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Rainey had met her in Nam. Nancy
Williams was a doctor, an angel of mercy; he was a killer, a
cold-eyed angel of death. Yet somehow they became lovers for a
brief and stormy period. Now Rainey had learned of her death
in Central
America at the hands of the Nicaragua National Guard. Enraged, he
invades the rebel stronghold, a one-man demonstration of
concentrated firepower and white-hot hatred. This is one job Rainey
will do for free.
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Chapter One

 


FIFTEEN MEN LED by Captain Gaspar Camacho
came to the big sprawling house where my friend had her clinic.
This was the new Nicaragua and they were one of the many special
security units attached to the National Guard.

In that part of the
country, the
sun shines nearly every day. It was the last day it shone for Dr.
Nancy Williams.

The captain had been there
before, by himself, and when he came it was with smiles and little
expensive gifts he was sure she would like. He was sure because he
was sure
about everything he did. He wanted her because she was one of those
blond, blue-eyed, lanky American women so many Latins like. Captain
Camacho liked her a lot, or at least he had to have her.

He was mestizo, and tall enough for what he was, and
he even had some education. Many women found him handsome, with his
white teeth flashing in his brown face. All mestizos grew mustaches as evidence of
their white ancestry, for pure Indians find it hard to raise a crop
of whiskers. Captain Camacho’s thick, black mustache was as
handsome as the rest of him. The only problem was, Nancy
Williams, M.D.,
wanted no part of him.

She was polite but firm,
confident that the new government would protect her, because she
was a doctor
and completely without politics, and the Sandinistas wanted all the
help they could get. You’re a doctor and want to come to Nicaragua to
help repair some of the damage done by the Somocistas? Sure,
Doctor, come ahead.

She expressed herself in this
way to the
captain in his new starched uniform, his brown face freshly shaved
and all of him smelling of some manly fragrance: Brut, Yardley,
Russian Leather, something like that. Somoza had fled to Miami
with, some say, five hundred million U.S. dollars, most of it
American aid money, and the country was poorer than it had been,
but you could still buy anything on the black market if you had the
money. After four years of Sandinista rule, the captain had a great
deal of money, and he hoped to get more.

September 12, 1983, was the day
he came for the last time. It was early in the morning. He had been annoying
her for two weeks without success, which showed some restraint on
his part, for he was known to be arrogant and impatient,
especially with women. He was a macho man, a man with
cojones,
a man with
balls.

To have been turned down so
abruptly must have surprised him. Ladies were always giving him the
eye, the gifts he brought were costly, he was a hero of the
revolution. Was she playing hard to get? Of course she was. He might have
respected her for that; after all, what good was a
whore?

In the beginning, there must
have been a certain amusement. These blond American women, so sure of
themselves, the way they talked back! Even to men as important as
himself. But he would get her, in the end, so why did she fight so
hard when there was nothing she could do to change things? It was,
as they said, inevitable.

I will tell you later how I
know what was in the handsome mestizo captain’s head, what went on under that cap of
oily black hair.

Anyway, that was
how it went during
the first two visits; amusement turned to irritation, then to
anger, on the third. What did he care that she was educated, a
college graduate, a doctor? She was a foreigner in his country and
it was time—he told her—to set matters straight. Women, he said,
were all the same, whatever their class, wherever they came from.
American women thought they were better than anyone else, even
better than American men, which he said, giving a scornful laugh,
was certainly true. American men were all weakling faggots, while
their women were spoiled bitches who would be much improved by a
good fuck thrown into them by a real man.

The captain used the
word “fuck.”
He was that angry.

Getting madder by the minute, he said
he would remind the señora that Nicaragua was a classless society; that she had no
more rights than the poorest and most illiterate peasant woman on
the mountain. Furthermore, he told her in his California English
(he had been in Southern California for six months being trained by
the U.S. Army as a Somoza National Guard officer before he joined
the Sandinistas) the señora would do well to remember that he was certain to
become even more important than he was now; that his friendship was
not to be scoffed at.

In reply, my friend said
she welcomed
the friendship of all Nicaraguans. She had come to help. It was as
simple as that. Class meant nothing to her, nor did politics, and
he must realize that she had a great deal of work to do and had no
time for what he had in mind. No time and no interest.

That angered him even more and
he called her a bitch, a cock-tease and a false doctor. He threw his gifts
at her feet. His dignity had been affronted and he took great
offense. They were alone in her office, he said with
heavy-breathing menace, and he was going to rape the ass off her.
He was going to fuck her until she begged for more, and when she
did, he might give it to her, or he might not.

They struggled and she clawed
at his face
and yelled, and one of the two peasant militia youths who were her
bodyguards came running in with his Belgian FAL automatic rifle at
the ready. The boy knew who the captain was, but ordered him out at
the point of the assault rifle. It was a moment of great drama, as
the Central Americans say.

It must be said for
the captain
that he stood his ground in the face of the boy’s determination to
use the automatic rifle if he had to. A burst from the rifle would
cut him to pieces; his pistol was in its holster with the safety
on, not a good thing for him if it came to shooting. Even so, his
rage was total, his machismo only slightly askew. He roared at the boy,
said he must be a bigger fool than he looked.

Don’t you know who I am?
he demanded.
Don’t you know that
I can have you killed just like that? He snapped his fingers to show how
easy it would be.

So fierce was the
captain’s
anger that the rifle shook a little in the boy’s hands. But now it
was the insubordinate boy’s turn to shout back, pointing his rifle
at the captain’s face, threatening to blow his head off if he
didn’t go. The incident, the boy promised, would be reported to the
local revolutionary council.

There was no way to know, my
friend wrote me a few days later, how it was going to go. But she knew
something about weapons—in Vietnam even civilians learned fast—and
she put her money on the boy. Finally, vowing to return, the
captain got into his jeep and drove away.

I knew about the first part of
it because of Nancy’s letter. We had been great good friends, as they say, and
sometimes we exchanged letters for old times’ sake. Vietnam was
long behind us, but some of the old feeling remained. I liked to
get her letters; she had a salty tongue for someone with her New
England background. In her letter to me, she described Captain
Camacho as a pompous oily crud.

“I
don’t expect to have any more trouble with him,” she
wrote.

She was wrong about that.

He came back and he brought
company. A truck-load of men, National Guardsmen, the special security
killers, as bad as the old Somocistas. Which proves that nothing
ever really changes.

Camacho, on that final visit,
rode in a jeep with a driver, with two guys behind them manning a
.30 caliber on a travis bar. The rest of his men
followed in
an old Mercedes truck. Camacho’s jeep gunners blew the two peasant
militia kids away, their rifles still slung over their shoulders.
The guardsmen in the truck cheered and opened fire at nothing in
particular. They’re like that down there, in those countries, and
sometimes they get so enthusiastic, they kill themselves. It’s too
bad more of them don’t do it.

The two vehicles roared into
the compound, kicking up sand, the gunners still firing. They drive
with style, they kill with style; they’re very stylish. It’s in their
blood: that hot blood of theirs. The house the clinic was in had
belonged to a wealthy Somocista rancher, now deceased. They hated
the house and kept firing at it; a donkey out front was riddled for
fun, a child was killed by a ricochet. Macho men! Captain Camacho
had to yell hard before the shooting stopped.

It’s not hard to picture it, these
uniformed thugs with their automatic weapons and the knowledge that
they could do anything they liked. Give Juan a gun and he wants to
use it. Life down there means nothing—absolutely nothing; the dead
lie stinking in the streets long after they could safely be buried.
But burial is a bother, and it’s fun to kick the dead. I don’t say
the men under Camacho’s command were the worst men alive, but they
were quite bad enough.

They had been careful not to
fire their weapons at the part of the building where the clinic was,
which was not to
say that my friend Nancy might not have been killed by a stray
bullet. They take their chances, these latter day
pistoleros,
but then getting
killed is a part of life, is it not? Camacho had warned them not to
shoot up the American woman, and they heeded his warning as best
they could under the circumstances. To kill the captain’s woman
could hardly please him, even though he had taken no special
measures to see that it didn’t happen. It’s hard to explain what
these people are like. You have to know them. I do.

Not wanting to kill their
captain’s
woman, they cheered when she came out to face them after the firing
stopped. Most had seen her before; all appreciated what they were
seeing now. A bit severe looking, this no-nonsense American doctor,
but what a woman she was! The golden hair, the eyes so blue, the
legs so long and shapely! The breasts, high and firm, not so much
to their liking. But suckable just the same. And the rounded ass
sweet as a just-ripe pear!

Camacho lay back in the
passenger’s
seat of the jeep, smoking a thin cigar, a man at his ease. He’d
been having a few nips of aguardienta with his morning coffee. No fires had been started
by the machine gun fire, but the front of the building was scarred
by bullets. The two boys, the child, and the donkey lay dead. The
few patients around at that hour of the morning had run
away.

Nancy didn’t scream at Camacho. Without
orders to jump down, the grinning guardsmen were still in the
truck. Some of them made sucking sounds as she walked across the
dusty compound to bend down beside each of the dead. They were dead all
right. You bet they were dead.

Nancy stood up and turned back
to Camacho, still smoking calmly in the jeep. It must have been
very quiet, with the sun climbing high and getting hot. The way I heard
it later, Nancy spoke first, trying to keep her voice level, asking
Camacho why he had done this. Then, apparently, she called him a
dirty name. Not many, just one. This must have shocked the
guardsmen, for no one—no one—talked to the captain in that way. Men
had been killed, women had been beaten, for much less. But it
wouldn’t have made much difference what Nancy said. She must have
known what was about to happen to her. She had been around this
sort of thing long enough.

Captain Camacho remained calm
and the men who had been with him for a while knew the American
woman was in desperate trouble. They could tell by how calm he was as he
got out of the jeep and pointed at her. She was under arrest, he
said, for offenses against the revolutionary state of Nicaragua.
What offenses? she wanted to know. What the hell was he talking
about?

Captain Camacho listed some of
her crimes, the most serious being that she was an agent of the
counterrevolutionaries that were, from their bases in Honduras,
attempting to overthrow the legal government of Nicaragua. This
clinic, he said, waving his hand, was a cover for her subversive
activities: a message center, a safe house for spies,
a warehouse for
CIA-supplied weapons.

The captain did not specify all
the charges; he was not a lawyer, and there was no need. During his
rambling indictment he refreshed himself several times by drinking
from a silver pocket flask. In the truck, looking and listening,
the guardsmen grinned and licked their lips, wanting a drink as
much as they wanted the sport with the woman to begin.

Did she dare to deny the
charges against her, the captain wanted to know. The woman called
him a smelly son of a bitch. Captain Camacho clicked his fingers
and the men jumped down from the truck and he told them to search
the house. Then he drew his pistol and ordered the woman to walk
ahead of him to her quarters. Ai, here is where it starts, the guardsmen whispered.
And later, after
the captain has grown tired of her...

It took a long time for the
captain to get tired; all day, in fact. On the way to her quarters
she tried to run, pretended to run, but he was expecting that and
stopped her easily. Dr. Williams was taller than the captain,
quicker in her movements, more athletic. However, she was very tired from
working fifteen- and sixteen-hour days, and even if she hadn’t been
tired, she wasn’t nearly as strong. A game fighter, but
overmatched.

The questioning was extensive.
Captain Camacho’s men, done with their search, drank what alcohol they
could find, got as close to the doctor’s quarters as they dared. It
was not a quiet interrogation, not at first. He flogged her with
his leather belt and he cut her clothes off with a knife. That he
used a knife, instead of just tearing off her pants, shirt, and
underwear, was a definite indication of how coldly angry he
was.

There was a scream and the
guardsmen grinned: some got erections, others made the dirty
push-push gestures schoolboys use. A few walked around
nervously; jokes
were made about the doctor being doctored. The more farsighted
among them prayed the captain wouldn’t kill her, for except for
someone who is perverted, where is the pleasure in fucking a dead
woman?

The questioning went on.
Ai, what a man the
captain was! Such stamina, a regular bull! They knew he hadn’t fallen asleep
between her legs; they could hear him moving around, the sound of
his voice, the different sound of the belt.

He didn’t torture her, at least not in the
sense that the abuse inflicted on her was systematic. The thick
leather belt was the chief instrument of pain, and in the absence
of something more refined, it was perfectly adequate. Being
typically Latin, and therefore super-masculine, the captain was
determined to dominate this woman, to break her will. But it seemed
that he could not, no matter how brutally he beat and raped
her.

There was a chance she might
have been spared if she had acknowledged the captain as her master.
On the other hand, it seemed likely that she
would have
been killed no matter what she did. The revolutionary government
had the reputation of being very strict in such matters. From what
I heard later, the captain did not know how to handle the situation
once it had gone beyond a certain stage, and the alcohol he had
consumed did not help him to think any more clearly. As the
beating and sexual
abuse continued, he wasn’t at all sure that the American woman
might not be a CIA agent. It made sense, didn’t it; the clinic was
fairly close to the Honduras border; it had been owned by a
Somocista. His security policeman’s intuition might have drawn him
to her. Anything was possible.

By late afternoon, Captain
Camacho was too exhausted to go on, and even the thick leather
belt was limp and twisted, soggy with blood. There had been no raping for
several hours, though he had used a phallus-shaped dried gourd as a
means of sexual humiliation. Humiliation of the suspect was one of
the quickest ways to success during an interrogation, except that
it didn’t seem to be working here.

Captain Camacho, reeling
with aguardiente and fatigue, decided that there was no way to get the truth
out of this woman—the CIA must have brainwashed her before they
sent her here. No psychologist, the captain wasn’t quite sure what
brainwashing was; it was something you heard about, usually in
connection with the Chinese or the Russians.

It took no great mental effort
for the captain to move from suspecting the woman to convicting
her; her very toughness was proof that here was no doctor but a trained,
dedicated spy. If this were not so, then why did she not grovel at
his feet, take his penis in her mouth as he commanded her to
do.

Looking at her, battered and
bloody, the captain found it hard to believe there had been a
time when he
had been attracted to the American woman. Though dulled by alcohol he found
it embarrassing that this had been so. But a man was a man, after
all, and sometimes he did foolish things. The little gifts he
brought her, the man-woman pleasantries, all so embarrassing now.
She didn’t like men; that much was clear. Ai, he should have realized what she was, the
first time he looked at her.

But at least he
hadn’t made
a complete fool of himself. What if she had pretended to become his
woman? Now there was a truly dangerous situation: he would have
taken her places, gone to celebrations and dances with her—their
romance would have been the talk of the province. Certainly it
would not have escaped the government’s notice. How could it? He
was a hero of the revolution, a fine figure of a man, and if the
government took notice, so would the newspapers.

He wondered if she could have
wormed any secrets out of him. What secrets? Well, there were
always secrets of one kind or another: troop movements, a
new shipment
of weapons from Cuba, a change in the counterintelligence
structure. Things like that. It would be so embarrassing, so bad
for his career, if someone else unmasked her as a spy. He could
even get shot.

Captain Camacho considered the
possibility of bringing her to trial before a revolutionary tribunal.
But where was his proof? It was one thing to know she was guilty,
it was another to prove it to the satisfaction of a military court.
These pure socialists who made up the courts might let her go for
lack of evidence. They might ask questions about her physical
condition, her appearance, the fact that his interrogation was so
much like that of the old Somoza torturers. Naturally the Americans
would be furious; their anger might give them that last, final
excuse for an invasion.

That might get him shot.

No, none of that was any good;
he was thinking clearly now. Why hadn’t he thought of it before—he would blame
it on the rebels! Now there was a nice switch, something that would
set the CIA bastards back on their heels. The American woman
Williams had been working for the Sandinistas, had been driving
around the countryside doing good. She was famous in her way; in
fact, certain right-wing American newspapers had condemned her for
her work among the poor of Nicaragua. American television and
newspaper reporters had come to interview her; to their questions
there had been one reply: she was a doctor with absolutely no
interest in politics.

A drink later, his last, the
captain did not see how his plan could be improved. Out of all the uproar that
this incident was sure to provoke, a single truth would emerge—the
rebels did it! His men? Well, they were part of it, weren’t they.
Or they would be as soon as he got his pants on and gave them their
orders.

They were waiting for him when he went
out. The day was almost over and they were sullen, angry at their
captain for having been such a pig about the woman. How many fucks
did a man need? It wasn’t fair. Even so, they cheered up when they
saw him buttoning his pants. Now it was their turn...

Hours later, when they came
back and found the body, they were shocked at what the rebels had
done. There was much grinning and nudging as they walked around in
the darkness, enjoying the pretense that there was some
danger of an
ambush. What savages these rebels were! They had killed a child,
even machine-gunned a poor donkey.

Captain Camacho had brought
along a roving French journalist and he saw what the rebels had done. The meeting with the
Frenchman had been one of those casual encounters; the fellow had
been pestering the captain for many weeks. Now, accompanying the
captain on one of his night patrols, he saw for himself the beastly
things the rebels and their CIA masters were doing in northern
Nicaragua.

The Frenchman described the body of Dr.
Nancy Williams as it was found in her bedroom. A veteran of
Algeria, Indochina, the tribal/national wars in Africa, he said it
was one of the worst atrocities he had seen. Not the worst, just
one of the worst. The American doctor had been beaten almost beyond
recognition; the sexual outrage, to use his word, was appalling.
One of her breasts had been severed by a U.S. Special Forces knife
which lay beside the body. The remaining breast had been
“chewed”—his word again. This Frenchman didn’t pay much attention
to the dead Nicaraguans. A leftist, he condemned the United States
and the CIA without reservation.

I know the story from
Nancy’s
letter, from the Frenchman’s newspaper article (which was picked up
by the wire services), and from Captain Gaspar Camacho
himself.

He told me about it, in detail. That
was much later—after I had come to Nicaragua to kill
him.


Chapter Two

 


COINCIDENCES DO
HAPPEN. I was
reading Nancy’s letter on the porch of my house in Beaumont, Texas,
when my neighbor, Mr. Rebstock, came across the lawn to say hello.
He was retired and did it several times a day. I didn’t mind the
old geezer. He’d been a friend of my father’s and he kept an eye on
the house when I was away.

I’m a mercenary, a professional soldier,
and my work takes me to far places for long periods of
time.

I had been reading about
Captain Camacho and his various conceits. Nancy’s letter had come five minutes
before. Some of the things she called the captain made me smile.
Most of the letter was about conditions in Nicaragua: the scarcity
of medical supplies, hunger, the rebel raids from the
north.

Mr. Rebstock eyed the old house
where I was brought up, and always come back to, whenever I get the
chance. I give him a few bucks to fix anything that needs fixing. He says he
hates to take the money. Says the little bit of maintenance work
keeps him from going crazy in his retirement.

“They
just murdered an American lady doctor down in Nicaragua,” he said.
“Shame all the killing that goes on down there. I tell you, we
should have hung onto that country when we had the Marines in
there.”

I suppose I said something. You
don’t have
to listen when Mr. Rebstock talks. Right then I could have done
without the old boy’s company. Letters from Nancy didn’t come that
often.

“Just
heard it on the TV,” Mr. Rebstock said. “You’d think those spics
wouldn’t have the nerve to kill an American woman. A doctor to
boot, they said her name was Williams.”

“What?” I looked at the old man in his work pants and shirt,
faded from many washings. His eyes were as faded as his clothes. A
sprinkler was spinning on the lawn, throwing a haze of water with
rainbows in it. Violent death had no place in that peaceful
picture.

The old man blinked at me,
surprised by my reaction. “I just said they murdered—”

“You
said Williams, a doctor. Did they give a first name?”

Shock made me say that; I knew
it had to be Nancy. A cold feeling came over me. Anger started to
boil in my head. It took an effort to set it aside.
Take it easy,
boy, I told
myself. Maybe the old man heard it wrong. He was fuzzy-headed and
sometimes he got things wrong. But this time I knew he hadn’t.
Nancy was dead. The way she lived, it had to happen sooner or
later.

Mr. Rebstock backed away a few
steps; my face must have frightened him. “Jimmy, I just told you what I heard
on the TV. I was only half listening, they talk so fast. It’ll be
on again. You can listen for yourself.”

I went into the house and
called the TV station and talked to someone in the news room. Subject to
confirmation, of course, it appeared certain that Dr. Nancy
Williams, a native of Prides Crossing, Massachusetts, a graduate of
the Harvard Medical School, had been killed in northern Nicaragua.
The Sandinista government had just announced it, blaming Dr.
Williams’ death on rebel raiders from across the Honduran border.
They didn’t have video yet, but expected to get it momentarily.
Details were sketchy at the moment.

“You’re sure the report said raiders?” I thought of Nancy
lying dead somewhere in that miserable, flea-bitten country. After
all she’d been through, this was where it had come to an end. All
the years, all for nothing.

“The
report said raiders,” I was told, and there was nothing they could
add to that. Like them, I would have to wait.

A radio news flash told me
nothing I didn’t already know. Nancy was dead in Nicaragua, killed by
rebels, or so they said. Killed by rebels—how? Executed? Caught in
a firefight? The radio didn’t say. I cursed the calm, unhurried
voice of the newscaster.

I read her letter while I
waited for the news people to get it together. The slightly uneven
lettering of her old portable typewriter was as familiar as
someone else’s handwriting. Her own handwriting was as bad as all
doctors’ handwriting is supposed to be. So the letters she sent me from
the bad places of the world were all typed on that battered
Olivetti. I had bought it for her in Saigon. We were young then.
Now I was pushing forty and Nancy wasn’t anything but dead. It was
hard to believe that I’d never see her again.

I reread the part
about
Captain Camacho. Nancy had found him funny, but I hadn’t been so
sure that he was mostly bluster. Swaggering loudmouths can be as
dangerous as quiet men, maybe more so, and even if his claim to
revolutionary heroism was inflated, he must have done his share of
killing. She hadn’t said how old he was. I got the impression that
he was fairly young. I tried to picture him, but got nothing but a
composite, like one of those police sketches, of all the Captain
Camachos, of whatever color, I’d known all over the world. There
was something there, I thought; the composite captain nagged at
me.

The TV news came on. Nancy got
third billing after Arafat and an IRA bombing in
London. They
showed what looked like an enlarged passport picture, then Nancy in
a body bag being loaded into the back of a military ambulance. I
thought of the times we’d been together in Vietnam. Of the things
she liked, the things she hated. Nancy had been a very positive
person. On the TV screen short men with beards and automatic
weapons were standing around. The film was grainy and had that
jumpy quality you get with back-pack cameras. An Englishman with a
mush mouth accent told it like it was, or what he thought it
was.

There were no witnesses to the
murder of Dr. Nancy Williams, he stated, but there appeared to be little
doubt that it was the work of antigovernment guerrillas operating
from across the Honduran border. If this proved to be the case, he
said, the raid on Dr. Williams’ clinic was the deepest penetration
of Nicaraguan territory since the guerrilla war began, which seemed
to indicate that the rebel drive to topple the Sandinista
government had entered a new and more aggressive phase.

The newscaster compared the murder of Dr.
Williams to the rape killings of the American nuns in El Salvador
several years before, except that the Salvadoran atrocity had been
perpetrated by government soldiers. The killing of Dr. Williams, a
popular physician, raised serious questions about the role of the
CIA in the anti-Sandinista campaign. Had her death been brought
about by undisciplined rebel soldiers unaware of her identity, or
had she, as the Sandinista government insisted, been deliberately
marked for execution because her work was perceived as
pro-Communist?

On the screen the ambulance
with Nancy’s
body in it was driving away. The men with the automatic weapons
were still standing around. One of them grinned and waved at the
camera. The Englishman was saying: “One more victim of this
terrible, never-ending war. But this time the victim was no
faceless peasant but a United States citizen of considerable
professional standing. The American government officials who
control the CIA must ask themselves: is it really worth it, what
happened here in this remote corner of Nicaragua?
Already it has been
suggested that CIA control agents in Honduras know who the
murderers are. If so, will they go unpunished as in the case of the
national guardsmen who murdered the American nuns in El Salvador?
It is expected that congressional leaders opposed to CIA covert
action ...”

I needed a drink, but I
didn’t take
it because I was afraid I might get drunk. Instead, I made a pot of
coffee, then forgot about it. For the rest of the afternoon I
listened to the radio. The stuff about Nancy was taped; it said the
same thing over and over. I called Nancy’s parents in Massachusetts
and kept getting a busy signal. Mr. Rebstock came poking around and
I got rid of him. Waves of frustration came and went. I’m a guy
who gets things done, but this was one time when all I could do was
sit. It gave me a lonesome feeling to think of Nancy lying on a
table in some lousy provincial morgue. There had been a time when I
loved her very much. Dead or not, I still loved her in a way, and
the odd thing is that we’d never had one damn thing in
common.

The arguments we had, usually
after a few
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