
        
            
                
            
        

    
	 

	Black Water: The China Connection

	1st Edition March 2023

	Copyright 2023 by Robert J. Saniscalchi

	All rights reserved.

	No part of this book may be reproduced, stored or transmitted unless for review purposes.

	 

	Author: Robert J. Saniscalchi

	Editing: MJV Literary Author Services

	ISBN: 979-8-39-147475-3

	 

	This is a work of fiction, names, places, characters and incidents are the product of the authors imagination, or are used factiously and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events and locals is purely coincidental.



	




	 

	BLACK WATER

	THE CHINA CONNECTION

	 

	 

	A novel by

	Robert J. Saniscalchi

	 


 

	ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS

	 

	The author wants to thank friends and family for their support and encouragement. A special thanks to his readers, and for their kind words about his work.

	 


 

	DEDICATION

	 

	This story is dedicated to America’s military and our Special Forces. From the boots on the ground to the leadership that guides them, they deserve our undying honor and respect.

	 


 

	READER COMMENTS, PRAISE FOR ROBERT’S AWARD-WINNING STORIES:

	 

	“The kind of riveting read that will linger in the mind and memory long after the novel has been finished.”

	Midwest Book Review; 

	Bullets and Bandages: Bond of Brothers

	 

	“A fun read that will prove hard to put down.”

	Midwest Book Review; My Life For Her

	 

	“A tremendous story about faith and family. A strong story with a fast-moving plot.”

	Deacon Tom F.; Full Circle, Lucia’s Story

	 

	“High action, breakneck pacing and political intrigue mark Saniscalchi’s latest.”

	The Prairies Book Review;

	Bond of Brothers: Danger Close

	 


 

	Chapter 1

	LIFE MOVES ON

	 

	Jason Patrick was sitting out on the patio of his home in Fayetteville, North Carolina. It was five years since the Danger Close mission, and when Jason had received his promotion to US Army Special Forces Chief Warrant Officer. He was stationed at nearby Fort Bragg, North Carolina. Jason liked that, with his new rank, he could go home on some weekdays and weekends, as duty permitted. 

	Jason was feeling a little tired, but happy. Both he and Emma had worked hard to get a nice home, and there was a new edition to the family; Little Laura, named after Emma’s mom, was just over her first birthday.

	Back inside the house, Emma had just finished feeding Laura and noticed her husband out on the patio. She lifted Laura out of her highchair and slipped out the back door, into the warm sunshine. Jason’s face brightened. 

	“Here’s my girls!” he yelled out, as he moved over and grabbed a hold of his little Laura.

	“She even ate all of her lunch today,” Emma said with a smile, as she watched Jason playing with her daughter. They seemed so happy. 

	Emma thanked God for how things had turned out. The wedding was wonderful and Jason had been around most of the time, with the base close by. 

	Emma made the decision to retire after giving birth. With almost twenty years of service, she was now collecting a nice pension and enjoying life with her family. Emma liked gardening and decorating their Colonial-style home. She was content taking care of her baby girl and being with the love of her life.

	“Oh, no, it’s a stinker!” Jason said, with a funny look on his face. “Somebody needs a diaper change.”

	“Go for it, Daddy. You can do it,” Emma said, and started laughing as she watched Jason start for the door.

	Later in the day, Laura was inside taking her nap while Jason sat out on the patio, looking at the backyard, where the robins were hunting and picking worms from the grass. He pictured a nice playset for little Laura; he would build it under the big, red oak tree. It was a nice October day; the red-brown oak leaves and acorns were falling and mixing in the grass. Got to get the yard cleaned up, he reminded himself, as he added the thought, and a nice man-shed sitting in the corner by the fence would be nice.

	His mind slowly drifted off, thinking of the carpenter who was his late father, and the memories of working with him; the smell of the freshly-cut wood as he shaped it by hand.

	Emma snapped him out of it: “Hey, soldier, you’re going to be late!”

	“Oh, damn, I must have dozed off for a minute,” Jason replied, as he got up out of his favorite chair.

	Emma smiled as she handed Jason a cup of coffee. “Thanks, baby,” Jason replied, before heading upstairs to get dressed and start his drive to base.

	 

	 

	In Washington DC, the newly-elected president was gathered with his cabinet. The topic of the day was the ever-increasing tensions between the USA and China. 

	Secretary of State William Cox handed the president a file. “Sir, this is the latest report on Chinese aggression. As you will read, there is a lot of military activity going on around the South China Sea and the Taiwan area.”

	The president seemed distracted. He glanced at the file and looked at his Chief of Staff, General Mark Stanis. “Okay, nothing new.” He handed Stanis the file. “I got a meeting coming up. Take care of it.” With that said, the president got up and left for the Oval Office.

	General Stanis watched the president and some of the cabinet leaders leave with him. He looked over at the Secretary of Defense, former Army Commanding General James A. Baker. “Can you stay for a minute?”

	Stanis and Baker sat down next to Cox. 

	“So, what do you think of our new president?” General Stanis asked. “He doesn’t have a little time to look through such an important report?”

	Cox smiled. “He is completely different than our last chief, that’s for sure.” 

	Cox sipped his coffee and continued: “We need to stay on top of this China situation. Please, both of you, let me know your thoughts on the report, and if there is anything you need from my end of things.”

	“Thanks, James,” Stanis replied. “I don’t have a good feeling about our new leader, either, but over time he should come around. I will look through the report and get back to you.”

	“Good,” Cox replied. “I’ve got a feeling I may be short on my stay in this president’s cabinet; word through the grapevine is that he’s going to replace me.” He looked at his friends and they could tell he was not happy about the news. “It has been great working with you guys. Whatever happens to me is out of my control, but our friendship will continue.”

	“Friends we are. I’m sorry to hear you may be leaving,” Secretary Baker replied; “we need you and your experience. But, as we know, politics is politics. We will stay in touch, no matter what happens.”

	As Cox left for his office, Baker and Stanis finished their coffee and talked about the good weather forecast for the coming weekend. They had plans to be at the country club for a golf outing.

	 


 

	Chapter 2

	BLACK WATER

	 

	In China, just west of Shanghai, there stood a large research compound and military facility. Inside one of the meeting rooms, a group of men were sitting around a glass table. 

	Included in the group were China’s President Li Sanshu and his closest advisors. China’s leading scientist Doctor Ming, and his assistant Chao, were presenting the results of a much-anticipated project to the group. A large LED screen was presently displaying what looked like a large fish tank, with two colorful fish swimming inside it.

	Doctor Ming stood on the podium. “Welcome, comrades. We have achieved a major breakthrough in the ‘Black Water’ project.”

	“Very good, my friends,” the president replied. “Let us see it now.”

	Chao started the video. In it, a man in an environmental suit took the cover off the fish tank, before carefully placing one drop of a thick, yellow liquid into the water. There then followed some time-lapse as the film proceeded. Slowly, little fingers of black, like roots of a tree, began to spread through the tank; before long, all the water in the fish tank was black.

	“This is what it looked like after one hour,” Ming said. “The only things remaining in the water are the dead fish and the basic element of carbon. The water is now not fit for drinking or growing anything.”

	“Yes!” President Sanshu replied, full of excitement as he stood up, and the cheers went around.

	“Thank you, Mr. President, but there is more,” Ming replied, himself full of excitement. He motioned to Chao to start the video.

	On screen, a man in the same type of environmental suit removed the lid on the same fish tank and this time applied a clear liquid – a cup full of it. Small swirls of clear water almost immediately began to appear. Then, after a six-hour time-lapse, the tank was clear, except for the dead fish floating in the water. Again, cheers went around the table. 

	“And, Mr. President,” Ming was smiling, taking in his moment, “the water is now drinkable again. So, if we need to clean it up, we also have that ability.”

	President Sanshu was now up, pacing about and thinking. He turned to his advisors. “How is our plan in America moving along?” 

	“Better than expected, sir,” his top general Mao Wang replied. “Under the new American president, the southern border has been open for six months, and our operatives are now almost all in place.”

	Sanshu grinned. “Yes! We like this new president! Good news, General. Please let me know when you are ready.” 

	Sanshu then paused for a moment, looking over his men. He was inspired by the news, but very concerned should the Americans find out and get in the way of his plan. His face tightened into a stern look. “This meeting never happened! Everyone must remain completely silent on this. No mistakes!”

	Anyone in the room who valued his head felt the general’s words. In China, there is no law and no court process. They don’t get fired; they just suddenly disappear from the face of the Earth.

	 

	 

	Back at Fort Bragg, Jason grabbed a bag of fresh blueberry cinnamon bagels out of the back seat of his car. He locked up and headed for the large, red-brick and steel building which was headquarters. He went directly over to his direct report, Colonel Hogerbee’s replacement Colonel Jack A. Lebker. 

	Jason had grown to like Colonel Lebker. He was in his sixties, trim, fit and very smart. A no-nonsense guy with a good sense of humor, Lebker reminded him of Hogerbee in a way.

	The colonel’s secretary smiled as she saw the bag of goodies Jason carried. “He’s expecting you.”

	“I see you brought my favorites again,” Lebker said, as he stood up and greeted Jason. “Let’s go in and get us some coffee.”

	Jason followed his boss into the meeting room and took a seat at the table. 

	They enjoyed their bagels and talked about the weekend football games for a while, before Colonel Lebker opened his file folder. 

	“We got another one for you, Jason. Intel has identified a possible cartel drug and weapons facility. It is located at a remote location in mid-western New Mexico.”

	“New Mexico?” Jason replied. “There is some rugged terrain there.”

	“Yes, there is. In fact, this one is up in the mountains. We believe it is the source of the drugs and weapons coming in from Mexico and crossing our open southern border.” Lebker hesitated. “Command wants us to go in and take them out. You are free to engage and eliminate, if necessary, but we would like to capture a few of them and get more information on their network.” Lebker handed Jason the files.

	“Yes, sir. Who are we dealing with here – terrorists, or what?” Jason asked.

	“Good question,” Lebker replied. “The cartel, probably, but we are not completely sure. Your team needs to be prepared to find out for us. The details are in the report. Get the team and get ready; departure will be at 0400 hours.”

	Jason went to his office and got busy going over the files. Then he made some calls and arranged a meeting with his Delta Force team in one hour.

	 


 

	Chapter 3

	THE COMMUNITY

	 

	In a small community in southeastern New York State, North of Binghamton and in the Catskill Mountains, is the town of Caldwell. It is a quiet but prospering little town, big on hunting cabins and skiing, located next to the state’s game-lands and ski trails. Lately, the trend has been family homes and vacation rentals, around the abundance of lakes in the area. In fact, Caldwell and the Catskills are part of a massive watershed area which supplies NYC with some of the finest drinking water to be found anywhere.

	In Caldwell, driving along a winding main road, heading north in his work van, was Hank Bowers. Hank worked for the county water services and was also the town’s part-time plumber. He was a likeable guy, married, in his late fifties, who liked his Marlboros and was known to down a beer or two at the local tavern. Hank was on his way to turn on the water service to one of the cabins, which was being leased out for a few months. 

	He noticed that the van was getting cold and turned on the heat. The early October air was crisp and cool today, and leaves were already lining the road. Up alongside the hemlocks, maple trees and pines he drove, and eventually found the place. 

	Hank pulled onto the gravel driveway and stepped out, looking at the old hunting cabin. He was happy to see it was still in pretty good shape. 

	After finishing up his work, Hank was putting his tools back in the truck when he spotted two men standing on the front deck, watching him. He noticed they were Oriental, probably Chinese, as they move closer. 

	“Water good, yes?” the taller of the men asked Hank.

	“Yes,” Hank replied, “everything is good to go.” He handed the tall one a paper to sign. “You guys going to be doing some hunting up here?” he asked.

	The two looked at each other and hesitated for a moment. “No, no, we like nature. Going to hike in mountain,” the tall one answered with a strange smile.

	“Okay, then, good luck. But be careful: there are some big bears and soon there will be hunters in them woods,” Hank replied, as he stepped back into his truck and pulled away. 

	Well, that is a first: we’ve never had an Oriental pair in a hunting cabin, he thought to himself. He had a strange feeling about the men, but was not sure what it was. He dismissed it as he drove along the pretty, red-and-yellow maple trees, on the road back to town.

	 

	 

	Back at Fort Bragg, Jorge Morales, Tex Larson and Derek Smith were in the meeting room with Jason, finishing off what was left of the bagels. 

	Tex looked over at Jorge. “Damn, I think I lost fifty bucks at the poker game last night!”

	“Too bad for you, big guy,” Morales replied with a grin. “Your money feels good in
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