting us for two
days. The second in command of the
Comando del Norte, Major Guevara,
climbed down from his jeep and
strode over to meet us.

“It's good to see you. We don't get
many journalists in this area. They
only show up when there’s trouble
and things here are very peaceful
right now.” We climbed into the jeep
and, as we streaked down the road
toward headquarters, he explained the
situation to me.

Since the 1948 revolution, Costa
Rica decided that the best way to
prevent a military takeover was to
abolish the armed forces and turn the
new civil guard into a scattered
organization that was never designed
to come together and work as a unit.
The system works. Commanders in
remote areas have usually spent their
lives in that area and have little

contact with their superiors in San
José. There isn’t much reason to
contact the leaders in the capital; they
get only the most basic of funds and
supplies from them.

Enlistment in the CDF is purely
voluntary and it's a wonder that the
rural areas get as many recruits as they
do. The govemment gives them only
uniforms and a small paycheck of 7,000
colones (about $140) a month. Land for
the command post and the little
outposts on the border are donated by
sympathetic ranchers. Only the main
border station of Pefia Blancas, located
on the Pan-American Highway, is
owned by the govemment.

Although the president of Costa
Rica is the commander in chief of all
security forces, the civil guard comes
under the adminstrative jurisdiction of
the minister of public security. It
doesn't stop there, though. Allocation
of funds comes from the minister of
finance via estimates prepared by the
minister of the interior and training
comes under control of the minister of
the presidency. To say that the
system is cumbersome is an
understatement, but it clearly shows
the lengths that the government is
willing to go in order to prevent the
military from gaining any kind of hold
on the country.

Major Guevara had little concern for
the intricacies of big-city politics. Like
most of the officers and men in the
Comando del Norte the major was
born in Guanacaste Province and his
family still lived there. Protecting the
border area from the Sandinistas is
their only concern. And they are more
than willing to do the job in the face of
overwhelming odds. The most obvious
challenge facing the 300-man CDF on
the northwestern frontier is the
presence of some four or five
Sandinista militia battalions
commanded by Cubans with such
expressive nicknames as “The Butcher
of Angola.” Few regular Sandinista
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Khmer Rouge was conducting at the same
time in Cambodia. The Mozambican people
— exhausted and desperate for the peace
and freedom Frelimo promised them — dis-
covered that Samora Machel was Africa’s
answer to Pol Pot.

Shortly after independence, Machel insti-
tuted a Campaign Against Prostitution and
Banditry. The first wave of arrests netted
15,000 people. One of those arrested was
Antonio Isaac of Lourengo Marques (the
capital, subsequently renamed by Machel as
Maputo).

““In November 1975,”’ he has testified,
‘““on coming out of the cinema, I found
Frelimo trucks outside. Near the lorry, sol-
diers of the people’s militia could be seen
arresting almost everyone coming out of the
cinema. People without any documents
were arrested for vagrancy and those with
their identification papers were accused of
being ‘reactionaries.’ I did not have papers
with me, so [ was taken in as a vagrant.”’

The Mozambican people were told by
Machel that he had uncovered countless
‘‘enemies of the people’’ in their midst,
entire classes of them in fact. These were,
according to Machel, the internal
bourgeois, the reactionary, the imperialist,
and the colonial agent. In order to correctly
‘‘mobilize and organize the masses,’’
Machel told them, these enemies must be
ruthlessly rooted out. It was a citizen’s
“‘revolutionary duty’’ to inform the govern-
ment who enemies were, even if they were
members of one’s family. Thousands were
denounced as former agents of PIDE, the
Portuguese colonial secret service.

When jails overflowed, Machel set up a
number of ‘‘re-education centers’’ —seven in
Niassa province alone. These were concentra-
tion camps that Machel called *‘laboratories
for the transformation of man.’” The camps
were run by SNASP (the Popular National
Security Service), trained and organized by
East Germans, and which also operated the
‘‘People’s Revolutionary Military Tribu-
nals,” responsible for filling up the laborato-
ries with “‘infiltrados’ (fifth-columnists) and
““‘counterrevolutionary parasites. ”’

Antonio Isaac was sent to the Mitelela
camp near Lichinga in Niassa province,
where he, as all other prisoners, did forced
manual labor from 0400 to 1700 every day,
with one single meal per day at 1400 con-
sisting of filthy corn porridge and rotten
beans (his description is eerily similar to the
Khmer Rouge camps). Anyone attempting
to escape, seen as lazy or insubordinate, or
incurring the displeasure of the camp com-
manders for any reason was summarily
shot.

Most infamous of all the concentration
camps set up by Machel were the extermina-
tion centers of Chaiamite and Ruarua in
Cabo Delgado province. The Rev. Daniel
Sithole, Deacon of the Sao Leonardo Catho-
lic Parish at Mussorize, Manica province,
was sentenced to Ruarua for protesting the
arrest of his parishioners. His portrait of
conditions at Ruarua, or ‘‘Mozambique D’’
is chilling.
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‘‘Every morning, instead of breakfast,
prisoners get six strokes of the cane each. At
noon they get 12 and before retiring to cells
at night they get 20 strokes of the cane. This

: is done every day.

‘“When the security men come to inspect
the underground cells, they usually point
the muzzles of their guns to the cells and just
open fire against anybody they choose to
kill. Fellow prisoners are not supposed to
remove the body without the order to do so.
The body remains in the cell for two to three
days when order comes from the command
post to remove the dead body. The body is
not buried. It is taken and thrown away near
the camp. The decomposing flesh.is eaten
by hyenas and other wild animals at night.”’

As the Rev. Sithole reports, the skulls
and bones of thousands of Machel’s victims
are today strewn over the plain at Ruarua,
bleaching in the African sun. Intelligence
estimates state that between 200,000 to
300,000 Mozambicans have been impris-
oned in Machel’s gulag, in which well over
75,000 have died. ’

This was not the society Dhlakama
fought to achieve. He looked around in hor-
ror at Machel’s social engineering with its
camps and the wholesale attempt to destroy
the tribal way of life by forcing villagers
into communal farms (similar to Julius Nye-
rere’s failed Ujamaa system in Tanzania).
He saw the Khmer Rouge policy of forcing
thousands of ‘‘unemployed parasites’’ and
‘‘marginals’’ in the cities into completely
undeveloped remote countryside, dumping
them into an area of straight bush to build a

village and farm land from scratch.

Dhlakama was all too well aware of the
East German spy and informer network
which kept anyone from trusting a fellow
citizen, even a brother or a son, and the
endless and ubiquitous force-feeding of
childish Marxist propagada. Behind it all,
he saw the Soviet Russians running every-
thing, ordering Mozambicans around as
chattel — a situation far worse than it ever
was under the Portuguese.

Dhlakama decided he had to fight again.

But how and with whom? It was then he
decided to find Orlando Cristina, a white
Portuguese whose family had been in
Mozambique for generations (Portugal first
established a colony in Mozambique in
1500). Cristina had been a big game hunter
and guide in Niassa province. He joined
Frelimo in Tanzania in 1963, as did many
white Mozambicans who sympathized with
the democratic ideals of Dr. Mondlane
(Machel would later accuse him of being a
PIDE agent, but a contact of mine who was
his personal assistant for many years is sure
this is false). Becoming increasingly dis-
affected from Frelimo after Mondlane’s
murder, any remaining illusions he had
were shattered during the months of transi-
tion government prior to independence
when Frelimo got its first taste of govern-
ment power.

Machel’s first project was the systematic
elimination of the black and white middle
class of Mozambique. So many knocks on
the door late at night came at the residences
of businessmen or property owners — with
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On 9 February we were to link up with
some British mercs who were going to be
coming in. Then we were to fly to Sao
Salvador, but our departure was delayed.
Back to the hotels.

Then I heard from Lobo that Bufkin
wanted to silence me. Bufkin didn’t want
anything to get out to the FBI. He hoped I
might get killed in the field, and there were
hints that bad luck might get some active
assistance in my case. I was furious and
that’s when I mentioned the money that
Bufkin still owed me.

ButIfound I wasn’t alone. Bufkin owed a

lot of people a lot of money. Bufkin had
charged a bill of $2,500 on Tom Otis’ credit
cards. He was supposed to have given $500
to Otis’ wife and $500 to Otis’ parents but
he didn’t.
. When we put all of this together, Buf-
kin’s lies came out. Along with the money
problems, Bufkin had told me in Fresno that
there were 250 mercenaries in Angola —
Brits, Americans, French, Germans. He
also said there were special commando
groups that were fairly well-equipped. It
was all lies.

Tom Otis told us that Bufkin was plan-
ning to go back to the States with $76,000 in
cash. We went into his room and opened his
seabag. Out fell his bright red beret and his
deerhunting cammies, followed by an UZI
with a magazine pouch and three loaded
magazines. He also had a loaded Walther
P-38. What was he planning to do with this?
Where was he going to go? He couldn’t get
through U.S. customs with that. We were
very curious . .. and getting pissed.
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Danny, Gus, Bacon, Lobo, Tom and. I
got into the elevator in search of Bufkin.
And as the elevator door opened, we saw
him.

‘‘Get in the elevator, we want to talk to
you.”’ It was a good thing for the decor of
the lobby that he followed orders.

When we reached our floor, we pushed
him ahead of us down the hall and into Nick
Hall’s room. I pulled out Bufkin’s P-38,
chambered a round, checked the safety, and
stuck it in my back pocket. Danny guarded
the door with the UZI. Nobody was getting
out.

I wanted to blow Bufkin away right there.
Instead, we had a miniature court-martial.

Tom Otis was just as mad as I was. He
was ready to let Bufkin and Nick Hall have
it. (So far, Nick Hall had done little but run
around with a little handbag with about
$10,000 in $100 bills and a Browning 9mm
in it.) As the ranting and raving continued
Bufkin made a dumb mistake. He jumped
out of his chair to get a cigarette. I didn’t
know what he was doing; the P-38 came out
of my back pocket in a flash and I almost
shot him. After that his behavior improved.
He didn’t move and kept his mouth shut.

We voted on Bufkin’s fate and decided to
send him to the front as a regular foot soldier
— without his money. He was no longer a
colonel. That was unanimous and our deci-
sion was final.

Finally we prepared to go into the field.
We went to Holden Roberto’s house which
was right across the street from Mobutu’s
palace. Roberto presented each of us with
two sets of Belgian camouflage uniforms.

ATLANTIC
OCEAN

102 SOLDIER OF FORTUNE

I had brought all my own equipment so I
had no intention of wearing what I was
given. Besides, FNLA equipment wasn’t
known for its ruggedness. When we were
out in the field Lobo’s wallet fell out of his
pants pocket — still enclosed in the pocket.
All T took from their stores was Bufkin’s
UZI and a brand-new Belgian-made Brown-
ing 9mm, some extra magazines and a
magazine pouch.

We ran into some Brits dressed in civ-
vies. They were anxious to go home. They
had arrived 28 January and it was now 9
February. That was all we leamed about
them before they told us that their orders
were not to say anything to us. But we did
hear about one guy who couldn’t go home
yet. He was in a hospital. He had been
making a booby trap and it went off.

But we were headed for the border and in
pretty good spirits. We stopped along the
way for some bread and Simba beer while
we waited for a Panhard scout car. It finally
arrived followed by a truck carrying
ammunition and towing a Chinese howit-
zer. We headed toward Zaire and the Ango-
lan border.

I was in the scout car with Lobo. The
scout car kept losing power, and held us up
in what could have been good ambush sites,
besides separating us from the other vehi-
cles. We weren’t too happy with it. Fortu-
nately, we also had a Land Rover, so we
abandoned the brand-new Panhard.

The border was a letdown. No barbwire
fences or bunkers, just a bar across the dirt
road guarded by a couple of FNLA soldiers.
George Bacon spoke a few words in French
and they opened up the barricade. We all
jumped into the Rover and headed off to-
ward Sao Salvador.

There were a lot of refugees on the road
headed toward Zaire. Sao Salvador was
pretty much deserted by the time we got
there. When the Brits arrived earlier the
crowds cheered and waved. They didn’t
cheer us.

At the governor’s house in Sao Salvador
we noticed Portuguese manning the tanks
and loading shells into the tanks. A vehicle
pulled up and dropped off a bunch of
weapons which I believe had come up from
the Maquela de Zombo area. They were
getting ready for an operation.

The first person Lobo and I talked to was
MacLeese regarding Col. Bufkin — make
that Private Bufkin. He reviewed our infor-
mal court-martial and upheld it.

There was no time for rest, though — we
headed out on a two-day recce to check
avenues of escape around the border. Doug-
las was there when the first group of British
arrived and whether he worked for the CIA
or with Canadian Intelligence, I don’t
know. But there was something special
about this guy. My buddy (and eventual
cellmate) John Lawlor told me that Callan
would tell everyone else what to do, but not
Douglas Newbee, or ‘‘Canada,’’ as we
called him.

We were paid two weeks’ advance pay in
Kinshasa: $1,000 in $100 bills. Actually, it
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they’re not. The vampire is usually very
small, often no larger than your extended
thumb. The difference between a vampire
and a fish bat or a fruit bat — both quite
harmless — 1is first, the small size of the
vampire, and second, the lack of a skin
membrane between the vampire’s rear legs,
and thirdly, it carries a large claw at the tip
of its wings. The vampire is a nocturnal
hunter and has an estimated flight range of
about two miles from its roost to its food
source.

The little vampire flies around looking
for a warm-blooded, non-active food
source. He takes off in the early evening
looking for a warm, still body. When he
finds it, he dives down and crash lands
about 15 feet from the body. Then he stops
and waits; he’s listening to see if the victim
is still breathing. He wants to know if you’re
dead or just sleeping. He only dines on the
living. Then he’ll low-crawl over to your
position and look for an exposed part of
your skin. Then he chows down.

Vampires produce two chemicals in their
saliva. The first numbs the skin when they
lick the exposed area. After he bites in and
removes a scoop of skin approximately
3mm wide and 5Smm long, the second chem-
ical prevents the blood from clotting. Your
blood will then run freely — for up to six or
eight hours after he’s done eating.

Vampires are the number one carrier of
rabies in the jungle and since they drink
around five gallons of blood a year from
dozens of victims, there’s plenty of oppor-
tunity for them to catch and spread the dis-
ease. Once bitten, you've got to take the
rabies serum. You have 10 days to take the
shots. Relax, they no longer give the series
of shots in the stomach. They now give one
in the arm and the remainder in the area of
the bite, which I might add is most un-
pleasant if they have to put all that serum
into your ear or your finger tip— two of the
most common places for vampire bites.

Even the frogs in the jungle can be
dangerous. The marine frog is real ugly and
can get as large as eight inches long and
approximately one and a half pounds in
weight. Buthe’s more than justugly. He has
two poison glands located on the shoulder
on either side of the head which secrete a
milky poison.

The golden frog is perhaps the most dead-
ly. When injured or threatened, this frog
secretes a poison through his skin. It is the
most deadly biotoxin known to man and is
200 times more deadly than strychnine. It
takes 1/100,000 of an ounce to kill a man
and there is no cure or antivenin.

It goes without saying that snakes are an
everyday part of the jungle. While most of
them are not as deadly as they look, they do
have a reputation for scaring the hell out of
people. Stay away from all of them, though,
— some can kill you.

The bushmaster is one of the most poi-
sonous snakes in the world and his home is
right here in Central America. At about
eight to 12 feet long with a lance-shaped
head and long fangs, he can do you some

real harm. His scales have wart-like bumps
on them and the Panamanians call him “‘the
warty one’’ in Spanish. The bushmaster’s
venom is hemotoxic and when he strikes he
can inject 20 times the amount of poison
needed to kill you.

This snake is distinctive — a ridge of
little triangular spines runs along its back
and its coloring is similar to a boa’s. The
bushmaster is territorial, but not particularly
aggressive — as long as you don’t threaten
it. It hunts and moves mostly at night, but it
mates by day, so watch out. And don’t
worry, you’ll know when it gets pissed off:
his tail begins to vibrate and those loose
scales on the tail begin to rattle, just like a
rattlesnake. Get away.

The coral snake is another legless reptile
to watch out for. This 10- to 20-inch-long
snake has a neurotoxic venom that can kill
you if not treated right away. There are 11
different types of coral snakes in Panama,
so expect the color pattern to vary from
species to species. The coral snake strikes at
a 90-degree angle from the ground and his
mouth opens to 90 degrees, so he can inflict
a bite anywhere on the body.

Many different vipers lurk in the Central
American jungle — all are dangerous. Most
deliver a hemotoxic venom and live in trees.
Vipers have lance-shaped heads, are yel-
low, green, or a shade of orange and have a
tail like a monkey: they can hang off a limb
and strike at anything that walks by.

We haven’t gotten to the worst of the
legless reptiles yet. The fer-de-lance wins
this honor. It’s four to five feet long with a
hemotoxic venom and is responsible for 98
percent of the poisonous snakebites in Cen-
tral America. The venom causes the tissue
to deteriorate around the bite. This guy is
bad and he will chase you. Fer-de-lances are
fast and can strike two times in a single
second. And the answer to your next ques-
tion is no: he does not have to be in a coiled
position to strike.

A couple of years or so ago Sergeant
Hash of JOTC in Panama was milking a
fer-de-lance of its venom. When he
finished, he threw the snake back into a box.
Now, snakes do not like to be thrown. It
makes them feel insecure when you do that
and, remember, this snake is bad. Well,
anyway, the snake still had a residue of
venom left on its fangs after being milked
and it struck at the sergeant while falling
through the air. It missed making a direct
hit, but did succeed in scratching him on the
finger with a passing fang. Our brave
sergeant was treated for snakebite and an
antivenin was administered. Unfortunately,
one of the other effects of fer-de-lance
venom is a breakdown of skin tissue — the
skin begins to rot. Within a few days his
finger was so decayed that it had to be
amputated.

After reading all these horror stories
about snakes, you might overestimate the
power of their venom. That’s better than
underestimating it, but the fact remains that
most people who die when bitten by a snake
die from shock rather than poisoning. The
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first thing most people do when bitten by a
snake is panic and run through the jungle
yelling, “‘I'm gonna die! I'm gonna die!”’
You’ve got to stop that guy or he will die.
His heart is beating like a frightened rabbit,
forcing the poison to course through his sys-
tem. Have him sit down and keep .the area
that was bitten below the level of the heart.

Next, expose the area that was bitten.
Look for the fang marks. When you find
them, don’t you panic. Shouts of, ‘‘Oh,
damn! You’re gonna die!”’ will not help the
victim’s composure. Stay cool, keep talking
to him and keep his mind off the problem.
Keep him calm.

Remove all jewelry and watches from the
victim to prevent them from acting as a
tourniquet if swelling occurs. If there is
swelling and the affected area is constricted,
the tissue will die and he may lose a limb.

Select two constrictive bands — a web
belt, a sling from a weapon, etc. They need
to be one to two inches wide so that the skin
will not swell and hide the wound from
view. Then, restrict the poison to the area of
the bite. Place the first constrictive band
between the heart and the bite — approx-
imately two to four inches from the bite, but
not on a joint. Tie them tight, but loose
enough that you can push one finger under
the band. An indicator that the band is tied
correctly is that the veins will pop up on the
back of the hand. The pulse at the wrist
should still be detectable, though. What you
have done is build a dam, slowing — not
stopping — the flow of blood into the area
that was bitten and almost stopping the flow
of blood with the poison back to the heart.
The heart pumps the blood out to the limbs
at 130 psi, but the blood returns to the heart
at only 70 psi.

Next, place the second constrictive band
two to four inches below the bite, tying the
same way as the first band. Do not move or
remove these bands. Keep the patient calm
and call for immediate evacuation, priority:
urgent. The remainder of the patrol should
split up into groups of two and search a
50-meter circle around the place where your
pal got nipped, capturing all snakes in the
area. Get yourself a big stick — don’t be
cheap about it — something about eight to
12 feet should do.

When you find it, take your machete and
cut the body in half at least six inches behind
the head. Do not damage the head or the
poison glands which are located within the
first six inches behind the head. Put the
snake in something safe and give it to the
crew chief of the dustoff chopper (do not
throw it on the pilot’s lap). The doctor will
need to be able to identify the snake, the size
of the poison gland and the amount of
venom remaining in the poison sac.

This long tale of jungle terrors only be-
gins to scratch the surface. While I don’t
want to discourage you from setting foot in
the jungle, I do want you to understand what
can go down if you don’t practice a little
common sense. Watch yourself and, above
all, know what awaits you in the jungle.

And now that you know, have fun. %

BACK TO THE BUSH

Continued from page 91

town, I was met by some MDN members.
As always, profuse hospitality was ex-
tended and we were made comfortable for
the night. I was quartered in the private
home of a collaborator and began to reorient
myself to Central America.

The next day a vehicle arrived driven by
Papi, an old comrade in arms from my days
with ARDE, M3, and the Surinam caper
(see ‘*Merc Rip-off in Surinam,’” SOF, Au-
gust ‘84). Papi is a veteran of the Korean
War (U.S. Army) and speaks excellent Eng-
lish. He briefed me on the political and
military events that had transpired since I
had last seen him 18 months before.

Many of my old friends were dead. Ryan,
a Vietnam vet and Nicaraguan patriot, had
died when the piricuacas attacked Camp
Tango. They had bombed the place first and
then brought in special forces and a heli-
borne assault. Ryan was on the radio. He
described the battle over the air as they
fought to the last man against the attacking
Sandinistas. Ryan looked around and saw
that he was the last man and dove into the
Rio San Juan trying to escape. The weight
of his gear took him to the bottom. What
was left of him didn’t float for five days.

Ryan and I were close. He was the one
who christened me Soldato sin Fortuna (sol-
dier without fortune). I’ve been paid in
counterfeit French francs, stolen Dutch
guilders, forged travelers checks and occa-
sionally, American greenbacks. But I’ve
never gotten rich fighting on behalf of free-
dom and probably never will. So the Solda-
to sin Fortuna label that Ryan gave me
seemed appropriate.

My old friend Surdo, who had almost
gotten me killed when we were operating
out of Luna Roja, had lost four fingers to a
single AK round. He was retired. Tonio and
Todeo, two of Pastora’s comandantes, had
also retired. They had bought ranches in
CostaRica and were living the life of gentle-
men farmers. The generally accepted ex-
planation for their new-found status was
that they had stolen the money by diverting
supplies from their camps into the black
market.

I'thought of the weeks with nothing to eat
but rice and beans because we were short of
supplies.

Patufo, a 12-year-old Miskito boy who
had fought with us, never made it to his 13th
birthday. Many others were dead, wounded
or just went home, tired and disgusted from
fighting a war with not much more than their
bare hands. Others had gone to the United
States but found that they could not bear life
as an exile and had returned to rejoin the
struggle, more determined than ever.

When we arrived at the base camp, just
across the border into Nicaragua, I met a
half-dozen former comrades in arms among
the 50 guerrillas stationed there. I also met
several more who had known my wife when
she was a nurse for ARDE back in "83. She
had been very popular with the wounded
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total cost will come to approximately $375
including duty and freight charges.

And what do you obtain for $375?7 A
well-designed, reliable .380 ACP pisto] that
is entirely too big. Carrying a pistol in this
caliber can be justified only if it is very
sma]l and thus very concealable. Either the

S&W Moadel 469 or the Heckler & Koch P7
in 9mm Parabellum are better choices in this
size class. Better yet, take a close look at the
new .45 ACP Colt Officer’s Model with an
alloy frame. ®

STARLIGHT CENTER

Continued from page 70

movements on three continents, for the gov-
ernment and private sector.

But Harry doesn’t bother to grind any
political or religious axes with his students,
one sign in any paramilitary school of a
professional program. Like any govern-
ment-run basic military training regimen,
Starlight’s ranger course — one of several
Starlight courses that include parachuting.
outdoor survival and basic firearms instruc-
tion — stresses safety, discipline and get-
up-and-go. And go. And go.

A spreading conservatism in general, and
a renewed respect for and interest in the
military in particular, have resulted in a
still-growing popular fascination with mili-
tary weapons, tactics and training. More
and more people, many of them vacationing
business professionals like Richard, want
exposure to the subject matter without hav-
ing to enlist for six weeks of real boot camp
and a four-year hitch. They opt instead for
short, intensive private training programs.

e“ﬁ
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As a result, well-established and respected
schools like Starlight, Jeff Cooper’s Gun-
sitc in Arizona and a few others are becom-
ing more widely known.

The growing public demand for this type
of training unfortunately also has spawned a
proliferation of many Johnny-Come-Lately
camps across the country, many of them
unqualified to provide at a professional
level the type of instruction they claim to
offer. Some boldly advertise themselves as
“‘mercenary academics’’ or ‘‘commando
schools.” Many equate to professional mil-
itary training in the same way as greasy
spoons to four-star restaurants.

A good example of this hucksterism is
The Mercenary School and its owner, Frank
Camper Jr. Public interest turned to public
concern after Camper’s fantastic, mis-
guided and uninformed claims hit the press.
This prompted an ongoing investigation by
the U.S. Senate Judiciary Subcommittee on
Security and Terrorism into all private
paramilitary schools, good and bad.

Prompted by Camper’s self-serving, ill-
advised grandstanding, the press focused on
two areas of concern about private paramili-
tary schools. One is that they are being used
to train mercenaries, a misconception re-
sulting from Camper’s egomaniacal drivel
toreporters. The other, also a result of Cam-
per’s irresponsibility, is that such training
facilitates the instruction of foreign terror-
ists inside the United States.

SOF Publisher Robert K. Brown, Claflin
and other recognized experts discount the
first worry. Professional soldiers of fortune
do not aquire their skills in such quick-fix
camps, they said, but attain them through
long, hard years in such regular military
organizations as Marine Corps Recon, U.S.
Army Special Forces, the French Foreign
Legion and others. If there are any schools
used by mercenaries to learn their craft,
Brown points out. they are at Parris Island,
Fort Bragg, Fort Benning, Camp Lejeune,
Sandhurst and West Point.

Secondly, the training of foreigners at
Camper’s or any other paramilitary school
in the United States is an exception rather
than the rule.

A preventative measure was taken 1
January 1985, when the U.S. State Depart-
ment amended the International Trafficking
in Arms Regulations — promulgated under
the Munitions Control Act — to require the
submission to and prior approval of the
federal government of any contract to train
foreigners in military tactics or weaponry,
whether or not that training takes place in-
side U.S. borders.

Further refuting this misconception by
the press that foreign terrorists are flocking
to U.S.-based schools for training are
numerous volumes of public records direct-
ly connecting the Soviet Union, Cuba and
Libya to terrorist training camps around the
globe, compiled by the same Senate panel
investigating paramilitary training camps.
These Marxist-backed terrorism schools are
staffed by well-indoctrinated professional
subversives and last for many months. Why
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two scored live-fire courses — one wooded
and the other an urban environment — re-
connaissance, outdoor survival, patrol pro-
cedures and techniques, river crossing ex-
pedients. Then there were rock climbing
and rappelling techniques, small-boat ops,
infiltration tactics, hand-to-hand combat,
raids and ambushes, perimeter defense,
land navigation and stellar navigation.

If it sounds like a lot to cover in six days,
it is. The physical stress was tough, but not
any worse than the mental demands. It’s
hard to think straight when you’re practical-
ly a walking slumber case. Or you’re so
exhausted by the wooded live-fire course —
as I was — that you fall down and puke.
There was some small comfort in that even
after that, I still managed to hit my final
target. I redeemed myself by tying for first
place in target acquisition on the urban com-
bat course.

Teamwork becomes essential. And be-
cause it's essential it develops in most
groups, no matter what kind of would-be
junior Rambo you might have in your unit.
Peer pressure and the humbling effect of
screwing up takes care of these guys.

Like all basic military training, humbling
experiences prove helpful in your reorienta-
tion to military life. My first one was trip-
ping a booby trap simulator while walking
point on a night reconnaissance of a railroad
trestle. I felt like an idiot. Finding three

Command Shirts 4B\,

4) Eat Lead...You Lousy Red
5) Feeling Mean...Like a U.S. Marine
6) Oeath Before Dishonor

1} UZI Does it
2) Mac 10
3] Hey Moscow—Up Yours

more booby traps around the trestle and
disarming them made me feel better, admit-
tedly a little cocky and overconfident. That
lasted about 30 minutes. Leaving the area, I
led our patrol right into an ambush set by
instructors. If that wasn’t bad enough, when
I'tried to unass the AO, I charged straight up
a hill and into an M60 machine-gun nest
skillfully set up by Larry Bozic, a Starlight
instructor and licensed automatic weapons
owner who served in Army Signal Intelli-
gence. Our patrol immediately degenerated
into chaos, a classic escape and evasion. I
bolted saucer-eyed for a good hide and spent
the night shivering in wet grass under an
instructor’s vehicle. A good learning ex-
perience, not much for morale. The instruc-
tors, on the other hand, seemed to have a
great deal of fun.

But that was only our first patrol. We got
better with practice. Starlight gives its stu-
dents plenty of that. I even began to like
walking point. At least then I felt reasonably
confident that our patrol wouldn’t get lost
on night ops. There were other things Harry
taught us that I didn’t particularly like
doing. But we did them, and we learned to
do them well and without hesitation. Hesita-
tion at the wrong time in the bush can be
fatal.

Another instructor, Jim Henderson,
probably summed it up best. He’s an Army
veteran of Vietnam who credits Boy Scouts

of America training — among other things
— with saving his life more than once in
Vietnam. He was teaching us emergency
first aid at the time, but what he said figured
in on the bottom line of all aspects of sound
military and paramilitary training. ‘‘War is
a fact of life,”’ he told his civilian charges.
‘It’s life and death. There’s a lot of things
that you don’t like or don’t want to do that
must be done. In the end, there’s only two
outcomes. You’re either alive or dead.”
Starlight provided a great opportunity for
the civilian to understand just what Jim
Henderson was talking about. ®

RENAMO

Continued from page 69

[Editor’s note: Selous Scouts rarely worked
with the MNR. The task of training and
operating with that resistance movement
fell to the Rhodesian Special Air Service.
This operation is chronicled in Barbara
Cole’s book, The Elite: The Story of the
Rhodesian Special Air Service.]

A guerrilla insurgency, in order to be
effective or survive ar all, requires sanctu-
ary in a neighboring country, to where re-
cruits can flee and be trained, and from
where it can be resupplied. For the Nicara-
guan contras, it is Honduras. For the Af-
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ghan mujahideen, it is Pakistan. For the
Eritreans and Tigreans in Ethiopia, it is
Sudan. Not even Jonas Savimbi’s UNITA is
entirely self-contained in Angola, but is re-
supplied with gasoline and diesel fuel from
South Africa, and other material aid from
several black African states.

The fledgling Renamo was able to set up
in and initially operate out of Rhodesia —
but it was no more created by and the puppet
of Rhodesia than the Afghan mujahideen
were by Pakistan. This misconception
springs from a confusion of the Flechas,
which were entirely controlled by the
Rhodesian military (and which did commit
many acts of terror and brutality), with the
initial and separate efforts of Renamo.

With Cristina providing finances and
supplies, Matsangaisse was able to gather
around him an ever-growing number of
escapees from Machel’s gulag, and dis-
affected Frelimo soldiers who had fought
the Portuguese and needed no training from
the Rhodesians in guerrilla warfare. Re-
namo teams began operating throughout
Manica, Tete south of the Zambezi, and
northern Gaza, conducting raids and
ambushes upon Frelimo garrisons and con-
voys, and targeting the transportation in-
frastructure at key points, such as bridges.
Over the next two years, the exploits of
““Commander André,”’ personally com-
manding his men in arms against Frelimo
tyranny, became known throughout all of
Mozambique. By August of 1979, two base

camps had been established in-country, at
Garagua and in the Sitatonga mountains in
southern Manica, both in daily radio contact
with Cristina at Odzi.

Then, on 17 October 1979, leading an
assault upon a Frelimo army encampment in
Sofala province, André Matsangaisse was
killed. As Dhlakama assumed command of
the now demoralized and stunned guerril-
las, the situation for the insurgency sudden-
ly looked very bleak. For Rhodesia was
soon to be transformed into Zimbabwe,
with Robert Mugabe taking the reins of
power from Ian Smith. Once that happened,
Mugabe, a friend of Samora Machel’s and
fellow Marxist, would immediately close
the border on Renamo. A new sanctuary
was needed, and quickly. There was only
one option really viable, and for a Black
African it was not pleasant. But it was
necessary: Dhlakama asked Cristina to con-
tact the South Africans.

Through Rhodesian friends, Cristina was
soon in touch with SAMI (‘‘Sammy’’):
South African Military Intelligence. In
April 1980, a few days before Mugabe took
over, Cristina and his staff left Odzi to set up
camp and the Voice of Free Africa radios at
Phalaborwa in the northern Transvaal of
South Africa, just outside Kruger National
Park which borders on Mozambique’s Gaza
province. Working with a SAMI liaison
officer named Colonel van Niekerk (code-
named ‘‘Col. Charlie’’), Cristina organized
regular airdrops of medical supplies and
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Soviet arms captured in SADF (South Afri-
can Defence Forces) raids on SWAPO
camps in Angola to Dhlakama at the Gara-
gua Base in southern Manica.

Next month, Wheeler continues his his-
tory of the building resistance against the
oppressive Mozambican government. But
that’s not all of the story. Various Western
businesses and governments follow a
twisted path to back the communist regime
in its bid to crush pro-Western insurgents
belonging to Renamo. — The Editors ®

TARHEEL TANKERS

Continued from page 57

of over 2,500 meters that fires both armor-
piercing (AP) and high-explosive (HP)
ammunition. TOW missiles are fired from a
dual-tube, two-position launcher attached
to the turret weapon station. The TOW mis-
sile can destroy an enemy tank from as far
away as 3,000 meters. It also mounts the
7.62mm M240 machine gun which has a
maximum effective range of 1,200 meters.

Six periscopes and firing ports within the
IFV allow the squad to see from the vehicle
and use the firing ports to fire their M16s.
These ports are located on the sides and rear
of the vehicle. The vehicle commander
(VC) and the gunner have thermal-sensitive
sights that allow them to find and destroy
targets in all types of weather as well as at
night.

The two-man turret has separate control
handles for the VC and the gunner with the
VC having an override capability. The tur-
ret is powered by an all-electric drive sys-
tem that permits the 7.62mm coaxial
machine gun and 25mm chain gun to be
fired accurately by either crewman while on
the move. The same power and control sys-
tem is used for the TOW missiles, but the
vehicle must be stationary to fire the TOW.

A Halon fire extinguisher system is lo-
cated in the engine and crew compartments
which increases crew survivability in case
of onboard flash fire.

But all is not as it should be. The Bradley
IFV-CFV has come under attack from crit-
ics who say that the vehicle is too large and
the silhouette too high. The IFV gives little
space for infantry. The biggest problem, the
critics say, is with the armor: it contains an
aluminum alloy which they believe does not
provide enough protection for the occu-
pants. The vehicle also has no laser warning
device. Despite this, the men of the 2/252
seem pleased with the Bradley CFV M3.

‘“When compared to the M113 APC the
CFV is big, it is not supposed to be an
assault vehicle or an anti-tank weapon,”’
remarked Master Sergeant William Stone,
the battalion master gunner. ‘‘The mission
of the CFV is reconnaissance and for the
CFV and IFV to keep pace with the fast-
moving M1 Abrams. I’ve heard the com-
plaints, but the Bradley does the job, itis 10
times the vehicle the old M113 was.”’

‘“The only real problem I see is fire con-
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trol,’” added Ist Lieutenant Michael Mills,
HQ Co. executive officer. ‘*Youreally have
to watch your ammunition consumption
during firing; if you don’t you will be out of
ammo in three to four minutes. We are still
working with the Bradley so we don’t really
have any complaints. We’re pleased with it;
it makes the old APC hunt a hole.”’

The M1 Abrams MBT, a $2 million
monster, named after the late General
Creighton W. Abrams, has also received a
lot of publicity, especially over its cost. But

these Tar Heel Guardsmen could not be °

more pleased.

““We ran the hell out of it and couldn’t
hurt it.”’

*“It rides like a Cadillac.””

*“It’ll do 25 mph on terrain the old M60
would have to crawl over.”’

‘I don’t care what anyone says about the
Abrams, it is still 10 times the tank the M60
is.”’

These were only some of the comments
we heard from M1 crew members. Enthu-
siasm shows.

The 2/252 trains one weekend per month,
straight through.

‘‘We form up at the armory at 0600 Satur-
day and move out to Bragg. We train all day
and most of the night. We try to get back by
1800 Sunday. We have a lot to learn and
time is a big factor. It makes for a hell of a
long weekend, and for those in leadership
positions it’s two and three times a month
and we have been doing this for two years.
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exact location of each island! De-
tailed descnptions of physical con-
ditions and history make this book
truly unique and invaluable. 5% x
8%, 120 pp, illustrated, soft
cover. $7.95.

unusual, the unique, and the diabolical. . .

we know.

Don’t forget our annual training sessions are
three weeks long, not two,”’ commented
Captain Steve Sloan, the Battalion S-3/Air.

Like children showing off Christmas
toys, the tankers proudly explained the M1
Abrams’ computerized fire control system
and computerized driving station. Other
features of the tank which drew praise from
the crew members included improved
ammunition storage compartments, an
automatic fire extinguishing system, im-
proved communications and the tank com-
mander’s remote control grip which gives
him faster access to the tank’s M2 machine
gun.

The changeover from the M60 to the M1
has required an intense training transition.
Mechanics were required to undergo 26
days of training before being qualified to
work on the Abrams. Drivers training takes
17 days and one night.

Captain Sloan put it in perspective. ‘*This
ambitious retraining effort has put the pres-
sure on 2/252. We have sent, and are still
sending, personnel to Fort Knox and Fort
Hood to take courses. All this takes time.
We have the same requirements to meet as
the regular Army and this makes time im-
portant — we just don’t seem to have
enough time. We have been going full blast
since October 1982.”

Considering all the trouble, members of
the 2/252 couldn’t be happier. The officers
and NCOs we spoke to are proud of the
honor the new tank brings. ‘‘“They didn’t
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just pick our unit out of a hat,”” said Major
John Atkinson, Battalion S-3. ‘“The DOA
studied the problem very carefully and they
picked us. Now that is an honor. Time and
retention are our problems. We have lost
some good people because they couldn’t be
away from their jobs for the additional train-
ing time, but morale in the 2/252 couldn’t be
better. It is an honor to be in the 2/252.”"

The Department of the Army honored the
2/252 for its proficiency as a National Guard
unit with the issue of 63 M1 Abrams MBTs
and seven Bradley M3 CFVs. That’s a ma-
jor statement about the ability of these Tar
Heel Guardsmen to do their job.

A full test of the unit’s ability to perform
in battlefield situations will come in 1987
when the entire battalion is scheduled to
participate in NATO exercises with regular
Army units.

They’re sure to make the grade.

TANK TALK

Lieutenant Colonel George T. Paris
was born in Lynchburg, Virginia, in
1940. He joined the North Carolina
National Guard in 1957 and was com-
missioned in 1965. After graduating
from the Armor Officers Basic Course in
1966 he went on to complete the Ad-
vanced Armor Course in 1973. In 1978
he completed the Command & General
Staff Officers Course and became com-
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ficant books ever published on
terrorism — sure to be talked
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If you need a “new look," this is
the book for you! Everything about
disguising yoursell is covered, in-
cluding both long and short term
disguises, a pocket disguise Kkit,
mail order sources of wigs and
makeup, changing your vaoce,
mannerisms, and walk, and much,
much more. Profusely illustrated,
this amazing book tells you how to
disguise yourself so completely
even old friends won't recognize
you! 5% x 8Y%, 142 pp, illustrated, soft cover. $9.95.
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