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Forward

I had the privilege to serve as the commander
of TUSLOG Detachment 26-2, Diogenes Station, Sinop, Turkey for two
years in the late 1970s and early 1980s. This Air Force Office of
Special Investigations unit had precisely one Special Agent
assigned. Me. I was responsible for counter intelligence, counter
terrorism, counter espionage (pretty much counter everything) and
major crime investigations not only at Diogenes Station, but
Samsun, Erzurum and pretty much everywhere on the Turkish Black Sea
coast and the Eastern provinces. And, yes, it does get that cold in
Erzurum in June.

I traveled a lot. At the time there were
American military stationed in over a dozen locations in Turkey. I
visited them all at one time or another. I also spent time in
Germany, Greece, Cyprus, Crete and Israel. I lived out of a
suitcase a great deal of the time. Now almost all of those bases
and installations are gone. Shut down after we won the Cold War. I
have used Author’s prerogative to unilaterally reopen a few of them
for dramatic purposes in the book that follows.

I would also like to say that during my tour
of duty, I met hundreds of Turks. The civilians, military,
Jandarma, and National Police were almost uniformly friendly,
helpful, warm and generous to me. Very rarely did I meet someone,
whose Anti-American outlook on life caused them to treat me with
less than complete respect and professionalism. For the most part,
I truly enjoyed my time in country. Even the pre-military coup days
when rightists were shooting leftists, and leftists were bombing
rightists, and both extremes were targeting American military
personnel. The sounds of gunfire and bombs going off were a daily
occurrence.

Today, anti-American attitudes are more
pervasive and evident. The government has shifted from a purely
secular to a more Islamist outlook. In the past, the Turkish
military was able to keep the country moderate and western leaning.
Three successful coups, one of which occurred while I was stationed
in Turkey, kept the government honest and true to the values of the
Republic’s founder, Kemal Attaturk. The most recent coup failed and
the country is now less an ally of America and more friendly to our
enemies. Although, the Turks continue to hate the Russians,
Syrians, Greeks and to a certain extent, the Iranians.

Part of the book takes place on a Hamsi boat.
Hamsi are a type of anchovy and they are harvested from the Black
Sea in countless millions by classic fishing boats whose design has
not changed in many decades. During the off season, it is possible
to rent some of the boats for a day or two of fishing in the Black
Sea. I took advantage of such an offer, only to find out once we
were underway that the proposed catch of the day was shark. At one
point late in the day, at least a dozen four to six foot sharks
were flopping around on the deck while the crew tried to subdue
them for an at-sea barbeque. No one went overboard and the
barbequed shark was delicious. And I have never forgotten the
layout of the boat, especially everywhere you could jump up on to
get away from slashing teeth.

I am a self-confessed zombiephile. I am more
a reader than movie watcher. I have easily read more than one
hundred zombie books and stories. Most are depressingly fatalistic
in their outcomes. Almost all take place in America or Britain.
Many now feature non-classic zombies. Zombies that run fast or can
still think and plan, or are supernatural in origin.

The book that has germinated in my mind for a
couple years has classic zombies, manmade, and takes place in a
part of the world I know well, but few people from America will
ever visit. And while zombies can easily be a depressing topic, my
story is more focused on the positives of teamwork, friendship, and
overcoming great obstacles to accomplish a mission. And yes, there
is self-sacrifice. Military service and zombies pretty much call
for that.

I have primarily used military time
throughout the book. For those who are unfamiliar with it, it is
pretty simple. The first twelve hours of the day, 0001 hours to
1200 hours equate to A.M. time. So, 0100 hours is 1:00 A.M. 0845
hours is 8:45 A.M. Everything after 1200 hours up to 2359 hours is
P.M. time. So, 1430 hours is 2:30 in the afternoon. 1900 hours is
7:00 P.M. 2250 hours is 10:50 P.M. and so on.

The main character/narrator of this story is
using an iPhone application to create audio diary entries for his
wife, who can download them to her iPhone at a later date. I don’t
know if such an application exists, or how it would work, and
whether it would use cell towers or satellites. Application
designers should feel free to come up with a similar application if
one is not on the market. I think it would be useful. It certainly
helped tell this story.

I hope you enjoy reading the story as much as
I enjoyed writing it. Funny as it sounds, it brought back some
pleasant memories of my former life as a Special Agent.
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Keep Calm and Kill Zombies

 


By

Michael Robert Adams

 


What follows are some of the events that
will occur during the inevitable zombie apocalypse.

 


Prologue


May 4th…Noon

 


Testing. Testing. One, two, three. Okay, the
sound level seems fine on playback. Hi Katie. I thought I would
give this application a test run while you can still download my
entries. Let me know if it works before you go under. I would hate
to waste several minutes a day doing this diary if it does not
work.

I went up to Edwards Air Force Base yesterday
to do some in processing. There is definitely a flap on. While I
was filling out life insurance documents…yes, you and the dogs get
everything…I heard the clerk talking with a JAG. The lawyer was
saying that he had several of these forms to go over and file. The
clerk mentioned a couple names.

They are Special Agents that I know are in
the same boat as me. Out of the service, and in the inactive
reserves. The other similarity is that I know both of them have
served in the Middle East also. One was in Turkey when I was last
there. The other spent time in Iraq.

Something odd is happening. When I got done
with the paperwork, the local AFOSI detachment commander told me to
go to the firing range and get comfortable with a Sig Sauer again.
I did not have anything else better to do, so I fired off about 400
rounds at the range. I did pretty well for being rusty. The last
hundred rounds were for a qualifying score and I am officially an
Expert Marksman again.

When I got home, I called a few guys I know
in our fraternal organization, the Association of Former OSI
Special Agents. Most had heard about the call up of reserves,
especially those of us with time in the Middle East. Everyone is
speculating that something big is going on in Iran and the Air
Force needs boots on the ground to snoop it out. More boots than
they have currently on active duty. And OSI Special Agents with
Middle East experience are the boots of choice.

That in itself is kind of scary. I’m not
ready to collect Social Security, but I am not a young hot shot
either. In any case, I will find out the details in a couple weeks
when I report to OSI Headquarters in DC. Of course, what I am
briefed on will be Top Secret-Sensitive Compartmentalized
Information, so I won’t be putting the details in an unsecured
audio diary.

I will let you know how the weather is on a
daily basis, along with the fabulous meals I am eating. Yes, I am
teasing, knowing your meals for the foreseeable future are not
going to be all that great. You chose the Navy and the ‘silent
service’. Of course my choices will be mess hall, Officers Club or
dining out locally. Not much better.

I am officially on unpaid leave from my job
with Los Angeles County Sheriff’s Department. They will hold my
job, maybe, until I get back. Hopefully this assignment will not
last longer than the three to six months OSI has indicated it will
take. Oh well, I guess I can always go back to being a private
investigator. That was fun…long hours and low pay. Fingers
crossed.

Okay, all for now. Take care and let me know
that you got this and were able to download it successfully. Love
you.

 


I cannot rest from travel…for always roaming
with a hungry heart much have I seen and know…, and drunk the
delight of battle with my peers, far on the ringing plains of windy
Troy…Death closes all, but something ere the end, some work of
noble note, may yet be done…the deep moans round with many voices.
Come my friends, ‘tis not too late to seek a newer world…It may be
that the gulfs will wash us down, it may be we shall touch the
Happy Isles…and though we are not now that strength which in old
days moved earth and heaven, that which we are, we are. One equal
temper of heroic hearts, made weak by time and fate, but strong in
will to strive, to seek, to find, and not to yield.

(Excerpts from ‘Ulysses’ by Alfred, Lord
Tennyson

 


Chapter One---In Country


May 31st…2100 hours

 


Hi Katie. Well I hope this phone app is
working as advertised and as you want it to. I still feel a little
silly doing an audio diary to upload to some mysterious server in
the sky. I guess we will see if it continues to work and doesn’t
lose any of our entries before we can download them. Of course, I
won’t get much from you, but this was your idea and I agreed to
it.

Seems kind of funny that I am the Special
Agent going into harm’s way in the Middle East and yet you will be
the one highly censoring everything you record. I won’t know where
you are or what precisely you are doing, but then again my security
clearance is not as high as yours…again what irony. Remember when
we were set up and our friends thought it was hilarious that we did
not know what the other did for a living and we spent that whole
first date subtly trying to find out without letting on what we did
ourselves?

Oh well, worked out in the end, my love. I
just hate that we are apart now for who knows how long. And again,
sorry about that…I had never heard of an Air Force officer being
recalled to active duty from the inactive reserves, even during
Iraq and Afghanistan. And I had been out for eight freaking
years!

We always knew you might be called on to do
something far away for a long time, but I always figured at least I
could keep the home fires burning and take care of the dogs while
you were gone. Speaking of which, yes, I did safely drop the kids
off at your Mom’s for the duration. Sparky gets along with her dog
great and Ruby just ignores her dog as being too stupid to deal
with seriously. Miss them almost as much as you. Just joking!

Anyway, my first real day on Mobile
Assistance Team (MAT) deployment was a cluster, as expected. My
flight out of LA was cancelled on the 27th…some sort of terror
alert problem, so got put up in an airport hotel for a night of
being shaken out of bed by landing jets. And they kept my luggage
at the airport. They said it would go on my rescheduled flight.
Guess what? Got to New York, and no luggage. They are looking. They
did feel sorry so I got upgraded to First Class for the flight to
London (okay not everything was horrible).

Another night at an airport hotel and then a
THY flight to Istanbul. THY really should stand for They Hate You
airlines! Turk Hava Yollari has a ways to go for decent in-flight
food and entertainment. Think it was an ex-fighter jock flying the
plane…kept doing really sharp turns and changes in altitude. The
Turkish passengers were unfazed so this must go on all the time. No
wonder they crash so often. Anyway took the time to listen to the
Turks talking to see how well the cram course in Turkish worked.
Not bad. Dug the dictionary out a couple times. Heaven (or Allah)
forbid that I use my cell phone translation app on a plane.

Got to Yesilkoy Airport around noon local.
Istanbul is as ugly from the air as it was fifteen years ago when I
was here last. All drab browns and grays with a smoky, smoggy
overcast you could cut with a knife. Tried to call my District
headquarters in Ankara while I was waiting for the connecting
flight, but either no one was answering or they gave me the wrong
contact info, which is more probable. After six long hours in the
terminal smelling the familiar odors of unwashed Turks, the
omnipresent lemon cologne everyone splashes on liberally, and
questionable food and dirt, got on the hour flight to Ankara…THY
again. After an exciting three hard bounce landing we got to the
terminal.

Of course, no luggage as promised. Even the Lost and
Found guy in New York and the very nice elderly lady running the
same desk in London could not keep straight faces when they told me
that the luggage would catch up to me in Ankara. I have my little
briefcase, my iPhone, and the clothes I have been wearing for three
days now.


Again tried to call District 69, but no
answer. Caught a cab into downtown…now THAT was an adventure to
rival an Indiana Jones chase! Speeding on dirt, gravel, and
semi-paved roads, passing cars, busses, trucks and donkey carts on
blind curves up and down hill. We made it in one piece to the
Dedeman Hotel, but I don’t know how. I am now luxuriating in the
un-air conditioned warmth of a very sparse room.

The secretary at District 69 said this was
the best place to stay in Ankara, but she may have been screwing
with the new guy. My undies are soaking in the sink and my shirt
and pants are airing out. At least it has a Western toilet. Just a
matter of time before I will have to use a Turkish bomb site and
spigot of water….have to remember not to touch anyone with my left
hand. Hopefully I won’t be too stinky and wrinkled when I report in
to the District Commander tomorrow morning.

Right now, some Asker (Turkish Military
policeman) is screaming at a young girl outside the main entrance
to the hotel. She was evidently trying to sneak in to see a
boyfriend and the Asker either thought she was a terrorist or more
likely is upholding the cultural values of this newly Islamist
leaning country. As soon as the yelling stops I will try to get
some sleep. Hope you are doing well, staying safe and remaining the
love of my life. Uploading now.

 


June 1st…1900 hours

 


Hey Gorgeous! Hope you are doing better than
me. Once you are on the wrong path, it takes a lot to change
course, I guess. I got up early this morning and had some Turkish
coffee (read that as “Turkish Mud”) and some Ekmek… I had actually
missed that crusty Turkish bread. Caught a cab to District 69
headquarters. It isn’t on the Joint US-Turkish airbase in Ankara.
It isn’t far from there, but it is in a quiet
residential/industrial suburb. It is in a walled compound, so
everyone knows it is there.

Checked in with the Turkish military guards
at the gate and got in to the reception area. Showed the USAF
enlisted guy my orders and asked to see the boss. He kind of
grinned at me, so that should have been a warning. I followed his
directions and told his secretary I was reporting in. She looked
concerned, but friendly. She called into his office and then
directed me to a closed door. I entered and there was this smallish
Light Colonel sitting at a huge wooden desk glaring at me. I
remembered my military manners and marched to the front of his desk
and saluted. I was still in civvies, but most of the OSI brass like
to be saluted even if the salutes are not in uniform.

I held the salute while saying that I was
Special Agent Thomas Rogers, reporting as ordered. I held the
salute a LONG time while he stared at me. You could almost hear the
gears grinding in his head as he took this in. Finally, he returned
the salute and told me to relax. I did. A little.

He then says “Special Agent Rogers.” Long
pause.

I helped. “Yes sir.”

“You’re on the MAT that came in country two
days ago.” Another long pause.

“Yes sir.”

He leaned back in his chair, thinking.
Finally, he decided on a course of action. “Why are you here?”

Now that one almost stumped me. I fell back
to my original position. “Reporting as ordered, sir.”

“Let me see your orders,” he growled and held
out his hand. I handed them over and he scanned them quickly. He
looked up and accusingly told me, “The rest of the MAT has moved on
to Afghanistan. Some flap in Kabul. You weren’t included in the
orders because you weren’t here. Where were you?”

“Sorry sir, but had some problems with the
flights I was booked on. Caused a delay. I phoned OSI Headquarters
and told them to pass my new itinerary on to District 69.”

“They didn’t,” he snarled, “Now what am I
going to do with you?”

I wasn’t about to help him on that one and
stayed silent and at attention. He has a nice hand etched brass
plate on the wall with the AFOSI logo on it…you know, winged globe
flanked by swords, surmounted by burning lamp of knowledge, hanging
on the wall behind him, so I concentrated on trying to remember our
motto, while he decided my fate.

Finally, he handed my orders back to me and
said, “I’m going to have to call DC about you. You can hang out
with the desk officers downstairs until we decide what to do with
you.”

I smiled my most sincere and innocent smile
and saluted again, did a quick about face and got out of there as
fast as possible. The secretary gave me a sympathetic look as I
passed her and whispered that OSI HQ had sent my revised travel
orders and the message was sitting on his desk in a pile of crap.
But then she had to jump to her feet when the boss screamed through
the door for her to get in there.

I went downstairs, met and talked with a
couple of the desk officers. Had not met either of them before.
They kind of laughed when I told them what had happened. Both were
captains. One was the Criminal Investigations Case officer and the
other did Counter Terrorism. They told me I probably had a long
wait ahead and commiserated with my unfortunate circumstances. They
indicated, but not directly, that the boss was very highly strung,
prone to fits of anger, and had extremely poor short term memory.
They even suggested that I could probably head over to the airbase
exchange store and pick up some clothes and be back here before he
remembered he had to do something about me. I declined the
offer.

To pass the time the Counter Terror guy gave
me some situation reports to read from the various OSI detachments
in Turkey. Mostly routine stuff, some interesting things going on
in Eastern Turkey, but nothing serious. Kept me occupied until
noon.

The desk guys said lunch was officially noon
to one, so I could take off quickly to the base and be back before
the boss got back to his desk. I took them up on the offer, grabbed
a set of keys from the enlisted guy and took one of the District
sedans to the airbase. Never felt more secure. The car must weigh 5
tons with all the armor on it. Drove like a cow, but you could tell
it had power and that nothing short of a tank would stop it.

Got to the base, hit the exchange and set a
record for spending $698 on new luggage, new clothes, new overnight
stuff, a couple boxes of Immodium for the expected adjustment to
local water and cuisine, and a prepackaged sandwich that I ate on
the way back to the District HQ. I also stopped by the base
cleaners and dropped off all the clothes I had been wearing for
nearly a week…it was either that or burn them. Of course, I was
being optimistic that I would still be around in two days to pick
them up.

I waited with the desk guys, met another one
who came in about 1400. He was the Drug guy and had been out on a
stakeout. He entertained me with a few stories about the hashish
trade in Turkey. Finally, at about 1700, I was summoned back to see
the boss. He was not in a better mood.

“Rogers, because you got separated from your
MAT, and they are already now deployed in Kabul, they don’t need
you,” he growled and looked accusingly at me like it was my fault
the airlines delayed me. “You are now assigned to me for the moment
while DC decides what to do with you long term. I don’t need you
until Monday morning. Go back to your hotel, stay out of trouble,
and don’t get shot or killed. Too much paperwork for me if that
happens.”

He said that with such a straight face I had
no idea if he was joking or not. Based on my initial impressions,
he was not. I picked up my new luggage and clothes downstairs and
was introduced to another officer. Dave Miller is the Counter
intelligence guru and he offered to drive me back to the Dedemon
since it was on his way home. He lives off base in some fairly nice
apartment with his family…well, nice for Turkey.

We did some small talk on the twenty minute
ride in bumper-to-bumper Turkish suicide driver traffic. I
mentioned the dispatches from Eastern Turkey and he got kind of
thoughtful and related that the Iranians had stepped up their
activities in the area and were up to something, but for the life
of him he couldn’t figure it out. He said they got real good intel
from the Turkish military in the Eastern provinces since they were
definitely not on board with the government going more
religious…read that as Islamic Fundamentalist. He promised to
provide some more info to me on Monday if I was interested.

He dropped me off back at the Dedemon, and I
grabbed dinner at an outdoor restaurant a few doors down from the
hotel…some sort of fried fish dish and what I think were mashed
potatoes…not bad at all. I got re-acquainted with Efes beer. Still
as nasty and yeasty as I remembered it, but at least I am
postponing the inevitable bout of Ataturk’s Revenge by avoiding the
water. Also stopped at a small clothing shop and picked up some
Turkish pants, a shirt, a coat, a pair of shoes and one of those
Abi hats…you know the ones I mean…the flat fabric cap that the
Brits used to wear when driving their Triumphs and Jag convertibles
in the Sixties. It is still the height of fashion here.

I am now back safely locked in my room. Would
not want to create extra paperwork for Colonel Snarly Face. Going
to read a bit from my Nook. Thank God I downloaded a hundred plus
books on that. I think I will be reading them all before this
little tour of duty is done. Hope your assignment is going better.
I checked for messages from you, but nothing so far, so you must
still be out of physical contact with the Cloud. Yes, I know you
told me you may be out of contact for several weeks. Doesn’t make
it easier. Love you, miss you. Stay safe. Uploading now.

 


June 4th…2000 hours

 


Well, I was a good boy and stayed out of
trouble over the weekend…fat lot of good it did me. It was raining
most of the time anyway. Stayed close to the hotel. Practiced
blending in as a Turk in my native dress and did pretty well even
for me. I do have the talent of merging into the population and
looking like I belong. I think it was the cap that put me over the
top. At least a half dozen Turks spoke to me during my strolls
around the hotel and every indication was they thought I was one of
them.

I had one bad moment when an ASIS military
policeman stopped me and got kind of suspiciously nasty when he
kept asking me questions with words and phrases I was not
comprehending well. I finally dug out my TUSLOG military ID and
showed it to him. He called for an NCO over his radio, but that guy
just told him to let me go in no uncertain terms. Went back to the
hotel after that and stayed pretty much in my room reading on my
Nook.

Dave Miller did call me Sunday afternoon to
see if I wanted to grab a beer. I said sure and we ended up in a
small restaurant near his place. He told me that he definitely
wanted me to check over the Eastern Turkey intel on Monday. He
admitted he had called a couple friends who remembered me from the
good old days of OSI and knew I was considered an expert in counter
intelligence and the Middle East. My reputation has once again
provided me with honest work.

Anyway this morning I reported back to the
Colonel at District 69. He quickly hustled me out of his office
with a “we’ll figure out what to do with you later…stay out from
underfoot until then.” I mentioned I could help Dave with the
Eastern Turkey analysis and he readily agreed to let me spin my
wheels doing that. So, a long day spent reading with brief breaks
to talk to Dave and some of the other guys at the Criminal and
Counter Terrorism desks. Yes, there is some hinky business going on
near Erzurum and Trabzon, the Black Sea coast town in Eastern
Turkey, and it has to do with Iranian smugglers. Might just be the
usual smuggling of gold, tea or drugs, but the contacts being made
are to terrorist groups…Kurds mostly. Well, it made for interesting
reading…almost as good as the Sci-Fi book I am reading back at the
hotel.

I am back in my room now…about 2300 hours
local. The sound of far off gunfire and sirens are lulling me to
sleep. Typical Ankara night. The leftists are either shooting the
rightists or the other way around…or both. Turkey is in kind of a
mess with an Islamic leaning government and half the people wanting
to be more like Iran and half the people supporting the military
and the secular democracy that they have had for almost a century.
Two failed military coups in the last five years is proof things
are far from stable here. And they only failed by a whisker. The
last successful military coup here was over thirty years ago, but
the generals now were lieutenants then and they remember. All for
now. Love you.

 


June 5th…2000 hours

 


Well, I am in Erzurum at my favorite
hotel…The Otel Hotel. Best hotel bar in Turkey. And, after today, I
did spend a couple hours drinking down there. It is a very dark
bar. Few windows, lots of dark wood and pretty cozy. There were six
Brits there. Not in uniform, but I got a strong special forces vibe
off them…either SAS or Royal Marines. As we traded buying rounds
and made light chit chat, one mentioned they were there as part of
a NATO exercise. That got a dirty look from the evident leader, but
I was thinking it was playacting to lead me to faulty conclusions.
As usual, my cover was USAF supply officer on leave, seeing the
historic sites of Turkey. I don’t think they bought that either as
they are trained to detect concealed weapons, and I was
carrying.

Why was I carrying? Well, as soon as I got
into the office this morning the boss called me in and told me that
since I was not permanently assigned to District 69 and would be
heading back stateside in less than 90 days I would be used as a
traveling agent to cover stuff that occurs in Turkey where there is
not a permanent OSI presence. I was given a cell phone to use only
in Turkey and only for emergencies.

I was also issued an OSI Sig Sauer with the
usual OSI Rules of Engagement instructions…for God’s sakes never,
ever fire this weapon…unless you are dying of gunshot wounds or are
ready to hand in your badge and credentials prior to your
court-martial. I swear OSI never changes. They are so paranoid
about an agent firing their weapon and actually hitting someone, I
wonder why they put so much emphasis on fire arms qualifications.
Well, I feel better being armed even if the higher ups in OSI
don’t.

So, I got my travel vouchers, ID documents
and a wad of Turkish Lira. First on the list is Erzurum to gather
more intel on the Iranian situation. Good thing I had expected to
be living out of my suitcase for the 90 day TDY anyway. So, I
grabbed a cab back to the base laundry to pick up my dry cleaning,
then to the Dedemon, packed my new bag with my new clothes, checked
out and headed to the airport. They had booked me on a noon THY
flight, but of course, it was delayed five hours due to “weather
conditions” around Erzurum. So it was a fun afternoon, sitting in
the airport terminal.

Finally, the flight left and obviously the
weather conditions were still iffy since we bucked and bumped like
crazy coming into Erzurum, landing in the middle of a thunderstorm.
Pretty chilly for June as well. Erzurum is as picturesque as
ever…bus to the hotel stopped at a railroad crossing for fifteen
minutes while a working steam locomotive moved at about two feet a
minute hauling an enormously long train of overloaded ore
carriers.

By the time we got to the hotel it was way
too late to either go to the Joint US-Turkish military base or the
Turkish National Police headquarters. I will hit the base first
thing in the morning and talk with the US Army artillery officers
there, maybe the local Turkish military intel people and then drop
in at the TNP. Should be a long day. In any case, probably a long
day of hurry up and wait. Welcome to the life of an OSI Special
Agent in Turkey. I tell you, I am starting to get just a tad
annoyed with all this. I get recalled to active duty so I can snoop
around the boondocks of Eastern Turkey? What is the deal with that?
Oh well, at least I am getting paid to do what any Special Agent in
Ankara could be doing. Love ya. Uploading now.

 


June 6th…1300 hours

 


The 68th anniversary of D-Day. Guess seeing
the Brits yesterday caused me to make the connection to today.
Caught a glimpse of them this morning when I was leaving the hotel.
They were all piling into a beat up looking Range Rover, with a lot
of heavy looking duffel bags. They were dressed for the cold and
drizzly morning with parkas, boots and heavy pants. Not exactly
camouflage looking, but pretty close for civvies. They did not
respond to my cheery wave, choosing to pointedly ignore me. Maybe
they are not morning people.

My first stop was the Joint US Turkish
artillery base. I waited at the front gate, halted in my cab by
Turkish soldiers with old style carbines. They phoned up to the
American portion of the base and a few minutes later a Hummer
rolled up. A cheerful looking Sergeant invited me to hop in and we
took off up a double lane gravel road…well, it would be a single
lane gravel road in America, but here drivers going in opposite
directions try to see how close they can get to having a head-on
collision instead of chancing the sharp drop-offs on either side of
the road.

We roared up the steep hill and after passing
a smaller gate, with US soldiers at the guard post, we pulled up to
a small wooden headquarters building. According to the briefing I
got back in Ankara before I left, the whole US presence up here is
just six small buildings and less than fifty troops. Don’t ask why
they are here. Suffice to say a few of them are artillery officers
and the rest of them pretty much are guarding a small brick
building in the center of their compound.

I went in and met Captain Christopher
Banning, the commanding officer. Banning is short, bald and a chain
smoker. Don’t know if that is a long term habit or just since he
took command here. Mind you, if I was in charge of what is in the
little brick building I would probably be chain smoking also.

He introduced me to Captain Remzi Ozechin of
the Turkish Army. He was dressed in their version of Class A
uniform with coat, white shirt and tie. He had a single row of
ribbons, which I could not identify. Another thing to study and
learn while I am here. He held an impressive saucer cap under his
arm. I felt under-dressed in my Base Exchange polyester blue suit
and hideously striped tie.

Remzi is young for his rank and grins a lot.
And speaks perfect English with an upper crust English accent.
Looks a lot like that Russian dancer on the celebrity dance program
you force me to watch. I knew that would peak your interest.

As we shook hands he greeted me politely,
“Thomas-bey, so pleased to meet you and I hope I can be of service
while you are here.”

I raised a questioning eyebrow to Banning who
shrugged and said, “Remzi-bey is our official interpreter. I
assumed you would need one here on base if you are going to talk to
Turkish military or downtown if you speak with the Turkish National
Police or Jandarma”.

I smiled and turned back to Remzi and spoke
in my barely adequate Turkish (in comparison to his mastery of
English), “I am pleased to meet you Remzi-bey. Yes, I can use you
for the rest of today if you can be spared.”

Remzi and Banning both assured me he could be
spared. Since Remzi was going to be part of my discussions with the
Turkish military, TNP and Jandarma…the “Turkish Militia”, I let him
stay while Banning and I talked in his office. I asked if he had
heard any rumblings of Iranian activity in the area. He assured me
that he had not. Not surprising. Banning would be pretty insular in
his post, rarely leaving the American compound, and when he did it
would only be to the Turkish part of the base or rarely a trip to a
bar downtown.

Remzi followed the questioning with interest
and asked why I was interested. I told him it was routine counter
intelligence follow up. He smiled and nodded, but there was a
seriousness in his eyes and a perking of his interest when I had
first mentioned Iranians. Banning indicated that he was a busy
man…doing what, who knows, but he ushered me out of his office and
told me that Remzi had a vehicle we could use to go meet with the
Turks.

Remzi drove me to the Turkish base
commander’s office and got me in quickly to see him. There was some
tension in the room between the Turkish artillery colonel and
Remzi, but it did not interfere with the quick meeting. Again, no
joy on info on Iranians. The colonel had a very low opinion of
Iran, Iranians and the Iranian military but that is typical for
this part of Turkey. The Turks here have been invaded by the
Russians, and fought Armenians, Kurds, Iranians, Iraqis, Islamic
Fundamentalists and just about anyone else who has lived here for
centuries.

Remzi called ahead to the Erzurum TNP
headquarters and we hopped back into his Range Rover for the trip
into town. As we passed the big metal monument to the people of
Erzurum who died at the hands of the Russian invaders a few
lifetimes ago, Remzi broke the ice by talking about his history. He
was an orphan. The Turkish Army was his family now. He had done
well in school and some teachers with military backgrounds had
sponsored his education through University. He had approached the
army about going to Oxford for an advanced degree and coming back
to become an officer.

It had worked very well for him. He was a
very busy guy, and I strongly suspected he was not an artillery
officer, but an intelligence officer of some sort. I couldn’t
figure out if his friendliness was an act for my benefit to relax
me into giving up more information, or something more genuine. I
wanted to believe the latter. He is a very likeable guy. And the
incongruity of that hoity-toity English accent coming from a
Turkish captain is amusing.

We got to TNP headquarters. A very imposing
stone building. Massive looking even though it is only three
stories high. The local TNP commander was on the third floor, up
worn stone steps. Our footsteps sounded like scraping sandpaper as
the inevitable dirt and dust ground between our soles and the
steps.

The TNP commander was built like his
building. Solid, big boned, silver haired with a huge mustache that
was salt and pepper. He greeted us warmly. Me, more than Remzi,
surprisingly. We were offered the obligatory chai, and sat
patiently while he prepared it from the samovar behind his desk. He
was evidently very proud of it and detailed its history for us. It
was captured from a Russian prince when his division was cut off
and massacred by the Turkish Army. There were some authentic
looking dents and scratches so who was I to doubt him. I’ve seen
more suspicious items get valued in the tens of thousands of
dollars on Antiques Road Show, so who knows, maybe he’s right.

The chai was served in the usual tiny glasses
with equally tiny silver spoons. I optimistically put in two sugar
cubes, but it still was barely drinkable. I do try to like it since
it is a staple of meetings in Turkey, but having seen chai being
prepared behind restaurants and office buildings in buckets and
using hoses attached to very dirty looking spigots, I have this
mental block. It just tastes greasy to me. Even if I see it being
prepared properly as it was here.

Ali Ulusoy, the TNP commander, is very
pro-West, pro-American, pro-Turkish military. He is not happy with
the current government and makes no bones about it. “The bastard
leftists could not control the motherland through their socialist
agenda, so they sold their souls to the Islamist pigs, who would
turn our secular state into a bigger version of Iran. Ataturk would
not be pleased, not pleased at all at the direction they are
turning the country he founded. The leftist pigs would not ever
admit that though.”

I politely nodded throughout the remainder of
a rather lengthy diatribe against the newly invigorated Russia, the
meddling Iranians and the doubly cursed Kurdish rebels who continue
to try to create an independent Kurdistan out of Eastern Turkey and
Western Iraq. When Ulusoy wound down a little I tried to get him
back on point. Remzi was doing a fabulous job translating as far as
I could tell, so I was comfortable in being direct in my
questions.

I asked about any Iranian activity in the
area and Ulusoy smiled slowly and leaned back in his chair. “As a
matter of fact,” Remzi translated from him, “there has been. We
have been truly blessed in our efforts to cut down on Iranian
smuggling through Erzurum. We just caught who we suspect is an
Iranian agent at one of our random roadblocks outside the city. He
tried to bluff his way through, but one of our officers saw through
his lies and arrested him. He had a very suspicious looking metal
camera case with him. Would you like to see it?”

I agreed and we all trooped downstairs and
that is when I got an idea of just how large and complex this
building is. We went down three flights from the ground floor, TNP
officers posted at each landing. And I got the impression that
there may very well be floors below the third level down. We walked
down a long corridor with many branch avenues and doorways. All the
doorways were heavy looking metal with imposing locks.

After a few confusing turns (and I am pretty
sure a couple instances of intentional back tracking) we ended up
in an open bay area. There was a long conference table with several
TNP and Turkish military officers around it. They were all staring
at a metal camera case about eighteen inches square and six inches
thick. They all jumped to attention when Ulusoy entered, even the
army guys.

He laughed and told them in Turkish to relax
and continue their duties. At his hand motion, I approached the
table and case. The others made room for me. Now, you know how well
I did at the IED familiarization course at Eglin in Florida. And
how I did even worse at the EOD overview course at the FBI Academy.
Well, all those hours of training taught me to leave suspicious
looking boxes and bags alone. A healthy respect I advised Remzi-bey
to pass on to the group. There was some laughter and one indicated
that a Turkish bomb disposal expert had been summoned from
Ankara.

I nodded and Ulusoy led me out of the room.
“We are questioning the Iranian in another room. He has been
resistant so far, but we are employing more persuasive methods
now,” he grinned. “Would you like to observe?”

As interested as I was in what exactly the
Iranian was up to, I knew that was something I should not be a
witness to. I told him, through Remzi, that I had other duties, but
that I would be very interested in any info they got from him.

Ulusoy asked where I was headed next and I
told him Jandarma headquarters. His face darkened and in short,
descriptive phrases let me know through Remzi that the Erzurum
Jandarma commander was a puppet of the central Ankara government
and not to be trusted at all.

I nodded and told him that anything I had
seen and heard at TNP would remain confidential. He smiled in a
relieved sort of way and led the way out along the long hallways
and up the stone steps to daylight on the ground floor. We parted
company there and Remzi and I got in his SUV.

Remzi did not start the engine right away.
“If you think you will get any information from the Jandarma
commander, you are mistaken,” he said earnestly. “Ali-bey is
correct. His loyalty is to Ankara, not the people here. Even if he
lets you into his building to see you, he will tell you nothing
useful or, for that matter, true.” He shook his head and grinned,
“But, if you insist, I will take you there. I know it annoys him to
have to deal with the local Turkish military, so that would make
the trip worth it.”

I told Remzi that I worked for a very
nitpicky boss and that if I did not put in my field report that I
had at least tried to speak to the Jandarma, I would be severely
chastised.

Remzi nodded in understanding and started the
Range Rover. We did a U-turn, almost knocking over a local carrying
what appeared to be whole chickens on a huge tray on his head. As
we passed I caught the delightful aroma of roasted chicken through
my open window. I turned to ask Remzi, but he anticipated my
question. “Local delicacy. Roasted heads of sheep. Very popular.
Would you like to try some later?”

I told him I was on a diet. A short five
minutes later we pulled up to a walled and gated compound…Erzurum
Jandarma headquarters. Remzi produced our IDs to the gate guard and
explained that we needed to speak to the commander. The guard, in
semi-military looking fatigues, glanced at me then back to Remzi
with a contemptuous look. He told us the commander was in the field
and did not know when he would return. Without asking, he advised
that no one else would be available to talk to us.

Remzi backed out of the entranceway and we
headed back toward the center of the city. “Someone let the
Jandarma know that you were out asking questions.”

“Who?” I asked.

“Could be anyone. The Jandarma bribes young
Turkish conscript soldiers to keep them informed of what is going
on at the base.” He shrugged as if to say, “What can you do about
it?” He thought a moment more. “Or it could even be someone at TNP
headquarters. Corruption still exists and there are greedy men
willing to sell their mothers for a few hundred Lira.”

By now it was approaching late morning and it
was still cold and raining off and on. “Can you take me to where
the TNP picked up the Iranian?”

Remzi agreed and we sped out a main road to
the east. We passed through a couple check points and I asked if
that was normal. “We have had increased Kurdish terrorism in the
last couple weeks so we instituted more security. If we had not,
the Iranian probably would not have been picked up.”

“Bad luck for the Iranian,” I laughed.

Remzi laughed also. “The only kind of luck
they deserve,” he said.

After about a half hour we got to a narrowing
of the road through some rock formations. Perfect spot to set up a
check point. Excellent visibility in both directions for at least a
couple miles and nowhere to turn around thanks to sharp drop offs
from the road. We stopped just beyond the gap. There was no one in
sight. We got out and started to walk around.

“The TNP moves the location of checkpoints
every twelve hours as a rule,” Remzi commented.

I was quartering the area, looking at the
ground. Don’t know what I was looking for and was pretty sure the
TNP had collected anything of interest when they arrested the
Iranian. After several minutes I was ready to give up and head back
to the hotel, when I caught a flash of white at the base of a
roadside bush. I walked over and had to practically lie on the
ground to reach under the brambles and thorns of the large
soon-to-be tumbleweed. I snared the scrap of paper and pulled it
out. Of course I was now covered in mud on the front of my
clothes.

“I hope that was worth getting dirty for,”
Remzi commented drily.

“Hope so too,” I mumbled as I examined the
paper, thinking it was probably just a gum wrapper. On closer
examination it had obviously been torn from a larger piece of paper
and had writing in pencil. I showed it to Remzi.

“Farsi,” he said in surprise.

“Maybe the TNP missed something after all,” I
said. “I don’t suppose you can translate from Iranian to English,”
I asked.

“Not even Iranian to Turkish,” he replied.
“But I know someone who can.”

After a few more minutes of poking around the
bushes, with no further finds, we headed back to the city. Me, to
change clothes at my hotel. Remzi, to take the paper to a friend in
the Foreign Language department at Erzurum University. Remzi told
me to relax in the bar and have lunch, he would return as soon as
possible with a translation. Sounded like excellent advice, so
after I upload this diary entry I am headed downstairs for an Efes
beer and a Talash Kabob. Take care babe.

 


June 6th…2230 hours

 


Hi Sweetheart. Thought I would upload another
diary entry while waiting for my ride. Yes, I will be out working
tonight. Remzi interrupted my second Efes when he rushed into the
hotel earlier this afternoon. He sat at my table and leaned his
head toward mine conspiratorially.

“I have a translation,” he murmured. “You
understand I had to give the information to my commanding officer,
and at his direction, I also sent it to Ali-bey at TNP
headquarters.”

“Sure, no problem,” I replied with a smile. I
knew he did not have to give me the translation or the further
information that I was not the only one in on the evident secret.
“I understand anything I come up with is going to be shared with
your people…at least the ones here in Erzurum.”

He smiled back. “I am glad you really do
understand our situation out here on the frontier. How would you
like to put in some overtime tonight?”

“The Air Force doesn’t pay us by the hour,” I
commented drily. “What did you find out?”

“The scrap of paper had a time and a place
written on it. No date, so we may be wasting our time for many
nights to come,” he advised. “It listed an apartment building and a
room on the top floor. It also had ‘1:00 a.m.’ after the
address.”

“Do we know who lives there?” I asked.

“Exchange student. Can you guess from what
country,” he grinned.

“Well, well,” I commented. “The Iranian plot
thickens.”

“Ali-bey has assigned four officers to us for
tonight. And my commander at the base is also giving us four
soldiers,” Remzi advised. “I will pick you up at 2330. There is an
exterior fire escape ladder on the side of the building that faces
an alley. It is very dark at night. We can get up to the roof and
drop a listening device onto the Iranian’s balcony. The TNP
officers and soldiers will watch the streets around the building
and let us know of anyone suspicious going into the building near
our expected meeting time,” he paused, waiting for my reaction.

“This is really short notice or I would try
to get some tech people from Ankara to really bug the heck out of
the apartment,” I assured him. “But, this works for flying by the
seat of our pants. I assume we really just want to make sure no one
gets away who shows up at the apartment.”

“Correct Thomas-bey,” Remzi replied. “The TNP
can question anyone we pick up and pretty much find out everything
they know…eventually. This way we may get lucky and overhear
something important before arresting everyone,” he paused a moment.
“I assume you are armed?”

I opened my jacket a bit so he could see the
SIg.

“Good,” he said with a smile. “I would hate
to have to look out for you as well as myself if things go pear
shaped.”

“Jolly good,” I replied with a grin.

He laughed and left with a final observation.
“It gets really cold in Erzurum at night out in the open. A little
rain like we had today could easily become snow flurries even in
June. Wear warm clothes, and if you don’t have any, get some
gloves.”

He took off with a spring in his step. He was
really looking forward to freezing his ass off tonight. With that
in mind I hit the streets looking for a store that sold gloves and
woolen scarves. Got some nice ones. I then headed back to my room
for a nap. Going to be a long night.

I will let you know how it turned out in my
next entry. Probably post it tomorrow sometime. No, I won’t do
anything stupid. I will keep my head low and let the TNP and
soldiers do what they are paid to do. Love you.

 


June 7th…0800 hours

 


Knew you would worry if you downloaded up
until the last entry and didn’t hear anything else posted right
away. I am okay. A little banged up. Okay, moderately banged up. My
left knee is killing me and I have the worst headache I have ever
had. Worse than that night at the Ojai Wine Festival when we were
given all those free drink tickets. Sorry. I know. Not overly
funny. I don’t want you to worry though. Remzi is checking on me
regularly, and last time I saw him, he said he was bringing a
Turkish Army doctor to look me over.

Well, as you could probably tell, things did
not go according to plan last night. We got into position by
midnight, positioned the TNP officers and soldiers around the
apartment building, then Remzi and I climbed the ladder to the
roof. Three story building so not bad. And as it turns out, a life
saver. Any taller and I would be toast.

Remzi did his magic with the listening device
and we huddled near the edge of the roof, but out of sight in deep
shadows. As advertised, it was brutally cold. The drizzle did turn
into sleet at about 0100, and then the wind began to howl. We
honestly could not even see the street below us and talking was
almost impossible. Even through the headphones, we could hear
nothing except the wind. I was about to suggest leaving the roof
when one of the TNP sentries called Remzi on the radio to let us
know two men had entered the apartment building entrance. We
crouched down and peered over the roof ledge to the lit balcony
below. A short time later we could see shadows moving in the
light.

Remzi shrugged, “No sense letting them get
comfortable.” He raised his radio to his mouth and I heard him tell
the TNP and soldiers to enter the building and arrest anyone in the
apartment.

Remzi started to rise to his feet and I
motioned him back down. “Let’s see if anyone tosses anything off
the balcony when the fun starts,” I said into his ear. He nodded
and settled back down.

It was just a few seconds, but seemed much
longer, before we heard a door being slammed open. There were
raised voices, then an automatic weapon started firing, followed by
single shots from both rifles and handguns. Glass shattered on the
balcony and a man stumbled out carrying a briefcase and a pistol.
He fired over his shoulder into the apartment and without a
moment’s hesitation, hurdled the balcony rail and disappeared into
the darkness below.

Remzi and I just looked at each other for a
moment, then I motioned him to the fire escape ladder and lowered
myself as much as possible from the roof ledge down the side of the
building toward the balcony. I heard Remzi cursing in Turkish as he
headed down the ladder and I released my grip on the coping and
dropped six or eight feet to the balcony. That stung.

I got my Sig out and glanced around the
corner into the apartment. A couple soldiers were on the ground,
obviously wounded, but three TNP officers were handcuffing three
very bloody civilians. I yelled my name so they wouldn’t shoot me
too, and moved to the balcony railing. I looked down and through
the snow flakes flying in the wind I could see a large rubbish bin
with plastic bags and cardboard boxes partially covered in white. A
man had just finished climbing out of the bin and was hobbling down
the alleyway. I figured if he could do it so could I.

I was a little more careful than the hurdler
though. I climbed the railing and aimed my jump at the thickest
part of the piled trash. Hoping there were no jagged pieces of
metal or glass, I gingerly stepped out into the wind. Trust me.
That was a long fall. I know it was less than fifteen feet, but it
felt higher. I thought I had successfully made the jump and was
grabbing for the edge of the bin, when I felt a stabbing pain in my
left knee. I had twisted it badly, but the adrenalin was going
strong. Nothing like a foot chase after an armed suspect to dampen
any physical pain. I hopped out of the bin and fell flat on my face
when my knee gave way, but got back to my feet quickly and took up
the pursuit.

That would have been fun for any spectators
to watch. Of course, there was no one out at this time of night to
see. Everyone with a brain in their head was in bed under warm
blankets on a cold snowy night in Erzurum. I saw my quarry as he
reached the end of the alley and turned left onto the main street
at the side of the apartment building. It was a long alleyway,
covered in fresh snow and ice, as well as trash and debris. Not
everyone used the rubbish bin I guess.

I only fell twice before I got to the street.
Once dropping my gun and it slid several feet in the darkness, and
it was a few heart stopping seconds before I found it, picked it up
and continued the chase. Once on the street there were a few very
scattered lights from windows that illuminated the darkness here
and there.

I caught sight of the man a hundred feet in
front of me, moving almost a slowly as me. I hollered at him in
Turkish to stop. He ignored me except to turn around and fire a
couple rounds at me wildly. I didn’t even hear the rounds go by so
he missed by a lot. Or the wind drowned out the sound. I prefer to
think they missed by a lot.

I did not return fire per OSI instructions
and that is when Remzi joined the chase. He sprinted by me like I
was walking (which I may have been by that point). The man in front
of us disappeared between two buildings up ahead. Remzi reached the
opening, but paused a second to check on me. That saved his life.
Or I did. Or both things did.

As I got up to him, he started to turn into
the opening, but I had a nasty feeling about our trigger happy
runner. I grabbed his arm and pulled him back just as several
rounds zipped by just where he would have been standing had he
turned the corner. He had his handgun out and after a quick peek
around the corner from a stooped position, fired a couple rounds
down range.

Remzi held up his hand and motioned me to go
back and around the building while he held the gunman’s attention
there. I made close to decent time running around the building. I
was halfway around when I realized I should have told the
non-crippled Remzi to do the running while I held the pass.

In any case, coming around the building, I
could see where the gap between the two buildings would come out
and started towards it, hugging the side of the brick wall on one
side. I was less than twenty feet from the opening when the guy
popped out, took two staggering steps, saw me, and fired his
gun.

It was a lucky shot. The bullet would have
missed me completely, but it hit the side of the building and
skittered along parallel to it and caught me on the side of my
temple. Don’t worry. It is just a nasty gash, but it hit hard
enough to send me to lala land for a few minutes.

I woke up on the icy pavement, with a
concerned looking Remzi hovering over me. “Are you okay,” he asked
anxiously.

“Aside from a splitting headache, what feels
like a dislocated knee, and an icy feeling from my butt to my
shoulders from lying in the snow, I’m fine,” I grumbled.

Remzi heaved a sigh of relief and helped me
to my feet. I asked him what had happened to the shooter. He
pointed to a huddled mass lying a few feet away in the street. “He
is probably not going to make it,” he advised. “Your rounds hit him
in the legs, but he was still firing at me. I had no choice. He was
not going to surrender.”

“The others in the apartment?” I asked, while
trying to remember firing my Sig. I had no recollection of doing
it. OSI headquarters in Ankara and DC would not be happy.

“Both wounded, but should survive. Two
soldiers were also wounded, but not badly. All are going to the
base hospital. Would you like to come?”

“No offense, but I’ve seen Turkish Army
hospitals and I have the highest respect for any soldier who goes
to one voluntarily and survives,” I grinned to take the sting out
of the truth.

“I agree,” he replied seriously. “But one of
the doctors is really pretty good. He did an internship at Kings
Cross Hospital in London. I will have him go and check on you in
your hotel later. For now let’s get you over to the ambulance and
get you checked out.”

At that point my head started spinning again
and I got very light headed. “Sounds good as long as your doc
doesn’t bother me before noon. I plan on sleeping this headache
away,” I added .

“Good luck with that,” he smiled. “And,
Thomas-bey?”

“Yes?”

“You saved my life,” he looked away a moment,
then turned back to me with a very serious expression. “I consider
that a debt of honor.”

“Oh, you would have done the same for me,” I
said.

He looked at me a long moment. “I believe I
would.”

“In any case, you gave me the most fun
evening I have had in a long time,” I joked. “Now can I get a ride
back to my warm bed?”

“Of course, after the medic looks you over,”
he replied and yelled at one of the TNP officers to help drag me to
the ambulance. I was not helping much with the walking at this
point.

“Thanks, now I owe you,” I said.

“It is nothing. I will not forget,” he again
got serious. “The debt will be repaid.”

I remember nothing of getting to the
ambulance or having the medic bandage me. I vaguely recall a quick
ride in the TNP patrol car to the Otel Hotel and now I am back in
my room. The room does do this weird spinning thing every few
minutes, and the four aspirin tablets I took have not dulled the
knee or head pain yet, but I am, as always, optimistic.

I am going to try to get some sleep and hope
Remzi’s doc has something very strong for the pain when he visits
later. Just remember, I am fine. A little banged up, but then you
always said I was accident prone. Love you. Uploading now.

 


June 12th…1400 hours

 


Sorry about the gap in diary entries. The
last few days have been kind of hazy. Turns out I did have a
concussion. It has been kind of like having a bad flu with fever. I
kept coming in and out, and for a while I was having a hard time
figuring out what was real and what was just dream (mostly bad). By
the time you read this you will undoubtedly have heard what is
going on in Turkey. It is bad. How bad, hard to say right now. Bad
enough that I will be leaving Erzurum as soon as possible and
Turkey not much slower if I can figure out how to do it.

Let’s see…I remember the first morning after
the fight at the apartment building pretty well. Remzi showed up
with a doctor…a major in the Turkish Army. He confirmed a bad
concussion and pulled or possibly torn ligaments in my knee. I got
bandaged up and got some more aspirin. Nothing stronger for pain
until the concussion subsides. After that I was in and out of
consciousness. I have no idea if he put the stitches in my head, or
if it was the medic on the scene of the firefight that sewed up my
head. Whoever it was, they did a pretty neat job.

At one point that morning, I could have sworn
I was reporting in to my old boss in DC, and giving him a personal
after action report on the shootout. I could see him plainly and as
real as Remzi and the doc, but we both know that was impossible. I
was still in Erzurum and Vince is still dead. I remember him asking
appropriate details of the operation, and probing me for what went
wrong, and what few things went right.

“At what point did you realize the roof idea
was ill conceived?” Vince asked.

“On the way up the fire escape ladder, which
I noticed was covered in ice,” I replied.

“What documents were recovered?” he continued
with that interested expression he got when he raised his glasses
to his forehead.

Now that was a good question. I pondered that
a while and suddenly Remzi was sitting by my bed in the hotel.
“What documents were recovered?” I asked as if this was my
idea.

Remzi frowned. “Tickets. Bus tickets from
Erzurum to Istanbul. THY tickets to Frankfurt. Aero Mexico tickets
to Mexico City. A lot of cash. Turkish Lira, Euros, Mexican pesos,
US dollars.”

I was back out for a few hours while my
subconscious worked on that.

I actually had to check my iPhone app to see
if I had made any diary entries and uploaded them to you during the
last five days. In my near delirium I had vivid recollections of
narrating my little adventure to you at least twice. Each time it
was from a different viewpoint. First was Remzi. Then it was the
guy who shot me. I kept running it through my mind…why had it gone
down that way? Even a deep cover Iranian agent, who their
government would deny any knowledge of if he were caught, would be
very reluctant to start a firefight just to avoid arrest. Why not
take your chances with your cover ID and docs? What was so
important? What?

A further visit from Remzi filled in a few
blanks. “The one who was shot had surgically implanted vials of
some unknown substance in his thighs and back,” he reported with a
shake of his head. “A total of 12 were recovered from his body. At
least eight others were smashed into fragments by bullets or the
fall he took.”

“What happened to the vials?” I asked.

He smiled and laughed. “Don’t worry. I made
sure our allies…that’s you guys, by the way,” he said pointing at
me, “received samples. Captain Banning called your superior officer
in Ankara and informed him what had happened.”

I grimaced, “That could not have been a
pleasant conversation.”

Remzi nodded in agreement, “Evidently there
was a lot of screaming until Captain Banning advised that four of
the vials and a sample of the fluid from some of the broken ones
were being flown to Ankara, specifically to his office. We, of
course, are conducting our own investigation at labs in Ankara,
Istanbul and here in Erzurum,” he sniffed, as if that would be
where any positive results would come from, not the stupid
Americans.

“Great,” I said with a sigh of relief. “Does
he know I’m laid up here?”

“Yes,” Remzi nodded, “I think his comment was
that he did not particularly care when he saw you again because of
the chase and gunfire.”

“You did tell him I
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