









































REE
ADVERTISING
FOR
VIETNAMESE
COMMIES?...
Sirs:

[ have been reading
SOF since the first issue
and consider it to be
one of the best.
However, in your
August Bulletin Board,
“Vietnam on $5 a
Day,” you advertised
free for the Vietnamese
communists. The phone
number of the company
running the trips is from
Massachusetts, which is
known to Vietnamese in
America as a haven for
Hanoi’s lackeys and
sympathizers. It is widely
known among
Vietnamese communities
abroad that Hanoi’s
regime only allows
certain elements to go
home, mainly
sympathizers or ignorant
people. It does this for
two main reasons: The
tourists bring in dollars
to help the failing
economy, and these
tourists are to report
nothing but the best for
Hanoi once they return
to the States.

Hiep Le Pham
Gaithersburg,
Maryland

Reading that Bulletin
Board item again, we
saw how it could have
been misconstrued to
read as if we were
promoting travel to
communist Vietnam,
which certainly was not
our intent. We felt that
the tone of the piece
was sarcastic enough to
indicate that we were
condemning the notion
of Americans spending
tourist dollars in
Vietnam. We regret that
this misunderstanding
took place, as SOF is
not in the business of
promoting any activity
that might benefit that
particular economy.
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A 600-SHIP NAVY
AND THIS 1S THE
ONLY MINE SWEEPER
WEVE GaT!/

UT YOUR MONEY
WHERE YOUR
MOUTHIS...

Sirs:

Thought you might like to read the letter |
recently sent to Senator Daniel Inouye. Violating the
Boland Amendment feels so good, [ think I'll do it
again. Check enclosed.

Dear Senator Inouye,

[ have been following your committee’s
investigation into attempts by Lt. Col. Oliver North
to provide funds to the anti-communist Nicaraguan
resistance. | wish to aid you in your search to ferret
out anyone who has violated congressional
sanctions against opposing communism.

[ declare myself an unindicted co-conspirator of
Col. North, and am furnishing you with material
evidence. I sent a check to the El Salvador/
Nicaragua Defense Fund in May 1985. I fully
intended that the money be used for providing
military support to the Nicaraguan democratic
resistance.

Am [ in violation of the Boland Amendment or
other statutes forbidding opposition to Leninist
coups d’etat? And if [ am in violation of
congressional intent, or anything else, what do you
intend to do about it? Thousands of others like me
have done everything in their power to assist Col.
North, so it is not fair that he be singled out. I await
your response.

George M. Mellinger
Minneapolis, Minnesota

UNS AND POLITICS
BEHIND THE GREAT
WALL...

Sirs:

Congratulations on your stunning
journalistic advance, the first
Westerners invited to the PRC small
arms R&D labs, incredible even
more so because it was SOF and
not one of the biggies. I doubt the
U.S. government would have even
been offered the privilege.

The new Chinese small arms
design achievements are indeed
impressive. The Type 81 rifle and its
folding-stock brother are a nice
update on the classic AK-47/AKM
model. The rifle’s flash hider is
visually similar to the old Beretta
BM59 series “‘tri-compensator’” and
similar to the muzzle end of the
military select-fire version of the
Beretta AR70 series.

The Type 74 LMG is even more
impressive; it's quite an update over
the old RPD and a gigantic advance
over the Soviet RPK. It bears an
internal resemblance to the old RPD
in its use of a gas-operated tilting
bolt mechanism. The Type 74 ought
to have at least as long a production
run as the RPD.

1 am looking forward to future
articles in this series.

Brian P. Dumas
Easton, Connecticut

Regarding the publisher’s note to
the September '87 “Guns Behind
the Great Wall”: The communist
Chinese government is interested in
one thing — using us to get our
credit, trade and technology.

Communists have used the trick
of pretending to be our friends many
times in the past. We jump to sell
them the rope they use to hang us
— for example, we are upgrading
the electronics on the Red Chinese
F8 aircraft.

Don't you read history? We
recognized the Soviet Union and
extended them credit in 1933. Some
friends they turmed out to be. Wake
up, SOF. Buddy-buddying with Red
China only plays into their hands to
get us to let our guard down. You
should know better.

John F. Mueller
Toledo, Chio

“The enemy of my enemy is my
friend.”” That's Middle Eastern but
appropriate in this case. The
Chinese are funding and supplying
democratic anti-Vietnamese forces in
Southeast Asia and playing a major
role in supplying the mujahideen in
Afghanistan. For that reason our old
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enemies have become our new
friends. Are we being duped?
Perhaps, but as long as China is
moving toward the Western world
and providing a significant counter
to Soviet expansionism in China’s
sphere of influence, we should
maintain relations.

OUNSEL
FROM THE CONSUL...
Sirs:

[ want to respond to the FLAK
letter “Soldiers of Misfortune Part 4"
[SOF, August '87] from the person
who had a problem in Ecuador. |
am a U.S. Consul in Ecuador and
feel that I can speak with some
credibility on this matter. A few hard
facts: When you go into a foreign
country, you are subject to the laws
of that country. If you disobey those
laws, you must be prepared for the
possible consequences. In most of
the Third World, justice depends
heavily on who your friends and
enemies are and how much money
you are willing to spend. It is usually
possible to purchase your way
through this justice system if the
offense is relatively minor and there
are no local VIPs wanting your ass
in jail for any reason. In the case of
major crimes — terrorism, drugs —
the laws are usually strictly enforced.

Most Third World countries have
ongoing insurgencies and/or terrorist
problems and are also becoming
more involved in the fight to stem
the narcotics traffic. Ecuador is kept
free of major terrorist and insurgent
activity partly because the police and
military are extremely alert to the
presence of strangers in the
countryside and unusual movements
of people. Anyone roaming the
Ecuadorian bush armed and in
cammies is courting serious trouble.
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Let me address the writer's
comments about the consular
assistance he was (or wasn't) given.
He is right in one very important
sense: The U.S. Consulate cannot
bust you out of jail. We can and do,
whenever possible, use our local
influence to ease matters for
Americans in trouble and we are
often successful in getting charges
dropped and the gringo out of the
country. However, we too are
subject to Ecuador’s laws and have
no special clout just because we're
the U.S. Consulate.

The writer's allegations about
consular visits and support are
exaggerated. Other officers and I
make monthly visits to the federal
pen here to bring care packages to
two Americans who have been
imprisoned for trafficking. I also
speak with them frequently on the
phone and communicate with their
families in the States. We do not in
any way neglect these men, but . ..
we cannot bust them out of jail.

In conclusion, when you go
abroad, watch your ass! Your
consulates can and do help
Americans in trouble, but we can’t
work miracles.

Donald M. Miller

Consulate General of the
United States of America

Guayaquil, Ecuador

ORE TV NEWS
FROM I..EFT FIELD...
Sirs:

Why does the American media
reek with liberals? [ watched the
Larry King Show last night and it
made me sick! Some nut from
Handgun Control Inc., who wore
lipstick, and a guy from the NRA
were on the show to talk about gun

control. The NRA man couldn’t get
a word in edgewise, and every
question put to him was loaded.
Almost every pro-gun telephone
caller on the show was cut off by
King before they could finish what
they had to say.

PBS has a crazy show that
teaches one world government and
pacifism as the right way to go! The
slob hosting the show calls
freedom-loving Americans “primitive
nationalists.”” According to him, it’s a
sin to fight communism.

NBC, CBS and ABC news
programs are usually slanted to the
left. Why is this?

Clint Bailey
Suwanee, Georgia

Our news media are slanted to the
left because not enough Americans
have written to the chairman of the
board of NBC, CBS, ABC and the
other news networks or, better yet,
to the CEOs of the various
corporations which advertise during
news programs to complain about
biased coverage.

UPERFLUOUS
SUBGUN...
Sirs:

In your June '87 issue [ found the
Full Auto story “‘Superfluous
Subgun” rather noticeable. In the
Summer ’76 issue there is an article
called “M76 Submachine Gun” by
dJ. David Truby. Mr. Truby speaks in
a complimentary fashion about the
weapon. However, | consider Peter
Kokalis an authority on automatic
weaponry in every sense of the
word, so I concur with him about
the S&W Model 76.

However, no one can say you
don’t allow differences of opinion,
even if the articles are 11 years
apart.

SSG Richard Sherman
Pipe Creek, Texas

LETTERS

Your input has made FLAK
one of SOF’s most popular
columns. Tell us what you think
— about SOF or any other
subject you consider worth our
readers’ attention. If you'd like
to see your letter in print the
way you wrote it, keep it brief
and to the point. Send letters to
FLAK, c/o SOF, P.O. Box 693,
Boulder, CO 80306. ®

NOVEMBER 87


































COLDZ?RALWHY 2

GUARANTEED, GENUINE WARMTH CAN BE
ON /TS WAY IN LESS THAN 249 HOURS *

[0 USAF Heavyweight Flight Jacket-Type N28
DESIGNED FOR TEMPERATURES OF -10° T0 32° F.
Sigghis

v
B Poiyester Fiberfill j@

7 W Pile Line Hood -

oy

These fight jackets are

R
*

1ssued to military fliers and inine - (drapes over shoulder em
are designated Type MA1 for Lining - (Maximum when not needed) 4
Intermadiate Cold. (This functiona A Warmth Per Qunce)~ , | 3
means that 1t 15 the medwm they think about F"““"S“S“oopsto_keep & Nvlon Shell - 22 ¥ W Flap Under Zipper j=

weight jacket, designed for The US militaty wan hes tnat wil tast y! el % to Prevent
| comforl 1n 3 temperature zone in the winter i clo wnow quali (Waterproof & % “*Cold.Spots ' E
j of about 20° to 55 °F). Look warm £ 7 winters. 1€ Windproof) P ]
for the ;n'ldnarty dkesmr\a’t;:nrs a m‘m?nore ning iS a1 the W Zippered [

num| L,
l:'sl;: and ::CM:“ ors COSIS ML miliary c\%\} ?knowg,\he Sleeve Pocket g
outer shell and lining are 100% ) with :
4 pm“I;m ,‘:’d’:ﬂ’ "; ;:;{':;cm Pencil Holder &=
L ot ely wi Wi . C .

- interlining is 100% potyester fiberfill for r items in 4 | M 20utside g
® the highest degree of warmth per ounce. This [acket is reversible; outside Mos n Pockets Chasze: Black &2

or Sage Greea
Outer Shell

n your choice of aither sage green of blue and the inside is survival

; orange. It features. two hip pockets outside as well as inside, sewn pen W Kni Cuffs

00-7

and pencil holders plus zippered easy access storage pocket in the left and Waist Calor.
5 sleeve. This 3 snappy, convenient, warm, fuily functional jacket and it con ; -
' Nappens 1o be the ftest fashon rend ‘»’S‘g‘é m high atall? Sizes: S, M,
Specify: - — L and XL.
§ = Sage Green or Blue Shell - Regular Length Only. ield [ Watch Cap - $94.25/each
© Sizess:XS.S ML XL.. ... ... . .. $53.95/each. - i '
= = Biack {nylon shell) or Camoutiage {50% cotton/50% nylea [ Field Jacket . Tvpe ME5 100% Wool -
S shell) - Regular Length Only. In one form or another, this jacket has | my Tigh Rinbed Weave
8 Sizes: XS, S, M L. XL ... ... ... $53.95/each. been the mllﬂa{y Wf'fkhﬂfse for over 40 W Roll Down to Cover Ears M".ITARY GOODS CATALOG
o years and is still going strong. When Desired M 1987 edit 4 | ith
The tield jacket is designed for 3 season wear | g One Size Fits Al edition. 84 pages. 'oaded witl

In winter you can buiton in the liner (see below)

~
| genuing military clothing. gear and
8 or wear a vest or heavy sweater uner I

Choose Color - f 3y
Black or Olive  JRELLLIL equipment.

545-0933 — CALL MON- SAT; 9

1
& [1Special Forces Green Beret - Jaunty and W Lightweht Hood VR Drab {00} Green ¥ _ $2.00/each. Free with order.
. 03rng and classy — like the professional's who wear them These are  Concealed n Collar y $6.00.each. :
= officisl eguistien berets of 100% vat dyed wool and meeting all mii W Epaulets A
o tary specs Made expressly for us by the pime . (] Commando Sweater -
Sizes: XS, 8. M, L. XL
-] . govern ment contractor Also available M Gussetted Back (Send us. (‘Jur‘cllbesl
) Official headgear for for Freedom of o for Dot ) B Sleeve and B Crew Neck
2z ~_Airborne Qualfiod (Maroon) Movement Lo Lal:| ‘; or - Shoulder Design
o  Ranger Commandos (Black) W 4 Huge 9 g‘n ([ f p Patches at B
3 ““Artiery & Guardien Angets (Red) Outside e )mb Points R
-1 moufla, : Vi
-l Sliiﬂ?%ol?;:; (e v - ng:fslr?ell {0D) Green or Wood- of wear Makes Swealer &
=d (Not sure of head size? Tell us how many inches around your head where e oo ::rl‘:ocaﬂnlla:‘:a%: Tan wind & water &y
g you wear your hat We'll send the right one ) $13.75/each 50% Nyion - Commertial MHt. 1o GI o 100% Repeilant 9
| O] Angle Head Flashlit Restan oo Lo | m o
ngle hea ashlite- (’ gn Repeltant Only) ralong gy
. =7 i Reg Length $55.00 e body and
g This is the heavy cuty  CIZNIUISTOE) 6 B Adjustable tong Lengin $60.50 This is the famous sleeve (can E
plastic flashlight 1ssued 1o afl mildary units Cufts Bxta Large/ g”‘S'Sh com‘;‘"‘a’;' be rofled W
The flashiight 15 waterproof non-glare and features 4 B Orawstring Waistband long -~ $85.00 | B4 “)”eaée’(t o ) o
different lenses which can be easily installed or TMES L — m'; l)J(S ;iﬁg; Thz ]
removed it can clip onto the belt or suspender for iner - designed to be buttoned nto the MBS Field Jacket. o wool fi
hands free operation, operates on 2 standard D celf I these liners are lightweight, polyester-fibertilled. and very warm. Order same 222,%’,?; 15912/0 wool ibre content makes the sweater super warm
batteries and comes complete with a spare buib { sizeas your field jacket.  Sjzeg: XS, S, M, L, XL . ... $19.00/each. 34, 36, 38, 40, 42, 44, 46 . $44.75/each. &
Brand new. sold in the Gl box . Sizes48,50 .. ... add $5.00/each. W

Choose: )
Oiive Drab (OD) green or black ... ... $6.50/each. ([;—Ja '::"I'fgl:'gg"ma: "(,:yap-Wnodland "
-l I{ IS5ue.

. thk Commando DOg Tag Set - (A Kaufman's Ex- This winterweight cap features fined ftaps which

; A can fol k m
clusive): 2 GI stainless steel tags specially treated to be non-glare flat RN ha,d fn‘fnt?neefgﬁr?:ﬁ: ;;n‘:f rslz:: ?ut:{' Zm:ﬁo

Y black plus 2 black (4™ and 24") ballchains . ....... ... $6.00/set Also avallable In Olive Drab (0D) Green. _

- (CJRegulation Gl Dog Tags- Sizes: 7, 7-1/4, 7-172, 7-3/4 S&.SU/each,W (7 Commando Sweater - Commercially
o d made - patterned atter the GI ones. these are commercially

made in easy care 100% acryiic. Although they are copies. they are

constructed surpnsingly true to the ail wool ones, complete with

sleeve and shoulder patches  Choose between: Otive Drab (00)

Green or Black. Specify Size: S, M, L. XL $22.75/each.

Choose: [] Olive Orab (0D) Green Crewneck (USMC ap- a
proved); [ Black V-Neck with epaulets and name plate area
on breast (US Army approved); [] Black Crewneck (no epau-
lets or nameplate area); (J Camouffage Crewneck; [ Tan
Crewneck; [ Maroon Crewneck.

FREE 1-800-545-09

sef of 2 stainless steel tags and 2 stainless
chans (4" and 24 ... $4.00/set.
W Want us to print them? WE'LL PRINT ANY
a THING up to 6 knes and 15 spaces per hine

Drill Instructor/Smokey the

Bear Hat—rormaly caed tne Campaign Hat,
this 15 a really fine quality pressed felt headpiece

@ Printing . only $1.50 per tag ($3.00/set). A hat with character No one who wears it

escapes a personality change An uncon-
PLEASE. NO DOG TAG IMPRINTING ORDERS BY TELEPHONE. RIGIETIENT R Rt R G g P Iy

" pursue flamers or write trathc tickets Let your true
(JDog Tag Silencers - viack. non-giare rubber bumpers 1o or wistul sei be heard Commercially manufactured Commando Camouflage
1ags $1.25/pair. lo exacting specs. Sues 6-78107-3/4 $19.75/each.

. [J Genuine Leather Chin Strap szovesch.  Headnet - Spandoflage -

[J Acorn Hat Cord (as shown) $7.75/each. Expandable camouflage mesh fits
{Specify color siver. gold metallic. black/goid. metatic, yeliow, red or comfortably on any size head Cool in
tight blue} summer. warm In winter, this revolutionary

'MMEDIATE SH"’MENT new mesh matenal can be

cut (but will not unsavel) to form eye-holes

for the comfont of eyeglass wearers
P ud SHIPIPIhNG coslT's h | Choose: Woodland Camoufiage,
ease include appropriate shipping costs from chan below with  pgegrt Camoufiage o

each order Amounts shown include costs of postage packaging  solid Black .

e We're America’s ‘ﬁ’
*ﬁ( Army & Navy Store!! (Zz78a
WHEN IN NEW YORK CITY VISIT OUR

ORIGINAL STORE AT 319 W.42ND ST.,
NEAR TIMES SQUARE.

insurance and handling Lo fnr 81
{PRICES MAY VARY AT NYC STORE Orders up 10 510 00 300 -+ ¥6.00/each: 2 for 11.00.
Orders from S10 01 to 20 00 375
SATISFACTION GUARANTEE Orders from $20 01 t0 35 00 450 Camouflage Face Paint -
QOrders trom $35 0110 50 00 525 g
*All In-Stock ltems Orders from S50 01 to 70 00 6 25 Each metal tube contains 2 colors of facepaint which
. . can be easily removed with soap and water. Current military 1ssue
sg%nsef;-'c:ﬁ:‘hg‘ugfa ;‘t‘;l;;s g:g::g L’\?ET 5?97[? (5)01 1090 00 g (ZJS cnl;o:sp: Woodland c;u;: &(?‘r:n & loam); desert camo (ight groon &
or Your Money Back. Canadian Orders-Send Double Amount Indicated. sand); sfiow cama (w ™) - .- $2.75/tube: 2 tubes for $5.00

ORDER TOLL FREE 1-800-545-0933 — CALL MON -SAT; 9:00-7:00 (Mountain Time)






























R SOF

T-SHIRTS! e T-SHIRTS! o

38-40 SURAWONG ROAD
2347024

#1025
Lucy's Tiger Den
White 812.95

COMMUNISM IS

CONTRA
BANNED

#1012
Contra-Banned
Red %9.95

N

7N

4

SOLDIER OF

U.S. NAVY

SEAL

Front

#1018
Seal Team
Silver $9.95

#1011
Grenada
Silver 49.95

RENADA
“Waen - &

2]

#1005
Special Forces
Black $9.95

SPECIAL FORCES

#1024
Anytime Khadaffi
Lt. Blue $10.95

#1004
Pale Horse
White $9.95

FORTUNE :
LOVING BY CHOICE CENTRAL
#1001 KILLING BY PROFESSION AMERICA
TRAINING
SOF Logo Front s ronces TEAM
Black $9.95
#1013
CATT.
Navy $9.95
Back
QTy. STYLE NO. SIZE AMOUNT

T-Shirts available in S, M, L, XL.

SUB TOTAL

XXL avallable for $1.00 addition-

al. Please include $1.75 for the
first item ordered — include 75¢
for each additional item for post-
age and handling. Overseas
orders add 30%. Please allow 4-6

weeks for delivery.

Postage & Handling

3.6% Sales Tax
(CO res.)

TOTAL

C

SOLDIER or FORTUNE

ABEBIE 0 LORE N AN )

|®BOF

#1015 Front
World Tour

Navy, Long Sleeve
$14.95

#1002
Peace
White $9.95

#1006
Marines
Gold $9.95

OUTFITTERS OF THE PROFESSIONALS
SOF EXCHANGE e P.O. Box 687, Boulder, CO 80306 ¢ Phone (303) 449-3750

T-SHIRTS! o T-

Back

#1021 '
Delta
Lt. Blue $9.95

DELTA FORCE

Front

SHIRTS!

Front

LEBANON

Help A Syrian Meet Allah

@ stepped in some
Shiite!”’

#1008
Visit Lebanon
Tan $9.95

“Hey, we just [

Back

SOLDIER OF FORTUNE MAGAZINE

#1014
SOF Helo
Green $9.95

#1009
SOF H«
Black $9.95

PARTICIPANT

SOUTHEAST ASIA, _
WAR GAMES | '
1959 to 1975\\?u\c£

MARINES
| LET MEWIN YouR Front #1007
HEARTS AND MINDS, S.E. Asia
ORLL EURN YOUR Black $9.95

SOF EXCHANGE

#1027
Rhodesian Army
White $9.95

Mall to: SOF EXCHANGE, SF 11/87, P.O. Box 687, Boulder, CO 80306

PAYMENT: [JVISA [[JMASTERCARD []CHECK ENCLOSED

Exp
p

NAME

ADDRESS.

CITY.

STATE

ZIP.

We accept telephone orders on MasterCard & VISA — call us at (303) 449-
3750. Sorry, no collect calls accepted!

|
|
|
|
|
|
|
]
|
] Card #
|
|
|
|
]
|
|
|
i
|
1





















napalmed or smashed by tanks. Why has the
Kremlin placed the village in the center ring
of its high-tech death show in Afghanistan?

There are several reasons. First, the
Soviets and their Afghan communist quis-
lings have long since given up any hope of
winning the hearts and minds of the Afghan
people. They were never even in the con-
test. The fiercely independent, religious
Afghans want absolutely no part of an
atheistic communist government.

Therefore, reason the men in Moscow, it
is best to eliminate as many Afghans as
possible by killing them or driving them
from their country. That would pave the
way for a Soviet-indoctrinated generation of
Afghans of whom Lenin himself would be
proud.

Wiping out the civilians also removes the
support base of the mujahideen. Freedom
fighters are supplied with food, shelter and
information by their countrymen in the vil-
lages.

As Mao said, civilians are the water
through which the fish — the guerrillas —
must swim. To strand the fish in Afghani-
stan, the Soviets apparently plan to drain the
whole lake. They have killed half a million
Afghans. Another five million — about one
third of the population — have fled the
country. Refugees continue to pour into Iran
and Pakistan, leaving behind villages
bombed to rubble, fields scorched to ash,
and parents, brothers, sisters and children
buried in the ground. At the same time, the
Soviets send 7,000 Afghan children to Rus-
sia each year for long-term socialist educa-
tion and indoctrination.

Finally, Afghan villages have incurred
the Soviets’ wrath with their fierce efforts to
free themselves from Moscow’s yoke.
Opposition to the Soviet invaders is so
widespread that the distinction between
guerrilla and civilian blurs. Villagers are the
freedom fighters; their simple homes are
their fortresses. One Afghan expressed it
well when he said: ‘“The Russians will only
defeat Afghanistan when there are no more
Afghans.”

Pakistan is now a sad journey’s end for
most of the Afghan refugees, but it was my
trip’s beginning. In Peshawar, I met my
contact in the Jamiat-i-Islami resistance
organization. He arranged for me to join
four Jamiat guerrillas leaving for Paghman.

From Peshawar, my four guides and I
traveled six hours by bus to Teramangal,
and after four days joined a larger group of
mujahideen headed toward Paghman with
75 packhorses. The horses were heavily
laden with mortars, machine guns, recoil-
less guns, rocket launchers and antitank
mines.

We left Teramangal late in the afternoon
and hiked into the broad expanse of Afghan-
istan. We traveled over mountains and
across desert for the next three long nights,
shielded by the dark from the ravages of
Soviet helicopter gunships. By day, the mu-
jahideen hid our horses under groves of
trees or in mountain defiles. We grabbed
rest and food in small teahouses strung
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along the trail.

On the fourth night, after 10 hours of
hiking across hopelessly barren desert and
struggling up bare, rocky slopes, our tired
legs greeted level ground on the far side of
the mountains. I was surprised by what
straddled our path there — a thin, neat rib-
bon of blacktop. The mujahideen told me it
was the highway connecting Kabul with
Kandahar, a major city to the southwest.

Our spirits were lifted by a glow where

the road stretched to the right — Kabul.
Paghman was 10 miles this side of the be-
sieged capital, so we felt assured of
reaching it by dawn.

We lingered only a few minutes and
pushed on. Across the highway we came to
the first of the many outlying villages that
surround Kabul. We tightened into a single-
file column, stepped up the pace and
streamed quietly through the dark, still
streets. Many were lined by the adobe rub-
ble of houses. Here and there village men,
wrapped in the ubiquitous Afghan blanket,
or pattu, stood by watching our convoy.

I'soon picked up whispered discussions in
the ranks about ‘‘dushman,’’ Dari for
enemy. I suspected that villagers were
warning the column about Soviet activity in
Paghman.

At 0400 we halted at Argandi, a village a
few miles short of Paghman. My suspicions
were right. Villagers there told us that
Soviet jets and helicopters had hit Paghman
the last three days in a row, and more were
expected. Our convoy leaders decided to
stay in Argandi until the heat lifted. Under a
stand of mulberry trees, the mujahideen un-
loaded our steaming horses, tethered them
and posted sentries. The rest of us curled up
in the dust with our pattus. Sleep came
easily.

The comings and goings of the locals
roused us at sunrise. Within minutes, the
Soviets made good on the intelligence the
villagers had supplied.

A low mountain hid Paghman from our
sight. We had a clear view, however, of a
menacing line of five Su-25 Frogfoot jets
which streaked on Paghman from the north-
east. This aircraft is the Soviet Union’s
newest ground-attack fighter. Each one
turned in a silent counterclockwise circle
that brought it first over Argandi, then
Paghman. Above Paghman, each jet plum-
meted and unleashed a pair of rockets before
disappearing behind the mountain, trailed
by the roar of its twin Tumansky turbojets.
The drum of rockets pounding home fol-
lowed.

In 10 minutes, the jets finished and left. A

.trio of Mi-24 Hind helicopter gunships im-

mediately replaced them. In stark contrast
to the Su-25s, the choppers wheeled slowly
over Paghman, like vultures. Their job was
to pick off anyone fleeing the wholesale
wreckage wrought by the Su-25s. Mi-24s
carry tools that are suited to the deadly task
— 57mm rockets (128 of them) and a four-
barreled 12.7mm machine gun or twin-
barreled 23mm cannon.

The choppers mopped up in five minutes
and slowly banked away. Soviet pilots re-
peated the tandem jet/helicopter attacks five
more times that day, three more the next.
That made five consecutive days of attacks
on Paghman. I wondered what would be left
if we ever got there.

Our third morning in Argandi, my guides
abruptly left the mosque where we had been
staying and led me off to Paghman. I man-
aged to understand from them (none spoke
English) that no attacks were expected that
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Mohammed Jan ended his mortar instruc-
tion with a demonstration. A round shot
from the tube and, after a few expectant
seconds, it burst on target high on the oppo-
site slope. The class cheered, ‘‘Allah
Akhbar!”” — God is great. Great too, I
thought, looking at Mohammed Jan, is the
suffering of this nation.

The group’s camp was small and simple,
with good reason. A day rarely passed that a
Soviet Antonov recon plane didn’t overfly
Paghman and the mountains.

At the heart of camp was a one-room
stone cabin hunkered against one of the
valley’s steep slopes. The slopes rose 2,000
feet above the valley floor, a curling, stony
ribbon barely 200 feet wide. It would be
hard for an Antonov to spot the camp, hard-
er still for jets to bomb it. -

A rudimentary antiaircraft weapon pro-
vided added defense. Lacking SAMs, the
group relied on a Chinese Type 54 12.7mm
machine gun called a *‘Dashika’’ — a copy of
the Soviet 12.7mm Degtyrev Model 38/46.
They’d dug the gun into the bare mountainside
a couple hundred yards above camp. A stone
hut next to it allowed two mujahideen to man
the gun around the clock. One was needed to
fire, the other to keep the feed clear and help
spot incoming targets.

Days in camp soon grew slow, as we had
little to do but wait for the attack on the post.
It gave me a chance to get to know the rest of
Shomz Allah’s unit. Most were in their 20s
but, like Mohammed Jan, they had suffered
enough for a lifetime.

Nyamat Allah, the good-natured come-
dian who, oddly, was the spitting image of
Charles Manson, spent three years in Pul-i-
Charki about the same time as Mohammed
Jan. The Soviets’ ‘‘internationalist duty,”’
as they call their occupation, included pull-
ing out all of his toenails.

Umaiyon, a slight, leprechaunish sort,
was the best cook in camp. His 5-year-old
daughter lives with his mother in Kabul. In
1984 his wife and young son were killed
during a Soviet attack. And so it went
through the group, each man with his own
simmering pain, all with the same hatred of
the Soviets. They were eager fighters.

A week after I arrived I spent a night up at
the machine gun. Early in the morning I
planned to photograph the setup and Jalil
and Alyos, the two on antiaircraft duty. Just
after dawn, however, another photo oppor-
tunity presented itself.

The three of us had just poured tea when we
heard the terrible roar of jets. We sent glasses
flying and threw ourselves out of the hut.

Five Su-25s had just passed overhead.
Their bellies glistened silver, lit from below
by the rising sun. Jalil and Alyos exchanged
shouts and scrambled frantically behind the
big gun. One after another the jets plunged
out of the pewter sky and slashed rockets
into a camp a mile from our own. Explo-
sions burst in yellow on the mountainside.

They circled to dive again. As they
banked they spat pairs of antimissile decoys
— balls of glowing magnesium. Their circle
brought them back overhead and Jalil roared
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away with the Dashika.

But the attack was quickly over. The Su-
25s left, unscathed, and the machine gun
fell silent. Jalil and Alyos chastised them-
selves for striking out. A mile away, col-
umns of dust and smoke burgeoned slowly,
quietly.

Throughout the following week the fre-
quency and variety of enemy attacks on the
Paghman area increased. Two nights in a
row we listened in camp to the rumble of
multiple rocket fire hitting the town.
Nyamat Allah had to take cover from bomb-
ing sorties three times during the day he
took the group’s packhorse to Paghman for
supplies. He learned that soldiers from the
garrison had ambushed and killed three mu-
jahideen in Paghman. Although the mujahi-
deen managed to kill two of the communists
before they died, the attack was unusually
bold, maybe a sign that the Soviets and their
puppets were growing determined to break
the freedom fighters on Paghman.
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I found myself back in town on the first of
September. Palowon Shomz Allah had sent
for me because he knew I was keen to shoot
some more film and thought the recent warm-
ing trend would provide opportunities.

I didn’t have long to wait. From a rooftop
the day after I arrived, I watched the
heaviest air attack I'd seen yet. Eight Su-25s
and four Mi-24s battered the north edge of
Paghman for 20 minutes.

It was inevitable that the recent Soviet
pressure on Paghman would touch Shomz
Allah and his men, and that afternoon I
accompanied him to the funeral of one of his
subcommanders.

Twenty-four-year-old Ismat Allah was
killed the night before, cut down by a heavy
machine gun round in the belly. His men
had properly brought his body to his par-
ents’ home. It lay on a low wicker bed in the
center of a courtyard. Mujahideen who had
come to bid goodbye to their Islamic brother
crowded around three deep. Some stood
mutely while others, including Shomz
Allah, wept.

A brilliant variety of flower petals was
sprinkled over the body, covering it to the
chin. Ismat Allah’s mother and several
other women crouched on their heels along
a wall, just outside the circle of men. Again
and again she cried her son’s name and
beseeched Allah to have mercy on him.

The men were ushered out to the narrow
street to allow the women some time alone
with the body. A few minutes later the bed
and body were brought into the street. By
now 100 mujahideen had gathered, ner-
vously, to pay their respects. One well-
trajected mortar round from the post would
make for a dozen more funerals. Mindful of
the danger, six guerrillas quickly shoul-
dered the bed and trotted down the street
toward the burial site. The crowd of armed
men hurried behind.

At dusk, after a short group prayer and
two emotional eulogies, Ismat Allah’s men
buried him on a hillside among the graves of
other shahids. The 100 mujahideen quietly
dispersed into the dark, some to nearby
homes, others into the mountains.

I went with Shomz Allah and some of his
men to his house. When we were 100 yards
from his door, a large mortar round fired
from the post blasted into a potato plot be-
side us. We flattened and waited, my ears
ringing from the percussion. But oddly, no
more rounds followed, so we got up and
sprinted to the house.

About midnight a resounding
“WHUMP”’ jolted me awake. I listened
tensely and heard two more explosions. I
realized then it was just more mortar fire
from the post, not an attack. The half-dozen
mujahideen bedded around the room did not
even stir. Years of war had accustomed
them to sleep through routine shelling.

But I noticed Shomz Allah sitting at alow
window, moonlight on his face, looking out
to where the mortar rounds still hit. I won-
dered why, unlike his men, he couldn’t
sleep. Was he thinking about Ismat Allah,
or did he see something in this mortar attack
that disturbed him? He said something to
himselfI didn’t understand, but the worry in
his voice unsettled me. I lay back and slept
uneasily.

In the morning Shomz Allah and his men
went to a religious ceremony for Ismat
Allah. They didn’t take me, I assumed,
because I wasn’t a Muslim. Before they left

I asked Shomz Allah if, in the afternoon, I

could videotape an overall view of Paghman
from a hill on the edge of town. He prom-
ised to send someone to guide me.

Late in the day Nur, one of the guerrillas I

Continued on page 86
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SOF PSYOPS

NORTH LIKED
BOULDER

PUBLISHER’S IDEA

Knight-Ridder Newspapers
As a secret network of covert military units was being

formed, Lt. Col. Oliver North displayed an impressive

measure of independence within the White House.

For example, early in 1985 Robert K. Brown, pub-
lisher of the Boulder-based Soldier of Fortune magazine
and a droll, tobacco-chewing former covert operator
and showman, suggested a way to deal with the devas-
tating effects of the Sandinistas’ Soviet-buift HIND heli-
copter gunships.

Brown proposed in a meeting with North to offer a
$100,000 reward to any HIND pilot willing to defect with
his chopper, said Ralph Bicknell, an associate of Brown.

“We didn't figure they’d defect,” Bicknell said in a
recent interview. The hope, he explained, was to inhibit

-use of the HINDs near Nicaragua’s borders where most

Contras were operating. ;
“Ollie thought it was a neat idea,” Bicknell said.
“But he added something. He said, ‘Make the reward

(Y]

a million.

Brown, embarrassed, confessed that he couldn't
raise $1 million cash, Bicknell recalled.

" ‘Don’'t worry,” Ollie told us, ‘I'll handie that.’ ”

Brown and Bicknell never knew where the money
would come from and no HIND pilot ever defected, butin
the summer of 1985, Soldier of Fortune’s reward
notices, printed in Spanish, English and Russian, circu-
lated widely inside Nicaragua. They said the $1 million
reward would be paid by “publisher Bob Brown and
several other loyal Americans.”

Reprinted by permission of the Boulder Daily Camera
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North and Brown
Ground Sandinista Hinds

by G.B. Crouse

HE headline of the Knight-Ridder

story, ‘‘North Liked Boulder Pub-
lisher’s Idea” (26 July 1987) was fairly
straightforward. North, of course, is Lieu-
tenant Colonel Oliver North, USMC, for-
mer member of the National Security Coun-
cil staff. The Boulder publisher is Robert K.
Brown, editor/publisher of Soldier of For-
tune Magazine. The idea? A reward for the
first pilot or crewman to defect to a neutral
country with an intact Soviet Mi-24
*‘Hind’’ attack helicopter. The meetings be-
tween North and Brown had not previously
been reported in SOF or anywhere else. But
since Knight-Ridder has published its story,
SOF decided that now is the time to tell our

62 SOLDIER OF FORTUNE

side of the story of how SOF and Oliver
North came to offer $1,000,000 for a Hind
helicopter.

SOF readers first learned of the ‘‘idea’” in
February 1985, when the magazine an-
nounced a $100,000 reward for the first
defecting pilot or aircrewman to bring out
his helicopter. The concept was nothing
new. Call them rewards, bribes, incentives
or whatever, offering money to defectors
has routinely produced results. During the
Korean conflict, U.S. military intelligence
offered $50,000 to any North Korean pilot
to defect with his aircraft. An additional
$50,000 would be paid to the first defector.
Some months after the reward was

announced, the first North Korean MiG-15
landed in South Korea. The offer was ex-
tended to any communist pilot to defect
anywhere. Two Polish MiG pilots delivered
their aircraft to the West later that year.

Buying Soviet airplanes for technical in-
telligence gathering is only part of the pro-
gram. Information provided by the defec-
tors themselves is also a valuable contribu-
tion to Western intelligence agencies. More
important perhaps is the propaganda value.
But the bottom line isn’t intelligence or
propaganda — it’s interfering with com-
munist air operations.

Uncertain about the political reliability of
their pilots, the Soviets and other commu-
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nist countries have had to go to extraordi-
nary lengths to screen their squadrons for
those who might be inclined to switch sides.
In wartime, that means aircraft sitting in
their revetments instead of strafing friend-
lies. In Korea, enemy air strikes declined
while the communist brass tried to find
ways to keep their pilots from flying one-
way missions south of the 38th parallel.

Would the same concept work in Nicara-
gua? Soviet-manufactured Mi-24s were
playing hell with the freedom fighters, who
found themselves fighting the Sandinistas
without any effective antiaircraft defenses.
Brown decided it was worth a try, saying he
“‘hoped a pilot would defect.”” But more
likely he hoped this would cause the Sandi-
nistas and their communist advisers uncer-
tainty regarding the loyalty of their Mi-24
pilots and crews, resulting in grounding of
the Mi-24s for a period of time while the
crews were vetted.

Brown, meeting with North at the White
House on unrelated matters, raised the ques-
tion of the helicopter reward. An enthusias-
tic North suggested raising the ante to
$1,000,000. Where would the money come
from? North said he would arrange that.
And so, in the late summer of that year, the
reward was raised to an even $1,000,000. -

What effect did the reward have on San-

WANTED

SOVIET Mi-24 “Hind D”
ATTACK HELICOPTER
INTACT AND FUNCTIONAL

— Reward —

$1,000,000 U.S.

Offered by SOLDIER > FORTUNE Magazine
vynh Anonymous Private Sector Sources

dinista air ops? Sources in the media and the
Department of Defense reported that the
trained and ready-to-fly Sandinista crews
were quickly grounded while they were

evaluated for their loyalty. Those found sus-
pect were removed from the program.
Where were the Hinds during this time?
According to a high-ranking source in the
Department of the Air Force, the gunships
were immediately grounded for the first
week while additional crews were flown in
from Cuba.

The reward offer resulted in the highly
aggressive Sandinista pilots being grounded
while Cuban crews, who were mostly in-
terested in putting in their time and getting
home, did the flying. It was four and a half
months before U.S. intelligence sources
again reported hearing radio transmissions
in Nicaraguan Spanish from the gunships,
providing the contras a brief respite from
Sandinista air attacks.

Although no pilots defected, one high-
ranking member of the Sandinista govern-
ment did inquire if the reward was only for
pilots, hoping to collect the reward himself.
SOF’s efforts to encourage defections and
buy time for the contras worked as well as
we could have hoped. The reward offer has
since been canceled, but Managua now has
anew reason for keeping its Hinds out of the
air — the air defense capability of the con-
tras has improved dramatically, resulting in
an increasing number of downed Sandinista
aircraft. &

SOF AT

PAN AM GAMES

ATURDAY, 8 August 1987, Indiana-
polis, Indiana. The first of some 10,000
leaflets offering $25,000 in gold to the first
Cuban or Nicaraguan security operative or
intelligence agent who defects during the
10th Pan American Games hits the streets.
Monday, 10 August. The first news sto-
ries about the leaflet appear, naming Soldier
of Fortune Magazine’s Freedom Now Com-
mittee and Editor/Publisher Robert K.
Brown as the source of the flier and gold.
SOF’s office is swamped by calls from
the media: CBS, ABC, CNN, The New
York Times, USA Today, Sports Illus-
trated, National Public Radio, Associated
Press, United Press International and a host
of other local and national news outlets want
to know what’s going on.

Why are we offering the money? What’s
our purpose? And on and on. A few of the
reporters are sharp; they ask intelligent and
concise questions. Most aren’t, and don’t.

Follow-up calls. Has anyone defected
yet? Sure. Hundreds. What?

But wait. We’re getting ahead of
ourselves here. Why did Soldier of Fortune
Magazine offer $25,000 in gold for an in-
telligence or security defector? How did we
pull the op together? Indeed, has anyone
defected?

It all started, as they say, when Bob
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Brown and a staffer were out jogging in late
July.

‘“What are we doing about the Cubans
and Nicaraguans coming to the Pan Am
Games?’’ Brown asked.

‘“To my knowledge, nothing, boss,”
came the reply.

‘““Not good enough,”” Brown growled,
and the planning.session was underway.

With a timetable centered around the
opening of the Games, barely 10 days away,
gallons of spare midnight oil and quantities
of Skoal were laid in. Brown stalked the
office, a man with a mission. Editors with
reams of articles to be worked for the next
issue became sallow-eyed and haunted. Pan
Am Games staff conferences became our
calling.

What was our mission? In Brown’s
words: ‘“We’re gonna let people know those
commie bastards come here to spy on the
United States.”” The concept of the opera-
tion was about as simple as that. Execution,
though, was a bit more difficult.

Our first major planning-cum-idea-
throwing session took place on Monday, 3
August — less than a week prior to opening
day. Problem: How to most effectively get
the word out that Cuban and Nicaraguan
security and intelligence personnel would
be accompanying their athletic delegations
to the Games.

We knew they’d be there, of course. It’s
common knowledge within the intelligence
community. Whenever any contingent
travels to the United States from a commu-

Continued on page 112
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SOF MILITARY AFFAIRS

SOLID

SHIELD °87

SOF Survives DoD Beach Party

by G.B. Crouse  Photos by Bill Foley

HIRTY meters off the coast of North Carolina, the first

MG60AT1 tank went off the front of the landing craft — and
all but disappeared beneath a huge wave. Not a good sign. Fred
LaChance, the craftmaster for LCU (landing craft utility) 1662,
decided he should take his boat in closer. Crouched in the back
seat of a Hummer (the vehicle selected by the Marines to
replace the jeep), which sits considerably closer to the ground
than a tank, [ was inclined to agree. Fred took us closer to the
beach and the second tank went down the ramp. It was still
deep, but I figured if we took it nice and slow we’d be all
right. Our driver obviously didn’t agree with my assessment.
He mumbled something about maybe getting wet and took off
as if in pursuit of a new land-speed record. I could hear Fred
yelling, ‘*Slow down, slow down — you’re going too fast.”’
But if anything, we seemed to be gaining speed.

We shot down the ramp and hit the water. Looking through
the front windshield was like pressing your face against a fish
tank. There just wasn’t anything there but murky green water.
Our top hatch was open and water was pouring in. For a brief
second, we just sort of sat there in the surf, waiting to sink. But
then the front tires grabbed hold of the sand and we raced
toward the beach.

Finally, after 24 hours spent on ship, in the air and circling
in a small boat off the coast, I was once again on dry land.

The Department of Defense biannually observes a rite of
spring peculiar unto itself. This spring was once again time for
that rite, best known by its official title, Solid Shield '87. More
than 40,000 men and women representing all branches of the
armed forces took part, which makes Solid Shield the largest
recurring exercise held in the United States (although this year a
second phase was added which involved amphibious landings in
Honduras).

Why it requires 40,000 troops to invade a small patch of
swampy coastal North Carolina is something of a mystery. It
would seem to beg the question: ‘‘How many men would be
required to invade somewhere big, like northern Europe?’” The
answer lies not in the defense capability of the imaginary
enemy, but in the continuing effort by DoD to keep everybody
gainfully employed.

Operation Solid Shield is described as a ‘‘joint-service,
combined operation,’” which is to say that, no matter what the
operational requirements of the exercise, a mission is found for
all the services. Sort of like writing a part into a
movie-of-the-week script for the producer’s red-headed
stepchild. Why would anyone make something more difficult
and complicated than it needs to be? The answer, according to
the Defense Department, is that Solid Shield is an ‘‘opportunity
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to employ and evaluate the joint interoperability of participating
military units from all the services.”’ Hard to argue with that,
harder even still to figure out what the hell it means. The
explanation sounds more like an attempt to explain the presence
of all those people than a good reason for having them all there.
In fact, except for the public affairs people and a few senior
commanders, no one seemed to know that ‘‘joint
interoperability’’ was a central point of the exercise.

Marines, soldiers, sailors, airmen and coast guardsmen doing
the real work didn’t seem too concemed with concepts like
‘*interoperability.’” For them this was another week on the job
and, other than an opportunity to see small parts of the other
services at work and to be polite to visiting journalists, Solid
Shield wasn’t anything terribly different from what they’ve done
countless times before.

Faced with a choice between observing the brass
“‘interoperate’’ or going out with the troops, a decision wasn’t
difficult to make. I decided to get with the grunts. This
presented me with two options. I could either wait for them to
land on the beach, or fly to the USS Saipan and make the
landing with them. I figured that most of the press would be
gathered on the beach hoping for a ‘‘photo opportunity.’”
Getting a good story usually means getting as far away from the
rest of the press as possible. In addition to that, I've been to
some of the world’s better beaches, and Onslow is not one of
them. I opted for the Saipan.

Not that fellow members of the press can’t make an
assignment more tolerable, even enjoyable. Generally speaking,
they drink to excess, tell funny stories and don’t smell too bad.
Take Bill Foley, a photographer for Time Magazine, for
instance. Bill had taken Pulitzer Prize-winning photos in Beirut
and had probably seen more combat than any of the Marines in
the exercise. His quick wit and feigned amazement at the
incompetence of the ‘‘professionals’’ running the show were a
source of continual amusement during the exercise.

Another photographer, Greg Mathieson, also provided
nonstop laughs. Armed only with searing sarcasm, Greg was
constantly seeking, and finding, confrontation with the public
affairs (PAO) personnel. He was so obnoxious that the PAO
folks remembered him from past exercises (so did the waitress
at Fred's Fish House). Greg knew the system so well that he
could create problems for the PAO folks just by walking into
the room. This tendency of his did nothing to endear him to the
PAO, but it quickly established him as a favorite with the rest
of the press.

Sadly, not all the journalists were great guys. Take Tracy
Gray, a reporter for a local TV station, for instance. Gray, in
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being on the beach. Of course that was the point of the
exercise, but life had been pretty good on Fred’s boat. For the
first time, even though I had been a Marine, I wondered if
maybe the people who stayed in the landing craft when the
Marines got out weren’t just a little smarter than their
passengers.

At last, well-fed, a little wet from the drive through the surf
and several hours behind schedule, there I was on the beach.
After a brief delay while the engineers took care of some
unexploded ordnance, we were on our way to the front. Riding
in the back of a ‘‘six-by”’ with a couple of other journalists and
a crazed gunnery sergeant, I figured that finally I could get
down to serious business. I was wrong.

Understandably, delays caused by the fog had seriously
disrupted the timetable for the operation. Being in the right
place at the right time for the major events of the day now
required guesswork rather than simply consulting the schedule.
For my escort, Marine Lt. Bill Taylor (who was recently
selected for promotion to captain), the first step was to add the
number of hours of delay to the time of a particular event and
be there at the adjusted time. But this formula didn’t seem to be
working, and we found ourselves driving from one location to
another, always arriving to find out that we were too late, too
early or that the event had been canceled. The action seemed to
be going on all around us, but seldom where we happened to be
standing.

An opposed helicopter assault looked to be a good place to
see some of the grunts at work. But the ‘‘aggressors’’
(ridiculously dressed in half-desert and half-jungle camouflage)
decided we were compromising their positions and demanded
that we leave. After much arguing we did. I spent the rest of
the day happy knowing that, since they were the bad guys, they
would certainly be overrun by the attacking Marines. Earlier we
had arrived at the scene of the big battle for a ditch, but the
battle by that time had moved some klicks inland. I decided the
only reasonable option left for the morning was to head inland
ourselves — for lunch.

We met up with several other reporters and headed for the
deli. Over lunch the other journalists and I traded horror stories
about how screwed up things were. I was happy to find that I
wasn’t the only one who seemed to be missing the action.
Others were having the same problem. The main problem
seemed to be the man in charge, an Air Force lieutenant colonel
named Tom, who was running PAO for Solid Shield. He
established silly procedures such as escorts for all journalists or
groups of journalists, failed to properly brief journalists, which
led to situations like that of Tracy Gray, and misled reporters.

In one case the question regarded the presence of Navy SEALSs.

The colonel denied their presence, but then positioned the
photographers for the landing next to the SEALSs’ harbor site on
the beach. When photographers began taking pictures of the
nonexistent SEALs, Tom became very distressed.

Fred Francais of NBC later recounted a conversation he had
had with the colonel. Fred and his crew were on the beach
waiting for the landing when it became obvious that the assault
was too far away from the presses’ position for good photos.
When Fred suggested that they move down the beach, he was
told that wasn’t possible. As an alternative the colonel said he
would call the fleet and have the ships move closer to the
reporters. Needless to say, the ships didn’t move. Fred and
Tom had clashed earlier when the good colonel informed Fred
and his crew that they would need to meet at the PAO building
at 0400 in order to be on the beach (a 20-minute drive) for the
landing at 0600. Fred, who knows how the game is played,
refused and suggested they call a certain admiral at fleet
headquarters in Norfolk, Virginia. The colonel, who also knows
how the game is played, backed down.

After lunch things began to sort themselves out. Moving
through the backwoods of Camp Lejeune, we were able to
observe the grunts aggressively pursuing their objectives.
Perhaps the most striking feature of the operation was the
equipment and vehicles the Marines had at their disposal.
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Hummers were everywhere. Some were equipped with the new
40mm Mark 19 Mod 3 automatic grenade launchers, others with
TOWSs. There wasn’t a jeep in sight; in fact, if you even
mentioned jeeps, the younger Marines looked at you as if you’d
served in the horse cavalry. A mention of Mules, small vehicles
used by mortar and antitank platoons in my day, would have
them thinking you’d served during the dark ages.

From just a few years before, the uniforms, helmets, boots,
flak jackets and service rifles were all different. Squad
automatic weapons, gone since the days of the Browning
Automatic Rifle, were everywhere. Not only are the Marines
sporting a lot of new gear, they seem to have it in abundance.
The days of doing virtually ‘‘anything, with nothing, forever”’
seemed long gone as I watched columns of heavily loaded
grunts go by, armed with equipment I’d only seen on the pages
of the Marine Corps Gazette during my service.

But even with all the new equipment, some things were still
missing from the rifle companies — bodies. First Battalion,
Sixth Marines, was at 87 percent of its authorized strength. The
battalion commander, Lt. Col. Green, was rather proud of that.
In fact he told me that was roughly the same number of troops
1/6 had taken on its last deployment to the Mediterranean. But
some of the rifle squads were operating with as few as six to
eight men, rather than the 13 called for by the table of
organization. And this was happening in a Marine Corps that
has all the personnel Congress will allow. The Marines seem to

‘“‘Photographers began taking
pictures of the nonexistent
SEALs.”

fill every billet in the Corps before finally giving people to the
grunts. .

But the shortages didn’t seem to deter the battalion from
accomplishing its mission, which called for a helicopter assault
some six miles inland from the beach, attacking enemy
positions and seizing strategic crossing points on the New
River. The opposite shore was taken by Charlie Company,
which crossed the river in rubber boats later that night. Its
mission was to secure the shore and have a look around for
enemy positions. That way, when the balance of the battalion
came across, there wouldn’t be any surprises awaiting them. A
difficult evolution, but something they had practiced many
times before.

The only difficulties encountered were the boats themselves.
Unlike everything else in the battalion, they were rather old. In
addition, they were rather overloaded. Two lost their bottoms
on the way across and the Marines had to put onto a sandbar
and walk ashore. Sort of embarrassing. That took time, and
when the remaining boats finally made the opposite shore, the
amtracs ferrying the rest of the battalion were already arriving.

While BLT 1/6 was taking ground and seizing its objectives,
First Battalion, Eighth Marines (BLT 1/8), was crossing the
beach in amtracs and quickly moving inland. Marines from
other battalions at Lejeune were in positions behind the beaches
and scattered around the landing zones (LZ) in. the operational
area, playing the role of ‘‘aggressors.”’ That’s an odd thing to
call them, since their mission seemed to consist of sitting
around waiting to be attacked and overrun by the ‘‘good guys.”’

. The most serious obstacle the advance encountered was a

Soviet-style complex barrier consisting of mine fields,
concertina wire, log post fences and a huge ditch. To no one’s
surprise, and with the help of combat engineers, the Marines
were able to take this and all their other objectives.

By late afternoon, the first day’s objectives had been taken-
and the grunts were settling into their night defensive positions.

Continued on page 92
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tists had found that the Mexican free-tail bat
offered the best potential as a fire-bomb
carrier.

To make handling and shipping more
simple, the winged rodents were cooled to
the point that a state of forced hibernation
was induced in each of them. This aided the
logistical problems of feeding which, in it-
self, had become a mammoth undertaking.
With thousands of bats in captivity, the sci-
entific community soon learned that the
flying creatures consumed several times
their own weight in insects each day. As a
result, the entire task force devoted much of
its time to collecting gnats, houseflies,
grasshoppers and anything else that qual-
ified as bat fodder.

According to a horde of yellowing docu-
ments, now declassified, the cooling process
necessary to induce a state of hibernation in
Mexican bats was accomplished with ordinary
ice cube trays. The bats were arranged in the
trays and the temperature held at 40 degrees
Fahrenheit. Though the bats did hibemate in
that temperature range, artificial cooling of
this sort was a bit on the tricky side. In the
earliest attempts to reproduce the needed state
of near suspended animation, most of the bats
simply did not wake up. Eventually, the prob-
lem was overcome by raising the temperature
a degree or two.

With the so-called bat-bomb designed
and several of them fabricated for ex-
perimental use, the first planeload of Mex-
ican free-tail bats was taken aloft at an auxil-
iary airfield near Carlsbad, New Mexico, to
be dropped through the aircraft’s bomb bay.
According to plan, as the bat-filled contain-
ers descended into the warmer altitudes, the
bats were supposed to awaken from their
induced naps, escape from the container and
carry out their primary fire mission.

Antiaircraft fire dictated that the aircraft
delivering the bats would have to fly at
rather high altitudes. It had been pointed
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out, of course, that were the bats carried to
such altitudes the rodents probably would
freeze to death before they regained enough
of their senses to launch into flight.

The scientific answer to this was that the
pilots simply would have to fly at lower
elevations and ignore the antiaircraft fire.
This thinking created a more than minor
degree of friction. Pilots took a dim view of
becoming inviting low-level targets, while
the scientists tended to express interest only
in proving the validity of their work. How
the pilots and the aircraft crews went about
keeping from being shot out of the skies
over the Land of the Rising Sun was strictly
a military problem.

In that first experimental bat drop over
the desert sands of southern New Mexico,
the container opened as it was meant to,
allowing the bats to escape. Most, however,
either were dead or failed to recover from
their cold-induced lethargy. The majority
plummeted to the desert floor to provide
excellent forage for the vultures, hawks and
coyotes. The few that survived simply flew
away.

Involved scientists held their collective
breath, hoping the incendiary-outfitted
creatures would not choose the nearby town
of Carlsbad as the place in which to hang
themselves from rafters until the fire bombs
exploded. It would be impossible to explain
why the town had burned down, since the
entire project was top secret.

However, the bats were cooperative in
that particular regard. There were no re-
ported fires in the business or residential
communities, and it was assumed the bats
simply perished somewhere in the desert
when the device each carried became a fiery
torch.

The assigned scientific brigade did not
give up at so slight a hitch. Dr. Adams and
his followers collected another batch of
bats, more incendiaries were manufactured

and, the next time, the bats were dropped
from aircraft flying at still lower levels. On
this occasion, the winged creatures per-
formed as expected, but only to a point.

Since there was no Japanese city closer
than 8,000 miles to set aflame, some bats set
up sleeping quarters in an aircraft hangar at
the auxiliary airfield from which the ex-
perimental flights were launched. They
burned it down. Several more of the in-
cendiary-laden rodents chose the staff car of
a visiting general as a likely place to nap
through a warm afternoon. The general was
horrified when his prized vehicle burst into
flames, then exploded to become a mass of
molten metal.

In spite of President Roosevelt’s an-
nounced interest in the project, the Army
suddenly washed its hands of Operation X-
Ray and took the easy way out. It turned the
project over to the United States Navy.

After probable consideration of career
implications, Navy brass hurriedly turned
the project over to the Marine Corps. Opera-
tion X-Ray was transferred to the Marine
Corps Air Station at El Centro, California.

The Marines, in conjunction with the
still-tenacious civilian scientists, conducted
their initial tests on 13 December 1943. The
results were less than spectacular in spite of
the fact that 30-odd fires were started.
Twenty-two of the fires went out in a matter
of minutes, four more were of no conse-
quence, and only the last four required fire-
men to extinguish them.

After lengthy conference, it was back to
the drawing board. The need was for a more
powerful incendiary that still would be
sufficiently lightweight and compact
enough to be carried by a flying bat.

Several months later, the Leathernecks
were ready for a new try. This time, only 25
bats were taken aloft by Marine pilots. It

Continued on page 112
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SOF WANTS YOU!

. DEMOGRAPHICS

1. What is your age?

2. If you buy SOF on the newsstand, how long have you been reading SOF and how many issues have you bought in the
last six months?

3. Are you a: veteran ___, active duty military __, reservist __, law enforcement officer __, other (describe)?

. READER SURVEY

1. Ifyou are a subscriber, go to question 2. If you bought this issue at a newsstand, what influence did the cover have on your purchasing
decision? Please rate on a scale from 1 (excellent — influenced you to buy this issue) to 5 (poor — bought this issue in spite of the
cover).

2. SOF is interested in what its readers think about the subjects of the articles in the November 1987 issue and how well the readers feel the
authors handled those subjects. .

A) How interesting did you find the subject matter? Circle the number under the appropriate heading.

Very Somewhat Not
Title Interesting Interesting Interesting

Guns Behind the Great Wall Part3............. 1 2 3
Death of an Afghan Village .................... 1 2 3
Showdown at Wounded Knee.................. 1 2 3 FIRST FOLD = DOWN
Emerald Triangle ............c.coviiiiiiinnn, 1 2 3
Contra Airdrop .......ooviviieiiinennneennnenns 1 2 3
Rhodesia’s Fireforce Commandos .............. 1 2 3
North Liked Boulder Publisher's Idea............ 1 2 3
SOF atPan AmGames...........cceveennnnen 1 2 3
Solid Shield '87. . ......cviiiiiiiiiiieieannns 1 2 3
Dustoff ......ccciiiiiii it it 1 2 3
MarchingforManx ...............cooivvinnnnnn 1 2 3
BatsQutofHell ...................cc.oovitn. - 1 2 3
Shooting in the Shadows ...................... 1 2 3

B) How do you rate the quality of the features (how well did the author handle his article)? Circle the number under the appropriate heading.

Title - Excellent Good Poor

MarchingforMarx ..............covivinenen,
BatsOutofHell ....................ccooiiui,
Shooting in the Shadows ......................

Guns Behind the Great WallPart3............. 1 2 3
Death of an Afghan Village .................... 1 2 3
Showdown at Wounded Knee.................. 1 2 3
Emerald Triangle ............covviiiineiennnn 1 2 3
Contra AIrdrop ........cooviiiiennneenneenns 1 2 3
Rhodesia’s Fireforce Commandos .............. 1 2 3
North Liked Boulder Publisher's Idea............ 1 2 3
SOFatPanAmGames..............cccuvuen.. 1 2 3
Solid Shield '87...........cciiiiiiiiiiianann. 1 2 3
Dustoff ...t e e 1 2 3

1 2 3

1 2 3

1 2 3

SECOND FOLD « UP

3. If SOF were to publish a newsletter specializing in coverage of ongoing conflicts around the world, including recent battlefield news, would
you be interested?
Yes—_ No.
4. If you answered yes, what would be a fair price for a one-year subscription if the newsletter were eight to 10 pages (8'2x11) and published -

every two weeks?
5. Does SOF run too much, just the right amount or too little on the following topics? Make an “X” under the appropriate heading.

Topic Too Much  Right Amount  Too Little

Vietnam

Firearms

Combat Reporting

Rifles

Pistols

Mercenary Topics
Terrorism

Military Unit Reports
History (prior to Vietnam)

T
T
TTHT

~.CUT ALONG DOTTED LINE



6. A) Wasthisissue Excellent ___ Average ___ orPoor .
B) Why?

7. What would you do to improve SOF?

“This is a confidential survey — your name is not required. Opinions expressed will provide Soldier of Fortune editors with an insight as to what our readers are
most interested in. .

PLACE
STAMP
HERE

SOF Survey

Dept. S121

P.O. Box 1397
Boulder, CO 80306

Fold twice and tape to seal. DO NOT STAPLE.
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John K. Singlaub 2621 E. Camelback Road

Maj. Gen., USA (Ret.) Suite 145

Chairman Phoenix, Arizona 85016
602-955-4404

May 18, 1987

Dear Friend,

I have been in many battles and faced many enemies, but never as I'm fighting now: with an empty gun and the hordes coming over the wall. Our
cause for world freedom is besieged from all sides — and so is the United States Council for World Freedom.

We've been fighting off the four terrorist groups that have vowed to kill me, we’ve been fighting off a lawsuit filed by a leftist radical group — and
we've been fighting off an IRS investigation brought on by leftist Congressmen who will stop at nothing to bring down the Reagan revolution.

While we’ve been fighting on all fronts, we have also been sending boots and blankets to Afghanistan. We’ve been sending freedom fighter
friendship kits to Nicaragua and medicine to Cambodia, while organizing groups within the United States to better aid the Vietnamese, Laotians and
Cambodians under siege. We've been helping the UNITA freedom fighters in Angola, and helping care for wounded Afghan mujahideen brought to
the U.S. for surgical repair, and working with various anti-communist groups all over the world who look to us for guidance.

If I were back in Vietnam in a firefight, then I'd ask for an airstrike to blow the bastards away. But to win this fight we need money. To fight the
damned Christic Institute lawsuit takes money. To fight the IRS takes money. It takes money to pay for lawyers and accountants. It takes money to
show you are innocent. It takes money to fight for freedom!

If we don'’t fight, the only choice we have is to close the doors, lower our flag and surrender. Surrender to those who want to destroy the United
States Council for World Freedom. Do you want that? Hell no!! That is something I will never do. I am a soldier, a fighter — and I'm going to win this
one, or die trying.

I could have quit the fight a long time ago and lived well from consulting fees, but what good would personal riches do in a communist world? You
know I only agreed to lead the United States Council for World Freedom if everyone involved would dedicate themselves to the fight against
communism. | have carried our banner proudly from the jungles of Central America to Asia and beyond: I don’t draw a salary from the USCWF
because | insist that every dime, every dollar and every check go to fight Soviet aggression. That was my pledge to you and I have fought hard to make
each of you proud.

If we don’t fight the Red enemies then who will? Do you think there is any fight left in the White House? Do you think that Congress cares that the
communist movement is growing in Central America? Do you think the State Department wants Savimbi to win in Angola?

Make no mistake. There is no other person, no other group who will stand up like the USCWF and proclaim:

WE DEDICATE OURSELVES TO FIGHT ALL FORMS OF TOTALITARIAN GOVERNMENTS WHICH DENY
INDIVIDUAL FREEDOM!!

Is that clear enough? If I have to shout it from the steps of the liberal WASHINGTON POST, I want the world to know that the United States Council
for World Freedom stands for individual freedom anytime and anywhere.

Once we hit our war chest target of $100,000 — we can then go back on the offensive, reload our muskets and regain the high ground. We will begin
monthly written intelligence briefings to the members to tell you what is going on in the world. My sources are in place in Afghanistan, Mozambique,
Angola, Nicaragua, Southeast Asia. . . AND. . . within the communist-front groups working in America to destroy our Constitution and our way of life.

Once you begin reading the members-only intelligence briefings, you will see what the communists are doing despite Gorbachev’s glasnost. You will
be told the truth no matter whom or what it hurts.

You will be told about the incredible number of Russian planes that Savimbi’s freedom fighters have shot down with U.S. Stinger missilesin Angola.
How the Afghans appreciate your boots and socks and about the special items they urgently need. We will send you actual copies of letters from field
commanders telling of their struggles and pictures of their battles. It will be the USCWF’s classified information for members only. Information that the
media won't tell you.

In short, I'm going to pull off the gloves. No more censored letters. I'll tell you what is being done to aid the communists in Africa. No more holding
back on the truth about what our “‘so-called” allies are doing in Europe. I'll tell you what these same governments we saved during World Wars One
and Two are doing to us now. No more newsletters that aren’t worth reading (the members-only information will be what each of you has been
requesting).

So now is the time to stand tall with the United States Council for World Freedom. I want to fight back and win, but I need your help.  need it now.
Send a check for $50; $100, $200 or more so we can reload our guns and win this fight. A general without soldiers can’t win. Well, you are my soldiers,
but without the ammunition we need — which is money — it will be another Pickett's charge. So join me on the field of battle and help me now.

Help the United States Council for World Freedom with your check and I will repay you with my dedication, loyalty and undying gratitude. I'm an
old soldier but I still have the fight left in me. I will not let you down. Never — I promise!!

Sincerely,

aﬂwk%

dJohn K. Singlaub
Major General, USA (Ret.)

Chairman
Please use my tax-deductible gift to help promote your work. Chargemy: — VISA ___ MASTERCARD
%50 $100 $200 $500 $1,000 Other $ Card # : Exoi
—— [ will make a tax-deductible contribution monthly.
Signature. Date.

—— I 'will make a tax-deductible contribution as often as possible.
—— My check is enclosed.** NAME

[ By checking this box, | hereby authorize a monthly contributionin theamount ~ ADDRESS
indicated above to be billed to my charge card. This authorization is cancellable with

written notice received. prior to the first day of any calendar month. CITY STATE ZIP.
**Make check payable to: U.S. Council for World Freedom Street Address: 2621 E. Camelback Road, Suite 145 SF
P.O. Box 10499 Phoenix, AZ 85016

Phoenix, AZ 85064 Phone (602) 955-4404
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knew from the mountain camp, came to
collect me. Within an hour I had finished
taping and we started back. Halfway to
Shomz Allah’s house, six Soviet gunships
suddenly appeared overhead. Nur shouted
and we took off, running for the cover of a
cluster of apple trees. I readied the video
camera on the run and started shooting when
we reached our refuge.

The choppers circled above us, five Mi-
24s at an altitude of about 150 meters and
one Mi-8 Hip a little higher, probably to
direct fire. They plodded along slowly and I
remember noting that the chop of their
rotors wasn’t especially loud. They looked
an unthreatening parade.

But the Mi-24 Hinds quickly showed why
they are so deadly and feared by the mujahi-
deen. As one came over our heads it let
loose with 57mm rockets. In rapid succes-
sion they hissed from the stub wings on rails
of white smoke. At the same time its nose
cannon flashed and burped.

Unlike the jets, the Mi-24s did not attack
in a simple wheel formation. They seemed
to have more than one target, houses behind
and on either side of us. One gunship passed
in front of us to the left firing rockets. Then
another to the right spraying cannon fire. As
they came they rhythmically ejected pairs of
incendiary antimissile decoys.

But the precaution was unnecessary.
There wasn’t a single antiaircraft rocket in
all of Paghman. I knew the attack had
pinned down several other guerrillas around
us, but I didn’t even hear any small-arms
fire. And wisely so. Even at this low altitude
the Hind’s heavy armor makes it impervious
to small rounds.

A couple hundred yards out, an Mi-24
was coming straight head-on, low. I
crawled quickly to the edge of the trees to
catch it on tape. I gotitin the viewfinder and
started rolling. The chopper kept coming
and coming on, looming larger. I expected
it to get overhead like the others before
firing on the targets beyond the apple grove.
But suddenly, too soon, I saw a flash from
its nose and slammed myself down as I
heard cannon rounds rip into the treetops
above me, followed two seconds later by the
reports. I was amazed the gunner spotted
me, but I wasn’t about to give him two shots
for his quarter. The chopper passed over-
head and tore its next volley into a house
behind us.

Nur appeared next to me, lambasting me
for almost getting my ass perforated, but
grinning all the same. As a precaution we
moved to a new piece of cover.

For the next quarter hour we watched the
Mi-24s at work. When the cannon and rock-
et fire ended, we listened as the rotors faded
away to silence. The sky was empty again.

Taking no chances, Nur led me on a run
the last half mile to Shomz Allah’s house.
We arrived, panting, to find Shomz Allah
on his horse, surrounded by others from
camp who had been in Paghman. He was

ASKINS
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The Autobioeraphy
ot
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Unrepentant sinner Col. Charles
Askins raises hell around the world
and lives to tell about it in this raw,
action-packed autobiography. A
border patrol guard, forest ranger,

deputy sheriff, army officer,
paratrooper, military attache and
advisor, among others — Askins stalks
man and beast, stretching the limits
of authority to live life to the fullest.
In this unexpurgated memoir, the
Colonel pursues smugglers and cattle
rustlers deep into Mexico and then
administers his own brand of justice;
gets into shoot-outs with Apaches and
poachers; snuffs out Arabs, Germans
and Italians during WWII; and hunts
tigers and Vietcongin Vietnam. As one
of the world’s greatest big-game
hunters, Askins is the veteran of 32
safaris and claimer of 1,000 head of
big game. 6 x 9, hardcover, photos,
320 pp.

Get your copy today for $17.95,

check or money order, plus $3.00
postage and handling from:

TEJANO PUBLICATIONS,

Dept. SOF
903 Melissa Dr.
San Antonio, TX 78213
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possible, so if the Russians pushed up the
valley and found it, they wouldn’t lay booby
traps or mark it down as a future Su-25
target.

Shomz Allah was directing the packing of
three heavily loaded horses. He was re-
lieved to see me. We would leave as soon as
the Dashika was brought down, and so he
was about to dispatch Mohammed Jan to
look for me. He jovially slapped my back
and made some joke about the day’s events.
But his good humor was forced this time.
Paghman was his home and, for the first
time since the war had started, he was
forced to abandon it. That his decision was
the right one made it no less difficult.

As darkness fell we began our trek up the
valley and over the mountains. Two days
later we reached a village where Shomz
Allah’s brother lived and took refuge in the
mosque. Three times in the next month
Shomz Allah received reports that the
Soviets had left Paghman. Three times he
tried to take his men back, only to be
thwarted each time when the Soviets reas-
serted their presence.

October came and with it the need for me
to return to Pakistan before my visa expired.
Shomz Allah told me he was still deter-
mined to return to Paghman to attack the
post, and with a smile said he was sorry I
would miss it.

*“ And if the Soviets and their tanks stay in
Paghman?”’ I asked.

““Then,’’ he replied quietly, ‘‘I will have

to take my men to Pakistan for the winter.”’
He assigned Nur to guide me back. I bid a
difficult farewell to the others.

A week before 4 July 1986 I received an
unusual phone call at my apartment in
Duluth. It was an Afghan doctor, now prac-
ticing in Pittsburgh, who said he had some-

.one at his house who wanted to say hello. It

was Gulam Sadiq, a friend of Shomz
Allah’s whom I had met several times in
Paghman. Through an aid organization he
had been brought temporarily to Pittsburgh
for surgery on his wounds. He’d caught
shrapnel when his house blew up during the
5 September attack. His wife and baby had
been killed in the explosion.

For some reason I had given Shomz Allah
my phone number and told him, ‘‘If you
ever gettothe U.S....,”" knowing full well
there was no possibility of ever hearing
from him again. He had told Gulam Sadiq to
call and say hello when he arrived in the
States.

The doctor translated as I asked about
Shomz Allah and the men. Gulam Sadiq
reported that all were well. They had spent
the winter in Pakistan but might now be in
Paghman. )

‘“Things are not the same there,’” he said.
‘‘After the Soviets’ attack they built several
new posts around Paghman. It is now very
difficult and very dangerous for the mujahi-
deen to be there.”’

A week later, we Americans patted

ourselves on our backs for the freedom we
enjoy. Fireworks of every color burst over
the Statue of Liberty. And at the same time,
half a world away, flags of red fluttered over
the village of Paghman. ®

CHINA’S SMGs

Continued from page 37

collar/socket to accept both the suppressor
tube and barrel and a rear collar for the
buttstock and trigger assembly, has been
used for the receiver body. Slots for the
ejection port, cocking handle and maga-
zine-well are cut in the appropriate places.

A massive bolt has been employed to
reduce the cyclic rate to a more sensible 800
rpm. A large-diameter, single-coil driving
spring rides partially over a rear projection
on the bolt in a manner reminiscent of the
British Sten, eliminating the need for a
guide rod. The spring-loaded retracting
handle must be withdrawn from the bolt
body before the bolt can be removed from
the tubular receiver.

The stock is formed from a single oval-
shaped steel tube riveted to the folding latch
mechanism, and to which has been welded a
simple sheet-metal buttplate. The stock
folds to the right. Its latch mechanism is
attached to the receiver’s end cap, which is
held in place by a single pin. The rear sling
swivel is fitted to the end of this pin and also

UNDERWATER SURVIVAL

Gerber BMF Knife

8" Bowie blade with chisel
tooth saw. Overall legnth 13".
Blade thickness Y4". Weighs
156 ounces without sheath,
28.5 ounces with. Con-
structed from carbon surgi-
cal stainless steel, hardned
to ¢54-565 Rockwell. Sheath
features jeweled compass,
attached diamond sharpen-
ing hone, Alice clips, belt
loop, and more. Retail
$160.00

Sale $129.95

Chronosport
The name in divers
watches! All black,
muiti function analog/
digital combination,
alarm, rotating bezel,
sweep second hand,
timer, two time zones,
morel
With nylon strap -
Retail $462.00
Sale $346.50
With bracelet -
Retail $545.00
Sale $408.75

Compact Scuba
Allin one unit, ready to use!
2 Cubic Foot Capacity cyl-
inder with regulator
mounted on top. Includes
neoprene belt holder and
filler. Overall legnth 171",
2%" wide. Use for
emergency air supply,
short dives, and more! Re-
tail $175.00

Sale $139.95

Selko
Quality divers watch
from a top name! All
black with HD black %
rubber strap. Multi
function digital and an-
alog displays. Alarm
two time zones, timer,
rotating bezel, sweep
second hand, more!
Model SPWOO5. Re-
tail $350.00
Sale $264.95

Camouflage rubber coated

7X35 with rapid
focus, carry case,
strap. Measures
approx. 7X5X2".
Model 139.
$85.00

Camouflage rubber coated

7X50 with rapid
focus, carry case,
strap. Measures
approx. 7 X 8 X
22" Model 140.

$99.95

Black rubber coated
Nikon Tropical
7X50, individual
focus for each
eye, includes
special lens
covers, strap.
Measures approx.
8% X 8l X 3"
Model 750HPIF.
Retail $630.00
Sale $399.95

Compact Nikon

9X25, with center
focus, carry case,
strap. Porro pr-
ism, measures
approx 4% X 4 X
4%". Model
925CF. Retail
$190.00

Sale $119.95

U.S.TECH SCUBA
All american made equip-
ment! Shadow all black

Dive Flasher
Idea! for diver loca-

Minl Flash Light
Features pocket clip,

Graphite black tins with

Mask, Snorkel,
Fin Package

BCD with power, pack,
large pockets, and more,
ARIS series Explorer reg-
ulator with ARIS octopus,
Datacom double console
(PS\/Depth), and Aluminum
80 K cylinder with boot. Re-
tail over $1000.00

Sale $579.95

tion, rescue work, or §

marking. O-Ring
sealed. Uses one C
cell battery. Water-
proof to 150'. Meas-
u1res approx. 5" X

14
$29.95

magenet in butt,
transparent housing.
Screw down lens {o
turn on. Very bright.
Uses two AAA batter-
ies (Included). Over-
all legnth 434", 34"
wide. By Pefican.

$8.

vented blade and open
heel, silicone mask with
tempered glass, and large
bore silicone snorkel. Rug-
ged, high quality, great for
snorkeling or SCUBA.
Retail $140.00

Sale $84.95

Order from U.S.TECH by mail or phone. Call (312) 763-1669 (SOF1NOW) or send your order to U.S.TECH, 6674 N. Northwest Hwy.,
Chicago, IL. 60631. We accept Master Card, Visa, Discover Card, American Express, and PADI Card charge cards by phone. We also accept
Money order, certified check and cashiers check by mail. Include $3.00 for shipping under $50.00, $6.00 for orders under $150.00, and $9.00
for orders over $150.00. Caution: You should be trained in the use of SCUBA by a qualified instructor. A division of Berry Industries.
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by his tribe and was asked to sit on the
council of chiefs. Asked who he was, that
he should sit on these councils, he is said to
have replied, ‘‘I will tell you who Iam. Iam
a Sauk — my father was a Sauk. I am a
warrior, and so was my father. Ask those
young men who have followed me to battle
and they will tell you who Blackhawk is!”’
Given the attitude of its namesake, there
could be no more fitting name for an aircraft
such as this.

Although the Huey will remain part of the
Army’s TO&E well into the 21st century (it
will not be replaced one-for-one by the
Blackhawk), its days are numbered. The
Army has bought all the Hueys it had
planned to purchase; the Blackhawk will
now be bought until a helicopter superior to
it is needed, designed and built. As every-
one knows, most things sold to the military
sound good on paper, but the true test of a
system such as this is how it actually per-
forms when the shooting’s for real. Can it
deliver men and equipment on a battlefield?
Can it carry the wounded to safety?

In the pre-dawn hours of Tuesday, 25
QOctober 1983, the test came. Several weeks
earlier, Prime Minister Maurice Bishop of
Grenada, along with much of his cabinet,
was arrested and executed. This would ordi-
narily be of little concern to most Amer-
icans. Grenada is a small Caribbean island.
Small Caribbean islands are frequently the
site of attempted coups. Grenada was slight-

ly different. It is the location of the St.
George’s University School of Medicine,
catering to Americans. As a consequence,
approximately 1,200 Americans resided on
the island.

Prior to the takeover, intelligence agen-
cies had noted the build-up of Cubans on the
island. It was later learned that Cuban
troops, as well as their Soviet advisers, were
behind the coup. On 21 October, a 10-ship
convoy carrying some 1,900 U.S. Marines
was diverted from its intended destination
with orders to steam for Grenada. The air-
port had been closed and the Americans
were unable to leave the country. Fearing
that the Americans on Grenada would suffer
the same fate as those who were in Iran
when the Shah was deposed, President
Reagan ordered the Marines, along with
Army Rangers and airborne troops, to inter-
cede on behalf of the students and their
families. The rescue mission made use of
nine UH-1 Hueys and 32 UH-60 Black-
hawks.

Functioning in each of its roles, the Black-
hawk performed as claimed and then some.
During one phase of the operation, a Black-
hawk received massive damage. Later 45 bul-
let holes were counted, including some in both
the main and tail rotors and the fuel tank. The
flight controls were completely shot away.
With the pilot mortally wounded, the crippled
chopper went on to complete its mission and
subsequently crashed. Everyone onboard,
other than the pilot, walked away. In the tradi-

tion of its namesake, Blackhawk had passed
the true test.

There was a time when being wounded
meant almost certain death, either from ex-
sanguination or infection. That time has
passed. Modern medicine and high-quality
medics in the field have contrived to drasti-
cally reduce the number of wounds that
result in a soldier’s death. The helicopter
has strengthened the one weak link in the
chain of battlefield medicine — transporta-
tion of the wounded.

Vikings believed that at the end of a battle,
beautiful maidens riding pure white steeds
would swoop down upon the battlefield, select
the warriors who had distinguished them-
selves and carry them to Valhalla. In more
recent times, soldiers felt that if they had
fought bravely and for a just cause, angels
would sweep them off the field of battle to a
place of honor in heaven. In a recent inter-
view, an Afghan soldier related the same be-
lief by his comrades and himself.

Today’s warrior may lie bleeding on the
field of battle and believe he hears the wings
of approaching angels, but in reality it will
be the beat of the dustoff’s rotors. &

SOLID SHIELD
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Brief exchanges of fire between the now
firmly entrenched landing force and the

Just a touch on the pressure switch and the laserscope
projects a bright red dot onto the intended target, at the
precise point of butlet impact.

Now you can rapidly point and fire with total
confidence, even from the hip! Laserscope is a fow level
light sight. It works best when you need it most, at night
or indoors when you might not be able to see through
conventional sights.

This rugged unit is powered by two standard 9-volt
batteries that last for several hours. Range 200 yards.

No modification to your weapon is required as our unit
uses standard weaver ty pe mounts. Our lasers have been

MNe* World’s Smallest Laser Gunsight
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weighs just nine ounces!
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in military and SWAT use for over 10 years. No permit
required. One year factory warranty!
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More powerful (400 yards) 12" rifle laser avaiiable for
$459. Fits same weaver mounts.

Free! Daytime reflective target included with every
laserscope for a limited time.

Mounts Available: Only $45. ea.

Colt .45 AR-15/Mié
UZI carbine Mini-14
AKA47/AKS HK 91/93
Rem 870/1100 Grizzly
HK 94/MP-S OQthers — Just ask!

Just slightly bigger than a quarter, this FM transmitter is so
sensitive it can pick up a conversation up to 50 feet away and
transmit it up to one mile away (depending on ambient
conditions) using any FM receiver, even the ong in your car.
Not to be confused with a cheap FM wireless microphone, the
Ultra Il uses a four-stage circuit and high quality components
to achieve maximum performance. Uses one 9-volt battery.
Simple final assembly required. Intended for testing and
experimentation; may be illegal if used for surveillance.

Reg. $195.
Special $149.

Lithium 9-volt batteries $15. ea.
(lasts two to three times longer)

Hot Products!

Telephone Tape Recorder Starter Switch
tapes BOTH sides of conversation, modular plug-
in fits most phones, fits any recorder. $39.95
10 Hour Recorder, extended play, works with
above switch. $125. (Shipping $5.}
Electronic Tracking Device and receiver.
Follow anyone or anything from up to five
miles away! $2,995.
New! The Evaluator Phone Tap Detector
State of the art micro processor. $595. (call for
details)

TD-17 RF (Bug) Detector hand held. High
quality, low cost, only $198. Simpie one-button
tuning enables first time users to sweep homes
or small offices.

The Scrambler

The Scrambler protects your sensitive phone conversations
between two or more users by electronically converting
normal speech to unintelligible scrambled speech and back to
normal, clear conversation at the other end of the phone. (A
scrambler is required at each end of the phone.)

= Portable, fits most telephone hand sets (standard, mobile,
cellular and pay phones)

« 13,122 user programmable access codes

« Uses standard 9-volt battery

« 4 factory code groups totalling over 52,000 possible codes

« Fuily self-contained

« Weighs only 9 ounces
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($10. Shipping/insurance)

Tear Gas Grenades

Clear Out has a continuous dis-
charge vaive thatempties its contents
in 28 seconds in an area of 23,000+
cu. ft. using CS tear gas. Doesn’t
burn, isn't flammable, leaves little
residue, will not obscure vision and
cleans up easily. Intended to be
thrown, Clear Out is 5” long and
2¥" in diameter with a weight approximate to that of a baseball.

6 pack $64. (Shipping $3.50); case of 12 $117. (Shipping $5.);
five or more cases $99. ea. (Shipping $5. ea.)

NOTE: Shipped UPS ground only. Prepaid orders only.
CHECK STATE AND LOCAL LAWS BEFORE ORDERING.
No license required in most states. Not shipped to California.

SEND TO:

1834 First Street « Suite S

Executive Protection Products, Inc.
Napa, CA + 94559 « (707) 253-7142

« Countersurveillance - Hidden Safes

» Body Armor

« Privacy Devices » Night Vision
« Tactical Equipment
« Surveillance and muck more!

« Computer Security

Complete catalog FREE with order, or send $3.00 and
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aggressors could still be heard. So Lieuten-
ants Jack and Taylor and myself, along with
Bill Foley, a photographer from Time
Magazine, decided to drive around and see
what we could find. Climbing into a Hum-
mer, we set out to find the division com-
mand post (CP). We didn’t really know
where it was, so we stopped from time to
time and asked small groups of grunts for
directions. That got us a different answer
each time we asked.

After several hours of driving, we were
no closer to finding the CP than when we
started out. By nightfall we had visited
several of the line companies from both
sides, had nearly been run over by amtracs
and twice had driven through ambushes as
they were occurring (during which the driv-
er had a tendency to hit the gas; probably not
abad instinct, but it didn’t afford us much of
an opportunity to observe the action). We
were, in a word, lost. Our driver had a great
deal of trouble finding much of anything,
except accidentally, until we decided to
head back to the base. Then he had no
trouble determining the correct route and
proceeded with great haste.

Sometime after 2200 we decided to se-
cure for the day. It had been some 21 hours
without sleep, most of it spent in either the
LCU orriding around in some kind of truck.
An 0630 departure the next morning left
only eight and a half hours to return to the
hotel, get cleaned up, have a tall scotch and
soda, and sleep for a couple of hours before

departing for the airport.

I sort of felt bad about leaving while the
grunts were still in the field. But then, I'd
been there too, and whatever regrets I had
vanished when I thought about a shower and
some real food.

Besides, I knew that I could go to sleep
secure in the knowledge that, despite what-
ever occurred during the course of Solid
Shield, the exercise would be a success.
They always are. The carefully written
press releases from the Joint Information
Bureau would proclaim it to be.

And all in all, I'd have to agree. Despite
the complexity of the operation, the delays
the weather seemed to cause and the pres-
ence of troublesome press, the mission was
accomplished. Solid Shield *87, for all its
warts, was a success. Even the grunts I
talked with said they thought things had
gone pretty well, and that’s the telling point
in any military exercise.

Reporters’ opinions, of course, were
another story, but who listens to them any-
way? W

SHOOTING IN
SHADOWS

Continued from page 82

tributes the Trijicon line of self-luminous
day/night rifle scopes that are ideal for pok-

ing through the shadows.

Most manufacturers of illuminated
scopes etch a V-groove reticle on a thin
piece of glass and then edge-light it. This is
optically inefficient and usually requires a

* bright illumination color, such as green,

which is too intense for all but the darkest
night. Armson’s reticle is placed on a
chrome mirror in a 45-degree prism and this
permits use of a red tritium lamp inside the
eyepiece housing, which is set at 90 degrees
to the scope’s optical axis. Red provides
superior reticle imagery, without impairing
vision, under a wider range of conditions,
from subdued light to pitch black. It can be
used in the Trijicon scopes only because
there are no light-dissipating ground glass
surfaces.

Trijicon self-luminous scopes were tested
last year at Aberdeen Proving Ground in
conjunction with the Advanced Combat
Rifle program and are currently employed
by numerous law enforcement agencies.
We chose the fixed power 4x40mm Tri-
jicon, which retails for $199, for SOF’s test
and evaluation. The reticle pattern on this
scope (which shows up black in the day-
light) and the other fixed power (6x56mm)
consists of a single horizontal line inter-
rupted by a center dot. Reticle patterns on
the three variable-power Trijicon scopes
(1.5x-5x32mm, 2x-7x40mm and 3x-
9x56mm) consist of a thick horizontal bar
interrupted by fine center crosshairs. Com-
pact versions for assault rifles and sub-
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ADJUSTABLE
SNAP CLOSURES CUFF

Please do not mistake this for a
similar ad—WE are the ORIGINAL!

The very latest U.S. Army issue all-weather field
jacket made of 50% nylon/50% cotton with water
repellenc?' is fully lined and is manufactured under
strict quality standards by a prime ?orvemment con-
tractor in the United States Excellent for hunting.
work or leisure.

Longs in Woodland Camo only. $A D95
Sizes SM,L. Add $5.00. Only 42

AVAILABLE IN CURRENT GOV'T COLORS:
Woodland Camouﬂage «Olive Drab OR Tiger Stripe
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id weather Button-in Liner in Olive
Green and Black. $16.95.
BOYS’ JACKETS (identical to adults’) in Woodland
Camouflage only. Sizes 4-6. 8-10. 12-14, 16-18.

Only 53495

PULLOVER
PARKA

A strong, full cut, wind resis-
tant but breathable parka
available in 50/50 nylon/cot-
ton Woodland Camo and
50/50 poly/cotton in Olive
Green (0.G.), Navy, Winter
White, Khaki, Black, Gre)
and Maroon. Sizes S (36-

38), M (40-42), L (44-46)
and XL (48-50).

only $29°°

The Wooly Pully*
Sweater
Made in England. 100% Vir-
in wool. Crew Neck:
SMC Olive, Black, Wood-
land Camo, US Navy w/eps.
V-Neck: Black and USAF
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Sizes 48 up add *3.00
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FLIGHT JACKET
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Made
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31990
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and handling to: (TN residents add 7% sales tax).
GREENE MILITARY DISTRIBUTORS, INC.
7215 Kingston Pike, Dept. SF Knoxville, TN 37919
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Satisfaction Guaranteed or Your Money Back
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FLIGHT JACKET
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Made by Alpha.
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L2-B Reversible Flight
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epaulets. Sage and Navy.
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100% Wool Berets (Ban-
croft) Green, Black, Ma-
roon, Scarlet & Camo.
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Sleeping Bags
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Brand New Latest lssue . Fnrst Quality

Pants feature: Double fabric seatand
knees; 6 pockets (2 slash front pockets,
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button flaps, 2
large bellows
pockets on

thighs); ad-

justable waist
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bows; 4 pockets
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TIGER STRIPE
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Pants or Shirt $29.95 ea.
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$8.50 cach or 2 for $15.50

Send check or money order to:

COMMAND SHIRTS

8 Woodstock Court
Oyster Bay, New York 11771

U.S. Currency only!
Add $1.50 Postage/Handling
N.Y. residents add sales tax

Canada add $2.00
Foreign add 30%

EMERALD TRIANGLE

Continued from page 57

have been found with razor blades embed-
ded in them, thus discouraging anyone from
grabbing them off of a plant. Even deadfall-
type spike traps and punji traps have been
found. (These have brought the most suspi-
cion upon Vietnam vets.)

Frank Packwood, USFS officer working
the area, remembers one patch so full of
high explosives that, had it detonated, it
would have killed everyone in the patch.
Many of the HE devices found have been
wired with batteries, electric blasting caps
and trip wires of almost invisible fishing
line filament.

Every conceivable kind and caliber of
weapon has been encountered and confis-
cated. ‘‘We started out armed with only our
pistols and a few AR-15, .223-caliber semi-
automatic rifles,”’ explains another USFS/
CAMP officer working in Trinity County of
the Triangle, “‘but after the stuff we began
to confiscate, and getting machine gunned a
few times, we changed that.”’

The USFS still has the AR-15s in its
inventory, but now also has full-auto CAR-
15s and 12-gauge semiauto shotguns in
addition to its .357 Magnum revolvers
(mostly Smith & Wesson). CAMP also re-
portedly has M60 machine guns for the
choppers (no comment from CAMP) and
M79 grenade launchers if needed in serious
situations (again, no comment from CAMP
officials).

*‘One thing’s for sure today,”’ said one
CAMP officer [ talked with, ‘‘if they [grow-
ers] want to get into a firefight, they are
going to find themselves on the business end
of one hell of a lot of firepower and ord-
nance.”’

He continued, ‘‘Whereas in years past we
went after the pot more than the growers,
that has all changed to the opposite . . . alot
of good men out here doing a difficult,
dangerous job for too little pay are getting
damn fed up with these people.

‘“We want to put these people behind
bars, and if the courts and judges will do
their part [many have been criticized for
too-lenient sentences for pot growers],
we’ll clean these people and their drugs out
of here so that the woods are safe for people
to enjoy again.

‘“Hell,”’ he went on, ‘‘this easy big-time
money has corrupted the morality of people
up here so bad that you’ve got legitimate
new 4x4-truck dealerships complaining that
we should ‘lay off’ the growers and quit
wasting money!

““That’s how it’s like Vietnam — we
barely have the support of a lot of the people
up here. When one pot plant [one pound of
processed buds] can bring in $3,000, it gets
to people’s judgment.”’

Indicative of some of the anti-CAMP,
pro-grower attitudes present in the Triangle
is a local radio station located in Redway,
Humboldt County. Much to the ire of
CAMP and local law enforcement working
with CAMP, this station has made a practice

5000
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BATS OUT OF HELL

Continued from page 81

was opined that this smaller number would
be easier to observe than was the case when
1,000 or more bats were dropped.

The bats were launched from the Marine
aircraft as planned. Fifteen of them re-
portedly spun into the California desert
without so much as waving a wing. The
weight of the new incendiary device was too
great to be supported by the delicate wing
structure of the bats.

Five of the bats simply flew away and
were never seen again. One dropped his fire
bomb in the desert and winged onward,
while three of the rodents managed to fly for
aminute or so. Then, seemingly exhausted,
they joined the 14 that had crashed into the
desert'sand. Only one bat was -able to glide
to earth in the manner sought by the scien-
tists.

Building their entire campaign around the
single bat that had made it to the ground
without mishap, the Marines and their sci-
entific partners began preparing for further
experiments. New fire bombs in two sizes
were attached in accordance with the
physical size of the bat. The larger model
was capable of burning for about six min-
utes, while the smaller would blaze for
about four. By this time, several million
dollars had been spent on the project.

The new devices would be attached to the
loose skin on the chest of the bat, using a
surgical clip and a piece of ordinary grocery
market string. The theory was that, after
-landing in an enemy building, the bat would
chew through the string, then fly away,
leaving the incendiary behind.

But before the Marines could try this new
device, an unforeseen problem reared its
head — sex! When female bats become
pregnant, the males refuse to eat, simply
moping about with disinterest. As pregnan-
cy in bats is seasonal, rather than emotional,
this meant that their use as flying vehicles
for the fire bombs was limited to five
months per year.

Accepting this new knowledge, full-scale
tests were planned for August 1944. A re-
port bringing the plan up to date was sent to
the Chief of Naval Operations.

However, in March 1944, after being told
that the bat project couldn’t possibly be
ready to launch against the Japanese home
islands in less than 15 months, the Navy
canceled Operation X-Ray “‘solely on the
basis of military considerations.’’

Slightly more than a year later, those who
had been involved in Operation X-Ray
came to realize that another group of scien-
tists had been working on a much broader
project at another base in New Mexico —
‘White Sands. This also had to do with a fire
bomb, one that involved the problem of
splitting the atom — and ended the war. &
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PAN AM GAMES

Continued from page 63

nist country, the heavies invariably come
along. Their job? To provide security for
their people, for one. But on a more insidi-
ous basis — as any defector will tell you —
they come to prevent defections to the Unit-
ed States. And they come to spy.

Someone brought up the point a few un-
seasoned reporters would no doubt quéry:
What intelligence value could Indianapolis
offer Havana or Managua? Another staffer
with a long intel background summed it up.

‘‘Intelligence work is 99 percent in-
formation gathering. Bits of information
here, bits of information there. How people
dress; the kinds of things they’re talking
about. Air, bus and rail schedules. Prices.
Locations of federal, state and city offices.
Security at the entrance to Fort Ben Harri
son. Personal contacts. '

It all adds up,”’ he continued. ‘“Ten or
20 agents report back; their information is
analyzed, processed and transformed into
an intelligence picture.”’

He jammed his cigarette out in an
ashtray. ‘‘Next time an agent comes
through, he or she has a good working
knowledge about what to expect. Kind of
like seeing the test before the exam.’’

Ideas for *“getting the word out’’ bounced
around like ping-pong balls. How about
radio spots? We could rent a billboard . . .
take out a full-page newspaper ad . . . sky-
dive over the stadium and dump leaf-
lets. ...

Leaflets. That’s the answer. English on
one side, Spanish on the other. Pass ’em out
at the Games. That’ll get the message
across. :

With the concept finalized, the office be-
came bedlam. Who would we send back
East? Could we print the leaflets in time and
get them out there? How would we distrib-
ute once on-station?

By Saturday, 8 August, the answers had
sorted themselves out. A staffer with con-
nects in Indianapolis organized a distribu-
tion team. The leaflets themselves were
rush-printed and sent overnight express.
Brown’s scheduled trip to Central America
went off as planned; he didn’t even miss his
flight.

And that brings us back to the question of
whether or not we accomplished our mis-
sion. Undeniably, yes. Word of our
$25,000 offer spread like wildfire. Even the
Cuban delegation to the Games lodged an
official protest.

Did anyone defect? We won’t know that for
some time. Uncle Sam — and certainly the
Cubans — would be closemouthed about a
defector for as long as it suits them. But if
someone did defect, we’ll pay. Twenty-five
thousand dollars can go a long way toward
lining that hazardous road to freedom. &

— SOF Staff

BULLETIN BOARD

Continued from page 6

CHUTZPAH

Guts-of-the-Month award goes to
Los Angeles KNBC-TV consumer
reporter David Horowitz. During a
live newscast on 19 August, a man
holding a pistol walked up: behind
Horowitz, stuck the weapon in his
back and demanded he read a
statement on the air. While those
around him sat stupified, Horowitz
kept his cool, calmly asked the
man’s name, put on his glasses and
proceeded to read the message.
Station chiefs yanked the broadcast
off the air, and it turns out the
uninvited walk-on was armed with
only a pellet pistol. Regardless, we
applaud Horowitz’s gallantry under
the gun. No doubt the anti-gun
lobby will be after your Daisy air rifle
next.

AVIMBI
STRIKES. ..

Angolan rebels with the National
Union for the Total Independence of
Angola (UNITA) report that they
killed 108 government soldiers and
four Cubans in the course of
thrashing the Marxist government’s
95th Army Brigade last spring.

UNITA units then launched a
major counteroffensive of their own
in northeastern Angola at the
beginning of June, with 67
individual attacks taking place in the
first week alone. High point seems
to have come on 4 July, when
UNITA forces ambushed a
300-vehicle convoy and destroyed
23 vehicles, including two T-55s.

Cuban morale in Angola is said to
be so bad that Jose Eduardo dos
Santos, head of the Angolan
communist government, is
reportedly pleading with Kim II Sung
to replace the Cuban troops in
Angola with North Koreans.

Today there are at least five
Marxist governments that are trying
to put down major anti-communist
insurrections: Afghanistan, Angola,
Mozambique, Ethiopia and
Nicaragua.

Funny how that fact hardly ever
gets mentioned by the ‘‘let’s be pals
with the Reds” crowd. ¥
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