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AUTHORS NOTE
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PROLOGUE
MAY 22- THE TULI RI VER VALLEY, ZI MBABVE
The sky demons cane in the dark hours before dawn.

Joshua Msoi saw themfirst only as a faint flicker on the horizon and
turned away w thout know ng what he had seen. Joshua, the youngest of
his father's four living sons, had never had any schooling and coul dn't
waste tine or energy in studying the black, star-studded sky or the
wani ng noon. He had to drive his famly's cattle up the dry river
valley to their grazing | ands before sunrise. It was a task that had
consunmed every day of nearly half his short life.

The smal |l boy trudged wearily along the trail, herding the |Iong-honed
cattle with the sound of his voice and the tip of his hardwood staff.

Cowbel I s clanked and jangled in the quiet night air. Everything was as
it had al ways been.

Then t he denons cane-fl ashing cl ose overhead with a how ing roar that
drove everything but fear fromhis nmnd. Joshua stood frozen in
terror, sure that these nonsters of darkness and air had come for his
soul. He wailed aloud as

his thin, tattered shirt billowed up, caught in their clutching,
sand- choked breat h.

And then they were gone-fading swiftly to nmere shadows before vani shing
entirely.

For | ong seconds, the boy stood rooted in shock, waiting hel plessly as
hi s pounding heart slowed and his arnms and | egs stopped trenbling. Then
he started running, chasing frantically after the maddened cattle as

t hey stanpeded away into the darkness.

For as much as Joshua understood them the Puma helicopters, turbine
engi nes howing, mght as well have been denmons. Filled with malign
i ntent and of fearsone appearance, they certainly fitted the
definition.

And they were totally uncaring of a small boy's fears.

It was the smallest of the nmany tragedies that would strike Zi nbabwe
t hat day.

STRI KE FORCE, COMVAND HELI COPTER

the | ead Puma helicopter shook violently, caught in a sudden upward
surge of air, and then nosed over-follow ng the w nding, northward
trace of the

Tuli River valley. Four other canouflaged helicopters followed in
staggered trail formation. The group flew so | ow they were al nost
ski mmi ng the ground, at two hundred kil ometers per hour

Aboard the | ead Puma, Rolf Bel cker bounced agai nst the shoul der straps
holding himin his seat. He |eaned forward and craned his head to see
past the machi ne gunner crouching in the open door. A black, uneven

| andscape filled his limted view



After a noment, he | ooked away fromthe door and sat back. He'd seen
it too often in the past few years to find it very interesting.

Bekker was a tall, lean man with a rugged face. Hi s tanned features
were covered with streaked bl ack and green canoufl age paint. The
African sun had bl eached his short cropped blond hair alnost white. Hs
canoufl age uniformcarried only the three stars of a captain on twn
shoul der boards and a unit patch on his right sleeve. The patch bore
the enbl em of South

Africa's 44th Parachute Bri gade.

He pulled the Velcro cover off his watch and checked the tine. Just
mnutes left to the LZ. Bekker |ooked up and nmet the wi de-open
frightened eyes of the inforner, Nkune.

The black was a tall, thin Xhosa tribesman sitting as far away fromthe
open door as the seating arrangenents would allow. He | ooked out of

pl ace anong the fourteen heavily arnmed paratroopers who were the

hel i copter's other passengers. He was unarned, dressed in worn
civilian clothes. The soldiers wore hel nets, campufl age gear, and
carried conpact and deadly assault rifles. They |ooked very sure of

t hemsel ves. Nkume did not.

The South African officer scowed. He didn't know the black man's ful
nane and he didn't care. Though he realized that the success of this

m ssion depended in large part on this cowardly kaffir, he didn't have
to like it. Bekker's right hand cl osed around the trigger guard of his
rifle and he nodded to hinmself. |f Nkume endangered the m ssion or

Bekker's men in any way, the black would soon be begging for death.
The helicopter pilot's voice filled his earphones.
"I"'min contact with the pathfinders. LZ is clear. Two minutes."

Bekker | ooked back at his nmen and held up two fingers. As they started
checki ng their weapons and gear one |ast tinme, he unbuckled his seat
straps and noved forward to stand behind the Puma's flight crew. He
stared through the cockpit w ndscreen

He woul d not see the landing signal. Only the copilot's infrared
goggl es could spot the |ight marking the drop zone. |Instead, he
studied the terrain, a mxture of patchy grass and brush.

The copilot said, "I have it," and pointed. Bekker held on to the
doorfrane as the Puma banked sharply, turning to the new heading.

They were approaching a relatively open spot, clear of scrub and hi dden
fromtheir objective by a | ow, boul der strewn hill.

The helicopter dipped |lower still and Bekker felt the jar as it touched
do~vn in a swirling, rotor-blown hail of dry grass and sand. He swung
round and junped out onto the ground, followed in a rush by the rest of
his men. Two nore troop carriers | anded seconds | ater, followed by the
| ast helicopter, a gunship. Soldiers enptied out of the transports,
ducki ng | ow beneath sl owi ng, still-turning rotor bl ades.

Assault rifles held ready, the first South African paratroopers were



al ready fanning out into the surrounding brush. A figure detached
itself fromthe shadows and ran to neet them

Bekker waved the soldier over to him They shook hands.
"Kaptein, I'mglad you nade it." Sergeant van Myghen was as tall as

Bekker, but thicker, and much dirtier. He and his pathfinders had
parachuted in hours earlier to secure the | anding zone and scout their
obj ecti ve.

"Anything stirring?" Bekker asked.

"Not hing." The sergeant's contenpt for their opponents was audi bl e.
" But

|'ve got Kenpler posted to keep an eye on the bastards all the sane.
W' re about twenty-five hundred neters fromthe edge of town."

"Good." Bekker |ooked around the small clearing. H's troops were
assenbl ed, ready to march in a spread colum of twos with scouts and
flankers thrown out to warn of any anmbush. Two burly privates stood on
ei ther side of Nkune, each within easy knife reach. And nearby, the
three lieutenants of his stripped-down conpany waited inpatiently for
orders.

He nodded to them

"Al'l right, gentlenen. Let's get going.

Teeth flashed white in the darkness and they scattered back to their
units.

The colum started noving, threading its way through the tangled
vegetation in silence. There were no voices or clattering equiprment to
warn of their approach.

South Africa's raiding force was nearing its target-one hundred and
sixty kilometers inside the soverei gn Republic of Zi nbabwe.

STRI KE FORCE COMVAND GROUP, NEAR GAVWAMBA,

ZI NBABWE

Bekker lay flat along the crest of a low hill overl ooking the town of
Gawanba. His officers and senior NCOs crouched beside him

The soft, flickering light of a wani ng nmoon bat hed Gawanba's houses and
fields in a dimsilver glow. Bekker smiled to hinself. It was
perfect. They woul d have enough light to kill by.

He scanned the valley floor. Small plots of corn, wheat, and cotton

spread outward fromthe town, with cattle enclosures and storage sheds
scattered between them A single main street, paved with asphalt, ran
straight through the center of Gawanba itself. Narrow, unpaved alleys
broke rows of low, tin-roofed hones and shacks into blocks. Two |arge
bui | di ngs domi nated the north end of town-the police headquarters and



the train station.

Bekker checked his watch again. They had |less than three hours to get
in and get out before the sun rose. He rose to his feet.

"Right. No changes to the plan. W've been given a good start,
yent |l enen, and |'m dependi ng on you to nmake the nost of it.

Bekker nmet the eyes of the |ieutenant commanding his first assault
section.

"How s the black? Still holding up?"
Hans Reebeck was a little keyed up, but kept his voice even.

"Nkune's unhappy, sir, but I'mafraid ny nmen aren't too synpathetic."
He forced a grin.

"Just watch the kaffir, Hans. Renmenber, he knows this country well."
Reebeck nodded.

Bekker turned to his other officers.

"On your way then, boys. Send themto hell."

Der Merwe and Heitman sal uted sharply and | oped back to their units.
Bekker and Reebeck followed suit and took their places at the head of
the colum as it started noving flowing silently up over the crest and
down toward the town.

Wt hout any spoken orders, the colum split into thirds.

One section of paratroops noved north, toward the police station
Anot her angl ed south, slipping quietly into a cornfield. Both were out
of sight within mnutes, invisible anmong the shadows.

The rest of the force trotted ahead, spread out into an arrowhead
formation with Bekker and a radionan at the point. It was ainmed
straight at the raid s prinmary objective.

The obj ective-code-named Kudu if it had to be mentioned on the

radi o-was a two-story concrete buil ding one block off Gawanba's nmain
street. Its ground floor was occupied by a small, fanmily-owned grocery
store. But the top floor was an operations center for guerrillas of
the ANC, the African

Nat i onal Congr ess.

The exi stence of the Gawanba operations center hadn't even been
suspected by South Africa's security forces until recently. 1In fact,
they'd first learned of it from Nkume, an ANC guerrilla who'd been
captured while trying to run a shipnment of arnms across the border with
Zimbabwe. In return for his freedom and probably his life, Nkume had
spilled his guts about this ANC headquarters inside Zi nmbabwe.

Bekker scow ed. Zinbabwe and the other border states had agreed to
prevent the ANC from operating on their soil. The lying bastards. He
didn't care whether the ANC was operating here with or w thout the
conni vance of the Zi nbabwean governnment. Bl acks were bl acks, and none



of themcould be trusted to keep an agreenment or |eave well enough
al one.

Now t hey woul d |l earn that defying Pretoria neant paying a high price.

Bekker and his troops reached Gawanba's outskirts and started working
their way down a garbage-strewn dirt road, weapons out and ready.
Houses |ined each side of the narrow street, one- or two-room shacks
with rusting netal screens covering their wi ndows. A dog barked once
in the distance and the South Africans froze in place. Wen it was not
repeat ed, they noved on, staying in the shadows as much as possible.

One block to go. Bekker felt his heart speeding up, anticipating
action.

H s radi oman | eaned cl oser and whi spered, "Sir, second section sends
"Rhi no. "

Good. Der Merwe's nmen were in position-covering the north end of town,
including the road, the rail line, and the police station. He kept
nmovi ng, with his troops cl ose behind.

Suddenly, they were there.

Bekker and his nmen found thensel ves facing the side of the building. a
whi t ewashed wal |l that had no wi ndows. Nkune's information was right,
so far. The radi oman whi spered anot her code word in his ear. Heitman's
third section was in place to the south.

Bekker checked his rifle, took a quick breath, and scanned both sides
of the street. No movenent, at |east not yet.

He gestured, and the teamcrossed in a rush. Hopefully any observer
woul d not recover fromhis initial surprise until it was too late and
they were all out of view Once across, his men took up covering
positions while

Bekker headed for the rear of the building. Nkume, flanked by his two
escorts, followed.

Reebeck net Bekker at the rear and pointed to the back door. It was
solid steel, set in a netal frame, and had no | ock or handl e.

"Alittle much for a small-town grocery, Kaptein, Reebeck observed in

a | ow, hoarse voice

Bekker nodded abruptly. It was the first direct evidence that this
buil ding was nore than it seened.

"Wre it," he ordered.
While a private laid a rope of plastique around the edge of the door

Bekker heard a low rustling as the rest of his men readied their
weapons.

Sergeant Roost, a short, wiry man with a craggy, oft-broken nose,
crouched nearest the entrance and | ooked as if he couldn't wait for the



chance to go through it. Bekker waved hi m back and took his place.

The private with the plastique finished working and noved away. Bekker
nodded to his radi oman. The nan spoke into his handset, waited a
nmonent, then gave him a thunbs-up. Everybody was ready. Bekker

noti oned to the soldier holding the detonator and buried his face in
his arm

An enorrous explosion lit the street for a split second, punctuated by
a solid clang as the building' s steel door blew

i nward and | anded somewhere inside. Bits of doorframe and concrete
fl ew everywhere

Bekker felt the concussion rip at his clothing. Even as he held his
breath, the blast's acrid snmell filled his nostrils. He dove through
the still-snoking opening, followed by half the men of his first
assaul t section.

He found hinself in a single, large room Canned goods fromspilled
stacks, snmashed boxes, and shattered glassware littered the floor. He
was expecting, and saw, a stairway |eading up. Seconds were precious
NOW.

"Two men to search this floor!" he shouted, and bounded up the
stairs.

He took themtwo at a tine and coughed as the exertion forced himto
breat he snoke-filled air.

A wooden door bl ocked the stairs. Wthout stopping, Bekker fired a
long burst into it, then hit the door with his shoulder. Shredded wood
gave way and he landed on his side, rifle pointing down the |ength of

t he buil di ng.

Nobody in sight. He was in what could only be an office, a room
crowded with tables and desks. Doors in the opposite wall opened into
other roonms and corridors. Hs nmnd noted a picture of Marx

prom nently displayed over a desk in the corner

Bekker kept moving, rolling for cover behind a desk and maki ng room for
the men behind him He rose to one knee and | evel ed his weapon just as
a black man carrying an AK47 cane running into the office. Belcker
fired a short burst, heard the man scream and saw himcrunple to the
fl oor.

Sergeant Roost crashed into the roomin tine to see the kill. He

rai sed an eyebrow at Bekker, who pointed to the open door. Roost
nodded and with a single, snmooth notion, tore a concussion grenade off
hi s webbing, pulled its pin, and | obbed it through the doorway.

The sergeant dove for cover as his grenade expl oded, sending a

m nd- nunbi ng shock wave pul sing across the room Both Roost and Bekker
were up and running for the open door before the explosion's echoes

f aded.

Roost was closer and made it first. Junping over the dead man in the
doorway, he flattened hinsel f agai nst one side while Bekker took the
other. Roost took a quick breath, then snapped his head and rifle
around the doorjanb. Bekker heard a startled shout from down the



corridor-a shout that ended in a | ow, bubbling nban as the sergeant
fired a long, clattering burst.

Bekker | eaned out and saw Roost's target lying twitching in a spreading
pool of blood, hit several tines by point-blank fire. The dying
guerrilla had been caught com ng out of the nearer of two other doors
opening onto this corridor

Foot st eps sounded behind him The rest of his men had cl eared the
stairs.

Keep noving, his mnd screaned. Obeying conbat-trained instincts,
Bekker stepped carefully out into the corridor and covered by Roost,
slid slowy along the wall toward the cl osest door

He was hal fway there when anot her bl ack | eaped out, swinging a rifle
around at him Bekker, close enough to tackle the man, threw hinself
prone i nst ead.

Even before he hit the floor, he heard gunfire and felt bullets whip
cracki ng overhead. The guerrilla's eyes opened wide in surprise and
pain, and stayed open in death, as the force of Roost's fire threw him
back against the wall. Bekker had tine to notice the man's bare chest
and bare feet before fear and surging adrenaline brought himupright
agai n.

He dove over the bodies and into the doorway as he heard Roost running
down the corridor. He felt exposed, know ng nobody coul d cover him but
wanting to nmove quickly.

Then he was through the door, rolling clunsily over the tangled corpses
into a small room and scranmbling for any cover he could find. There
wasn't any within reach.

Bekker fired blindly, scanning for targets behind the hail of bullets
tearing up walls, mattresses, and bedding. There weren't any. The
room was enpty.

Roost crashed in behind himand the two nen took a hasty | ook around.

They were in a small bunk roomfilled with five or six neatly arranged
cots and footlockers. Mlitant political posters decorated all four
wal I's. A wooden weapons rack, enpty, stood in one corner

More gunfire and grenade bursts echoed down the hall from other parts
of the building. Roost paused just |ong enough to

repl ace the magazine in his assault rifle and then dashed back out
t hrough the door. Bekker picked hinmself up and with one |ast |ook for
conceal ed guerrillas, followed his sergeant.

Dense, choking, acrid snmoke swirled in the air. Bekker's nose
twi tched.

Even after nore than a dozen firefigghts, he still couldn't get used to
the snell. He |ooked around for his radioman. It was tinme to start
getting control of this battle.

He found Corporal de Vries crouched next to a desk in the outer office,
wat chi ng the stairwell



"Any word from der Merwe or Heitman?" Bekker asked.
"Second section reports activity in the police station, but no .

They both heard ringing and turned around to stare at a phone on one of
t he desks. Bel cker |ooked at his radi oman, shrugged, and picked it

up.

The voice on the other end shook, clearly shocked and nore than a
little frightened.

"Cosate? What's going on down there? Are you all right?"

Bekker's lips twitched into a thin, hunorless smle as he heard the
t ext book- perfect English. He slanmed the phone down hard.

The captain | ooked around.
"Al'l right, the town's waking up." He shouted,

"Roost!" just as the sergeant trotted up with two other nen, a
hal f - eat en pi ece of chicken in one hand.

"Last roomis a kitchen. The floor's clear. No casualties," he
report ed.

Bel cker nodded.

"Good. Now take your squad and start Phase Two. Search the roons,
collect all the docunents you find. And get Nkume up here.

Let's nove." He turned to de Vries.

"The building' s secure. Send "Rooi kat."

As his soldiers started tearing the office apart, Belcker heard the
rattl e of machine-gun fire off in the distance. Fromthe north, he
j udged.

Der Merwe's second section nust be earning its pay. Their job was to
keep the local garrison busy and out of the fight. They were supposed
to shoot early and often, pinning the Zi nbabwean police in their
headquarters and hopeful ly hol di ng casualties on both sides to a

m ni mum

Nkune appeared at the top of the stairs, |ooking tense and rel uctant.

Bekker put on a friendly smle and notioned himinto the room

"Come on,
Nkune, we're al nost done. Show us your hidey-hole and we'll be out of
here.”

The bl ack nodded slowy and went over to the right-hand door, |eading
to one of the roons Bekker's men had cleared. He stepped in and then
backed out, tears in his eyes.



Bekker noved to the doorway and | ooked in at a | arge apartnent,
conplete with its own bathroom A middle-aged bl ack man with gray
pepperi ngbi s cl ose-cropped black hair lay half in, half out of bed, his
chest torn open by rifle fire. The captain stared hard at Nkume and
jerked a thunb at the corpse.

"Al'l right, who's he?"

"Martin Cosate. The cell |eader here. He was like a father to .
" Nku me choked up.

Bekker snorted contenptuously and shoved Nkume into the roomwth the
barrel of his assault rifle.

"Don't worry about the stiff, kaffir. He's just another dead
conmunist. |If you don't want to join him show us the safe."

For just a second, the informer |ooked ready to resist. Bekker's
finger tightened on the trigger, Then Nkune nodded sullenly and wal ked
over to a wooden chest in one corner of the room He pushed it to one
side, knelt, and ran his hands over the floor. After a nonent, he
pressed down hard on one of the fl oorboards and it pivoted up
revealing a small steel safe with a conbination | ock

"Open it, Nkume. And be quick about it!" Bekker was conscious that
time was passing fast, too fast.

The bl ack began turning the safe's dial, slowy, carefully.

Scattered shots could still be heard fromthe north side of town. A
sudden sharp explosion rolled in fromthe south, and Bekker swing
toward his radi oman for a report.

The corporal held up one hand, |istening.

"Third section reports a police vehicle tried to enter town. They
destroyed it with a Mlan, but a few survivors are still firing."

That meant Zi nbabwean casualties. Bekker shrugged nmentally. He was
only supposed to try to minimze collateral damage. Nobody at
headquarters expected mracles. Besides,

a few of their own people killed m ght teach Zi nbabwe's ruling clique
to be nore careful about allow ng ANC operations inside their
bor ders.

Nkune finished dialing the conmbination and turned the safe's | ocking
handl e. Bekker's soldiers pulled himroughly away fromthe hole before
he coul d finish opening the door

"CGet himoutside," Bekker snarled. He |ooked for the |eader of his
attached intelligence team and saw hi m st andi ng near by.

"It's all yours now,

Schoemann. Take your pictures quickly.

Schoemann's nen, one with a special canera, knelt down next to the hole
and carefully renoved inch-high stacks of paper fromthe safe. Bekker



wat ched for a nonent as they took each page, photographed it, and laid
it in the proper order in a pile to one side.

He felt a warm gl ow of satisfaction at the sight. This was the prize,
the real payoff for a nonth of hard training and i ntense preparation
The information contained in this one small safe-ANC operations plans,
equi prent lists, personnel rosters, and nore--would be a gold mne

for

South Africa's intelligence services. And with luck, the ANC woul dn't
even know t hat these once-secret files had been found and copi ed.

More firing sounded outside and shook Bekker out of his reverie. Der
Merwe and Heitman rmust be running into nore resistance than they'd
anti ci pat ed.

Schoemann, on the other hand, clearly had everything under control, so
he sprinted down the stairs and out into the clear night air. Reebeck
Roost, and the rest of his troops were there waiting for him |istening
to the fighting still raging at either end of town. Every man knew
that the clock had been running since they first entered Gawanba, and
fromthe sound of the firing to the north and south, it was running
out .

Bekker stopped near Reebeck.

"Li eutenant, take your team and cover the intelligence people. Send
word as soon as they're finished. |'mtaking de

Vries and going north."
Reebeck nodded and wheel ed to his appointed task
STRI KE FORCE SECOND SECTI ON, NORTH END OF GAWAMBA, ZI MBABWE

Bekker and five nen double-timed north through the streets toward the
police station, equipnent clattering and boots thunmping heavily onto
the dirt. There wasn't time to nmake a cautious, painstaking advance
NOW.

Instead, they'd sinply have to risk an ambush laid by any ANC
synmpat hi zers still at large in the town.

The South African captain didn't believe there was much chance of
t hat .

He'd seen only a few frightened faces in the w ndows-faces that quickly
ducked out of sight at his glance. The townspeople wisely didn't seem
to want any quarrel with the heavily arnmed sol diers running down their

streets.

He pulled up short at a corner and peered around it. Several soldiers
of his second section were visible down the road, in cover and firing

at the yellow brick police station not far away. One man lay spraw ed
and unmovi ng, while another sat white faced, trying to bandage a wound
in his own side. The rest were locked in a full-scale firefight that

wasn't part of the plan.

Bekker pulled his head back and turned to the nen with him



"Set up an anbush two bl ocks down the main street.” He |ooked at his
wat ch.

"You' ve got three mnutes. Go!"

He belly-craw ed forward to the nearest second-section position-two nen
crouched behind a | ow rock wall.

"Where's der Merwe?" he asked.

Bullets ricocheted off the front of the wall and tunbl ed over head at
hi gh velocity, buzzing like angry bees.

One of the paratroopers pointed to the far side of the police
station.

"He headed over there a few minutes ago, Kaptein _
Bekker risked a glance in that direction and sat back.
"Right. Stand by for new orders."

The trooper's hel net bobbed and Bekker craw ed back out of the Iine of
fire. Then he stood and ran to the right, past a row of tiny, one-room
shops still shut for the night. Corporal de Vries followed. Once past
the police station, he turned

toward the sound of the firing, nmoving forward in short rushes from
doorway to doorway.

At last, he was rewarded by the sight of Lieutenant der Merwe, prone
and firing around a corner at one of the police station's barricaded
wi ndows.

Bekker waved hi m back into cover and went to neet him

The lieutenant, his |east-experienced officer, was breathing hard, but
didn't | ook overly excited.

"There are at |least twenty men over there and they' ve got automatic
weapons. We've got them pinned, but right now we're just sniping at
each other."

"And that's what we don't need." Bekker scowl ed as the firing around
themrose to a new crescendo.

"We've got to get themout in the open and finish them before the Pumas
cone in. "

He put his nouth close to der Merwe's ear to make sure he could be
heard over the fighting.

"We've laid an anmbush down the street toward Kudu. Pull your people
out in that direction and we'll give these kaffirs a nasty surprise.

The lieutenant grinned and sprinted back to the rest of his nen,
al ready yelling new orders

Bekker, with two of der Merwe's nen in tow, dashed down a side street
and over toward the ambush position. Sergeant Roost and his radi onan



net himthere.

"Schoemann's finished, Kaptein. Everything's back in the safe just the
way it was. And the Pumas are on the way."

"Excellent. Now, all we've got to do is scrape these damed Zi nbabwean

police off our backs. They don't seemwlling to take no for an
answer . "

Shrill whistles blew behind them signaling the second section's

wi t hdrawal . Bekker grabbed Roost's arm and swung hi m hal fway round.

"Take these two nmen and provide security one bl ock back. Corporal de
Vries will stay with nme."

He noved forward and risked a quick | ook down the main street. Second
section's paratroops had thrown snoke grenades and were shouting, "Pul
back! Wthdraw " |oud enough to be heard in Pretoria.

Bekker checked his rifle and slapped in a fresh nagazi ne, then took a
fragnentati on grenade off his battle dress. He flattened hinself

agai nst the wall of one of the houses and saw his troops run by in
apparent headlong retreat. They were still dropping snoke grenades
behind them filling the street with a white, swirling mst.

Bekker waited, the seconds passing slowy, his reflexes desperate to do
something to burn off the adrenaline in his bloodstream Deliberately
sl owi ng his breathing, he held his position for another nonment, and

t hen anot her.

He heard shouting and running feet. Then the shouting resolved itself
into orders in Shona, the chief tribal |anguage used in Zi nbabwe. He
saw nmen appear out of the snmoke and run past his alley. They were

bl acks, arnmed with assault rifles and dressed in conbat fatigues. Mre
sol di ers than police, Bekker thought.

They streamed by, running full tilt right into the mddle of his
killing zone. Now

"Fire! Shoot the bastards!" Bekker screaned. He pulled the pin off
his grenade and tossed it into the snoke, back up the street. The
Sout h

Africans hidden in buildings and alleys on either side of the street
opened up at the sanme nmoment-sprayi ng hundreds of rounds into the
startl ed Zi nbabweans.

Hal f hi dden by the snoke, the Zi nbabwean troops screanmed and jerked as
the bullets hit them Mst were cut down in seconds. Those who
survived the first lethal fusillade seenmed dazed, confused by the

sl aughter all around them

Bekker's grenade went off, triggering nore screams. He raised his
assault rifle and started firing short, ained bursts. Each time he
squeezed the trigger, a black soldier fell, some in a spray of bl ood
and some just tossed into the dust. H's radioman was also firing and
he coul d hear

Roost shouting in triunph as well. Trust the sergeant to get into
it.



Bekker let themall shoot for another five seconds before reaching for

t he conmmand whi stle hung round his neck. Its shrill blast cut through
the. firing-calling his nen to order. There wasn't any novenent anong
t he heaped bodies on the street. 1In the sudden silence, he could hear
t he

Pumas coming in, engines roaring at full throttle.

Their rides home were arriving.

STRI KE FORCE RENDEZVOUS PO NT, QUTSI DE GAWAMBA, ZI MBABWE

Hands on his hips, Bekker watched his force prepare for departure.

Rotors turning, three transport helicopters sat in a small cornfield
just outside of small-arns range of the town, while a Puma gunship
orbited in lazy spirals overhead. Paratroops were streamng into the
area fromthree directions. The whine of high-pitched engines, the
dust blown by still-turning blades, and the mlling troopers waiting to
| oad created what appeared to be conpl ete chaos. Bekker's eye noticed,
t hough, that the wounded were being | oaded quickly and gently, and that
his first section, according to plan, was posted for area security.

Corporal de Vries was still at his side and reached out to grab his
shoul der. The radi onan had to shout to be heard.

"The gunship reports ten-plus troops two streets over!™

Ref | exi vel y, Bekker glanced up at the Puma overhead. It had stopped
circling and was noving forward, nose pointed at the reported position
of the eneny. Time to go.

He started noving toward his assigned helicopter, walking calmy to set
an exanmple for his troops. The wounded were all |oaded and the rest of

the nmen were hastily filing aboard.

He stopped near the open helo door and turned to his radi oman.

"Tell first section to start pulling out.”" His order was punctuated by
t he sounds of heavy firing, and he | ooked up to see smoke streani ng
back fromthe gunship's thirty mllimeter cannon

Bekker heard Reebeck's voice shouting, "Snoke!"

Seconds later, every man in the first section threw snoke grenades
outward, surrounding the |landing zone with a few mnutes' worth of
preci ous cover.

As the separate white clouds of snoke billowed up and bl ended toget her
cutting visibility to a few yards, half of Reebeck's nmen sprinted from
their positions to a waiting helo. The gunship's cannon roared again,
urgi ng even greater speed.

Al the other South African troops were aboard now, except for Bekker
who stood calmy next to his helicopter and watched.

A minute | ater, Reebeck and the rest of his men broke away fromthe
perimeter and raced for their helicopter



As they cl anbered aboard, Bekker heard a sharp popping noise over the

Pumas' how i ng engi nes and the wi nd screaning off their faster-turning
rotor blades. R fle fire. He realized that the Zi nbabweans were
shooting blindly into the snmoke, with a fair chance of hitting
something as large as a helicopter. He forced hinmself to stand
noti onl ess.

Reebeck stood next to him nentally ticking off names as his troops
boarded. As the last man scrambled in, Reebeck | ooked over at Bel cker
and punped his fist. The two officers swing aboard simultaneously and
hung on as the Puma |ifted ponderously out of the |anding zone.

As they lifted clear of the snoke, Bekker could see the gunship pulling
up as well, gaining altitude and distance fromthe small-arns fire on
the ground. Bodies littered the three bl ocks between the main street
and the edge of town.

The Punas gained nore altitude and he saw dust rising on the road off
to the north. He took out his field glasses. A line of black specks
were noving south at high speed. A Zi nbabwean relief force, headed
straight for the town. He grinned. They were too late. Too late by
ten mnutes, at least. And if you'd made it, you'd have died, too, he
t hought .

As if to enphasize that thought, a pair of arrowheads flashed cl ose
overhead. Bekker tensed and then rel axed as he recognized the Air
Force

Mrage fighters sent to provide air support if he had needed it. He
al so knew that at high altitude, other Mrages were naking sure that
t he

Zi mbabwean Air Force left his returning helicopters unnol ested.

The Punmas continued to clinb, powering their way up to six thousand
feet.

There was no further need for stealth, and even that |ow altitude gave
a much smoother ride than they'd had on the way in. The paratroopers

wer e unl oadi ng and checki ng their weapons, dressing mnor wounds, and

already starting to nmake up lies about their parts in what had been a

very successful raid.

Bekker safed his own rifle, then relaxed a little. He made sure his
seat belt was secure, then lit a cigarette. Draw ng the snoke deep
into his lungs, he went through every step of the acti OD-|ooking for
m st akes or things he could have done better. It was a famliar
after-battle ritual, one that cleared his nind and cal med his nerves.

Several minutes later, he finished his cigarette and tossed the butt
out the open door. Some of his men were still talking quietly, but
many had cl osed their eyes and were fast asleep. Posthattle exhaustion
and a long ride were having their effect.

Nkune seemed to be the only person full of energy. He was visibly
relieved at having cone through the raid unscathed. And he had a nmuch
brighter future ahead. South African intelligence had prom sed him
much for opening the ANC s secret safe. Not only would he be spared a
prison termor death, he'd also be given an airline ticket to Engl and,



a forged
British passport, and a | arge cash paynent to start a new life.

Bekker saw Nkune smiling and waved to him Nkume waved back, all his
earlier fears forgotten in his exhilaration. The South African captain
patted the enpty seat by his side and waved the bl ack over

Bent | ow beneath the cabin ceiling, Nkume grabbed a metal frame to
steady hinself against the helicopter's notion and made his way across
to

Bekker. He | eaned over the captain, saying sonething that Bekker
couldn't make out over the engine noise. The South African nodded
anyway and reached out to put his left hand on Nkune's shoul der

Wth his right hand, he reached across his chest to the bayonet knife
on his web gear. 1In one fast notion he pulled it out of its sheath and
jamred it into Nkune's chest, just bel ow the sternum

The black's face twisted in surprise and pain. He let go of the
ceiling and grabbed at his chest, nearly doubled over by the fire in
his heart.

Bekker could see himtrying to scream to say sonething, to nmake sone
sound.

Bekker pulled his knife free and yanked t he wounded nman toward the open
door. Nkune realized what was happeni ng, but was in too nmuch pain to
resist. Too |late, one hand feebly grabbed at the doorframe, but his
body was al ready outside the Puma and falling. The enpty, unsettled

| and bel ow woul d swal | ow Nkume' s corpse

Bekker didn't even watch himfall. He cleaned off his knife and
resheathed it, then | ooked around the cabin. The few nen who were
awake were | ooking at himw th surprise, but when he net their eyes,
t hey | ooked away, shrugging. |If the commander wanted to kill the

i nforner, he probably had a good reason

Bekker had al ready been given the only reason he needed. Oders were
orders. Besides, he agreed with them Anyone who turned his coat once
could do it again, and this operation was too sensitive to risk

conprom sing. And Nkume's crimes were too grievous to forgive. South

Africa's security forces mght use such a man, but they would be sure
to use hi mup.

H s |ast duty performed, Rolf Bekker closed his eyes and slept.



CHAPTER

@ imrering

MAY 23- ANC OPERATI ONS CENTER, GAWAMBA,
Z| NBABWE

A light, fitful breeze brought the snmell of death to Col. Sese
Luthuli's nostrils.

He took a careful breath and held it for a noment, willing hinself to
ignore the thick, rancid aroma of rotting neat. Luthuli had seen and
snelled too many corpses in his twenty five years with the African

Nati onal Congress to let a few nore bother his stomach. The sound of
strangl ed coughi ng behind himremnm nded the col onel that nmost of his
bodyguards weren't so experienced. He frowned. That would have to
change.

To liberate South Africa, Urkhonto we Sizwe, the ANC s nilitary w ng
needed hardened conbat veterans, not green-as-grass boys like these. O
like the fools who'd I et thensel ves be butchered here at Gawanba.
Luthuli eyed the orderly row of dead men before himangrily. Twelve
bull et-riddl ed bodies covered by a dirty, bloodstained sheet. Twelve
nore trophies for the Afrikaners to crow over

"Col onel ""

Luthuli turned to face his chief of intelligence, a young man whose
i ce-cold eyes were magni fied by thick, wire rimred spectacl es.

"We've finished going through the w eckage."

"And?" |,uthuli kept his voice even, concealing his anxiety and

i mpati ence.

"The docunment cache is intact. |'ve been able to account for
everyt hi ng

Cosate and his staff were working on. Including the staging plans
for

Br oken Covenant."

The colonel felt slightly better at that. He'd been fearful that
Br oken

Covenant, the nost anbitious operation ever conceived by the ANC, had
been bl own by the South African raid. Still, he resisted the
tenptation to relax conpletely.

"Any signs of tanpering?"

"None." The chief of intelligence took off his glasses and started
pol i shing them on his sl eeve.

"Everything el se upstairs has been ransacked-desks enptied, closets and
cupboards pulled apart, the usual tradenmarks of the Afrikaner bastards.



But they didn't find the safe.”
"You're sure?" Luthuli asked.

The younger nman shrugged.

"One can never be absolutely certain in these cases, Colonel. But |'ve
talked to survivors fromthe garrison. Things were pretty hot and
heavy around here during the firefight. | doubt the

Afrikaners had time to thoroughly search the center before they pulled
out .

If they came | ooking for docurments, | think they enptied the desks and
called it a success." He |ooked snug.

Luthuli's tenper flared. He swung round and stabbed a single, |ean
finger at the row of corpses.

"It was a success, Major! They've put rather a serious dent in our
Sout hern Operations staff, wouldn't you say?"

The smug | ook vani shed fromthe other man's face, w ped away by
Luthuli's evident anger. He stamered out a reply.

"Yes, Colonel. That's true. | didn't nmean to inply-"
Luthuli cut himoff with an abrupt gesture.
"Never mind. It's uninportant now "

He stared south, toward the far-off border of South Africa, invisible
beyond the horizon. Gawanba's vulnerability had already been all too
convi ncingly denonstrated. They'd been | ucky once.

They m ght not be lucky a second tinme if the Afrikaners cane back. He
shook his head wearily at the thought. No profit could be gained by a
continued ANC presence in the town. It was time to |eave.

He turned to his intelligence chief.

"What is inportant, Major, is to get every last scrap of paper out of
this death trap and back to Lusaka where we can assure its safety. 'l
expect you to be ready to nove in an hour

Is that clear?"

The younger man nodded, sketched a quick salute, and hurried into the
fire-blackened building to begin work.

Luthuli's eyes followed himfor an instant and then slid back to the
cloth-covered corpses lining the street. The spiritless husk of
Martin

Cosate | ay somewhere under that bl oodspattered sheet. The colonel felt
his hands clench into fists. Cosate had been a friend and conrade for

nmore years than Luthuli wanted to remenber.

"You will be avenged, Martin," he whispered, scarcely aware that he was
speaki ng al oud. An apt phrase crept into his mnd, though he coul dn't



renenber whether it came fromthose | ong-ago days at the mission schoo
or fromhis university training in Mscow.

"They whom you slay in death shall be nore than those you slewin
life."

Luthuli forced a grimsmle at that. It was literally true. Cosate's
pl anni ng for Broken Covenant had been flaw ess. And if the operation
wor ked, his dead friend woul d be avenged a thousand tines over.

The col onel marched back to his camoufl aged Land Rover, surrounded by
bodyguards eager to be away from Gawanba's dead. The |ong drive back
to

Lusaka and vengeance | ay ahead.
MAY 25- QUTSI DE THE HOUSES OF PARLI AMENT
CAPE TOMW

lan Sheffield stood in the sunlight against a backdrop calculated to

i npress viewers-the Republic of South Africa's Houses of Parliament,
complete with tall, graceful colums, an iron' rail fence, and a row of
anci ent oak shade trees |ining

Governmrent Avenue. A light breeze ruffled his fair hair, but he kept
his face and bl ue-gray eyes fixed directly on the TV M ni cam ahead.

To sone of the network executives who'd first hired himas a
correspondent, that face and those eyes were his fortune. 1In their
narrow worl dview, his firmjaw, friendly, easygoing smle, and frank
expressive eyes made himtel egenic without being too handsonme. They'd
regarded the fact that his | ooks were backed up by an analytical brain
and a first-rate witing talent as welcone icing on the cake.

"South Africa' s nost recent attack on those it calls terrorists conmes
at a bad tinme for the Haymans governnment. Bogged down in a grow ng
econom c and political crisis, this country's white | eaders have pinned
their hopes on direct talks with the ANC-the main bl ack opposition
group. So far, nore than a year of fitful, stop-and-start negotiations
haven't produced nuch

the ANC s return to open political organizing; a tenmporary suspension
of its guerrilla war; and an agreenent by both sides to keep tal king
about nore substantive reform

"But even those small victories have been jeopardi zed by | ast week's
conmando raid deep inside neighboring Zi nbabwe. Wth nore than thirty
ANC guerrillas, Zi nmbabwean sol diers, and policenmen dead, it's hard to
see how

Presi dent Haymans and his advi sors can expect further progress from
tal ks aimed at achi eving peace and political reform Fromtalks that
noder at es here had hoped woul d hel p end the continuing unrest in South
Africa's black townships.

"Now t he governnent's own security forces have hel ped bury even that
faint hope, and they've buried it right beside the nmen killed three
days ago in



Zi nbabwe.

"This is lan Sheffield, reporting from Cape Town, South Africa.

| an stopped tal king and waited for the red M nicam operating light to
wink off. Wen it did, he smiled in relief and carefully stepped down
of f the canera carrying case he'd been standi ng on-wondering for the

t housandth time why the best canmera angles always seemed to be two feet
hi gher than his six-foot4 all body.

"Cood take, Jan. " Sam Know es, Sheffield s canmeraman, sound man and
technical crew all rolled up into one short, conpact body, pulled his
eyes away fromthe M nicam pl ayback nmonitor and smil ed.

"You al nost sounded |ike you knew what the hell you were talking
about . "

lan sm | ed back.

"Why, thanks, Sam Coming froman ignorant techno slob Iike you,
that's pretty high praise." He tapped his watch

"How nmuch tape did | waste?"
"Fifty-eight seconds."

I an unclipped the mke attached to his shirt and tossed it to
Know es.

"Fifty-eight seconds in Cape Town. Let's see .. . He |loosened his
tie.

"I'"d guess that's worth about zero seconds in New York for tonight's
br oadcast . "

Knowl es sounded hurt.

"Hey, c¢'mon. You night get sonething nore out of it.

|l an shook hi s head.

"Sorry, but |I gotta call '"emlike | see em
of his jacket and then thought better of it.

He started to shrug out

Tenperatures were starting to fall a bit as southern Africa edged into
wi nter.

"The trouble is that you just shot fifty-eight seconds of analysis, not
hard news. And guess who's gonna wind up on the cutting-room fl oor
when the network boy" stack us up against some gory big-fig accident

f oot age from Bat on Rouge."

Knowl es I, knelt to pack his canmera away.

"Yeah. Well, then start praying for a nice juicy catastrophe somewhere
close by. | pronised Monma

I'd win a Pulitzer Prize before | turned forty. At this rate, |I'm not

ever going to make it."



lan smled again and turned away before Knowl es could see the snile
f ade.

The caneraman's |ast comrent cut just a bit too close to his own secret
hopes and fears to be truly funny. Television correspondents weren't
eligible for Pulitzers, but there were other awards, other forms of
recogni tion, that showed you were respected by the public and by your
peers. And none of themseened likely to conme lan Sheffield s way--at
| east not while he was stuck broadcasting fromthe Republic of South

Africa

Stuck was the right word to describe his current career, he decided. It
wasn't a word that anyone woul d have used up until the past severa
nont hs.

He' d been what people called a fast-tracker. An honors graduate from

Col unbi a who' d done a bare one-year stint with a |ocal paper before
nmovi ng on to bigger and better jobs. He'd worked as an investigative
reporter for a couple nore years before junping across the great
journalistic divide fromprint to television. Luck had been with him
there, too. He'd gone to work for a Chicago-area station w thout
getting sidetracked into "soft" stories such as sunmmrer fads,
entertainment celebrities, or the |latest diet craze. Instead, he'd
made his name and earned a network slot with an expl osive weekl ong
series on drug smuggling through O'Hare Internationa

Airport. Once at the network, a steady stream of nore hardhitting
pi eces had gained the attention of the higher-ups in New York. They'd

even slated himto fill an upcom ng vacancy on the Capitol Hill beat in
Washi ngt on,

D. C

That marked lan Sheffield as a star. It was a short step from Capito

H 1l reporting to the Wite House slot itself. And that, in turn, was
the surest route to an anchor position or another prime-tinme news show.
At thirty-two, success had seened al nost inevitable.

And then he'd made his m stake. Nothing big. Nothing that woul d have
mattered rmuch in a | ess ego-intensive business.

He'd been invited to appear on a PBS panel show called "Bias in the
Medi a. "

One of the network's top anchornen had al so been there. lan could
still remenber the scene with painful clarity. The anchor, asked about
evi dence of bias in nightly news shows, had answered with a

| ong-wi nded, ponpous dissertation about his own inpartiality.

That was when lan had screwed up. Pronpted by the noderator, he'd
practically sunk his teeth in the anchor-citing case after case when
the man's own wel | -known political opinions had shown up in the way
stories were reported. It had been an effective performance, one that
earned hima rousing ovation fromthe studi o audi ence and a withering
glare fromthe anchor,

He hadn't thought any nore about it for weeks. Not until his pronised
promotion to Capitol H Il vanished, replaced by a sudden assignment as



a foreign correspondent based in Cape Town.

That was when he realized just how badly he'd pissed off the network
brass. South Africa was w dely regarded as a graveyard for anbitious
journalists. Wen the country was quiet, you didn't have anything to
report. And when things heated up, the South African security services
of ten cl anped down-meking it alnost inpossible to get any dranmatic

f oot age out of the country. Even worse, the current governnent seened
to be following a policy of unusual restraint. That meant no pictures
of police whipping anti apartheid denonstrators or firing shotguns at
bl ack | abor-union activists. The result: practically zero airtine for
reporters trying to work in South Africa. And airtinme, the nunber of
m nutes or seconds you occupied on America's television screens, was
the scale on which TV reporters were judged.

| an knew how far he'd slipped on that scale. Since arriving in Cape
Town nearly six nmonths ago, he'd filed dozens of stories over the
satellite links to New York. And he'd shown up in Anerica's living
roonms for a grand total of precisely four mnutes and twenty-three
seconds. That was oblivion, TV-style.

"Hey, Sheffield! You alive in there, boyo? You ready to go?"

I an | ooked up, startled out of his depressing reverie by Know es's
Voi ce.

Wth pieces of canera gear and sound equi pnent strapped to his back or
dangling fromboth hands, his technician | ooked nore |ike a pack mule
than a nan.

"Ready and willing, though not very able, Sam" |Ian reached over and
pl ucked a couple of carrying cases out of Know es's overl oaded hands.

"Let me take those. | mght need you without a hernia sonetine."
The two men started wal king back to their car, a dented Ford station
wagon. It had been another wasted trip on another wasted day. Ilan
nmoodi | y ki cked a piece of |oose gravel out of his path, sending it
skittering down the avenue past the highly polished shoes of an
unsm | ing, gray-jacketed policeman.

"Ch, shit," Know es muttered under his breath.

The policeman stared coldly at the two Anmericans as they cane cl oset
and held out his left hand.

"Papers!"

Both Ian and his caneraman awkwardly set their gear down and fished

t hrough crowded pockets for passports and work permts. Then they
stood waiting as the South African idly |leafed through their docunents,
a sneer plastered across his narrow face.

At | ast he | ooked up at them

"You are journalists' ?"

lan could hear the contenpt in the nan's voice and felt his own tenper
rising. He kept his words clipped.



"That's right. American journalists.
Is there sone kind of problenf"
The policeman glared at himfor several seconds.

"No, Meneer Sheffield, there is no problem You are free to go. For
the nonent. But | suggest you show nore respect in the future.”

| an reached for their passports and permits and saw themflutter to the
ground as the South African let themfall beyond his fingers. Mnths
of petty slights and nounting frustration came to a boil in a single
instant. For a split second he saw the policeman's body as a
succession of targets. First the solar plexus. Next that arrogant,
perfectly shaped nose. lan's hands curled, ready to strike. He'd
denonstrate what he'd learned in two years of self-defense classes back
in the States.

Then he noticed a triunphant gleamin the other man's eyes. Strange.

Why' d he | ook so happy? Rational thought returned, overriding anger
The bastard wanted to provoke a fight. And granting himhis w sh would
mean trouble. Big trouble.

Instead, lan knelt wi thout a word and picked up their scattered
papers.

CGetting deported was not the way he wanted to |l eave this country.

As they unl ocked the station wagon, Know es risked a gl ance back over
hi s shoul der.

"That son of a bitch is still watching us.

W thout |ooking, lan slid behind the Fiesta' s wheel

"Peni s envy, probably.
H s caneraman | aughed softly and shut the door
"Cheer up, lan. |If the government ever lets thugs like Little Boy

Nazi there oft' the |leash again, you'll have plenty of blood and gore
to report on."

As he pulled away fromthe curb, lan studied the rigid, uniforned
figure still staring after them Know es might just be right. For
sone reason that didn't make himfeel nuch better

MAY 29- THE M NI STRY OF LAW AND ORDER, PRETORI A, SOUTH AFRI CA

Karl Vorster's private office matched his personality. A scarred

har dwood floor and plain white walls uncluttered by portraits or

pi ctures enclosed a snall roomenpty except for a desk and a single
chair. The | ow background hum of a ventilating system marked Vorster's
sol e apparent concession to the nodern age.

It was a concession he made unwi | lingly, because, |ike nmany
Afri kaners,



Karl Vorster preferred the past. A myth filled past of constant
sacrifice, hardship, and heroic death that colored every part of his
life.

Three hundred years before, his ancestors had braved the terrible
dangers of the sea to settle on Africa' s southernnost point, the Cape
of Cood

Hope-enticed fromtheir native Holland with thousands of others by an
offer of free farmand. Over the next decades, they'd conquered the

| ocal tribes while carving vast honesteads out of the arid w | derness.
These cattle farmers, or Boers, saw thenselves as direct spiritua
descendants of the Hebrew patriarchs, |leading their flocks and
followers to better |ands under God's good gui dance.

Nearly a century and a half later, the Vorster clan joined the G eat
Trek outward fromthe Cape. They drove their cattle and their servants
first into Natal and then over the Drakensberg Muuntains to the high
open | ands of the Transvaal, deternined to escape both British col onial
rule and interfering abolitionist mssionaries.

God granted themvictory over the warlike Zulus, but He did not shelter
themfromthe British, always just a step behind. It wasn't |ong
before



London's col onial administrators and sol diers cast their covetous eyes
northward, toward the rich gold m nes of the Afrikaner-ruled
Transvaal .

When war broke out at the dawn of the twentieth century, Vorster's

gr andf at her fought as a menber of the |local commandos riding rings
round the British troops occupying his conquer cd |land. After |eading
a series of daring raids he'd finally been captured and executed. His
wi fe, penned in a British "concentration canp,"” died of typhoid fever
and starvation, along with twenty-six thousand ot her Afrikaner womnen
and children.

Vorster's father, a domnie in the Dutch Reforned Church, never forgot
or forgave the British. And when the Second Worl d War broke out, the
domi nie joined the tens of thousands of Afrikaners who'd both prayed
openly and acted secretly for a Nazi victory. Disappointed by
CGermany's defeat, he'd gloried in the 1948 el ection victory that

br ought the

Afri kaner-dom nated National Party to power and nmade apartheid the | aw
of the | and.

The dom nie gave his only son three inperishable inheritances: an

abi ding contenpt for the English and other U tlanders, or foreigners; a
firmconviction that God ordai ned the separation of the races; and an
unyi el ding conmtnent to the preservation of Afrikaner power and

purity.

Those were beliefs Karl Vorster had never abandoned in his own rise to
power and position. And now he stood high within the ranks of South

Africa's ruling elite.

The minister of law and order closed the file folder in front of him
nodded slowy in satisfaction, and let the trace of a smle appear on
hi s harsh, square-jawed face

"Good work, Muller. This little raid you dreamed up has put the fear
of God into kaffirs across the continent. And it couldn't have cone at
a better tine for us."

"Thank you, Mnister." Erik Miuller relaxed slightly, though he kept
his | ean, wasp-wasted frame at attention. Vorster insisted that his
subor di nat es show what he consi dered proper deferencc-something Miller
never forgot.

"I had feared that the President m ght be somewhat unhappy w th our
actions. "

Vor ster snort ed.

"Happy or unhappy, it doesn't matter. Haynmans doesn't have the votes
to touch ne. Not in the cabinet and not anong the

Broeders. \What does matter is that we've scotched this foolish idea of
talks with a bunch of |lying blacks. That's what counts."” He thunped
hi s desk for enphasis.

"Yes, Mnister." Miller's right foot brushed against the briefcase
he'd brought into Vorster's inner office. Sudden excitenent at the



t hought of what it contai ned made hi m sound breat hl ess.

"And of course we al so obtained a fascinating piece of intelligence
fromthe Gawanba safe house."

Vorster | ooked nore carefully at his director of mlitary
intelligence.

The Directorate of Mlitary Intelligence, the DM, was responsible for
strategic intelligence-gathering including data on the black guerrilla
nmoverments warring on South Africa. A cabinet reshuffle had |ong since
brought many of its day-to-day operations under Vorster's authority,
and in that time he'd cone to trust Erik Muller's calm cold

pr of essi onal i sm

But now the expression on the man's face rem nded him of a cat cone
face-to-face with an extra | arge saucer of cream

"CGo on."

"You' ve seen the list of documents Bekker's team copi ed?"

Vor st er nodded. Wen he'd read the DM report, he'd sinply skinmed the
page-| ong conpil ati on of ANC personnel rosters, equipnent lists, code
words, and the like. Nothing on it had struck himas being especially
i nteresting or significant.

Muller laid his briefcase on the desk and unl ocked it.

"Not everything they found went on that list, Mnister. | kept a
particul ar group of docunents separate. "

He handed Vorster a sheaf of papers.
"These refer to an upcom ng speci al
ANC operation. Sonething they've called Broken Covenant."

He stood silently as Vorster thunbed through the papers, watching with
interest as the older man's face darkened with rage.

"God in heaven, Miller! These damed bl acks are grow ng

too bold by far. Vorster's call oused hands tightened, crunpling the
docunents he still held. He stared at his subordinate.

"Coul d such a nonstrous thing really be done?"

Miul | er nodded sl owy.

"I believe so, Mnister. Especially wthout extraordinary security
precautions on our part. |It's actually quite a workable plan." He
sounded al nost admi ri ng.

Vor ster scow ed.

"And what's being done to kill this thing in its cradle?" He pointed
to the papers in front of him

"Nothing .. . as yet, Mnister."



Vorster's scow grew deeper

"Expl ain yourself, Meneer Muller. Tell me why you've ignored such a
serious threat to this governnent!"

Mil l er's pal e blue eyes stayed fixed on his superior

"I"'ve referred this matter to you, Mnister, because it occurred to ne

that it mght serve a nunmber of political purposes. | thought you
m ght want to personally informthe President of this plan's existence.
After all, nothing could nore clearly denonstrate the foolishness of

trying to negotiate with our enemies.

Slowy, alnost inperceptibly, Vorster's scow faded into another
thin-1ipped snile.

"l see. Yes, | do see."

The younger man was absolutely right. A mpjority of his cabinet

col | eagues seened blindly determ ned to quiet the current round of
raci al unrest with words. Wrds! Wat idiocy! Vorster knew that

bl acks respected only one thing power The power of the whip and the
gun. That was the only real way for true Afrikaners to maintain their
baasskap, their mastery, over the nonwhite races of South Africa. How
else could 4.5 nmllion whites avoid being subnmerged by the 24 million
others they ruled? Too many in Pretoria and Cape Town had forgotten
those nunbers in this hateful rush toward "noderation. "

As Muller said, it was tinme to renmind them

Vorster eyed his subordinate. The man's instincts were good, but his
arrogance was an irritation. The Scriptures were clear. Sinful pride
opened a doorway for Satan's whispers. Perhaps Miller needed a small
taste of the lash hinmself. Not rmuch. Just enough to keep his nind
focused on his true master.

Wth short, powerful strokes he began snoothing the docunents he'd
crushed.

"Very clever, Miuller. Not too clever for your own good, | hope?"
Mul | er stiffened.

"No, Mnister. But | amloyal .. . loyal to you and to our cause!"
Vorster's smile wi dened, though it never reached his eyes.

"Of course you are. |'ve never doubted it." He folded the captured
pl ans for Broken

Covenant and slid theminto a drawer.

"Haymans has called a special cabinet neeting in Cape Town to di scuss
our current foreign policy. Mybe

"Il use this little present you've brought to me to set the right tone
for the discussion tonorrow.

"In the meantime, Muller, | want this matter held strictly between the



two of us. Understood?"

Mul | er nodded.

"You have the only printed copy of the material, Mnister
And the negatives are locked in ny safe.”

"Has anyone el se seen this?"

"Just the technician who devel oped the film |'ve already sworn himto
secrecy.”" Miller arched a single finely scul pted eyebrow. "in any
event,

Mnister, |I'mcertain he can be trusted. He is one of our 'friends."
Vor ster knew exactly what Muller neant by "friends. " He neant the

Afri kaner \Wer st andbewegi ng, the Afrikaner Resistance Mywvenent. The
AVB existed to assure South Africa's continued domi nation by an
all-white and "pure" Afrikaner power structure. |Its publicly known

| eaders organi zed mass political rallies of gun-toting fanatics and
mai nt ai ned a brown shirt paramlitary group known as the Brandwag, or
Sentry. They preached a gospel conbining both mlitant nationalism and
virulent hatred for those they saw as dangerous "aliens" in South
Africa-bl acks, |ndians, mixed-race coloreds, Jews, and even

Engl i sh-descended whites. And though the ruling National Party

di smssed the AWB as a lunatic fringe group, its menbers~ ip continued
to clinb steadily. 1In fact, every gesture madu by the National Party
toward political and racial noderation boosted the

AVWB' s strength.

Few, if any, knew that the AWB nmi ntai ned anot her, nore oni nous
organi zati on-an organi zati on whose nmenbers were scattered secretly

t hr oughout South Africa's political and mlitary elite. None attended
t he

AWB' s rallies or appeared on its voter lists. but all were conmtted
toits vision of a divinely inspired, white-ruled state. Modst renai ned
ostensi bl e menbers of the National Party and even the
Broederbond-itsel f a vast, intensely secretive organi zation of the

Afri kaner power structure.

So the world | ooked at South Africa and saw it ruled by the Nationa
Party. In turn, those inside South Africa | ooked at the National Party
and saw it gui ded by the shadowy hand of the Broederbond. And hidden
deep within the Broederbond lay a hard core of nen loyal only to the

AWB and to Karl Vorster-their true | eader.

After Muller left, Vorster sat silently, contenplating the opportunity
gi ven himby God and Capt. Rolf Bekker

MAY 30- CABI NET ROOM THE HOUSES OF PARLI AMENT, CAPE TOWN, SOUTH

AFRI CA



Frederick Haymans, state president and prinme mnister of the Republic
of

South Africa, stared angrily across the council table at his mnister
of | aw and order.

Vorster hadn't been his choice for the post. He' d been forced on
Haymans by the National Party's conservative wing, a group anxious to
make sure that security policy remained in what it considered nore
trustworthy hands. Since then, he'd proved a constant thorn in the
President's side first by quarreling with established policies and now
by outfight sabotage of those sane policies.

"This little Zi nbabwean adventure of yours has cost us damed dearly,

Vorster! | find it hard to believe that even you could act so
stupidly."”

Heads nodded in agreement around the table. Few of Vorster's
col l eagues liked or trusted him And none saw any advantage in
contradicting their president and party | eader.

Vor st er purpl ed.

"That's nonsense and you know it! W haven't |ost anything of rea
value. In fact, we captured" Nothing of value?' Haymans cut him
of f.

"Mont hs of pai nstaking negotiations are about to go down the drain and
you still say that! W need these talks with the ANC and the other

bl ack groups. And we need continued good relations wth our

nei ghbors. "

"More nonsense!" Vorster's fist crashed onto the table.

"These tal ks you are so fond of citing have produced nothi ng but hot
air and trouble. Wy, the ANC s terrorists even flaunt their weapons,
jeering openly at our police. | tell you, we should never have all owed
that collection of half-witted, bareassed, comunist thugs out of

pri son!

"And as for Zinbabwe and the others .. . hah!" He dism ssed the rest
of

Haymans's argunent with a contenptuous wave of his hand.

"The so-called front Iine states have nothing we want and not hi ng we
need. |f we show continued strength, they will come begging to us-just
as they always have!™

Silence greeted his tirade, a silence broken by the foreign mnister

"It's quite true that the negotiations thensel ves have produced little
of concrete val ue-"

"So, you adnmit I'mfight!" Vorster snapped "No." The foreign
mnister's irritation showed plainly on an urbane face normally able to
hi de strong enoti on.

"These talks with the ANC s and ot her bl ack | eaders have trenendous



synmbol i ¢ val ue-both for blacks here and for the financial superpowers
abroad. They denonstrate our intent to continue maki ng needed ref orns.
And to be blunt, gentlenmen, we rmust show further progress soon if we're
to keep our econony afloat. "

O hers in the Cabinet Roommuttered their agreenent. South Africa's
inflation rate, unenploynent rolls, and budget deficit were all rising
at an alarnming rate. Anyone with open eyes could see the prospect of

i npendi ng econom ¢ col | apse. The underlying and i nterwoven causes of
this imm nent disaster were equally clear

Fed up with continued econom c exploitation and white politica
dom nation, the nation's black-1ed | abor unions had

initiated a rolling series of crippling and costly strikes. At the
same time, continuing conflicts with its neighbors forced South Africa
to keep a large nunmber of its reservist Citizen Force troops on active
duty-drai ning both the civilian econony and the governnent's

treasury.

Even worse, the world' s banks and noneyl enders, wary of entangl ement
wi th an unstabl e, oppressive reginme, were increasingly unwilling to
pour needed capital into the Republic of South Africa.

Faced with this situation on taking office, Haymans and his col | eagues
had i npl emented a nodest series of reforns. They'd dismantled many of
the last vestiges of "petty" apartheid in cities across South
Africa-policies that had banned interracial marriages, restricted bl ack
nmoverent, and vi gorously maintained "whites only" beaches, restaurants,
buses, and parks. They'd noved to inprove relations w th nei ghboring
states. They'd even freed captive ANC | eaders and un banned

organi zations they'd once labeled "terrorist. " And all these reforms
had been capped by tal ks ained at finding some acceptable form of
political power-sharing with the country's black majority.

Haymans's reforns had shown signs of paying off. Sone |abor unions had
cone back to the bargaining table. Hostile press coverage had faded
away.

Overseas investors had seened nore willing to provide affordable
capital for major construction and devel opnent projects. And |eaders
fromother countries across Africa had readily agreed to neet South
Africa's new president.

Now everything they'd acconplished seened at risk, thanks largely to
Vorster's bl oodthirsty clunsiness.

As the others argued, Haymans shook his head wearily. He had to find a
way to repair the damage done by the raid on Gawanba. He had to nake
concessions that woul d sal vage his negotiations with the country's

bl ack | eaders. Concessions that woul d dom nate the world' s newspapers
and tel evision broadcasts. Concessions that coul d provide a cl oak of
respectability for those willing to neet South Africa hal fway.

He | ooked up and net the foreign nminister's steady gaze. They'd

al ready di scussed what nust be done. They would have to accept
publicly the inevitability of sone form of "one nan, one vote"
government for South Africa. They would also have to accept the ANC s
demands for a thorough overhaul of the security services and an



impartial investigation of past police activities and practices.
Nei t her man especially liked either prospect, but neither could think
of any reasonable alternatives.

"CGentlenen!" Haymans interrupted a fierce exchange between two nmen who
were ordinarily close friends. Quiet settled over the crowded
Cabi net

Room He noticed Vorster's rough-hewn face tighten into an
expr essi onl ess mask.

"This bickering won't get us anywhere. W haven't tine for it." He
paused.

"One thing is very clear-clear to ne at least. And that is the need
for dramatic action if we're to nmake further progress. "

H s allies nodded their agreement. Those few who'd sided with Vorster
sat notionless with fol ded arnms and dour | ooks.

Haymans pressed on

"Therefore | propose that we publicly announce our wllingness to
accept two of the African National Congress's |atest proposals.
Specifically, those concerning eventual majority rule and i mredi ate
restrictions on the security services." He stared Vorster right in the
eye as he went on

"In addition, | intend to honor their request for a new and nore
open-m nded inquiry into alleged police brutality. "

Shocked murmruring broke out around the table, quiet noises of

ast oni shment suddenly drowned out by Vorster's thundering, outraged
Voi ce.

"Treason! What you propose is treason, Hayinans!"

O her cabinet ministers joined the fray, nost shouting Vorster down.
"Silence!" Haynmans rose out of his chair.

"I will have order in this neeting!"

As the shouting died away, he sat back

"That's better. Renenber, we are | eaders-not sone group of hooligan
school boys. "All the nore reason why we shoul d defeat these lunatic

i deas of yours,

Haymans." Vorster's powerful hands closed around the edge of the
conference table as he fought for selfcontrol

"The ANC i s nothing nmore than a comuni st front,

a cadre of self-proclained terrorists and nurderers. W should kil
them not kneel in surrender to them"

Haymans ignored his red-faced m nister of |aw and order, focusing his
rhetoric instead on the other men crowded around the table. " | do not
suggest that we surrender unconditionally to these people, gentlenen.



That woul d be lunacy."

Vorster started to speak, but Haymans's cal mer, nore neasured tones
rode over his angry words.

"But we must be seen to be reasonable, ny friends.

The Gawanba di saster has cost us dearly. W nust try everything in our

power to retrieve the situation. |If these talks fail, the world nust
bl ame the ANC s intransi gence-not ours. On the other hand, continued
di scussions will bring obvious benefits."

He ticked them off one at a tine.

"Reduced tensions both externally and internally. More overseas
credit. Lower mlitary expenditures. And the hope that we can nove
the ANC away fromits ridiculous insistence on a strict system of
majority rule. "

Most of the others around the table again nodded their agreenent,
t hough many wi th obvi ous rel uctance.

"I don't see this proposal as a panacea for all our troubles,
gent |l emen. "

Haymans shook his head sl owy.

"Far fromit. But | do believe that it is a necessary political nove
at this point in our history. W can no |longer survive by the

si mpl em nded use of nmilitary power. |Instead, we nust continue the
search for a conprom se that protects both our people and the peace,"”

He noticed Vorster's face change as he spoke. The | ook of barely
suppressed rage vani shed, replaced by a cold, calculating stare.

"WIl you allowus to fully debate this proposal ?" Vorster's tone was
surprisingly formal -alnost as if he no | onger cared whet her he won or
| ost.

"Time is too short, Mnister. Haymans nmatched Vorster's fornmality.
"W nust act soon if we are to save these vital negotiations, and
bel i eve we've already fully explored all the relevant issues.”

I I | see.

Haymans coul d scarcely hide his astonishnment. Vorster giving up

al most without a right? It seened so out of character. Still, the
Presi dent had | earned | ong ago never to waste opportunities given him
by opponents. He |eaned forward.

"Then, gentlemen, we can bring this matter to a vote. Naturally, |
expect your support for ny proposal."

Haymans wat ched the qui ck show of hands calmy, confident of the fina
tally. Wth the exception of Karl Vorster and two or three others, al
t hose around the table owed their current positions and power to
Haymans and his National Party faction. Al were w se enough to avoid
unnecessary political suicide.



Haymans smi | ed.

"Excellent, ny friends. W'Il|l nake the announcement tonorrow, after we
have had time to contact the ANC and the other black groups."” He
avoi ded Vorster's unwavering gaze.

"If there's nothing further to discuss, we'll adjourn this neeting.'
No one spoke.
Ten mnutes later, Karl Vorster strode out the front doors of the

Parliament building and clinbed into a waiting black limusine. Hs
unopened briefcase still held the captured ANC operations plan called

Br oken Covenant.
MAY 30-1 N THE HEX Rl VER MOUNTAI NS, SOUTH AFRI CA

Ri aan Oost's three-roomcottage |ay deep anmid the sharp edged nountai ns
of the Hex River range. Forty acres' worth of grapevines clinbed the
steep hillsides above his cottage -vines that Oost and his w fe tended
for their absentee landlord. Six years of hard, unremtting | abor had
brought the vines to the point at which they would soon produce sone of
the world's finest w ne grapes.

But Riaan Oost's need to work ceased at nightfall, ending as shadows
thrown by the Hex River Muntains erased all light in the narrow
val | ey.

Now he sat quietly in the front roomof his small home, reading by the
dimlight thrown by a single electric lanp. Wen the phone rang, it
caught him by surprise. He cast his

book aside and answered on the third shrill ring, "OCost here. Wo's
calli ng?"
"Qost, dye say? I'msorry. I'mtrying to reach Piet Uys. 1Isn't this

oh five three one, one nine three six five?" The caller's crisp,
busi nessli ke voice sent chills up QCost's spine.

He spoke the words he'd nmenorized nonths before.

"No, it isn't. This is oh five three one, one nine three six eight.
You nust have the w ong nunber."

The tel ephone line clicked and then buzzed as the caller hung up

Qost followed suit and turned to face his wife. She stared worriedly
up at himfrom her needl ework.

"Who was it, Riaan? What's wong?"

"Nothing's wong." He swallowed, feeling the first surge of excitenent
poundi ng through his veins. It had been a long wait.

"It was them Marta.

They' ve put things in gear."



She nodded sl ow y, knowi ng that the nmonment she'd both prayed for and
dreaded had cone at | ast.

"You'll be needing hel p, then?"

He shook his head.

"No. I'Il do all the nmoving myself. Less chance of trouble that way.

You stay here and tell anyone who calls that 1've gone to bed .. . that
I"'mfeeling a bit under the weather. Can you do that for nme?" He was
already pulling on his jacket.

"OfF course, darling." She clasped her hands together

"But you will be very, very careful, won't you?"

Ri aan Oost paused by the door, a sardonic smle on his face.

"Don't worry, Marta. |If anybody stops ne, |'mjust the sinple colored
boy running errands for his master. They'll never think to | ook
closely at what I'mcarrying." He blew her a kiss and went outside

toward the too] shed attached to his cottage.

The ANC had recruited Riaan OCost nore than ten years before. At the
time, he'd been a student studying agronony at the University of Cape
Town.

He' d been unusual even then-one of the few hundred m xed-race youths
permtted an education beside their white superiors. He'd also

di spl ayed a quiet, unwavering deternmination to |earn, a determ nation
that masked his fierce resentnment of apartheid and the whol e

Afri kaner - dom nat ed system

The ANC cell |eader who'd spotted Oost had insisted that he spurn any
contact with the student-run anti apartheid novement. And he'd obeyed,
heeding the cell leader's prom se of a larger, nore inportant role in

| ater years.

Untainted by a public connection with dissidents and unsuspected by the
security forces, Oost graduated with distinction. He'd married and
nmoved to the western Cape, trapped in the only job open to a col ored
man of his talents and education~-tenant farmer for a | oudnout hed,

boori sh

Afri kaner.

Qost smiled grinmy to hinmself as he unl ocked the shed door. Yes, it
had been a I ong, painful wait. But now the waiting was al nost over.

He pulled a rack of tools away fromthe shed's back wall and knelt to
exani ne the crates and boxes he'd uncovered. Al of them seened
i ntact.

Just as they had on delivery six nonths before.
Wth a muffled groan, he heaved the first crate into his arnms and

staggered outside toward his battered old pickup. Genade |aunchers,
automatic rifles, and expl osives wei ghed nore than wooden vi ne stakes



and baskets of fresh-picked grapes.

Hal f an hour later, Ri aan Oost backed his overloaded truck carefully
out onto the dirt track wi nding down his valley. He saw his wife

standing sadly at the wi ndow, waved, and drove off into the surrounding
dar kness.

Broken Covenant's first phase was under way.



CHAPTER
-2
St agi ng
JUNE | -THE HOUSES OF PARLI AMENT, CAPE TOWN,
SOUTH AFRI CA

When the | ast canera |ight wi nked out, the tenperature in the packed
briefing room began falling-dropping slowy from an al nost unbearabl e
| evel of heat and humidity normally found only in Turkish steam bat hs.
Around the room reporters fromacross the gl obe swapped runors,
gossip, and friendly insults, fighting to be heard above a hive I|ike
buzz of frenzied conversation. It was the usual end to a very unusua
Sout h African governnent press conference.

lan Sheffield smled in satisfaction as he closed his notebook and
wat ched

Knowl es pack away their gear. He'd finally been given a story bound to
play on the air back in the States. Haynmans's willingness to accept
the possibility of majority rule and an in-depth, independent

i nvestigation of the security services was news all right, big news-no
matter how genui ne the offer was, or whether anything of substance ever
canme of it.

Knowi ng the Afrikaner nentality, lan doubted that anything really
woul d.

Even the nmost noderate National Party nenber coul d never contenplate
surrendering all vestiges of white dom nation over South Africa. And
even the nost reasonable ANC | eader woul d never settle for anything
less. It was a ready-made formula for failure. A failure that would
generate nore viol ence and nore corpses strewn across the country's
streets.

The t hought erased his snile.

South Africa's story had all the elenments of a grand tragedy-ni ssed
opportuni ties, m sunderstandi ngs, hatred, arrogance, greed, and fear
The worst part was that it seened a never-endi ng tragedy, a problem
conpl etely beyond human sol ution

| an sighed, reninding hinself that whatever happened woul d make news
for himto report. He'd |learned early on not to get too involved in
the events he covered. It was the first |lesson drumed into every

woul d-be journalist's skull. Staying detached was the only way to stay
obj ective and sane. Once your personal opinions and attitudes started
governing the way you reported a story, you were well on the way to
becom ng just an unpaid propagandi st for one side or the other.

Knowl es tapped his shoul der
"Hadn't you better get going? | thought you had |lunch plans today."

Yi kes. lan glanced at his watch. Sonmewhere in the mddle of Haymans's
press conference he'd conpletely lost track of the tine.



"I did.. . | nean, | do."

But now he and Know es had too rmuch work to finish before their daily
transm ssi on wi ndow opened on the network conmunications satellite.
He'd have to call Enmily and cancel. And she wouldn't be very happy
about that.

They' d been planning this afternoon's excursion for nore than a week.

Wl |, she'd understand, wouldn't she? After all, this was the biggest
story to cone his way since he'd gotten to Cape Town. Know es woul dn't
really need his help until later, but it still seenmed wong to sinmply

vani sh on one of South Africa's rare "hot" news days. Damm. Talk
about getting caught in a cross fire between your profession and your
personal life. Enly

van der Heijden was the one good thing that had happened to himin
Sout h

Africa
Knowl es saw the | ook on his face and | aughed.

"Look, boyo. You cut along to lunch. And by the tine you've finished

stuffing your face, 1'll have the whole tape edited, prepped, and ready
to go. "

"Thanks, Sam | owe you one." |an paused, calculating how nmuch tine
he' d need.

"Listen, the wi ndow opens at six, right'? Well, | probably won't be
back until four or so to do the voice-over, wap-up, and sign-off. |Is
that still okay by you?"

Know es's fight eyebrow rose.

"Ch .. . it's one of those kind of lunch dates."

lan was surprised to find hinmself enbarrassed. |f any other woman but
Emily were involved, he'd sinmply have grinned and let Knowmes's lurid
i magination run wild. Hell, if he were still back in the States,

Knowl es woul dn't have been that far off base. But something about
Emily was different. Sonething about tier sumoned up all the
ol d-fashi oned protective instincts so scorned by ardent fem nists.

| an shook his head irritably.

"Sony to disappoint you, Sam W don't have anything really sordid on
tap for today. Just lunch and a quick jaunt up the Table Muntain
cabl eway for the view "

"Sounds great." Know es nust have heard the bite in his voice because
he changed t he subject fast.

"You still want me to keep that slow pan across the cabinet while
Haynmans' s maki ng hi s statenent ?"

"Yeah." lan nodded toward the dais behind the speaker's podi um
Technici ans were still swarm ng around the podiumitself, jostling each
ot her as they unclipped m crophones and coil ed | engths of tangled



Wi ring.

"I want that shot in because one of his cabinet mnisters was m ssing.
Sonebody inportant, too. Sonebody who obviously isn't nuch interested
in showing a united front on this talks thing."

Knowl es snil ed broadly.

"Let me guess. That well-known friend of the international press and
al | -around humani tarian, the mnister of law and order. Am|l right?"

"You get an A for today, Sam" Jlan matched his snile

"Can you dig up sone good, juicy file footage of Vorster for ne?
Sonet hi ng suitably om nous. You know, shots of himglowering in the
back of a long black limusine. O surrounded by armed security
troops. That kind of stuff."

He waited while Knowl es jotted down a quick note and went on, "Then we
can weave those pictures in at the wapupKnow es finished the sentence
for him

"Thus | eaving our viewers with the unpleasant, but real, inpression
that these talks aren't necessarily going to |lead straight to the

prom sed | and of peace. "

"Right again." lan clapped his caneraman on the, shoul der

"Keep this up and 1'll think you're after ny job."

Know es made a f ace.

"No thanks. You're the on-air 'talent.” | prefer being an unknown
gofer. You can keep all the headaches of dealing with the network
brass for yourself. Al | ask is the chance to shoot sone interesting

filmwthout too nuch interference.
| an shrugged and turned to | eave.

"You may get your wish. [|'ve got a feeling that this country's finally
com ng out of hibernation. "

KEPPEL HOUSE, CAPE TOMW

Every table in the small dining roomwas occupi ed-each fit by a single,
flickering candle. Voices rose and fell around the darkened room the
harsh, clipped accents of Afrikaans mngling with half a dozen variants
of English. Wite-coated, dark-skinned waiters bustled through the
crowmd, hands full of trays |oaded down with steam ng platters of fresh
seafood or beef. Muth-watering aromas rose fromevery platter, naking
it easy to understand why Keppel House never | acked customners.

But lan Sheffield had scarcely tasted the food he'd eaten or the w ne
he'd sipped. He didn't even notice the other diners filling the
room

Instead, his eyes were firmy fixed on the

worman seated directly across the table. He was sure that he'd never
seen anyone so beauti ful



Emily van der Heijden | ooked up fromher w neglass and smled at hima
snmle that stretched all the way from her w de, generous nouth to her
bright blue eyes. She set her glass down and delicately brushed a
strand of shoul der-1ength, sun-brightened auburn hair back from her
face.

"You are staring again, lan. Are ny table manners really so
horri bl e?"

Her eyes twi nkled m schievously, taking the sting out of her words.
He | aughed.
"You know they're perfect. You ought to enmigrate to the UK

| bet you'd have no trouble finding a teaching job at sone private
school for wealthy young |l adies. "

"How ghastly!™ Emly winkled her nose in nock disgust. It was just
barely too long for her face, adding the touch of inperfection needed
to make her beauty human.

"How coul d | think of abandoning ny fine career here in order to teach
spoi |l ed young English girls which fork to use?"

I an sensed the faint trace of bitterness in her voice and nentally
ki cked hinmself. He should have known better than to let the
conversati on wander anywhere near the working world. It wasn't
somet hi ng she enjoyed tal king or thinking about.

Emily was rare anong Afri kaner wonen. Born into an old line
est abl i shed

Transvaal fanily, she should have grown up ready to take her place as a
dutiful, conpliant housew fe. That hadn't happened, Even as a little
girl, Emly had known that she would rather wite than cook, and that
she preferred politics to sewing. Her police official father, w dowed
at an early age, had found it inpossible to instill nmore "womanly"

i nterests.

So, instead of marrying as her father w shed, she'd stayed in schoo
and earned a journalismdegree. And four years of -life on the
Uni versity of

W twat ersrand' s freethinking canpus had pulled her even further away
fromher father's hard-core pro-apartheid views. Politics becane
somet hing else for themto fight about.

Degree in hand, she'd gone |ooking for a job. But once outside the
sheltered confines of the acadenic world, she'd | earned the hard way
that nost South African enployers still felt wonmen should work only at
hone or in the typing pool

Unable to find a newspaper that would hire her and unwilling to admt
defeat to her father, she'd been forced to sign on with one of Cape

Town's English-speaking law firnms-as a secretary. The job paid her
rent and gave her a chance to practice her English, and she hated every
mnute of it.



Emily saw lan's face fall and reached out, gently stroking his hand.

"You mustn't mnd ny moods, lan. | warned you about them didn't P
They are ny curse.”

She snil ed agai n.

"There! You see! | am happy again. As | always am when you are
near."

lan fought to hide a snile of his own. Sonehow Enily could get away
with romantic cliche ds that woul d have nade any ot her wonman he'd ever
known burst out | aughing.

"I thought for sure that you would not come today when | heard the news
of the Pl-esident's press conference. How could you stand to |eave
such an exciting story as this?" Emly's eyes were alight with
excitenment. She tended to |ook at his career with an odd m x of

i deal i stic innocence and muted envy.

"Basily. | wouldn't dream of abandoning lunch with a beautiful
i ntoxi cati ng worman | i ke yoursel f."

She sl apped his hand |ightly.
"What nonsense! You are such a liar

"Really, lan, don't you think the news is wonderful ? Haymans and the
others may finally be comng to their senses. Surely even the
verkranptes can see the need for reforn?" Emly used the Afrikaans
word meani ng "reactionaries.”

| an shrugged.

"Maybe. I'Il believe the mllenniums arrived when | see people like
that guy Vorster or those AWB fanatics shedding real tears over Steve
Bi ko's grave. Until then it's all just PR"

Em |y nodded sonberly.

"I suppose you are right. Wrds nmust be backed by deeds to becone
real ." She shook her

head i npatiently.

"And meanwhil e what are we doing? Sitting here wasting a beautiful day
with all this talk of politicians. Surely that is foolishness!™"

lan smiled at her, turned, and signaled for the check

Emily's tiny, two-roomflat occupied half the top floor of a

whi t ewashed brick building just around the corner. 1In the year she'd
lived there, she'd already made the flat distinctively her owm. Bright
wi | dflowers in scattered vases matched framed prints show ng the
rolling, open grasslands near her ancestral home in the northern
Transvaal . An inexpensive personal conputer occupied one corner of a
handcrafted teak desk made for her great-grandfather nore than a
century before.



lan sat restlessly on a small sofa, waiting as Em |y rummaged through
her closets |ooking for a coat to wear. He checked his watch and
wondered again if this trip up the cabl eway was such a good idea. He
was due back in the studio by four, and time was running out fast.

He resisted the tenptation to get up and pace. Sam Know es was goi ng
to be plenty pissed off if he m ssed his self-appointed deadline...
"Coul d you come here for a nmoment? | want your opinion on how | | ook
inthis." Emly's clear, happy voice broke in on his thoughts.

lan swallowed a mld curse and rose awkwardly to his feet. God, they
were already running late. Was she going to Put on a fashion show

bef ore going out in public?

He wal ked to the open bedroom doorway and stopped dead.

Emily hadn't been putting a coat on-she'd been taking clothes off. She
stood near the bed, clad only in a delicate |ace bra and panti es.
Slow y, provocatively, she swiveled to face him her arns held out.
"Well, what do you think?"

lan felt a slow, lazy grin spread across his face as he stepped forward
and took her in his arms. Her soft, full breasts pressed against his
chest.

"I think that we aren't going to make it to the mountain today.

She stood on tiptoe and ki ssed him

"Ch, good. | hoped you would say that."

He sank back, pulling her gently onto the bed.

"You know, " he said teasingly, "for a good Afrikaner girl, you're
becom ng incredibly forward. | nust be corrupting you. "

Em |y shook her head slightly and lan felt his skin tingle as her hair
brushed agai nst his face.

"That isn't true, ny darling. | amwhat | have really always been
Here in Cape Town | can be free, nore ny true self."

He heard the small sadness in her words as she continued, "It is only
when | am at home that | nust act as nothing nmore than my father's
daughter."

lan rolled over, carrying her with him still locked in his arns. He
| ooked down into her shining, deep blue eyes.

"Then I'mvery glad that you're here with ne instead."
She arched her back and ki ssed himagain, nore fiercely this tine.
Neither felt any further need to speak

JUNE 3- NYANGA BLACK TOMSHI P, NEAR CAPE TOAN, SOUTH AFRI CA



Andrew Sebe stood quietly in line anong his restless, uneasy nei ghbors,
waiting for his turn to pass through the roadbl ock ahead. He felt his

l egs starting to trenble and fought for control. He couldn't afford to
show fear. Policenen could snell fear

The line inched forward as a few nore people were waved past the pair
of open-topped H ppo arnored personnel carriers blocking the road.
Squads of policenmen | ounged to either side of the H ppos, eyes watchful
beneat h peaked caps. Sone carried tear gas guns, others fondl ed

| ong- handl ed whi ps, and several cradled shotguns. Helneted crewren
stood ready behind water cannon nounted on the wheel ed APCs.

Hundreds of men and wonen, a few in winkled suits or dresses, others
in faded and stained coveralls, jamed the narrow streets running
bet ween

Nyanga Townshi p's ranmshackl e houses. All had nissed their norning
buses to Cape Town while policenen at the roadbl ock painstakingly
checked identity cards and work permits. Now they were late for work
and many would find their neager pay docked by

i nconveni enced and irate enployers. But they were all careful to
conceal their anger. No matter which way the winds of reformblew in
Pretoria and

Cape Town, the police still dealt harshly wi th suspected
t roubl enakers.

The Iine inched forward again.

"You! Cone here.
Sebe over.

One of the officers checking papers waved Andrew

Heart thuddi ng, Sebe shuffled forward and handed the man his
wel | -t hunbed passbook and the forged work authorization he'd kept
hi dden for just this occasion.

He heard pages turning as the policeman flicked through his
docunents.

"You're going to the du Plessis winery? Up in the Hex Rivierberge?"
"Yes, baas." Sebe kept his eyes fixed on the ground and forced hinself
to speak in the respectful, alnost worshipful tone he'd al ways

despi sed.

"It's past the harvest season. Wy do they want you?"

Despite the cold early-norning air, Sebe felt sweat starting to soak
his shirt. Oh, God. Could they know what he really was? He risked a
qui ck glance at his interrogator and began to relax. The man didn't

seem suspi ci ous, just curious.

"I don't know for sure, baas. The Labour Exchange people just said
they wanted a digger, that's all."

The policeman nodded abruptly and tossed his papers back

"Right. Then you'd better get on your way, hadn't you?"



Sebe folded his docunents carefully and wal ked on, his nunbl ed thanks
unheard as a South African Airways junbo jet thundered | ow overhead on
final approach to the airport barely a mle away.

The policeman watched through narrowed eyes as the young bl ack man he'd
guestioned joined the other workers waiting at the bus stop. He left

t he roadbl ock and | eaned in through the w ndow of his unmarked car
reaching for the cellular phone hooked to its dashboard. Wth his eyes
still fixed on Sebe, he dialed the special nunber he'd been given at a
briefing the night before.

It was answered on the first ring.
"Yes?"

Sonet hi ng about the soft, urbane voice on the other end made the
pol i ceman uneasy. These cl oak-and-dagger boys managed to make even the
si mpl est words sound nenaci ng. He raced through his report, eager to
get off the line.

"This is Kriel front the Cape Town office. W' ve spotted one of those
peopl e on your list. Andrew Sebe, nunber fifteen. He's just gone
t hr ough our roadbl ock."

"Did you give himany troubl e?"
"No, Director. Your instructions were quite clear."

"Good. Keep it that way. We'll deal with this man oursel ves,
under st ood?"

"Yes, sir.

In Pretoria one thousand nmiles to the north and east, Erik Miller hung
up and sat slowy back in his chair, an ugly, thin-lipped snmle on his
handsome face. The first ANC operatives earmarked for Broken Covenant
were on the nove

JUNE 8- UWKKHONTO WI' SI ZWE HEADQUARTERS, LUSAKA, ZAMBI A

Col. Sese Luthuli stared out his office w ndow, |ooking down at the
busy streets of Lusaka. M nibuses, taxis, and bicycles conpeted for
road space with thousands of mlling pedestrians-street vendors, m dday
shoppers, and petty bureaucrats sauntering slowy back to work. All
gave a wide berth to the patrols of canouflage-clad soldiers stationed
al ong the | ength of

| ndependence Avenue, center of Zanbia's governnent offices and foreign
enbassi es.

Urkhonto we Sizwe's central headquarters al so occupi ed one of the
weat hered concrete buildings lining Independence Avenue. Strong
det achrments of Zanmbi an troops and armed ANC guerrillas guarded al
entrances to the building, determ ned to prevent any repetition of
t he

Gawanba fi asco.

Luthuli scowl ed at the view Though nore than six hundred mles from



South Africa's nearest border, Zanbia was the closest black African
nation willing to openly house the ANC s ten-thousand- man-strong
guerrilla force. Despite the ANC s

reappearance as a legal force inside South Africa and the tenporary
cease-fire, the other front line states were still too cowed by
Pretoria's paratroops, artillery, and Mrage jet fighters to offer
meani ngful help. And without their aid, every ANC operation ainmed at
South Africa faced crippling |ogistical obstacles.

He heard a throat being cleared behind his back. H s guest must be
grow ng i npatient.

"You know why |'m here, Conrade Luthuli, don't you?"

Luthuli turned away fromthe wi ndow to face the squat, balding white
man seated on the other side of his desk, Taffy Collins, a fellow Party
menber and one of the ANC s chief mlitary strategi sts, had been his
mentor for years. Woever had picked himas the bearer of bad tidings
had nade a brilliant tactical nove.

Luthuli pulled his chair back and sat down.

"We've known each other too long to play guessing ganmes, Taffy. Say
what you' ve been ordered to say. "

"Al'l right." Collins nodded abruptly.

"The Executive Council has decided to accept Haymans's offers at face
val ue. The negotiations will continue."

Luthuh gritted his teeth.

"Have our |eaders gone nad? These so-called tal ks are nothing nore
than a sham a facade to hide Pretoria's crimes. "

Collins held up a single plunmp hand.

"I agree, Sese. And so do many of the
Counci | nenbers."

"Then why agree to this .. "
"Idiocy?" Collins smled thinly.

"Because we have no other realistic choice. For once those fat Boer
bast ards have behaved very cleverly indeed.

If we spurn this renewed overture, nany around the world will blanme us
for the continuing violence.

"Just as inportant, our 'steadfast' hosts here in Lusaka have nade it
clear that they want these peace talks to go ahead. |f we di sappoint
them they'll disappoint us-by blocking arnms shipnents, food, nedicine,
and all the other supplies we desperately need."

"I see," Luthuli said flatly.

"So we're being blackmailed into throwi ng away our years of arned



struggle. The Boers can continue to kill us while whispering sweet
not hi ngs to our negotiators."

"Not a bit of it, conrade."” Collins spread his hands w de.

"What do you really think will come of all this jabbering over a fancy
round tabl e?"

Col l'ins | aughed harshly, answering his own question.

"Not hi ng! The hard-line Afrikaners will never willingly agree to neet
our fundanental demands: open voting, redistribution of South Africa's
weal th, and guarantees that the people will own all the neans of

production.”

Collins | eaned forward and tapped Luthuli's desk with a finger

"Mark my words, Sese. In three months' tine these ridicul ous tal ks
won't even be a bad menory. The weak kneed cowards in our own ranks
will be discredited, and we can get back to the business of bringing

Pretoria to its knees.

Luthuli sat rigid for a noment, thinking over what Collins had said.
The man was right, as always, but "What about Broken Covenant ?"

"You've set it in notion, aml right?"
Lut hul i nodded.

"A week ago. The orders are being passed south through our courier
chain right now "

Col | i ns shook his head.

"Then you'll have to abort. Pull our people back into cover while you
still can.”

"It will be difficult. Sone have already left for the rendezvous
point. "

"Sese, | don't care howdifficult it is. Broken Covenant nust be
called off." The ANC strategist sounded faintly exasperated now.

"At a time when the Afrikaners seem outwardly reasonabl e, carrying out
such an operation would be a diplomatic disaster we can't afford! Do
you under st and t hat ?"

Lut hul i nodded sharply, angry at being talked to as if he were a
wayward child.

"Good." Collins softened his tone.

"So we'll sit quietly for now And in six nmonths, you'll get another
chance to nake those sl ave-owni ng bastards pay, right?"

"As you say." Luthuli felt his anger draining away as he reached for
t he phone. Cosate's revenge woul d be postponed, not abandoned.

JUNE | O GAZANKULU PRI MARY SCHOOL, SOWETO



TOMSHI P, SOUTH AFRI CA

Nearly fifty small children crammed the classroom A few sat in

ri ckety wooden desks, but npbst squatted on the cracked |inol eum fl oor
or jostled for space against the school's cenent-block walls. Despite
the crowding, they listened quietly to their teacher as he ran through
t he al phabet again. Most of the children knew that they were getting
the only education they'd ever be allowed by government policy and
econom ¢ necessity. And they were deternmined to |l earn as nuch as
possi bl e before venturing out into the streets in a futile search for
wor k.

Nt hat o Moeki turned fromthe bl ackboard and w ped his hands on a rag.
He avoi ded the eager eyes of his students. They wanted far nore than
he could give themin this tunbl edown weck of a school. He didn't
have the resources to teach them even the nost basic skills-reading,
witing, and a little arithnetic-let al one anything nore conplicated.
And that was exactly what South Africa's rulers desired. From
Pretoria's perspective, continued white rule depended | argely on
keeping the nation's black majority unskilled, ignorant, and properly
servil e.

Moeki's hands tightened around the chal k-snmeared rag, crushing out a
fine white powder before he dropped it onto his desk. He swallowed
hard, trying not to let the children see his anger. It would only
frighten them

H's hatred of apartheid and its creators grew fiercer with every
passing day. Only his secret work as an ANC courier let himfight the
nmonstrous injustices he saw all around. Lately even that had begun to
seemtoo passive. After all, what was he really to the ANC? Not hing
nmore than a link in a long, thin chain, a single neuron in a network
stretching back to

Lusaka. No one of consequence. He thought again of asking his
controller for pernmission to play a nore active part in the struggle.

Moeki's Japanese wristwatch beeped, signaling the end of another sc
hot-.)l day. He |looked at the sea of eager, innocent faces around him
and nodded.

"Class disnmissed. But don't forget to review your prinmers before
tomorrow. | shall expect you to have conpl eted pages four through six
for our next lesson. "

He sat down at his desk as the children filed out, all quiet broken by
t heir hi gh-pitched, excited voices.

"Dr. Moeki?"

He gl anced up at the school secretary, glad to have his increasingly
bl eak thoughts interrupted.

"Yes?"
"You have a phone call, Doctor. Fromyour aunt.”
Moeki felt his depression lifting. He had work to do.

DI RECTORATE OF M LI TARY | NTELLI GENCE, PRETORI A



Erik Muller stared at the watercol or | andscape on his office wall
wi t hout seeing it, his mnd fixed on the surveillance van parked near
Sowet 0' s

Gazankulu Primary School. He gently stroked his chin, frowning as his
fingers rasped across whiskers that had grown since his norning
shave.

"Repeat the nessage Moeki just received."

Fi el d Agent Paul Reynders had been | ocked away inside the w ndow ess,

al nost airless van for nearly eight hours. Eight hours spent in what
was essentially an unheated metal box jamred full of sophisticated

el ectroni c gear-voice-activated recorders hooked into phone taps and
bugs, and video nonitors connected to hidden caneras trained on the
school and its surroundings. Hs fatigue could plainly be heard in the
| eaden, listless voice that poured out of the speakerphone.

"They told himthat his aunt in C skei was sick, but that it was only a
m nor cold."

Mul ler ran a finger down the list of code phrases captured at
Gawar nba.

Ah, there. His finger stopped noving and he swore under his breath.
Dam it. The ANC was aborting its operation! Wy?

H's mind raced through a series of possibilities, evaluating and then
di smissing themat |ightning speed. Had the guerrillas at |ast
realized that their Gawanmba docunent cache had

been conpromi sed? Unlikely. They'd never have gone this far with
Br oken

Covenant if they'd had the slightest reason to suspect that. Had his
surveill ance teans been spotted? Again doubtful. None of the nen

t hey' d been tracking had shown any signs of realizing that they'd been
t agged.

Mul | er shook his head angrily. It had to be those dammed upconi ng
tal ks.

Wth the world hoping for progress toward a peaceful solution in
Sout h

Africa, the ANC s politicians nust be just as gutless as Haymans and
his cronies. They were trying to nmuzzle Urkhonto's bol dest stroke
ever, probably fearing that even its success woul d backfire on them
They were right of course. Cever sw ne

He al nost snmiled, thinking of how his ANC counterpart nust have taken
t he news of Broken Covenant's postponenent. Sese Luthuli couldn't be
very happy with his own masters at this nmoment.

Mil l er raised his eyes fromthe captured code list to the grainy,

bl ack- and-white photo tacked up beside his favorite watercolor. Taken
secretly by one of South Africa's deep cover agents, it showed Lut hul
striding arrogantly down a Lusaka street, surrounded by his
ever - present bodyguards. Miller kept it pinned in constant viewin the



belief that seeing his eneny's face hel ped himanticipate his eneny's
noves.

Besi des, Luthuli was quite a handsone nman, for a black. High
cheekbones. A proud, al nost aquiline nose. Fierce, predatory eyes. A
wort hy adversary.

Mul I er forced such thoughts out of his mind. He had nore urgent
busi ness at hand. He could hear Reynders; breathing heavily over the
phone, waiting patiently for further instructions.

What could be done? |If he did nothing, it would be six nmore nonths
before the ANC could even hope to | aunch Broken Covenant again. And
who could see that far into the future? Six nonths was an eternity in
the present political climte. |In six nmonths, Karl Vorster mght no

| onger be mnister of |law and order. The negotiations mght still be
under way. News of the docunments captured at Gawanba ni ght | eak
despite all his precautions.

Anyt hi ng coul d happen
Mul I er shook his head. He didn't have any real choice. If the ANC
operation was aborted now, the golden opportunity it represented to

t he

AWB, to Vorster, and to Muller hinself, would vanish. That coul d not
be allowed. He cleared his throat.

"Has this man Mbeki passed his nessage on?"
"No, sir." Reynders sounded confi dent.

"Hi s contact works evenings. He probably won't even try to place a
call until later tonight."

"Excellent." Miller didn't bother hiding his relief. He still had
tinme to break the ANC conmmuni cations chain.

"Listen carefully, Paul. 1 want you to cut off all phone service to
Moeki's i mredi ate nei ghborhood. By five tonight, | want every

t el ephone for six blocks around his house as dead as Joseph Stalin. Is

that clear?"
Reynders answered inmredi ately, "Yes, Director.”

"Good. And have two of your best Soweto 'pets' call ne within the
hour .

| have sonething | want taken care of."
Bl LA ST REEl SONETO TOYNSHI P

Nt hat o Moeki pressed the receiver to his ear for what seened the
hundredth time. Nothing. He couldn't hear a sound. Not even the
normal , buzzing dial tone.

He sl anmed the phone down in frustration. The nmessage he'd been given
had to get through tonight. He couldn't afford to wait any | onger
He'd have to make the call from sonmewhere el se. Maybe the school or
one of the other teachers had a working |ine.



Moeki pulled on a jacket for protection against the cold night air and
stepped out his front door. Wth the sun down, Soweto |ay wapped in
darkness. Only a few feeble streetlanps |lit the pitch-black sky, and
even those were cl oaked by snoke fromthe coal fires used to heat
Sowet o' s hones.

He pulled his collar closer and started wal king toward the prinmary
school, picking his way carefully through piles of trash left lying in
the street.

A hundred yards down the road, two young bl ack nmen sat

inmpatiently in a small, battered Fiat. They'd been waiting for nore
than an hour, fidgeting in the grow ng col d.

The two men were "pets," a termused by South Africa's security
services to describe the petty thieves, collaborators, and outright

t hugs used for dirty work inside the all-black towships. They were
conveni ent, obedient, and best of all, virtually untraceable. Crines
they committed could easily be blamed on the violent gangs who al ready
roamed township streets.

The driver turned to his younger, shorter conpanion
"Wll? 1Is that the bastard?"

The other man slowly |l owered the starlight scope he'd been using to
scan

Moeki ' s house.
"That's the school t eacher. No doubt about it."

"About time ." The driver started the car and pull ed snoothly away
fromthe curb. Hi s foot shoved down hard on the accelerator. Wthin
seconds, the

Fiat was moving at sixty mles an hour, racing down the darkened street
wi t hout headl i ghts.

Moeki didn't even have tine to turn before the car slamed into himand
crushed his skull beneath its spinning tires. By the tinme his

nei ghbors poured out of their houses, Dr. Nthato Meki, one of
Sowet o' s nost prom sing teachers, lay sprawled on Bila Street's dirt
surface, bloody and unmnovi ng.

W thout any eyew tnesses to question, Soweto's harried police force
could only list his death as another unsolved hit and-run accident.

The signal to abort Broken Covenant died with him



CHAPTER
Br oken Covenant
JUNE 14- NEAR PRETORI A, SOUTH AFRI CA

Karl Vorster's nodest country hone lay at the center of a sprawing
estate containing cattle pens, grazing |ands, and furrowed,

al ready- harvested wheat fields. H s field hands and servants lived in
rows of tiny bungal ows and | arger, concrete bl ock barracks dotting a
hillside bel ow the main house. The house itself was small and plain,
with thick plaster walls and narrow wi ndows that kept it cool in the
sunmer and warmin the winter.

Twenty men crowded Vorster's study. Mst were dressed casually, though
a few who' d conme straight fromtheir offices wore dark-colored suits
and ties. Two were in nmlitary uniform A few held drinks, but none
showed any signs that they'd taken nore than an occasional, cautious
sip. Al twenty stood quietly waiting, their serious, sober faces
turned toward their |eader

Despite the soft country-western nusic playing in the background and
the snmells wafting in froma barbecue pit just outside, no one there



coul d possibly have m staken the gathering for any kind of social
event. An air of grimpurpose filled the room emanating fromthe
tall, flint-eyed man standi ng near the fireplace.

Vorster studied the nmen clustered around himw th sone satisfaction
Each man was a nmenber of his secret inner circle. Each man could claim
a "pure" and unbl eni shed Afrikaner heritage. Each shared his

determ nation to save South Africa fromfailing into a nightmare era of
bl ack rule and endl ess tribal warfare. And each held an inportant post
in the Republic's governnent.

Vorster held his silence for a nonent |onger, watching as the tension
built. 1t served his purpose to have these men on edge. Their own

i nner alarmwould | end extra inmportance to his words. Then he gl anced
at

Mul  er, who stood rigidly waiting for his signal. The younger man
nodded back and pulled the study door shut with an audible click. They
were ready to begin.

"I"ll come straight to the point, ny friends." Vorster kept his words
clipped, signaling both his anger and his determnation

"Qur beloved I and stands on the very brink of disaster."
Heads bobbed around the roomin agreenent.

"Haymans and his pack of traitorous curs have shown thensel ves ready to
sell out to the conmunists, to the blacks, and to the Uitlanders. W
have all seen their rush to surrender. No one can deny it. No one can
doubt that the tal ks they propose with the ANC would be the first step
toward oblivion for our people.”

More heads nodded, Muller's anmong themthough he hid a cynical snmile as
he heard Vorster's rhetoric ride roughshod over reality. He doubted
t hat

Haynmans had ever seriously contenplated the conpl ete abdication of al
white authority. Still, the exaggeration had its uses. Even the faint
chance of a total surrender had already roused a fire storm of anger
and hatred anong South Africa's mlitant right-a fire stormthat
Vorster would use to cleanse the Republic when the time canme. And
Mul I er knew that tine was com ng soon. Very soon. He turned his
attention back to his |leader's inpassioned diatribe.

"W nust be ready to save our people when they cry out for our aid. As
they will! True Afrikaners will not |ong be deceived by the web of

fal se prom ses of peace Haymans and his cronies are spinning. Soon the
bestial nature of our enemies shall stand revealed in the clear |ight
of day."

Vorster clenched his right fist and raised it high, toward the
cei ling.

"God will not allow his chosen people to fall into the Devil's
cl ut ches.
He will save us. And He will punish all who sin against the Afrikaner

way-agai nst God's way!"



For a split second Muller was lost in the illusion that he'd sonehow
stunbled into a church nmeeting. It was an inpression reinforced by the
muttered "Amen" 's that swept through the room

Vorster's next words shattered the illusion

"Therefore, gentlenen, we nust be prepared for imrediate action. Wen
the people turn to us for salvation, we rmust nove quickly to seize al
reins of power-the mnistries, the nilitary, and the information
services alike. You will be our vanguard in this effort. Do you
under stand me?"

One of the men still wearing a suit and tie stepped forward a pace.
Mul | er recogni zed the sober, jowy face of the Transvaal's Security

Branch chi ef, Marius van der Heijden.

"Not quite, Mnister. Are we to plan for direct action agai nst
Haymans's faction?"

"A good question, Marius. " Vorster slowy shook his head and |ifted
his eyes to neet those of the others around the room " | am not
pl anning a coup d' etat. | propose no treason against the State."

He | ooked steadily at Miller.
"No, that is not what | foresee."

Mul ler felt a chill run down his spine, Was the mnister going to bl ow
t he Broken Covenant secret? Even one of these trusted few could

i nadvertently reveal the know edge he held to the wong people. And
such a | eak woul d prove disastrous. He opened his mouth to

i nterrupt.

But Vorster spoke first, calnmng his fears.
"I believe that our enenies thenselves will give us the opportunity we
seek. The tinmng will be their own. That is why you nmust be ready to

nmove qui ckly. \When God's day of reckoning cones, only

those who act swiftly will energe victorious. So be prepared. That is
al l

| ask of you now. "

Again, the nen filling the room nodded their agreement, though few
bothered to hide their puzzlenent. No matter, Miller thought, they'd
been given all the advance warning they should need. And if the ANC s

pl an wor ked, South Africa would soon find it had new nasters.

Satisfied, Vorster allowed hinself to relax, nonentarily concealing his
naked anbition beneath a mask of benign good fell owship.

"But cone now, ny friends. No nore business tonight, eh?"
He sniffed the air appreciatively.

"It seens that ny 'boys' have done a good job with the beef tonight.
And a fine thing, too. After all, this politicking is hard work, and



we nust keep up our strength, right?"

Appreci ative chuckles greeted his attenpt at hunor, and the other nen
began drifting toward the door-ready for the barbecue that provided a
cover for the evening' s neeting.

As Muller started to follow, he felt a strong hand cl ose on his
sl eeve.

It was Vorster.

The mini ster tugged hi mback toward the fireplace, away fromthe
ot hers.

"Well, how goes it? Are those black bastards still on schedule? Has
there been any reaction to Haymans's of fer of talks?"

Mul  er stared inpassively at him carefully weighing the pros and cons
of telling Vorster about the ANC s failed attenpt to abort Broken

Covenant. Until now, the nmnister's role in this conspiracy had been

| argely passive-nore a matter of w thholding information fromothers in
t he government than of acting onit. |If he retroactively approved

Mil ler's secret efforts to push the ANC attack forward, Vorster would
be playing a nore active part in betraying his erstwhile colleagues.

But would he go that far?

"What is it? Has sonething gone wong?" The grip on Muller's wi st
ti ght ened.

He nade no effort to pull away. Vorster sounded di sappoi nted, not

pani cked. Excellent. Miller made a snap judgnment. The ol der man's
craving for power nust be overcom ng the inhibitions normaHy inposed by
custom and | oyal ty.

He nust really believe that only he could stop Haymans's sell out.

"Everything is noving forward as planned, Mnister." Miller |eaned
forward, closer to his |eader's rugged face.

"Though | have been forced to take certain nmeasures .. .... "\Wat
nmeasures?" \Vorster kept his voice |low, but his words had a steel-hard
edge to them

Wthout hesitating further, Muller told himeverything. Vorster stayed
silent as he spoke, save for an appreciative grunt when the younger nan
described Moeki's fatal "accident. "

He released Muller's wist.

"You' ve done wel|."

Miul ler felt a wave of relief. The mnister was fully committed.

Vorster clasped his hands behind his back and stared into the fire.

"Some of the things we are called upon to do woul d be distasteful, even
reprehensible, in ordinary tines. But these are not ordinary tines.



He sighed and laid a hand on Miuller's shoul der

"W are the servants of the Lord, Erik. And the Lord' s work is a heavy
burden.” He straightened.

"But we should rejoice in that burden. It is an honor given to few nen
in any age."

Wth difficulty, Miuller hid his distaste. Wy bring God into it? Power
was justification enough for any deed. He forced a murmur of assent to
satisfy Vorster's sensibilities.

The two men turned away fromthe fire, two very different nmen driven
toward the same nmeans and the same end absol ute control over the
Republic of South Africa.

JUNE 18-1 N THE HEX RI VER MOUNTAI NS

Ri aan Oost was aware first of the silence. An eerie, all enconpassing
sil ence spreading outward fromthe jagged, broken cliff face. No
shrill animal cries or lyrical, lilting bird songs broke the odd
stillness, and even the insects' endless buzzing, whirring, and
clicking seened nmuffled and far away. The dust spun up by his pickup
hung in the air, a hazy, golden cloud drifting north along the rutted
trail.

He slid out frombehind the truck's steering wheel, careful to keep his
hands in plain view There were hidden watchers all around, armed nen
who feared treachery nore than anything el se. Qost noved slowy al ong
the side of his pickup. H s survival depended on his own caution and
their continued trust. It had been that way ever since the guerrillas
assigned to Broken

Covenant had begun arriving at his cottage.

He | eaned into the back of the truck and hoisted a | arge wooden crate
onto his shoulder. Beer and soda bottles clinked together, cushioned
by | oaves of his wife's fresh-baked bread, packages of dried neat, and
rounds of cheese. Supplies to keep nmen alive so they could kill other
nen.

Sweati ng under his |oad, Oost scranbled upslope toward the cliff
face.

Br oken shards of rock and soft, |oose soil nmade it hard going, but no
one came out of hiding to help him

The cave entrances were al nost conpletely invisible in the fading
afternoon light, covered by fast-growi ng brush and | engtheni ng shadows.
Qost paused about ten feet away fromthe | argest opening and stood
waiting, panting and trying to catch his breath. The instructions he'd
been given were clear.

The nen inside the caves would initiate all contact. Any departure
fromnormal procedure would be taken as a sign that he'd fallen into
the hands of South Africa's security forces. And that woul d nmean
deat h.

The bush in front of himrustled and then parted as a tall, gaunt bl ack
man cradling an AK-47 stepped out into the open. Qost's eyes focused



on the automatic rifle's enormobus nuzzle as it swng slowy toward
hi m

"You are late, conrade."” The words were spoken in a soft, dry, alnost
academ c tone, but Cost found them nore frightening than an angry
shout .

He stanmered out a reply.

"I"msorry, Conrade Kotane. The Boer who owns ny vineyards made an
unexpected visit this morning. | couldn't |eave earlier wthout
arousi ng suspicion. "

The other man stared hard at himfor what seenmed an eternity and then
nodded his acceptance of Qost's excuse. He lowered the AK-47. "Is

t here any news?"

Qost felt the excitenent he'd suppressed earlier bubbling up again.

"Yes! They've announced it on the radio. Parliament will definitely
adjourn on the twenty-seventh as planned! "

A hunorl ess smle surfaced and then vani shed on the thin man's face.

"So we are in business. Good. W' ve been waiting too |ong already.
Are there any signs of increased police or Arny activity?"

"Not hi ng out of the ordinary. Just the standard patrols.” Oost pulled
a sheaf of paper out of his pocket.

"Marta and | have put together this list of their schedul es and routes.
You shoul dn't have any trouble avoiding themwhen the tinme cones. "

The ot her man took the papers, stung his rifle over one shoul der, and
bent down to pick up the crate filled with food. Then he turned and
| ooked back at Oost.

"You' ve done well so far, Riaan. Keep it up and one day your
grandchildren will hail your menory as a hero of the liberation."

Qost said nothing as the man pushed back through the tangle of brush
and vani shed. Then he turned and stunbl ed back down the sl ope, eager
to get back to his wife. A hero of the liberation. The praise would
pl ease her as it had him

Broken Covenant had ten days left to run.

JUNE 25- UMKHONTO VE SI ZWE HEADQUARTERS

LUSAKA, ZAMBI A

Col. Sese Luthuli was a deeply worried nan.

Long silences fromhis agents inside South Africa weren't unusual. Even
t he npbst urgent nmessages had to travel circuitously--through intricate
networ ks of cutouts, drop points, and infrequently used speci al
couriers. The ANC s networks were deliberately designed that way to

make life hard for South

Africa's internal security apparatus. Convoluted, nmulti |ink nessage



chai ns neant fewer suspicious |ongdistance calls for the police to
trace.

Lut huli had al ways considered the necessary tine lag a price well worth
payi ng. Now he wasn't so sure.

He hal fheartedly scanned t he newspaper clipping on his

desk again, already knowing that it didn't contain the information he
needed. Only the Sowetan had considered Dr. N hato Meki's death
newswort hy, and then only as anot her exanple of the township's urgent
need for stricter traffic control and better street lighting. Even
worse, the article hadn't appeared until four days after Moeki died.
More days had gone by as copies of the paper made their way out of
South Africa to

Zambia. And still nmore time had passed before Uni khonto's
Intelligence

Section cross-referenced Mieki's name with its list of active agents.
"Tragi ¢ Road Acci dent Takes Teacher's Life,"

" Luthuli nmuttered, reading the headline aloud. Had it been a genuine
accident? Probably. The

Sowet an said so, and its editors were usually quick to point the finger
at suspected governnment dirty work.

More inportant was a question the article didn't answer. Wen exactly
had

Moeki been killed? Had he passed the abort signal on down the line or

not? So far, all efforts to check with the schoolteacher's contact had
proved fruitless. Shortly after Moeki's death, the man, a team | eader

for a highway construction firm had been sent south into the Natal on

an unexpected job. He was still gone, out of touch and effectively as

far amay as if he'd been sent to the noon.

Luthuli felt cold. Wat if Meki hadn't passed the abort signal on?
What if Broken Covenant was still operational ?

He stabbed the intercom button on his desk

"Tell Major Xuma that | want to see himhere right away."

Xurma, his chief of intelligence, arrived five mnutes |ater

Luthuli tapped the neatly cut newspaper article with a single finger.
"You' ve seen this?"

The maj or nodded, his eyes expressionless behind thick, wre-frame
gl asses.

"Then you realize the disaster we could be facing?"

Agai n Xuma sinply nodded, knowi ng that his superior's explosive tenper



could be triggered by too nany neani ngl ess words.
Luthuli's lips thinned in anger

"Well, then, what can we do about it?"



The intelligence chief swre silently to hinself. He'd al- 7

ways | oat hed being placed in inpossible positions. And this was
certainly one of the worst he'd ever been in. There sinply wasn't any
right way to answer the colonel's question

He fol ded his hands in his |ap, unaware that the gesture nmade hi m| ook
as though he were praying.

"I"'mvery much afraid, Colonel, that there isn't anything we can do-not
at this stage."

Luthuli's voice was cold and precise.

"You had better explain what you mean by that, Major. [|'m not
accustoned to ny officers openly adnmitting conpl ete i nconpetence.”

Xuma hurriedly shook his head.
"That's not what |'m saying, sir.

"If--he stressed the word, enphasizing his uncertainty" if our abort
signal didn't get through, there just isn't time nowto send another
Not with the contact routines laid out in the Broken Covenant plan."

Lut huli knew t he younger man was right, though he hated to admit it.

Martin Cosate had been nore interested in making sure that his master
stroke succeeded than in nmaking sure it could be called off. And
Cosat e had been especially concerned by the need for secure

conmuni cations with his chosen strike group. As a result, the fifteen
guerrillas who m ght now be assenbl ed deep in the nountains would
respond only to nessages sent by specific and tortuously |ong routes.
Any attenpts at direct contact from Lusaka woul d undoubtedly fall on
willfully deaf ears.

"Col onel ?" The intelligence chief's cultured voice interrupted
Luthuli's increasingly bleak thoughts. He |ooked up

"Personally, sir, | believe it nore likely that Meki passed our
nmessage on before his death. Qur records show that he was a dedicated
man. | don't think he would have |l eft his hone that night w thout

first conpleting his mission."

Lut huli nodded slowy. Xurna's reading of the situation was
optimstic, but not outrageously so. The odds favored the mgjor's
belief that Broken

Covenant had been aborted as ordered. He sat up straighter

"I hope you're right. But ask for confirmation anyway. And | want an
answer back by the twenty-eighth. "

Xurma eyed his superior carefully. Luthuli rmust know that

what he wanted done was inpossible. That neant the col onel was al ready
t hi nki ng about covering his tracks should sonething go wildly,

i ncal culably wong in South Africa's Hex River Mountains over the next
several days. |If the abort signal hadn't gone through, the col one
could truthfully say he'd given his chief of intelligence a direct



order to send another nmessage. The blane for any disaster would fal
squarely on Xuma's shoul ders

So be it.

The maj or saluted sharply, spun round, and left Luthuli's office at a
fast wal k. The colonel was a clever bastard, but two could play the
bl ame-shifting game. Xuma had never especially liked the captain in
charge of Unkhonto's cl andesti ne-communi cati ons section anyway. The
man woul d make an excel |l ent scapegoat.

Besi des, he told hinself, the odds really were agai nst anythi ng goi ng
seriously wong. Even if Meki hadn't passed the signal on, South
Africa's security forces were still incredibly efficient and deadly.
The nmen assigned to Broken Covenant weren't likely to get within twenty
kilometers of their target before being caught and kill ed.

He was wr ong.
JUNE 27- CAPE TOAN CENTRAL RAI LWAY STATI ON

The seventeen-car Blue Train sat notionless at a special platform
surrounded by a cordon of fully armed paratroops and wat chfu

pl ai ncl ot hes policenmen. Wthin the security cordon, white-coated
waiters, immacul ately uniformed porters, and grease-stained railway
workers scurried fromtask to task each engrossed in readying the train
for its nost inportant trip of the year

One hundred yards away, Sam Knowl es squinted through the lens of his

M nicam panning slowmy fromthe electric |loconotive in front to the
baggage car in back. He pursed his lips.

lan Sheffield saw the worried | ook on his cameraman's face.
" Somet hi ng wr ong?"

Knowl es shook his head.

"Nothing | can't fix on the Monster.

The Monster was Know es's nickname for their in-studio conputerized

vi deot ape editing machine. It worked by digitizing the innages

contai ned on any videotape fed into it. Wth every blade of grass,
face, or brick on the tape reduced to a series of nunbers stored in the
system s nenory banks, a skilled technician could literally alter the
way things | ooked to a viewer sinply by changi ng the nunmbers. These

hi ght ech i magi ng systens were ordinarily used for routine editing or to
enhance existing pictures by elimnating blurring or distortion. But
they could also be used to twist a recorded event beyond recognition
Peopl e who weren't there when a scene was taped could be inserted after
the fact. And people who had been there could be neatly renoved,
erased without a trace. Buildings, nountains, and trees could all be
transformed and shifted about at the touch of a single set of computer
keys.

Put sinply, conputer-inaging systens made the old truismthat a picture
was worth a thousand words as dead as the dinosaurs. Now only the
honesty of each individual caneraman, reporter, and technician

guar anteed that what people saw on their TV screens bore any



resenbl ance to the truth.
Know es | owered his canera.

"I"'mgetting the dammedest ki nd of yellow sh glare off those
sl eepi ng- car wi ndows. "

| an tapped the South African Railways tourist brochure he held in his
ri ght hand.

"According to this, that's the gl eam of pure gold you're getting,
Sam Pure, unadul terated gold.

"I hope you're pulling ny leg."

I an shook hi s head.

"Not at all. Every one of those wi ndows has a thin |layer of gold
tacked on to reduce heat and glare inside the train."

"Jesus Christ." Know es didn't bother hiding his half envious
cont enpt .

"I's there anything they haven't thrown into that track-traveling |uxury
['iner?"

lan ran a finger through the list of anenities that were standard itemns
on

South Africa's Blue Train. Air-conditioned cars. Elegant private

bat hs and showers. Five-star gournet neals. U tranodern air springs
and extra insulation to ensure

a quiet, smooth fide. Even free chanpagne before every departure. He
smled cynically. Woever wote the brochure must have been runni ng
out of superlatives near the end.

He fol ded the brochure and stuffed it into his jacket's inside
pocket .

"Cheer up, Sam It gives us a good hook for tonorrow s otherw se
boring story."

"Such as?"
I an thought quickly.
"Ckay, how s this for a lead-in?

"Wth Parlianent out of session, South Africa's president and his top
cabi net | eaders left Cape

Town today aboard the fanmous Blue Train-taking their traditional fide
back to Pretoria in confort through a country still filled with
mllions of inpoverished and di senfranchised bl acks. "

Know es gri nned.

"Not bad. Probably a little too rabble rousing to suit New



York, but not bad at all."

"It doesn't really fit the facts, though, so | can't use it. |'ve got
to admit that Haymans and his people seemgenuinely willing to change
the way things work in this country."

"Maybe so." Know es sounded unconvi nced.

"You gonna let a little thing like that stand in the way of a good
intro |ine?"

"I know guys who wouldn't." Jlan smled ruefully.

"But | probably couldn't look at nyself in the mrror if | started
pul ling stuff like that."

| an heard the sanctinonious tone he'd just used and secretly wondered
just how well his scruples would stand up to another few nonths of
virtual exile in South Africa. Dam it! He needed a big story to
break back onto the charts in the States. And he needed it soon

Knowl es slung the M nicam carrying case over his shoul der and checked
hi s wat ch.

"Well, you'd better sleep on it and get good and creative.

"Cause you've only got until eleven o' clock tonmorrow norning to cone up
with an opening spiel. "

The little cameranman easily dodged lan's nock, slow notion punch and
headed for the station exit.

Behi nd them the paratroop nmajor conmanding the Blue Train's security
force shook his head in disgust. Anericans. You could spot them half
a mle away.

They were so ridiculously frivolous. He turned and barked an order at
the nearest soldiers.

They snapped to rigid attention

The maj or took his job seriously. He and his men were sworn to
def end

South Africa's top officials with their very lives. But few of them
ever truly expected it to be necessary.

THE M NI STRY OF LAW AND ORDER, PRETORI A

From where he stood, Erik Miller could only hear Vorster's part of the
phone conversation. He didn't need to hear nore.

"No, M. President, | won't be taking the train with you and the
others tomorrow. |'mafraid | sinply have too nmuch work to do here."
Vorster's fingers drummed slowy on his desk, unconsciously m m cking
the rhyt hm of a funeral march.

"What's that, M. President? It's a great pity? Oh, yes. \Very
definitely." Vorster's thick, graying eyebrows rose sardonically.



"Yes,

|'ve al ways enjoyed the food i nmensely. And the nagnificent views as
well. Especially those in the mountains. "

Mul I er fought the urge to laugh. Instead he watched Vorster pick up a
pencil and draw a quick, decisive circle on the Cape Province map
spread across his desk. The circle outlined a stretch of railroad
track deep inside the Hex River Mountains.

"No, M. President. |I'msorry, but | really can't afford to go this
tine.

Per haps in January when Parlianent comes back into session.. .. Thank

you, Frederick. That's nost kind of you. And give nmy best w shes to
your wife.... Yes. 1'Il see you soon.. .. Yes. God be with you, too

Vor ster hung up
He scowl ed across the desk at Miller
"That dammed buffoon. Can you believe it? Haynmans still has the gal

to try his snooth false phrases on ne. He thinks he can win ny
friendship even now Wth the stink of his treachery all around!

Mul | er shrugged. Events woul d soon make Haymans's words and actions
irrelevant. Wiy worry about then?

Vorster tapped the map with his pencil
"Are your people ready?"
"Yes, Mnister."

"And the terrorists?" Vorster's pencil cane down agai n, maki ng anot her
bl ack mark in the mddle of his hand-drawn circle.

"They seem prepared.” Miller |eaned closer

"I must adnmit that | dislike trusting their conpetence in these
matters, Mnister. The blacks have al ways been sl oppy. Perhaps our
own peopl e could" No Vorster waved himinto sil ence.

"It's too risky. Sonmeone would talk or get cold feet."

Mul | er nodded. The minister was probably right. He straightened.
"Then we can only wait and watch matters unfold. "

I "True.

Vorster rose frombehind his desk and | eaned over the map, his eyes
scanning the railway route from Cape Town to Pretoria for the hundredth
time. Apparently satisfied by what he saw, he carefully folded the nmap

and slid it into a drawer.

When he | ooked up, the grim determ ned expression on his face seened
carved in stone.



"God's will be done, Muller. GCod's will be done."

Privately Miull er hoped that God's appointed agents coul d shoot
straight.

JUNE 28- NEAR OSPLAAS, | N THE HEX RI VER
MOUNTAI NS

The sun stood directly overhead in a blue, cloudless sky, bathing the
narrow valley in a clear, pitiless light. Isolated patches of brush
and olive-green scrub trees dotted the rugged slopes falling away from
the razor-backed ridges on either side. Everything was quiet. Nothing
cast a shadow and not hing noved. The valley seened lifeless,

abandoned.

But there were men there-waiting.

Andr ew Sebe crouched low anmid a tangle of dry brush and scattered
broken rock. He licked his bone-dry lips and tried to ignore his
trenbl i ng hands.

They were trenbling in anticipation he told himself, not in fear. He
and his conrades were nearing the clinmx of |ong days and ni ghts of
pl anni ng, preparation, and reconnai ssance.

Sebe gripped the rocket-propel |ed grenade |auncher he held tighter
careful to keep his fingers away fromthe trigger. He wanted to node
hinsel f after the tall, stick-thin man squatting notionless next to
hi m

Kot ane al ways exuded an air of absolute confidence. The guerrilla

| eader seened able to suppress every enpotion save a fierce

determ nation to succeed, no matter what the cost. |If only he could be
as brave.

Davi d Kotane gl anced briefly at the young man beside him noting the
beads of sweat rolling slowy down his forehead. Then he | ooked away,
searching the slopes for signs that would give his team s other
positions away to wary Afrikaner eyes. There, weren't any. Good. His
men were follow ng orders perfectly so far, staying well hidden anong
the clumps of tall grass, dead brush, and I ow, stunted trees.

Kot ane transferred his gaze to their target-the railroad tracks barely
one hundred neters away. Viewed from above, the railway |ooked very
much i ke a long, whip-thin, black snake as it wound to and fro high
above the valley floor. Power |lines paralleled the railroad, hanging
notionless in the still, calmair.

Five mnutes to go. Kotane idly caressed the small white box in his
hand.

Two red lights glowed faintly above two metal switches.

A faint clattering sound growing slowy |ouder reached his ears.
Rot or s.

Kot ane | ooked west, his eyes flicking back and forth across the
hori zon.



There! He spotted the canoufl aged Puma hel i copter weaving back and
forth above the railroad tracks-flying steadily east.

Kot ane notioned Sebe to the ground and flattened hinself as the
hel i copter cane nearer. The Afrikaners were naking a routine

last-m nute aerial sweep down the rail line. No surprise there. They
weren't taking any chances-not when

atrain filled with the white governnent's top officials was on its way
down the tracks.

VWhup- whup- whup-whup. The Puma was cl oser now, nuch cl oser-skiming | ow
above the power lines. Kotane shut his eyes tight as it roared
directly overhead, trailing a choking, rotor-blown hail of dead grass
and dust.

He stayed still, listening intently as the helicopter's engi ne noise
f aded.

Going. Going. Gone. He spat out a nouthful of weeds and dirt and
ri sked opening a single eye. The Puma's rotor blades flashed silver in
the sunlight as it rounded a bend and vani shed.

Kot ane sat up, elated. They'd done it! They'd evaded the |ast
Afri kaner security patrol. Nothing could stop themnow. He tapped
Sebe on the shoul der.

"Cet ready, Andrew. And renenber, make your shots count. Just like we
practiced, right?"

The younger man nodded and rose to his knees, cradling the grenade
l auncher in both arns.

Kot ane risked a quick glance at his watch and turned to stare down the
track. Any noment now ..

"The Blue Train cane into view fromdown the valley, gliding al npst

noi sel essly along the track at thirty mles an hour. Orange-, white-,
and bl ue-striped South African flags fluttered fromthe front fender of
the electric loconotive. The rest of the train-twelve gol d-w ndowed

sl eeping cars, a saloon car, a dining car and kitchen, generator wagon,
and baggage car-stretched in a |ong, undul ating chain behind the

engi ne.

Kotane felt his pulse starting to race as he flicked the first switch
on the little white box in his hand. One of the lights flashed green
The box was transmitting.

Hs world narrowed to a single point on the tracks. Ten seconds.
Fi ve.

Four. Three ... The front of the Blue Train's engine flashed into view
at the edge of his peripheral vision. Now

Kot ane flicked the second switch.
One hundred kil os of plastic explosive |ayered along the railroad

tracks detonated directly under the engine-tipping it off the tracks in
a ragged, billowi ng cloud of orange-red flame and coal - bl ack snoke.



Pieces of torn and twi sted rail spun end over end high through the air
bef ore crashi ng back to earth.

Shocked by the power of the explosion he'd unl eashed, Kotane sat
unnovi ng as the blast-mangl ed | oconotive slamed into the ground at an
angl e and cartwheel ed downhill, smashing every tree and rock in its
pat h.

The rest of the Blue Train went with it-blown and pulled off the track
in a deadly, grinding tangle of torn netal, shattered glass, and flying
debris. Car after car went rolling, tunbling, and sliding down toward
the valley floor.

A rising curtain of dust cloaked the weckage as Kotane's hearing
ret ur ned.

He scranbled to his feet and ran toward the railroad tracks with Sebe
cl ose behind. The younger man still held his unfired RPG 7. Thirteen
nmore ANC guerrillas rose fromtheir own hiding places and foll owed
them seven arned with AK-47s, two nore carrying grenade | aunchers, and
four men lugging a pair of bipod-nounted |ight nmachi ne guns.

Kot ane skidded to a stop just short of the tracks and stared down at a
scene that m ght have | eaped out of hell itself. The Blue Train's cars
wer e heaped one on top of the other-sone ripped wi de open and ot hers
crushed al nost beyond recognition. Bodies and pieces of bodies were
strewn across the hillside, interm ngled with smashed suitcases,

bl oodst ai ned t abl ecl ot hs and beddi ng, and fragnents of fine china.
Greasy bl ack snoke eddied fromhalf a dozen small fires scattered

t hr oughout the w eckage.

It seened inpossible that anyone could still be alive down there.
Kot ane's eyes narrowed. Better to nake sure of that while they stil
had the chance. The Afri kaner security forces would soon be on their

way here.

He turned to the nmen bunched around himand yelled, "Don't just stand
there! Fire! Use your dammed weapons!"

Sebe was the first to react. Hi s rocket-propelled grenade ripped a new
hol e in one of the mangl ed sl eeping cars and

exploded in a brief shower of flame. Then the other guerrillas opened
up, flaying the ruined train with a hail of bullets and fragnmentation
gr enades.

Davi d Kot ane watched in norbid satisfaction as his nen systematically
wal ked their fire down the | ength of what had once been South

Africa's

Bl ue Train.

There were no survivors



CHAPTER

Dead Reckoni ng

JUNE 28- Dl RECTORATE OF M LI TARY | NTELLI GENCE, PRETORI A
REACTI ON FORCE BRAVO TWD

OP COM 3/87: 1622 HRS

Message begins: TO DM -1. RECCE TEAM RE

PORTS TRACKI NG ENEMY FORCE NUMBERI NG 10--20 MEN MOVI NG NNE ON FOOT.
PER SPECI AL ORDERS, NO DI RECT

CONTACT

I NI TIATED. PURSU T UNI TS STANDI NG BY. AMBUSH SI TE NOW SECURE
TRAI N

DESTROYED REPEAT, DESTROYED. LI ST OF | DENTI FI ED DEAD FOLLOAS. Message
ends.

Erik Muller laid the message form asi de and quickly skimred t hrough the
list of those known to be dead. He was careful to keep the expression
of shocked dismay on his face as he read. It was vital that even his
nost trusted subordinates

believe the news of this brutal guerrilla attack cane as a conplete
surprise to him

In truth, it wasn't terribly difficult for Miuller to | ook surprised.

Br oken Covenant had produced results far beyond his wi | dest
expect ati ons.

The President, the mnisters of defense, foreign affairs, transport,
energy, and education, and dozens of other high-ranking officials were
all confirmed dead, apparent victins of a vicious and unprovoked ANC
anbush. It was perfect. Absolutely perfect. Once the |last few | oose
ends had been tidied up, Vorster's path to power would be clear

H s phone rang. He picked it up in md ring

" Yes?"
"Conmuni cations Section, sir. | have a radio voice transm ssion from
Bravo Two Al pha. Shall | patch himthrough to your |ine?"

"OfF course." Miller's fingers tightened around the phone. Had
somet hi ng gone w ong?

Static hissed and whined in the background.
"Bravo Two Al pha to Delta

M ke India One. Over."



Mul ler grimaced. Mlitary jargon held little appeal for him It
| acked al |l el egance.

"Go ahead, Captain Bekker. Mke your report. 11

"Roger, One." Bekker's voice was flat, all trace of enotion erased by
years of rigorous training and conbat experience.

"The terrorists have gone to ground in a snmall copse of trees
approxi mately seven kilonmeters north of the railroad. "

Mul I er gl anced quickly at the map. It showed a tangle of steep, rugged
ri dges, boulder fields, ravines, and isolated thickets. N ghtmarish
terrain for men nmoving on foot. It was anazing that the ANC s

guerrillas had gotten as far as they had.

"What's your evaluation? Do they know your men are foll ow ng?"

Bekker didn't hesitate.

"Probably. They've certainly heard or seen our helicopters by now. "
Mul ler didn't bother to hide his irritation

"Then why have they stopped?"

"They're waiting for nightfall, Director.” The captain spaced his
words out, alnost as if he were talking to a small child. It was clear
that he didn't Iike having to report to a civilian-even to a civilian

so high up in the ranks of the security forces.

"Once the sun sets, they'll scatter-each man trying to nake his own way
out."

"Coul d any succeed?"

"One or two mght make it. The ground here is so broken that even our
ni ght-vi sion gear will have trouble spotting them "

Mil ler stiffened. He couldn't afford to et any of the ANC assault
team escape. C ose questioning by their superiors mght raise too many
i nconveni ent questions.

"I see. Then what's your recomrendation

Capt ai n?"

For the first tine, a hint of barely suppressed excitenent crept into

Bekker's voi ce.

"W shoul d attack them now, before it grows dark. | can have mny troops
in position within half an hour."

Mul | er nodded to hinself. These soldiers might be boorish, but at
| east they were usually efficient.

"Perm ssion granted. You may use whatever nethods you think best."



He | owered his voice a notch

"I have only one condition, Captain Bekker

"Yes, sir?"

"I want themall dead."

That wasn't quite accurate. The kill order actually emanated from
Vorster. Miller would have preferred keeping several of the terrorists
alive for showtrials. The mnister, though, wanted to denonstrate

Sout h

Africa's willingness to utterly crush its enemes. But would the
sol diers go along with such a schene?

Mul | er cleared his throat.
"Do you understand ne, Captain?"

Static hissed over the |ine for several seconds before Bekker
answer ed,

"Quite clearly, Director. You don't want any prisoners.

"That's correct.” Miller paused and then asked, "Does that present a
probl em for you?"

Bekker sounded al nost uni nt er est ed.

"On the contrary. It sinplifies matters enornously.”

Mar vel ous.

"Good | uck, then, Captain."

"I't's not a question of luck, sir," Bekker corrected him

"It's nmore a question of ballistics and kill radii."

Mul I er hung up, stung by the arny officer's unconceal ed sarcasm For a
brief monment, he considered arrangi ng a nuch-needed |l esson in hunmlity
for the man-sonething that would teach himto show nore respect for his
superiors. Then he shook the thought away. Bekker's talent as a
conpetent and calculating killer made himtoo valuable a tool to waste.
Per sonal vengeance was a usel ess | uxury when playing for such high

st akes.

Mil l er's eyes narrowed. There would be tinme enough later to settle
scores with those who'd wonged him Al of them Every last one of
those on a long, unwitten list kept carefully in menory fromhis

boyhood on.

He smiled, drawing a strange kind of confort fromimagining the
suffering he woul d soneday inflict.

IN THE HEX RI VER MOUNTAI NS

Davi d Kot ane wiggl ed backward on his belly, hugging the ground unti



he coul d be sure he was well hidden anbng the shadows and tall grass.
Safe for the monent from prying eyes and tel escopic sights, he rose and
gently brushed the dirt off his clothes before squatting again with his
back to a gnarled, ternmite-gnawed tree trunk

He | ooked slowy around the small, al nost overgrown clearing, studying
each of the nen crouching around himin a semicircle. Wrn, anxious
faces stared back, waiting for himto speak

"They're all around us. " The guerrilla |eader kept his tone
matter-of-fact, concealing his own fears.

"You' re sure, conrade?"

Kot ane | ooked squarely at his second-in-comuand, a grayhaired survivor
of several clandestine operations, and nodded.

"Quite sure. The Afrikaner bastards are being very careful, but I
spotted signs of novement in every direction. "

"What do we do now?" Andrew Sebe, the youngest of the group, was
scared to death and it showed.

"We wait for darkness," Kotane said calmy.
"There'll be no moon till late, so it'll be pitch-black out there.
W'l be able to slip away right under their noses."

Sebe and several other younger, |ess experienced nmen | ooked relieved.
The ol der guerrillas exchanged nore knowi ng gl ances. They were well
aware that the odds against surviving the next several hours were
astronomi cal

"In the meantime we'll take up firing positions here, here, and
there."”

Kot ane sketched the outline of an all-around defense in the dirt.
"If the soldiers try to cone for us before dark, we'll gut them"™

Heads nodded around the circle. They had enough firepower to inflict
serious | osses on any attackers trying to cross the open ground
surrounding their little tangle of trees. They couldn't defeat the
government troops pursuing them but they could make sure the South

Africans paid a high price in dead and wounded. And in its own way
that would be a kind of victory for the guerrilla team

Unfortunately, it was a victory the South Africans had no intention of
gi ving them

COMVAND GROUP, REACTI ON FORCE BRAVO TWD

Capt. Rolf Bekker focused his binoculars on the snmall copse of trees
four hundred neters away. Nothing. No signs of novement at all. The
guerrillas weren't show ng any evi dence of panic-despite being
surrounded by a reinforced conpany of battl e-hardened paratroops.

He nodded slowy to hinself, a thin, wy smile on his lips. Whoever
conmanded those ANC terrorists was good. Damed good. O course, the



attack on the Blue Train had already shown that. He'd only had to take
a quick look at the torn-up tracks, smashed | oconmptive, and body-strewn
hillside to know at once that he was up agai nst a real professional

Bekker's smile disappeared. It would be a pleasure to kill such a
nman.

He | owered his binoculars and held out his hand. Corporal de Vries,
crouched nearby, snapped the nicrophone into his hand.

Bekker held it to his lips and thunbed the transmt button.

"Bravo Two
Al pha to Bravo Two Foxtrot. Are you in place? Over. " " Foxtrot
here, Al pha." The lieutenant conmmandi ng a section of four 8lnm nortars

attached to Bekker's conpany answered pronptly.
"Depl oyed and ready to fire. Over."

Bekker turned and gl anced down the steep slope behind him The four
nortar teans were clearly visible at the foot of the hill, clustered
around their weapons as though praying.

"Gve me a spotting round, Foxtrot. " Bekker turned back while talking
and lifted his binocul ars again.

"On the way."

A dull noise like a muffled cough confirned the |ieutenant's words.

Al most instantly, Bekker saw a burst of purplish snoke appear on the
rolling grassland close to the copse of trees. He nentally cal cul at ed
di stances and angl es.

"G ve me another spotting round, Foxtrot. Down fifty and right thirty.
"Roger, Al pha." Five seconds passed.

"On the way."

This time the snmoke round | anded squarely in the mddle of the tiny
group of trees. Hazy, purple tendrils rose fromthe inpact point and
drifted slowy north in the w nd.

Say good-bye, you bl ack bastards, Bekker thought as he clicked the m ke
but t on.

"On target, Foxtrot! Fire for effect!

Behind him the four nortars coughed in unison, flinging round after
round of HE high into the air. Four. Eight. Twelve. The crews

wor ked rapidly, alnmost as though they were well-oiled

machi nes-efficiently sending death winging on its way to a target they
couldn't even see.

Bekker watched in fascination as the nortar salvos slanmed into the
ANC-hel d clump of trees. Bright, or angered expl osions rippled through

the foliage, tearing, shredding, and maimng every living thing they
encl osed.



O her bombs burst in the air overhead, spraying a killing tain of
whi t e- hot shrapnel downward.

Wthin seconds, the snoke and dust thrown skyward by the bonbardment
obscured his view. The only things still visible within the billow ng
bl ack, gray, and brown cloud were split-second flashes as nore nortar
bonbs found their target.

Bekker let the nortars go on firing far |onger than was necessary.
Forty rounds of high expl osive reduced the small copse of trees to a
snoki ng wastel and of torn vegetati on and mangl ed fl esh

THE OCST COITAGE, IN THE HEX Rl VER MOUNTAI NS

Ri aan Oost coul d hear the expl osions echoing in the distance as he
tossed a single suitcase into the back of his pickup truck. The sounds
confirmed what |ogic had already told him Kotane and his men woul dn't
be returning.

It was past tine to | eave.

Long past time, in fact. The ANC s Cape Town safe house was a

t hree- hour drive away under normal conditions. And conditions were
unlikely to be normal. Qost roughly wi ped the sweat from his pal ns
onto his jeans and turned toward the front door of his cottage.

“"Marta! Cone on! W've got to go!"

Hs wife appeared in the doorway, staggering under the weight of a box
piled high with photo al buns and other mementos of their married

life.

Qost swore under his breath. She had no business bringing those.

Thi ngs such as those were sure to arouse suspicion if they were stopped
at a security checkpoint before reaching Cape Town.

He stepped in front of her, blocking her path to the truck

She | ooked up guiltily.

"l know, Riaan, | know. But | couldn't bear to | eave them behind." She
sniffed, fighting back tears.

Qost felt his anger fade in the face of her sadness.

"I am sorry. H s voice was gentle.
"But you've got to |leave themhere. I1t's too risky."
He reached out and took the box out of her unresisting hands.

In silence, she watched himcarry her small treasures back into the
cott age.

Nei t her could bear to | ook back as they drove away fromthe vineyard
they'd | abored in for six years.

Qost was careful to drive slowy and precisely down the w nding, dirt
road, anxious to avoid any obvious sign of panic. Wth luck, they' d be
on the main hi ghway and hi dden anmong ot her travel ers before the



security forces noted their absence.

He gl anced off to the side at a marker post as they cane round a sharp
bend in the road. Only two nore kiloneters to the hi ghway and
conparative safety! He felt hinself begin to rel ax.

Ri aan!
Startled by his wife's cry, Oost |ooked up and sl anmed on his brakes.

The pickup slid to a stop just yards fromtwo canoufl aged arnored cars
and a row of arned troops bl ocking the road. M/ CGod, he thought
wildly, the

Afri kaners are already here.
Beside him Marta noaned in fear.

One of the soldiers, an officer, motioned themforward. Oost swall owed
convul sively and pulled the pickup closer to the roadblock. It must be
routine. Please let it be nothing nore than a routine checkpoint, he
prayed.

The officer signaled himto stop when they were within twenty feet of
the arnored cars. Two machi ne guns swung to cover them aimed straight
at the truck's windshield. Oost glanced quickly to either side. The
sol di ers surrounding themhad their rifles unslung and ready for

action. He felt sick. The governnent knows, he thought. They have to
know. But how? Could one of Kotane's nen already have broken under
interrogation? It seened possible.

The sound of a car door slamm ng shut roused him For the first tinme
he noticed the long, black Iinousine parked just beyond the arnored
cars. It was the kind of car favored by high-ranking security
officers. |Its occupant, a tall, fair-haired white man in a dark suit
and plain tie, strode arrogantly past the soldiers and stopped, his
hands on his hips, a few feet away fromthe pickup truck

Qost | ooked at the man's eyes and shivered. They were a dead man's
eyes, lifeless and uncaring.

"CGoi ng sonewhere, Meneer Qost?" The security agent's dry, enotionless
voi ce matched his eyes.

"Acurious tine to take a trip, isn't it?"
Qost coul d hear Marta sobbing softly beside him but he | acked the
strength to confort her. Prison, interrogation, torture, trial, and

execution. The road ahead hel d not hi ng good.

"CGet out of the car, please. Both of you." Still that sane dry,
sterile voice.

" Now, "
Qost exchanged a single, hopeless glance with his wife and obeyed.
Still crying, she followed suit. The hard-faced man notioned them

toward the waiting |inobusine.

The soldiers parted to | et them pass, watching wordl essly as Oost and



Marta stumbl ed al ong in shock with the security officer close behind.
The man didn't speak again until they were near the |ong, black car

"It's a pity you're both trying to escape fromny custody, meneer. But
your actions give me no choice."

Qost heard cloth rustling and the sound of sonethi ng rubbi ng agai nst

| eather. For an instant he stopped, conpletely confused. What did the
man mean? Then, in the split second he had left to understand, he felt
oddly grateful.

The nmen waiting at the roadbl ock started as two pistol shots cracked in
the still air, echoing off the rocky hills to either side of the
r oad.

Birds, frightened by the sudden noise, fled their perches and took to
the air, a lazy, swirling, circling cloud-black specks agai nst a deep
bl ue sky.

H's job done, Muller's agent slid behind the wheel of his car, started
it, and drove off in satisfied silence.

EM LY VAN DER HELI DEN'S FLAT, CAPE TOM

South Africa's state-owned tel evision caneras showed only what the
government wanted themto show. And right now they showed a
grimfaced

Karl Vorster standing rigidly at a

podi um backed by an enornous blue-, white-, and orange striped nationa
fl ag.

"My fellow countrynen, | stand before you on a day of sorrow for al
Sout h
Africans." Vorster's harsh voice enphasized the guttural accents of

Afri kaans as he spoke, pausing with evident reluctance for the
si mul t aneous translation into English.

"I come with dreadful news-news of a bloody act of terrorismso
horrible that it is without parallel in our history. | nust tell you
that the reports you've undoubtedly been hearing all this evening have
been verified. At approximtely one o'clock this afternoon, a band of
bl ack ANC comuni sts nurderously attacked the Blue Train as it passed
t hrough t he Hex

Ri ver Mountains."

Vorster's rough-edged, gravelly voice dropped another notch

"I have now been informed that the train was conpletely destroyed.
There were no survivors. The President of our beloved Republic is

dead. "

lan Sheffield felt Emily's grip on his hand tighten. He glanced at
her. She wasn't making any effort to hide the tears welling in her



eyes. No surprise there. She'd hoped that Haynans woul d be the | eader
who could orchestrate a peaceful reconciliation of South Africa's
contendi ng races. He |ooked back at the stern visage doninating the
tel evision screen. There wasn't nmuch chance that Vorster would
continue Haymans's negotiating efforts. Mch chance? Hell, he

t hought, no chance. Even Gandhi woul d have been reluctant to trust the
good will or good faith of the ANC after this attack on the

Bl ue Train.

| an wondered about that. What could the ANC have thought it would
gai n? How could they have been so stupid?

"As the government's senior surviving mnister, | have assuned the
of fice and duties of the presidency. | have done so in accordance wth
t he

Constitution-conpelled by ny |ove of God and this country, and not by
any m spl aced sense of personal ambition. | shall govern as president
only until such tinme as the present energency has passed."

Right. Ian shook his head, not believing a word. Methinks thou dost
protest too much, Vorster old son

"Accordingly, nmy first action as president has been to declare an
unlimted state of emergency extending to all provinces of the
Republic."

Vorster's hands curl ed around the edge of his podi um

"I intend to root out this terrorist conspiracy in our country once and
for all. Those responsible for the deaths of so many innocents wll
not escape our just vengeance."

As South Africa' s new and unel ected president continued speaking, |an
felt Emly shiver and understood. Vorster's grimwords spelled the end
of every step toward noderation her nation had taken over the past
decade. The newly declared state of energency inposed dusk-to-dawn
curfews on all black townships; allowed the security forces to shoot
anyone violating those curfews; restored the hated pass | aws
restricting nonwhite novement and travel, and reinposed strict
government controls on the press and other nedia.

I an knew that, under normal circunstances, that last bit of news would
have really pissed himoff. But circunmstances were far from nornal .
There didn't seemto be nmuch that Vorster's new government could do to
himas a reporter that his own network hadn't already done.

When reports of the Blue Train attack first started to spread, he and

Knowl es had filmed a quick segnent and shipped it off to New York on a
rush satellite feed. Flushed with triunph, they'd notified the network
of their plans to fly inmediately to Pretoria so they could cover the
government's reaction to the ANC attack

But they hadn't even had tine to crack open a bottle of chanpagne in
cel ebration before New York's top brass quashed their plans. He and
his cameraman weren't needed in Pretoria, lan had been told. The
network's top anchor and his personal news teamwere already en route
to cover the developing story firsthand. Instead, he and Know es were



supposed to "stand by" in Cape Town, ready to provide "local color"
stories, should any be needed. The fact that on-site anchoring had
become networ k- news standard procedure since the Berlin Wall cane

tunmbl ing down did nothing to cushion the bl ow. Just because New York's
st ory- hoggi ng

had a historical precedent did nothing to nake it any nore pal at abl e.

lan gritted his teeth. Here they were in the nmddle of the biggest
Sout h

African news event in recent nmenory, and he'd been shunted off to the
sidelines without so much as a thank you Christ, talk about a career on
the skids! He'd slipped off into a black hole w thout even realizing
it.

"Ch, my God .. ." Emly's horrified whisper brought himback to the
present.
Vorster was still on-screen, rattling off a list of those he'd naned to

a "temporary" Covernnent of National Salvation. Cronje, de Wt,
Hert zog

Kl opper, Mal herbe, Maritz, Pienaar, Smit, and van der Heijden. lan ran
through the list in his mnd. Sone were names he didn't recognize, but
those he did recogni ze bel onged to notorious diehards. Al were

Afrikaners. Cearly, Vorster didn't intend to give the
Engl i shdescended

South Africans and other Uitlanders any share in governnent. Wit a
mnute ... van der Heijden?

He | ooked sharply at Emly.

Stricken, she stared sightlessly into the screen and then, slowy,
turned her eyes toward him She nodded.

"My father, yes. "

lan pursed his lips in a soundl ess whistle. He'd known that Emly's
father was sonme kind of governnent bureaucrat. But he'd al ways

i magi ned sonmeone nore suited to handling crop insurance or

i nternational trade figures-not the kind of man who'd apparently just
taken the nunber two spot in South Africa's security forces.

For an instant, just an instant, he found hinmself thinking of Emly not
as a beautiful and intelligent woman who | oved him but as a possible

i nformati on source-as a conduit |eading straight into the heart of
Sout h

Africa's new governnent. Then he saw the sadness in her eyes and
realized that was just what she feared. She was afraid of what her
father's newfound power would do to what they had together

Wrdl essly, lan reached out and took her in his arms, holding her
cl osely against his chest. One hand stroked her hair and the back of
her neck.

But he found his eyes straying back to the tall, grimfaced man stil



filling the airwaves with words and phrases that pronised vengeance and
rekindl ed racial hatred.

JUNE 30- STATE SECURI TY COUNCI L CHAMBER

PRETORI A, SQUTH AFRI CA

Pretoria, South Africa's adm nistrative capital, lay at peace beneath a
cl oudl ess bl ue sky. Though several newy built steel-and-glass office
buil dings dotted its skyline, Pretoria still seened nore a quiet,

ni net eent h-century university town than the prosperous, bustling
governmental center of a twentiethcentury state. Rows of jacaranda
trees shading wi de streets and an array of formal, flower-filled
gardens hel ped naintain the illusion

On a low hill overlooking the central city, the Union Buildings-two
spraw ing, three-story structures connected by a semcircul ar
col onnade- sat surrounded by their own carefully mani cured gardens.

Thousands of bureaucrats, sone petty, others powerful, occupied the two
mrror-image buildings. Fromtheir offices energed the constant stream
of directives, reports, regulations, and queries required to govern the
soverei gn Republic of South Africa.

On the surface, nothing much had changed. The various mnistries and
departments functioned according to tinme tested procedures-stil
carrying out the noderate policies of men whose bodi es | ay hundreds of
mles away in a tenporary norgue al ongside the Cape Town railway. But
all who worked in the Union Buildings knew those policies were as dead
as the nen who' d fornul ated them

South Africa now had a nbre ruthl ess set of nasters.

To defeat any attenpts at el ectronic eavesdropping, the menbers of the
new State Security Council met in a small, w ndowl ess room buried deep
i nside the Union Buildings conplex. The fifteen men now in charge of
their country's foreign policy apparatus, mlitary services, and
security forces sat quietly around a |large rectangular table. Al of
t hem

owed their appointnments to one nman, Karl Vorster, and all were acutely
aware that their futures depended on continued obedience to his will.

Now they waited for an indication of just what that will night be.

Vorster studied the map laid out by his deputy minister of |aw and
order.

Red circles outlined South Africa' s nost troubl esome bl ack townshi ps.
O her col ors designated varyi ng degrees of past resistance to
Pretoria's policies.

"The circles dotting the map were surrounded by abstract
symbol s-synbol s that stood for the sixty thousand active-duty and
reserve police officers awaiting his orders.

He nodded vi gorously.

"Magtig, Marius. This plan is just what we need. Show the kaffirs
who's boss right fromthe start and save a lot of trouble later, eh?"



Marius van der Hejjden flushed with pleasure at Vorster's praise.
"Yes, M.

President. A thorough sweep through the townships should flush out the
wor st rabbl e-rousers and mal contents. Once they're in the canps, we'll
have a much easier tine keeping order."

Vor st er abandoned his contenplation of the map and | ooked up at the
ot her menmbers of his Security Council

"Any comment s?"
One by one, they shook their heads.

Every nmenber of Vorster's handpi cked governnent saw the inmedi ate
security problemthey faced. Years of nisguided panpering by the dead
Haymans and his liberal cronies had allowed the blacks to build up a
network of their own | eaders and organi zati ons. O gani zations around
whi ch viol ent opposition to a strengthened apartheid system coul d

coal esce. And that was intolerable. The black anti apartheid
nmoverent s woul d have to be crushed and crushed qui ckly.

What van der Heijden proposed was sinple, straightforward, and
bl oody.

Teans of arnmed police troops backed by arnored cars woul d descend on

t he nost radical townships en masse-searchi ng house to house for known
agitators. Anyone resisting arrest would be shot. Anyone obstructing
the police in the lawful performance of their duties would be shot. And
anyone who tried to flee the closing police net would be shot. Those
who escaped death would find thensel ves penned up in isolated I abor
canps, unable to spread their gospel of poisonous dissent.

Vorster bent down and signed the top page of the thick sheaf of arrest
orders with a quick flourish

"Your plan is approved, Marius. | expect imrediate action."”
"At once, M. President."

From his seat next to Vorster, Erik Muller watched with ill-disguised
contenpt as the beefy, barrel-chested man hurriedly gathered his papers
and maps and rushed fromthe room Van der Heijden really wasn't
anything nore than a typical, block headed provincial policeman. The
man's socalled plan relied entirely on the application of brute force
and overwhelm ng firepower to gut any internal resistance to the new
regime. And where was the subtlety or gamesmanship in that?

He woul d have preferred a nore surgical approach involving carefully
sel ected arrests, assassinations, and intimdation. Miller shrugged
mental ly. Van der Heijden's Operation Ceansing Fire appealed to the
new president's bias for direct action. Besides, the Transvaal er was
just the kind of bluff, hearty kerel, or good fellow, that Vorster
liked. So be it. Let the new deputy mnister win this opening round.
Mul I er woul d pour his energies into maintaining his authority over
foreign intelligence-gathering and special operations.

Those were the next itenms on the State Security Council's agenda.



Mul | er grew conscious of Vorster's scrutiny.

"Director Muller is here to bring us up-to-date on activities designed
to punish the nearest kaffir-ruled states for aiding our enemes. Isn't
that right, Erik?"

"Yes, Mnis .. . M. President.” Miller caught himself in tinme.

Al t hough he'd occupied the chief executive's office for just two days,
Vorster had already shown hinself a stickler for titles. Miller
beckoned a waiting aide over and watched through slitted eyes as the
man unrolled a | arge-scale map of southern Africa.

Then he rose and | eaned over the map. One finger traced the jagged
outline of Mbzanbi que.

"I trust you're all famliar with our covert support for Renanp?"
Heads nodded. Limted involvenent in guerrilla operations against

Mozambi que' s Mar xi st governnent had been a staple of South Africa's
foreign policy for nmore than a decade. Under grow ng internationa
pressure, the Haymans government had tried to untangle itself gradually
from Renanowi th only minor success. Too nany | ower-echelon officers
and bureaucrats, including nmost of the nen now sitting on the

Security

Council, had been unwilling to end a canpaign that was so successfully
destroyi ng Mbzanbi que's econonry. They'd kept supplies and intelligence
reports flowing to the guerrillas despite Pretoria's orders to the
contrary.

"Well, I"mpleased to report that the President” Miller inclined his
head in Vorster's direction--has authorized an expanded assi stance
program for Renanb. As part of this program we'll be meeting a much

hi gher percentage of their requests for heavier weaponry, nore
sophi sticated m nes, and additional explosives."

Mul | er paused, watching interest in his words grow on the faces around
the table.

"Naturally, in return we'll expect a stepped-up pattern of attacks.
Especially on the railroads connecting Zi nbabwe with the port at Maputo
and the oil terminal at Beira."

Pl eased smil es sprouted throughout the small, crowded room By cutting
those rail lines, Renanp's guerrillas would once again destroy the only
i ndependent transportation |inks between the bl ack states of southern

Africa and the rest of the world. All their other railroads |ed
t hr ough

South Africa. Pretoria's econom c stranglehold on its neighbors woul d
be dramatically strengthened at a relatively small cost in arms and
ammuni tion. Best of all, those doing the fighting and dying woul d al
be black. No white bl ood need be shed.

One nman, Fredrik Pienaar, the new mnister of information, coughed
lightly, seeking recognition

"What about the American, British, and



French mlitary advisors in Mzanbique? Can they interfere with our
pl ans?"

Vor ster scow ed.
"To hell with them They're nothing."

"The President is quite right, Mnister," Miller said with a cautious
gl ance at Pienaar. The tiny, wasp-wasted nan now controlled the
government's vast propaganda machine. And as a result, he could be
either a powerful friend or a dangerous foe. To a considerabl e degree,
the official "truth" in South Africa would be shaped by the press

rel eases and radi o and TV broadcasts Pi enaar approved.

Mil l er tapped the map lightly as he went on.
"The Western soldiers in

Mozambi que are there strictly as training cadres. Their own
government s have forbi dden them any conbat role. Once Renanp's
expanded operations get going, these cadres will have little effect on
our plans. The white-ruled countries may be outwardly synpathetic to

t hese bl ack socialist states, but they are really providing only token
aid. They no nore want themto prosper than we do." H s finger traced
an arc al ong

South Africa's northern border

Mul I er wasn't so sure of that. The so-called denpcracies were often
unpredi ctable. He consoled hinmself with the thought that his first
anal ysis was undoubtedly correct. Surely no sane European or Anerican
politician would seriously want to assist a country such as

Mbzanbi que.

He sank back into his chair at Vorster's signal. H s part in this
afternoon's orchestrated chorus of approval for |ong planned actions
was over.

Vor ster stood, towering above the nmenbers of his inner circle.
"One mpjor threat to our fatherland remains unchecked. "

H s hand hovered over the map and then sl ammed down with enough force
to startle the ol der nmen around the table.

"Here! The comuni sts who now rul e in South-West Africa. |n what they
call "Nam bia. He pronounced the native word cont enptuously.

H s subordinates nmuttered their agreement. South Africa had governed
the former Gernman col ony of South-West Africa for seventy years. During
that time, the dianonds, uranium tungsten, copper, and gold produced

by

Nam bia's rich mnes had poured into the hands of South Africa's
| argest industrial conglonmerates. Just as inportant, the colony's
vast, and wastel ands had proved an inval uabl e buffer zone agai nst



guerrilla attacks on South Africa itself. A ragtag, native Na

m bi an guerrilla novenent, Swapo, had caused casualties and destroyed
property, but it had never seriously threatened Pretoria's hold on its
treasure trove.

But all Namibia's benefits had been thrown away when the Nati onal
Party's ruling faction agreed to cede the region to a bl ack,
Swapo- dom nat ed government. To Vorster and his conpatriots, South
Africa's subsequent

UN- supervi sed wi t hdrawal had been the cl earest signal yet that
Haymans's "noderates" planned a conplete surrender of all white
privilege and power.

Every man now sitting on the State Security Council believed that the
negoti ated surrender of Nam bia was a stain on South Africa's honor. A
stain that would have to be erased

Vorster saw their frowns and nodded.

"That's right, gentlemen. So long as comuni sts have free rein on our
western border, so long will our people be threatened."

H s scow grew deeper.

"We know that these Swapo bastards give shelter to our terrorist
eneni es!

"We know that the mines dug with our |abor, our noney, and our
expertise now pay for the weapons used to nurder men, wonen, and
children across this |and!

"We know that these black animals openly boast of their victory' over
us-a 'victory' given them by treachery w thin our own government. "

Mul  er watched with interest as Vorster's normally florid face grew
even redder. He had to adnmit that the man's rhetoric was effective.
The

President could whip men into a hate filled frenzy even faster than the
ol d Bible-thunping donminie at Miuller's boyhood church. The security
chief quickly shied away fromthe conparison. It awakened too many

| ong-buried nmenories of m xed pl easure and shane.

Atiny fleck of spittle fromVorster's nmouth |anded by Muller's right
hand, and he stared at it in sick fascination as his |eader's tirade
reached its clinmax.

"it shall not be so. W will not allow these enem es of our blood to
| augh at us, to nock us, to freely plot our downfall! They will be
puni shed!"

G enched fists thunped the table in a wild, drunm ng rhythm as he
fini shed speaki ng.

Vorster, smling now, let his foll owers show their approval for a
nmonent, then held up a hand for silence. Hi s rage seened to have
vani shed, replaced by a cold, calculating expression



"Accordingly, | ask the ministers of defense and foreign affairs, and
the director of mliary intelligence, to confer with me on specific
means ai nmed at ridding us of this abom nation, this "Nam bia. "

Vorster stared directly into the eyes of each of the three nmen he'd
namned.

"I shall inpose only three conditions on our deliberations. The
actions we contenplate nust be swift, they must be certain, and they
nmust be final."

Mul | er | ooked back at his | eader and felt a cool shiver of delight run
down his spine. He and his counterparts were being given a free hand
to decide the fate of one and a half mllion people. It was the

cl osest thing i magi nable to being a god.

Sonething stirred in his loins and Miull er shifted unconfortably,
wondering again at the way he always found thoughts of power and death
so sexual ly arousing. He shook his head irritably. One thing was
certain.

It was a mystery that would cost the Nam bian people dearly.

And that was a pl easant thought.



CHAPTER

Crackdown
JULY 15-PURSU T FORCE LI ON, ON THE NAMBI AN
FRONTI ER

One thousand feet above the arid, rolling Nam bian veld, a tiny,

si ngl e-engi ned Cessna 185 orbited-circling round and round through a
crystalline blue sky. |Its shadow, cast by the rising winter sun
rippled over low, barren hills and sheer walled gullies strewn with
bare-1inbed trees and brown, thorn-crowned brush

Strapped into an observer's seat in the plane's cramped cockpit,
Commandant

Henri k Kruger squinted through his binoculars into the early-nmo mng
gl are.

The novenent enphasi zed the wrinkl es spreadi ng through the skin around
his steel-gray eyes-crow s-feet worn into his otherw se boyish | ooking
face by years of exposure to the sun and wind. They were the marks
left by nearly two decades of dedicated mlitary service to his
country.

Wth one hand, he reached back and rubbed a neck grown sore fromtoo
many m nutes of hunching down to see out the Cessna's wi ndows. At an
i nch over six feet, Kruger was just tall enough to find riding inside
nmost South African mlitary vehicles and aircraft unconfortable. He
preferred being out in the open air.

Not hing. Still nothing. He pursed his lips. The rugged terrain bel ow
made it difficult to spot the fleeing men and vehi cl es he sought, but
the traces of their passage across the veld couldn't be so easily
concealed. It was only a matter of keeping one's eyes open

There. He spotted a narrow break in the nornmal pattern of yellow ng,
sun-dried grass, brown earth, and slate-gray rock. It was precisely
the sort of thing he'd been searching for since it becane possible to
di stingui sh nore than bl acker ground agai nst a bl ack sky.

Kruger felt adrenaline surge through his veins and forced his
excitement back. What he saw might easily be nothing nore than a trai
left by one of southeastern Nami bia's many grazing cattle herds. He
needed a cl oser | ook to be sure.

Wthout |owering his binoculars, he reached over the seat and tapped
t he

Cessna pilot's left shoulder, signaling a turn in that direction. The
pilot, a young South African Air Force lieutenant, nodded once and
pull ed the small plane into a shallow dive to the |eft-sinmultaneously
throttling back to give his passenger a better view of whatever it was
that he'd seen on the ground.

The marks Kruger had spotted grew | arger and clearer as the Cessna

raced toward them at one hundred knots. Hi s excitenent returned. They
were tire tracks all right; deep, furrowed ruts torn out of the ground
by two or three heavily | aden Land Rovers nmovi ng cross-country. Wt hout



being told, the pilot relaxed his turn, leveling out at five hundred
feet to follow the tracks westward into Nami bia

Kruger | owered his binoculars and unfolded the map on his lap with one
hand while pressing the transmt button on his radio mke with the
ot her.

" Papa
Foxtrot One to Papa Foxtrot Two. Over."

"Go ahead, Papa Foxtrot One." H's second-in-command, Maj. Richard

For bes, sounded tired. Nothing surprising in that. Forbes and his nen
had al ready been up nore than half the night searching for a band of
ANC guerrillas who'd tried

to cross the long, open border sector guarded by Kruger's 20th Cape
Rifles.

The kommandant grimaced. Guarded was probably too strong a word. The
frontier between South Africa and newly i ndependent Nam bia stretched
over nore than six hundred kil onmeters of desert and and veld. That
meant that each of the eight infantry battalions stationed at various
points along the border had to watch over sectors seventy five or nore
kilometers long. It was al nbst an inpossible task-even wi th constant
patrolling, daylight aerial surveillance, and el ectronic sensors
planted along likely infiltration routes.

Kruger frowned, renmenbering the frantic events of the past few hours. A
m dni ght cl ash between the guerrillas and one of his battalion's
arnored car patrols had turned into a brisk, bloody firefight that had
left one of his nen dead and two nore badly wounded. To make matters
worse, the guerrillas had broken contact in all the confusion

di sappearing into the hills wi thout |eaving any of their own dead and
wounded behi nd.

When a prelinmnary sweep confirmed that they'd turned back toward
Nam bi a, Forbes had taken a mechani zed i nfantry conpany out in
pursuit-trying to stay close to the fleeing ANCinfiltrators unti
dayl i ght made aerial reconnai ssance possible. They'd succeeded, and
now it was up to Kruger to vector his nen in for the kill

He thunbed the transnit button again.

"Two, this is One. Tracks heading west approximately five klicks south
of your position. "

For bes came back on i medi ately, sounding rmuch less tired than he had
seconds before.

"Roger that, One. W're noving. Deploynent plan is India
Three. Crossing November Bravo now. Qut."

Kruger acknow edged and gl anced down at his map again. The code
phrase

"India Three" meant that the fourteen Ratel 20 arnored personne



carriers under Forbes's direct command would nove parallel to the trai
left by the guenillas-avoiding any booby traps or mnes they m ght have
pl anted to catch fool hardy pursuers charging straight in after them
Then, once

Kruger had pinpointed the retreating ANC force, Forbes would change
course, driving hard to put his infantry, nmachi ne-gun teans, and
nortars out in front. Wth reasonable luck, the South African colum
woul d be able to smash the guerrillas in split-second anmbush.

Kruger shook his head. It should work, and work at a minimal cost in
casualties. But there were conplications. Internationa
conpl i cati ons.

"Novenber Bravo" was the radio shorthand for the Nami bian border. His
men were now on what was ostensibly foreign soil. |If they were spotted
by UN or Swapo patrols before they'd had a chance to deal with the ANC
guerrillas, there'd be hell to pay. The international press would
surely have a field day reporting another South African "invasion" of a
nei ghboring country.

He frowned. Although the Republic clearly couldn't afford to allowits
enem es sanctuary so close to its borders, the new governnent's
strident rhetoric wasn't naking it very easy to justify these "hot
pursuit" operations. It was necessary to teach the guerrillas and
their supporters sone hard | essons, but it seened senseless to spill so
much hot air about it. The old American adage that one should speak
softly, but carry a big stick, seened the w ser path.

"Dust on the horizon, Konmandant. Over there at three o'clock

The pilot's words brought Kruger back to the present, He was a sol dier
with a battle to run. Politics could wait. He craned his head
forward, trying to get a better view through the Cessna's Pl exiglas

wi ndows.

The Iight plane bucked slightly in a sudden updraft and then

strai ghtened as the lieutenant regained control. As it |leveled off,
Kruger saw the hazy, yellow sh cloud the other man had reported. Six
or seven separate dust plunes streaked the air on the horizon, tossed
skyward by vehicl es noving cross-country at high speed.

He shook his head, puzzled. There were too many plunes. Was the ANC
force larger than reported? O had it been reinforced? Another, even
worse possibility tugged at his mnd. He |eaned forward agai nst the
straps holding himto the seat.

"Let's get closer."

The lieutenant nodded and pulled his aircraft into a gentle turn to the
right. Kruger raised his binocul ars again.

The specks beneath the spreadi ng dust cloud grew rapidly |arger

resol ving suddenly into six |large, canvas-sided trucks rolling
south-led by a dazzling white jeep flying a huge blue and white United
Nations flag. The same flag flew fromeach of the trucks.

Kruger swore under his breath. Damm and double damm. The UN
peacekeepers responsible for this section of the border hadn't been
alert enough to stop the ANC s attenpted infiltration. But by God,



they were quick enough off the mark to stop anyone chasing after the
guerrillas. The UN truck convoy's course would place it squarely
bet ween Forbes's conpany and their quarry.

H s hands tightened around the binocul ars.
The Cessna's radio crackled into life.

"This is Captain Roald Pedersen of the United Nations Monitoring G oup
calling the unidentified aircraft overhead. Are you receiving ny
transm ssion? Over. " The UN officer's accented English marked him as
a Norwegi an.

Kruger let the binoculars fall around his neck and thunbed his own
m ke.

"Receiving you |l oud and clear, Captain."

"Identify yourself, please." Pedersen's politeness didn't disguise the
tension in his voice.

For an instant, Kruger stared at the speeding trucks below, tenpted to
tell his pilot to just turn and fly away. Then he shrugged. He

woul dn't gain anything by being intransigent. Qobservers in the truck
col um nust have jotted down the Cessna's identification nunbers by
now. No one would believe this was a sinple civilian joy flight gone
astray. Besides, perhaps he could reason with this Norwegi an
peacekeeper.

"this is Kommandant Henrik
Kruger of the South African Defense Force."
Pedersen's next words dashed that hope.

"You're violating Nam bian airspace, Konmmandant. And |'m ordering you
to |l eave i nmedi ately."

Order? The bastard. Kruger fought his tenper and spoke calmy.

"I urge you to reconsider your 'suggestion," Captain. |'mcurrently
pursuing a terrorist force that crossed into our territory and killed
one of ny nmen. Surely we have the right to defend ourselves?" He
rel eased the transmit button

"I"'msorry, Kommandant." Better. The Norwegi an sounded genuinely
apol ogeti c.

"But you haven't got jurisdiction on this side of the line any |onger
| must insist that you turn back imediately or I will be forced to
t ake stronger measures. "

Kruger pondered that. Wat stronger neasures? The UN troops weren't
likely to start shooting-at |east not w thout being shot at first. But
what could he do if they continued interposing thensel ves between his
oncom ng soldiers and the still-fleeing guerrillas? Blast them out of
the way? Not likely. Not if he wanted to avoid a major internationa

i ncident and the resulting danage to his country's reputation and his
own career.



He gl anced at the map still open on his lap. Forbes and his APCs woul d
be visible to the UN convoy in mnutes dramatically raising the stakes
i n any prolonged confrontation. Wat now seened a sinple border
violation by a single aircraft would suddenly becone a full-scale raid
by South

African arnored vehicles and infantry.

He swore under his breath. There weren't any good choices. He thunbed
the mke's transmt button hard enough to hurt.

"Papa Foxtrot One to Papa

Foxtrot Two. Over."

Forbes's clipped accents spilled over the airwaves.
"This is Two, One."

"Break off pursuit. | say again. Break off pursuit. Return to base."
The words left a foul taste in Kruger's nouth. Being defeated by an
arnmed eneny woul d have been bad enough. But being driven off by
interfering "peacekeepers" was even nore irritating.

He didn't doubt that the Norwegian captain and his nen would try their
best to catch the fleeing guerrillas. The UN troops were honorable in
their owmn way. But they |acked the conbat experience and field craft
to do a thorough job. The ANC s terrorists would escape to live and
mur der another day. It was a depressing thought to carry back enpty
handed to the dusty airstrip beside the 20this bunker-ringed canp.

JULY 1 B- NYANGA BLACK TOWNSHI P, NEAR CAPE
TOMW, SOUTH AFRI CA

Shots and screans echoed over the roar of anno red-car engines and
crackling police bullhorns.

"Goddam it!" lan Sheffield kicked wildly at the dirt, trying to vent
some of his anger and frustration. It didn't help.

By rights, this should have been one of the best news gathering days of
his tour in South Africa. H nts dropped by a synpathetic officer and a
| ong, wearying listening watch to a noderately illegal police scanner
had paid off. He and Sam Knowl es had cone on the scene just after the
government's param litary security units nmoved into the crowded huts
and alleys of the

Nyanga Township. But it was going to be a wasted effort unless they
could get sone good footage of the brutal police sweep going on just
two or three hundred yards away.

And that was just what they weren't to be allowed to get. A solid

phal anx of bl ue-and-gray-uniformed riot troopers, wheeled arnored cars,
and grow i ng German-shepherd attack dogs bl ocked the notorway of f-ranp
| eadi ng to Nyangahol di ng the gathering mass of foreign correspondents
at bay as if they were wild ani mals.

I an and Knowl es coul d hear the shooting and see oily, black col ums of
snoke rising from burning hones, but they couldn't see anything from



where the police had stopped them

Vorster's security services weren't taking any chances that foreign
caneras coul d videotape their goon squads on the ranmpage. No videotape
meant no story-at |east not on the tel evision news broadcasts that
brought the world to living roonms across America and Europe. The
networ k anchors in New York

London, and Paris wouldn't waste much airtine reporting a story without
exciting visuals.

"Well, well, well. Whatta ya know.... There is another way in to that
dunp. "

lan stopped in md kick and spun around to face his caneraman.

Knowl es was | eani ng agai nst the hood of their station wagon, scanning a
coffee-stained and torn street nmap of the areas around Cape Town.

lan joined him
"\What have you got, San®"

Knowl es' s stubby finger traced a winding, circuitous route on the
barely | egible map

"See this? These bastards have all the mmjor roads bl ocked, and
probably all of the minor ones, too. But I'Il bet they don't have
enough nen to cover every nook and crank in this rabbit warren.”

I an | ooked at the area Know es was pointing to. The Phili ppi
I ndustri al

Park. A maze of al um num sided warehouses, factories, and storage
sheds.

| an shook his head regretfully.

"Wuldn't work, I'mafraid." He traced the shaded border between the
township and the industrial area.

"There's a barbed-wi re-topped chain link fence running all along this
area."

Knowl es grinned and reached in through the car wi ndow onto the
passenger seat. He lifted a towel-wapped bundle and briefly exposed a
pair of wire cutters.

"Fences, old son, are nmeant to be cut ...... | an thought he'd never
seen his stocky sidekick ook so nuch like the fabled Cheshire Cat. He
mat ched Knowl es's broad snmile with one of his own and opened the car
door.

Twenty mnutes later, the two nen crouched behind a rusting row of
trash bins-less than fifteen feet fromthe chain link fence separating

Nyanga

Townshi p's ranmshackl e huts fromthe industrial park's nmachi ne shops and
war ehouses. Tendrils of snoke and faint shouts, shots and screans,
drifted faintly downw nd fromthe north-clear proof that South Africa's



riot troops were still engaged in what they euphemistically called "the
suppression of mnor disturbances.” lan planned to call their bl oody
wor k something very different. But first he and Know es had to get

i nside the township, get their videotape, and get out. And that m ght
not be so easy.

He risked a quick glance toward the nearest police post, two hundred
yards down the fence. The ten shotgun-arned policenen manning the
sandbagged post were alert, but they were | ooking the wong way. They
were there to stop

peopl e from escaping-not to stop journalists from breaking in.

lan pulled his head back around the corner and carefully unw apped the
wire cutters. Know es knelt beside him video canera and sound gear
slung from his back

"Everything cool?" The little nman sounded breathless. Not scared, lan
deci ded, just excited.

He nodded.
"We're clear."
"Wll, let's doit, then."

Wth their hearts poundi ng and equi pnent rattling, the two nmen raced to
the fence and dropped flat-waiting for the angry shouts that woul d
signal that they'd been seen. None cane.

lan rolled onto his side and slipped the wire cutter's sharp edged jaws
over a rusting netal strand near the bottom of the fence. They slipped
off at his first attenpt to snip through the strand. And then a second
time as he tried again. Christ. H s fingers felt three tinmes their
normal size. As if they'd been punped full of novocai ne.

Knowl es noved restlessly beside him but didn't say anything.

lan wi ped both hands on his pants and tried a third tine, applying
steady pressure to the wire cutter's twin handles. C non, cut, you
bastard. This tinme the fence strand snapped apart with a | ow twang.
Finally.

He kept working-slicing upward through the fence in a series of steady,
repetitive motions. Slip the cutter's jaws over a chain link. Don't

t hi nk about the police standing guard not far away. Just squeeze.
Squeeze hard.

Move on to the next strand and do it all again.
He finished al nbst without realizing it.

"That's good enough,” Know es whi spered, taking the wire cutters out of
hi s hand.

| an cane back to his surroundi ngs and studied the ragged hole he'd torn
in the fence. Hi s caneraman was right. The opening was just big
enough for themto wiggle through and just small enough so that it

m ght not be too noticeable froma distance.



He sneaked anot her quick glance toward the police post.

The South African riot troops were still |ooking the wong way. It was
time to nmove, before one of themgrew wary or bored and decided to scan
the rest of the local scenery.

lan rolled onto his back and pulled hinself through the gap. Know es
wriggled through the fence after first passing the camera through the
narr ow openi ng.

They were inside.

W thout stopping, lan rose to his feet and raced forward into a narrow
all ey between two of Nyanga's snall, alum num sided houses. Know es
foll owed, unslinging his canera as he ran

Bot h nmen paused to get their bearings and then noved on-wal ki ng toward
the noise of the riot spreading fast through the township. As they
felt their way gingerly ahead, stepping wi de over trash littering the
alley, lan took a deep breath, trying to suck air into his heaving
lungs. It was a nistake.

Piles of rotting, uncollected garbage, the sewage backing up from

i nadequat e sanitation systens, and now, stray w sps of tear gas, al
cane together to create a single, gut-wenching odor. He clenched his
teeth, fighting down a wave of nausea.

The alley they were in ran straight north between rows of dil api dated,
wi ndowl ess hones, paralleling one of Nyanga's unpaved nmain streets.
Not hi ng noved, except for a few scrawny rats that scanpered quickly out
of their path.

After a few m nutes of hard wal ki ng, Know es stopped short of what
| ooked like a major cross street. He |ooked up at lan

"Where to now, kinpsabe?"

| an cocked his head, listening to the continuing sounds of chaos. They
seened | ouder ahead and to the left. He stepped out of the alley and
turned in that direction.

Al most inmredi ately they started seeing people stream ng south, fleeing
what now sounded nore like a pitched street battle than a routine, if

brutal, door-to-door police sweep. Mst were wonen and chil dren-sone

carrying hastily snatched bundl es of their househol d bel ongi ngs, while
ot hers, weeping, ran enpty-handed.

| an saw Knowl es raise his camera and start panning fromside to side
He noved forward again, with the short, stocky

caner aman tagging along by his side. The pictures of panic stricken
flight would be dramatic, but they had to get closer to the action
Peopl e back honme needed to see just what Nyanga's inhabitants were
runni ng away from

The two Anericans pushed their way north up one of the refugee-choked
streets, dodging frightened nen, wonen, and children carrying what they
could of their furnishings away fromthe fighting. The m xed snells of
snoke and tear gas grew stronger, and lan could see orange and red
flames | eaping fromrooftopt farther down the street.



There were nore nmen in the crowd hurrying past. Mny had been shot or
badly beaten and were being half-carried, half-dragged away by their
friends or relatives. lan had a dizzying inmpression of a whirl of

torn, bloodstained shirts, fearful eyes, and angry, shaking fists, sone
aimed in his direction

Thei r undi sgui sed hatred shocked himuntil he remenbered his white
ski n.

For all Nyanga's inhabitants could know, he and Know es mi ght be
menbers of the state security services-taking pictures for later use
both in crimnal prosecutions and covert retaliation. lan felt sweat
trickling down his back and beading on his forehead. The fact that
they could be in as much danger fromthe township's people as they were
fromthe police hadn't really sunk in before. It wasn't a reassuring

t hought .

lan slipped a hand into his pants pocket, unconsciously fingering his
pl astic-cased press card as if it were sonme kind of religious talisnan.
But he knew it would be a singularly ineffective protection if the
townshi p's angry young nmen turned on anyone trapped in the

wr ong- col ored skin.

Knowl es' s hand touched his armand he started, instantly ashaned that
he'd shown his nervousness so openly.

The caneraman pointed farther up the street.

"I think that's where we want to be. Watever bastards are driving
t hese peopl e back are going to have to cone through that."

lan's eyes followed his friend s pointing finger and he nodded. Know es
was right, as usual. The locals had built a barricade of flaming truck
and car tires, old furniture, and boxes of canned foods dragged from a
nearby grocery. &easy black snmoke fromthe burning tires hung over
the whol e street, cutting off the sun and throwi ng everything into a

ki nd of gray, gloony half-1ight.

The two men jogged closer to the barricade, |ooking for a sheltered
vant age point.

They coul d see the barricade's defenders clearly now Young mnen.
Teenager s.

Even a few boys who coul dn't have been nore than ten or el even years
ol d.

None of them were running, and all clutched a rock, chair leg, or tire
iron. Any kind of inprovised weapon that would give thema chance to
hit back at those responsible for this unwarranted attack on their
hormes and families.

"Here!" lan pulled Know es down beside a rust-eaten car stripped of
its tires, doors, and engine. They were within twenty yards of the
barri cade.

Knowl es knelt upright and propped his canera up on the edge of the
car's crunpled hood. 1lan crouched beside him feeling cal ner now that
they were in cover.



An eerie stillness settled over the street. Snopke fromthe burning
tires and houses nade it inpossible to see far beyond the barricade.

But no shapes noved in the oily mst, and fewer shots and screanms coul d
be heard.

For an instant |lan wondered if the police raid was over, either called
of f or beaten back. Had Nyanga's people put up enough resistance to
di scour age

South Africa's hardened riot troops?

A roaring, thundering, grinding crash jarred himback to reality, and
he stared in shock as an enornous Hi ppo arnored personnel carrier
smashed into the barricade at high speed, sending tires, furniture, and
boxes flying apart in what seemed sl ow nmotion. Rocks cl anged

harm essly off the APC s nmetal hide as it |unbered on down the
street-leaving a trail of crushed, still-burning debris behind

itself.

Ri ot police appeared suddenly out of the snoke, charging through the
gap left themby the H ppo. Gas masks with clear plastic visors and
bul bous filters gave thema strangely alien appearance. One went down
in a tangle of equiprment, hit hard in the head by a thrown rock. The
bl ack teenager who'd thrown it cried out in triunph and knelt to pick
up another. Both he and his joy were short-1lived.

lan wi nced as a point-blank shotgun bl ast ripped the young rock-thrower
into a ragged, bleeding ness. He swallowed hard against the bitter
taste in his nouth.

The police seened to take that first shot as a signal, and they began
firing wildly, indiscrimnately-spraying shotgun blasts into the street
and houses around the barricade. Splinters whined through the air,

bl own of f buil di ngs by hundreds of pellets concentrated into narrow,
killing arcs.

lan felt sonething whip crack past his head and ducked. Jesus. He'd
never been shot at before.

He poked his head back above the car, noticing that Know es had never
stopped filmng. M CGod, nothing seenmed to faze the man.

The street |ooked |ike a slaughterhouse. Patches of its hard packed
dirt surface were stained, soaked in blood. There were bodies al
around-sone |ying notionless, others thrashing or twtching
uncontrollably in agony. A few of Nyanga's young nen still stood their
ground, flailing desperately away at the policenen pouring through
their shattered barricade. But nost were running. Riot troops chased
after them firing fromthe hip or sw nging whips and truncheons in

vi ci ous, bone-crunching bl ows.

I an j ogged Know es's el bow and jerked his head toward one of the tiny
al l eys opening onto the street. They had all the videotape they needed
to make a dammed good story out of this blood bath. No useful purpose
woul d be served by hanging around until the police spotted them It
was tine to get out.

Knowl es slung the camera over his back and followed lan into the
al | ey.



They ran hard, junping piles of untended garbage and forcing their way
t hr ough pat ches where weeds had grown wai st high. Behind them the
police gunfire rose to a higher-pitched, rattling crescendo, spreading
rapidly to all sides. At the sound of it, both nen ran faster still,
trying to escape what seened like a quickly closing net.

lan's lungs felt as though they were on fire, and every breath burned
going down. Hs |legs seened to weigh a ton apiece. Know es wasn't in
much better shape as he stunbl ed panting al ong behind. But he kept
runni ng, follow ng any street or winding alley that |ed south-toward
the chain link fence, their car, and safety.

Their luck ran out less than a hundred yards fromthe fence.

Four burly nen dressed in brown, nilitary-style shirts and trousers
stepped into the alley ahead of them shotguns and clubs at the ready.
Their faces were hard, expressionless.

lan skidded to a stop in front of them his heart pounding. Know es
stunbl ed into himand backed up a step, breathing noisily through his
nout h.

I an rai sed both hands, enpty palns forward, and stepped closer to the
waiting nen. It seenmed strange that they weren't wearing the standard
gray trousers and blue-gray jackets of the regular police. Just who
were these guys anyway?

"My coll eague here and | are journalists. Please step aside and let us
pass. " Nothing. lan tried again, this tine in halting Afrikaans.

The largest, an ugly, red-faced man with a flattened, oft broken nose,
sneered, "Kaffir-Iloving, rooinek bastards."

I an recogni zed the contenptuous slang termfor Englishnen and felt his
hopes of skating out of this situation sink. He shook his head.

"No, we're
Americans. Look, we're just here doing our job."

It sounded pretty feeble even to his ears. The four brownshirts noved
cl oser.

More feet pounded down the alley behind them
"Don't |ook now, but | think we're surrounded,” Know es nuttered.
The | argest Afri kaner held out a |arge, calloused hand.

"G ve us the verdonde camera, man, and maybe we | et you go with your
teeth still in your nouth. A blery good deal, ja?"

H s friends snickered.

Great. Just great. lan eyed the big man narrowWy. A bare knuckl ed
barroom brawl er. Nothing fancy, there. He didn't doubt that he could
take the bastard. Unfortunately, that still left at |least three in

front, and God only knew how many behi nd



But the tape in that camera represented the biggest story to cone his
way since he'd landed in South Africa. He

couldn't just meekly hand it over. Not w thout putting up sone kind of
resi stance, even if it was only verbal. He shook his head slowy.

"Look, guys. |'d like to oblige, but the canera doesn't belong to ne.
It's conpany property. Besides your own government has given us

perm ssion to cover the news here. So if you try to stop us, you're
br eaki ng your own | aws."

He paused, hoping they'd take the bait and start arguing with him
Every passing nminute increased the chance that soneone in the regul ar
police chain of command woul d show up-taking these plug-ugly

param litary bastards out of the picture, no matter who they worked
for.

They didn't fall for it. 1lan saw the big man nod to soneone behind him
and heard Know es cry out in pain and anger an instant later. He
whi rl ed round.

Two nore brown shirt thugs stood there smirking. One shook the video
canera in his face in nock triunph while the other held Know es's arms
behi nd his back. Ian noticed blood trickling froma cut on his
caneraman's | ower |ip.

That was too goddammed much. He took a step forward toward them his
teeth clenched and jaw rigid with anger

Knowl es spat out a tiny glob of blood and said quickly, "Don't, lan
That's just what they want."

I an shook his head, not caring anynore. One or two of these norons was
going to regret pissing himoff. He started to Iift his hands
Sonething flickered at the corner of his eye. A club? He ducked,
knowi ng already that he'd seen it too |ate.

The big Afrikaner's shotgun butt smashed into the side of his skull
sendi ng a surging, tearing, burning wave of pain through lan's head.
The alley whirled round in his dazed vision and he felt himself sliding
to his knees. God, it hurt. He' d never been in so nuch pain before.
The sunlight that had seened so di m seconds before now seened

i ntol erably, horribly dazzling.

He heard Know es shouting somet hing he couldn't make out through the
roaring in his ears. He |ooked up and saw a heavy | eather boot arcing
toward his face

This time, nmercifully, the lights went out and stayed out.
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JULY 19--POLI TI CAL DETENTI ON LEVEL, CAPE TOMW
MAG STRATES COURT

No shadows softened the cellblock's steel-barred doors, |ong enpty
corridors, and row after row of small square hol ding pens. There were
no shadows because the harsh, overhead fluorescent |ights were never
turned off. They stayed on, robbing prisoners and guards alike of any
sense of passing tine.

As lan lay faceup on a concrete slab that passed for a bed, he noticed
that the cracked white ceiling tiles of his cell had finally stopped
spi nni ng around and around. And his head, though it still hurt, no
longer felt swollen up like a pain-filled heliumballoon. He al npst
smled at the strange-sounding simle. Mybe he'd taken nore

puni shrrent t han he renmenbered

Just the ability to think straight at all was a major inprovenent, he
decided. 1In the hours since he'd struggled back to some senbl ance of
consci ousness, stray bits and pieces of rational thought had tunbled
t hrough his nind, conming and goi ng anong a host of jumbled nmenori es,
dreans, and half forgotten songs. But now he could start putting al

t he pi eces back together, formng theminto some sensible picture of
what had gone on since they'd tossed himinto this cranped, dingily
antiseptic cage.

For instance, he renenbered seeing Sam Know es being | ocked into a
simlar cell just down the hall. And this time, lan did snile
renmenbering the steady stream of swear words and obscene, el aborate
insults pouring out of his caneraman's mouth. Know es at |east, though
bl oody, had very definitely been unbowed.

That was a conforting image to hold on to in the mdst of a series of
much nore depressing visions of his likely future. 1lan had no
illusions |l eft about his network's conpassion or generosity. A
reporter who got hinself beaten up and deported while getting an
exciting story would be enbraced with open arns. But a reporter who
got tossed out without anything to show for it, save a few bruises, was
a has-been heading straight for the tel evision trash heap

| an groaned softly. Being kicked out of South Africa w thout the
chance to see Enily again was bad enough. The thought of being sent to
read the weather in somewhere called Lower Podurtkia made his al nost
certain deportation even worse.

"Hey, you! Amerikaan! On your feet. The new kommandant wants to see
you. "

lan turned his head. A warder stood just outside his cell door. Keys
dangl ed fromthe man's plunmp hand.

Head poundi ng again, lan slowmy sat up and | evered hinmself off the
concrete slab. The cell door slamred open

"Come on, man. Don't keep the kommandant waiting. You're in enough
blery trouble as it is. " The warder notioned himout into the
corridor where



Knowl es and three other guards stood waiting.

Fifteen mnutes later, the two men found thensel ves standing in front
of the detention-center conmandant's enornous, highly polished desk.
Two bearlike guards stood to either side. |an wondered whether they
really expected Samand himto try to junp their chief, or whether they
were sinply posted as part of a general pattern of intimdation. More
the latter than the forner, he suspected.

At first glance, the new conmandant hi nself | ooked nore |ike sonmeone's
kindly, mild-nmannered junior clerk than a secret policeman. But that
pl easant resenbl ance di ssol ved on cl oser examination. The man's pale
bl ue, alnost reptilian eyes rarely blinked behind thick, wre-rinmed
gl asses. And his puffy, thin-lipped face seened permanently set in a
sour scow. He wore a plain uniformdevoid of any badge of rank or

ot her ornanentati on-except for a single red, white, and black pin
fastened to his tunic. The

Afrikaner's fingers drummed rhythmcally while he | eafed through the
si ngl e docunment blotting the surface of his desk

lan focused his still-blurry vision, trying to make out the insignia
enbossed on the man's lapel pin. For a second, it wavered in and out
of focus. Then he recognized the synbol -the three-arned swastika of
t he

Afri kaner Resistance Movenent, the AWB. Jesus Christ. He struggled to
keep the shock he felt off his face. The AWB's fanatics were supposed
to be nothing nore than a lunatic fringe groupa group despised as nuch
by the ruling National Party as by anyone else in South Africa. So
what the hell was a high-ranking official doing wearing their insignia?
Not only wearing it, but wearing it proudly, he thought, studying the
conmandant' s arrogant profile.

Thi ngs began failing frighteningly into place. The brownshirts who'd
beat en them up were undoubtedly nenbers of the AW s Brandwag, or

Sentry-a heavily arnmed paranmilitary organi zation. The AWB' s | eaders
had sworn to use their private army of stormtroopers against those

t hey | abel ed communi sts and bl ack troubl enakers. Now they seened to be
actually putting their threats into violent practice. And doing so
with the active approval of those in the new governnent.

lan shivered involuntarily at the thought of the AWB' s ignorant,
torch-carryi ng hatenongers running wild through South Africa's
townships and city streets. Wat kind of madman woul d gi ve such thugs
free rein?

He lifted his eyes fromthe commandant's tunic and saw t he harsh,
unsm | ing visage of Karl Vorster staring back at himfromthe wall.

My God, he realized, they've already taken the tinme to manufacture

i deal i zed portraits of the new president. And for the first time, he
began to consider the possibility that Vorster was sonething nuch worse
than a sonewhat sinplem nded political hard-Iliner

"My, my, Meneer Sheffield, what a shocking list of crimes. Violating a
police line, brawing with appointed representatives of the governnent,
breaki ng the Emergency Decree's restrictions on press coverage .

what am | going to do with you?" The commandant's dry, sneering voice



br ought
lan back to the nore basic consideration of his own personal fate.

Ch, oh. Decision tine. Should he play it safe and act suitably nmeek
and apol ogetic in the hope that they'd let himstay in South Africa? O
show t he sons of bitches that they couldn't scare himand probably get
strapped into the first

pl ane headi ng overseas'? He found the decision surprisingly easy to
make.

Sonehow he found the thought of kowowing to the primlittle neo-Nazi
in front of himtoo sickening to contenplate seriously. He nentally
ki ssed both Emly and his career good- bye.

lan | eaned closer to the desk

"I"ll tell you what you can do, you .. He cl osed his nouth on the
term he'd been about to use. Even as angry as he was, it didn't seem
very wise to call the prison commandant a son of a bitch to his face
He swayed upri ght.

"Al'l right. Here's the deal. First, you let us out of your damed
jail. Then you arrest those bastards who attacked us. "

lan took a shall ow breath, cal ner now.

"And after that's done, we'll tal k about how you can pay us back for
t he damage to our stuff and for this.

Hi s fingers gently brushed the painful swelling behind his |eft
ear.

Fi ni shed, he stood waiting for the expected expl osion and inredi at e
order for his expul sion.

It didn't cone.

I nstead, the commandant sinply smled coldly.

"I shall not debate the matter with you, Meneer Sheffield. | reserve
that for those | consider equals. And you are nost enphatically not ny
equal ." Hi s hands idly caressed the polished surface of his desk.

He stared straight into lan's eyes.

"You are a guest in this country, neneer. You exist at my sufferance.
| suggest you renmenber that in the future."

lan held his breath, surprised into silence. Wre they going to |et
hi m stay?

The commandant's thin, cold snm | e vani shed.

"You have nmuch to learn about the role you can play in South Africa,
Meneer Sheffield. W Afrikaners are not the kind of weak willed

decadent, inpoverished tribesmen with whomyou so-called journalists
can play god. W do not care in the | east what you and your prating



col | eagues think of us or our policies.

A fanatical gl eam appeared in the man's pale, un w nking eyes.

"The true God al one shall judge our actions to save our folk.

"If that's the case, why not just kick us out and have done with it?"
I an heard Know es choke back a muttered warning to shut up

The Afri kaner steepled his hands.

"I assure you nost solemmly, neneer, if it were up to nme alone, | would
gl adly send you back to your own godl ess |and by the next avail able
transport.

"But"--the hands separated and spread into the senbl ance of an uncaring
shrug-"it seens that there are those in higher places who have sone
small interest in you and your friend. So | shall be merciful this
once. You're free to go. Imrediately. " The commandant jerked his
head toward the office door and | owered his eyes to the open file on
his desk, apparently disnissing the whole matter fromhis m nd

Scarcely able to believe his good fortune, lan was halfway to the door
bef ore he remenbered their danaged gear. The green-eye shade boys in
New

York were bound to squawk unl ess he and Know es nmade every effort to
find another way to pay for the needed repairs and replacenents. It
was the same old story. |If the network bosses |iked you, you could
even get away with witing off a trip to the south of France as a
research expense. But woe betide anyone el se who turned in an expense
account show ng anything nore pricey than |unches at the |oca

equi val ent of MDonal d's.

Wth that in nmind, he decided to press his luck a little further. He
spun round sharply-stepping briskly aside as one of the guards treading
cl ose on his heels nearly blundered into him

"Not so fast, Commandant. Wat about our camera and sound equi pnent ?
Who's going to pick up the tab for the stuff your goon squad
smashed?"

The Afrikaner's head canme up as fast as a striking snake's. Despite
the man's earlier contenptuous words, |an was shocked by the
undi sgui sed hatred apparent on his face.

"CGet out of ny office at once! And be thankful that only your verdonde
equi prent was broken. It can be repaired. Skulls and ribs are not so
easi |y mended!"

The expression of open anger faded fromthe commandant's face, replaced
by a calner, colder, infinitely nore chilling | ook of calcul ated
mal i ce.

"Do not cross ny path again, Meneer Sheffield. It would not be the
action of a wise or healthy man. | trust | make nyself clear?"

He gl anced at the guards still standing to either side.

"Now t ake t hese



Ui tlanders out of ny sight before I change ny m nd and have them | ocked
up again."

The Afrikaner's pale, hate-filled eyes followed themall the way out
t he door.

Nei t her man spoke until they were near the nain gate |eading out of
t he

Magi strates' Court conplex. Then, at |ast, Sam Know es broke the
tension-filled silence.

"Jesus Christ, lan. Remind ne to |oan you my copy of How to Wn
Friends and | nfluence People before you get us both killed."

I an | aughed softly, a sonewhat forced, enbarrassed | augh

"Sorry, Sam

I'"ve learned not to eat with nmy hands in fancy restaurants, but | guess
nobody ever taught nme how to keep ny big nmouth shut around j unior-grade
gestapo wanna bees |ike that SOB. back there."

"Yeah." Knowl es thunped himlightly on the shoul der

"Well, the next tinme we're | ooking down soneone's gun barrel, try to

renmenber that discretion is always the best part of valor. WII you do
that for nme, huh?"

| an nodded.
"Good." The little cameranman shifted gears abruptly.
"Now just who the hell in Pretoria do you suppose |ikes you enough to

spring us fromthe pokey?"

lan didn't answer himuntil they had passed a pair of armed sentries
and stood blinking in the brilliant wi nter-afternoon sunshine. A
taxi cab sat parked al ong the curb.

"I don't know anyone that high up in Vorster's good graces, but | know
soneone who does," lan said.

The taxi's rear door opened and a beautiful, auburn-haired woman got
out .

Knowl es pursed his lips in a silent, appreciative whistle.

"I see. | do believe | begin to sec.”

Thr ough suddenly narrowed eyes, the short, stocky caneraman watched his
friend and partner take the steps two at a tinme down to nmeet Emily van
der Heijden.

JULY 20-D. F. MALAN | NTERNATI ONAL Al RPORT,

NEAR CAPE TOMN

The announcenent buzzed and crackl ed through the overhead | oudspeakers



in the same dry, garbled, and disinterested voice used in airports al
the world over.

"South Africa Airways Flight one forty-eight to Johannesburg is now
ready for boarding. All passengers with confirmed seating are
requested to conme to the Jetway at this tinme. "

lan felt his pulse race as Emly kissed himhard one last tinme and
pul I ed away.

He started to reach for her and stopped as she shook her head sadly.
"l

must | eave." She blinked away sudden tears.

"I'mafraid there's no nore tine."

lan funbl ed for the handkerchief in his jacket pocket and then gave it
up as he saw Emly sling the traveling case over her shoul der

"Look, if you don't want to go, then don't. Stay here with ne."
Anot her headshake, slightly nore vehenent.

"I cannot, no matter how much | would wish it. M father is a hard
man, lan. To him a bargain is a bargain-no matter how forced it m ght
be. So if |I do not return hone as | pronised, he'll have you
rearrested and sent back to Anerica. And | cannot |et that happen.”

| an | ooked down at the scuffed tile floor. Wat was happening to her
was largely his fault. She'd |earned of his arrest when he hadn't
shown up for a dinner date the day of the riot. Nearly out of her mnd
with worry, she'd done what she would ordinarily have regarded as

unt hi nkabl e. She'd phoned her father, asking for his help.

As the new government's deputy minister of |aw and order, Marius van
der

Hei j den had the clout needed to spring an unruly pair of American
journalists. The man was al so a schenmi ng, blackmailing bastard, |an

t hought angrily. Hs price for their release had been Enmly's
surrender of her hard won i ndependence-the i ndependence she'd won only
after years of stornmy argunent and outright shouting matches. In her
father's words, she was to be "obedient."

Emily softly touched his arm

"You under st and?"

He swore in frustration

"Jesus Christ, this isn't the Mddle Ages! What's he expect you to do
for him.. . cook, clean, and keep house |ike every other good little
Afri kaner girl?"

The ghost of a smile appeared on Enily's face.

"No, he knows me better than that. He just wants to keep ne away from
you and your 'immoral' influence."



The faint smile di sappeared.

"Though of course he will expect nme to help himaround the house. To
serve as hostess for parties and braais. " She used the Afrikaans word
for barbecues.

| an pi cked up her other bag, and together they wal ked toward the
passenger line form ng at the gate.

Emily kept talking, as if she hoped to bury her sadness under a flow of
everyday conversation

"You see, ny father's new position conpels himto be nore social. And
it is inportant, | suppose, that he be able to show the kind of hone
his col |l eagues would regard as 'normal ."

| an nodded, but couldn't think of anything to say. He knew how nmuch
Em |y val ued her freedom and how nuch she | oathed her father's
extrem st political positions. Now she was willingly going back to
everyt hing she had once escaped.

And all for him

Her sacrifice nmade his own troubles seemsmall in conparison

"Boardi ng pass, please. " He |looked up. They were already at the
gate. A young, uniformed flight attendant had her hand out for Emly's
ticket.

"Look, can | wite or call you?" The desperation in his voice was
audi bl e.

Emily's voice dropped to a bare, husky whisper he had to strain to hear
clearly.

"No .. . that would be the worst thing. M father nust believe | have
broken entirely with you."

"But .. ."

She gently laid a finger across his lips, stilling his protest.

"1 know,

lan. It is terrible. But believe this. | will contact you as soon as
| can.

As soon as | can find a way to do so without ny father's know edge."
Her hand dropped away from his face.

The flight attendant coughed lightly.

"Pl ease, | mnust have your boardi ng pass.”

Silently, Enmily handed over her ticket and stepped onto the carpeted
ranp |l eading to the waiting plane. Then she turned.



"Remenber that | |ove you, lan Sheffield.

She di sappeared around a bend in the ranp before he could say anything
past the sudden lunp in his throat.

| an stood watching until he saw her plane lift off the runway and turn
east, sunlight winking painfully off its silvery w ngs.



CHAPTER

Ear 1g Warni ng
JULY 22- SWARTKOP M LI TARY Al RFI ELD, NEAR PRETORI A
The single-engined Kudu light utility aircraft rolled to a gentle,
shuddering stop near the end of the oil-stained concrete taxiway. Even
before the propeller had stopped spinning, ground crewren were on their
way, nmoving to tie down the Kudu's wi ngs agai nst sudden gusts of

w nd.

Commandant Henri k Kruger clanbered awkwardly out of the plane's cranped
cockpit, stretched, and then leaned in to shake the pilot's hand.

"Thanks,

Pieter. A good fast flight, that. | may even have an appetite for
[ unch. "

He checked his watch. He had nearly an hour left before his schedul ed
nmeeting with the chief of staff for operations.

"Look, | should be back fromthe Mnistry in three or four hours. Can
you stand by to run nme back to Upington then?"

The plane's pilot, wi Air Force captain, grinned back
"No sweat,

Kommandant. Take your tinme. They've got a blery good officers' ness
her e.

Once | get some food in nmy belly and put some petrol in the tanks, 'l
be ready to go whenever you say the word."

"Magtig!" Kruger pulled his worn, |eather briefcase out fromunder the
seat and stepped back, touching his cap to make sure it was still on
strai ght over his short-cropped, brown hair. Satisfied, he picked his
way around the outstretched | anding gear. A few neters away, a soldier
waiting by a flag-decked car stiffened to attention. H's transport to
the Mnistry of

Def ense, no doubt.

"Hey, Konmmandant!"

He gl anced over his shoul der at the cockpit's open side w ndow.

The Kudu's pilot flashed a thunmbs-up signal

"Gve themhell, sir!"

Kruger stifled a smle, nodded briskly instead, and noved on toward the
waiting staff car. As he'd suspected, the whol e base nust know why
he' d been sunmoned to Pretoria at such short notice. Secrets were

al nost i nmpossible to keep in close knit active-duty conbat units such

as his 20th

R fles.



It certainly hadn't taken long for his latest situation report to
generate results. Though that certainly wasn't particularly
surprising. Battalion conmanders-even highly decorated battalion
conmander s-didn't often send such scathing indictrments of current
policy to the Defense Staff Council, but Kruger had grown weary of
asking his men to do the inpossible. Too nany of the Permanent Force's
best battalions were being used to suppress disorder in the black

t ownshi ps i nstead of being stationed on the border where they were so
desperately needed.

And desperate wasn't too strong a word, he thought grimy. Qven the
current mlitary and political situation, the frontier with Nam bia
simply could not be adequately defended. There were too few troops
trying to cover too nuch territory.

Sone staff officers at the Mnistry of Defense had done their best to
hel p out. They'd nmade sure that units such as the 20th had first cal
on replacenents and the | atest weapons and hardware.

More inportant, requisitions for food, fuel, and amo

were processed with alnost unmlitary speed and efficiency. 1In the
final analysis, though, those were sinply half neasures-interimsteps
that relieved some of the day-to-day burden on Kruger and his fell ow
conmanders wi thout in any way solving the strategic dilemma they faced.
Pretoria must either provide nore nmen and equi prent to guard the border
or find other ways to end the ANC s renewed guerrilla canpai gn Kruger
shook his head, aware that the new nen in charge weren't likely to make
the right decisions. Like a sizable nunber of South African Defense

Force officers, he'd privately appl auded the Haymans governnent's noves
toward sone reasonabl e accomopdation with the nation's black majority.
The key word was reasonable. No one he knew supported the absurd

noti on of an eventual one-nman, one-vote systemfor South Africa. The
failing array of dictatorships scattered across black Africa showed the
dangers of such a course. But few officers could hide fromthe

know edge that continued white efforts to hold all political power

i nevitably meant an ongoi ng and probably endl ess guerrilla war-a war
mar ked by m nor, strategically meaningless victories and a steady
stream of nai med or dead nen

Kruger shook his head again, mentally cursing both Karl Vorster's
cal l ous deternmination to win this unw nnable war and di e ANC bast ards
who' d put the new president in place by nurdering Frederick Haymans.

"The Mnistry, sir?" The corporal waiting by his car saluted and held
the rear door open for him

"Yes. "
car.

Kruger returned the man's salute and clinbed into the staff

He sat up straight against the seat as they pulled away fromthe plane
and turned onto an asphalt-paved access road. Half his nind busied
itself by reviewi ng the argunments he intended to make to the chief of
staff. One corner of his mouth flickered upward briefly in a wy
smle. He was probably being too optimstic. He wasn't likely to have
the chance to get a single word in edgew se over the tongue-Iashing he
fully expected to receive.






Headquarters staffs, even in an arny as flexible and in- 3

formal as the SADF, always had their own rigid notions about such
things as the chain of command and proper channels.

Sonet hi ng strange about the passing scenery tugged Kruger's attention
away from his upconming ordeal. He |ooked nore carefully out the

wi ndows to either side. They were paralleling Swartkop's main runway
and flight Iine.

Bot h | ooked nearly deserted. And that was odd. Very odd.

The airfield was ordinarily a hive of frenzied activity. Wth two
squadrons of transport aircraft based here, Swartkop often seened a
practical denonstration of perpetual notion as small, single-engined
Kudus and | ar ger

C-47s | anded, refueled, and took off again-ferrying nmen and equi prment
to the SADF's far-flung military districts.

But not today. The Kudu that had carried himhere sat all by itself,
parked in isolation on a vast, enpty expanse of concrete. There were
no planes on the taxiway taking off or landing. Kruger stroked his
freshly shaved chin.

Wiere were all the aircraft?

The staff car turned onto a wi der road runni ng past Swartkop's huge,

al um num si ded hangars and repair shops. And there they were. Row
after row of canouflaged transport planes either parked in the hangars
or on the flight line close by. Tiny figures in grease-stained, orange
coveral | s swarnmed over each aircraft, opening a panel here or

ti ghteni ng sonet hing down there. Repair and mmi ntenance crews, al
wor ki ng at top speed.

Kruger stared out the wi ndow as they drove past, taken conpletely by
surprise. Even under nornal operating conditions, perhaps one in five
of a squadron's aircraft could be expected to need routine maintenance
at any given tine. But nothing about the frantic bustle around the
forty or so parked planes struck Kruger as being routine. Had there
been sone unprecedented and conpl etely unannounced act of ANC sabot age?
It seened unlikely. Even the Vorster government's stringent new
censorship laws couldn't have prevented word of such a disaster from

| eaki ng out.

He sat up even straighter as a nore plausible, but equally disturbing
expl anation presented itself. The Air Force must be preparing its
pl anes for a prolonged surge in flight

operations-round-the-clock sorties that would make it inpossible to
provi de nornmal rmai nt enance.

Kruger's mouth tightened. These were cargo aircraft and troop
carriers, so whatever Pretoria had planned involved the Arny. Wre
they finally going to reinforce the Nam bian border? Maybe. He hoped
so. It would certainly save hima lot of grief in his nmeeting with the
chief of staff. He could take a scolding nore easily if he knew in
advance that the hierarchy agreed with his diagnosis of the

si tuati on.



The car rounded anot her corner, cutting off his view of the parked
pl anes, and Kruger faced forward again. H's eyes continued to sweep
the surrounding terrain-automatically noting the six Cactus mssile
| aunchers of the base's

SAM battery off to one side and the swarm of harried-Iooking Air Force
of ficers energing from Swartkop's Adm nistration Center on the other
But the logical part of his mind remained fully engaged, raising and as
qui ckly di smi ssing new explanations for all the activity he saw.

Hs first hope that the planes were slated to carry reinforcenents to
t he

Nam bi an frontier seened farfetched when viewed di spassionately. No
one woul d send | arge nunbers of troops and equi prent by air when road
convoys or rail transport could serve the same end nore efficiently.
No, he thought grimy, these planes were being prepared for the kind of
hi gh- st akes operati on where speed mattered nore than cost. A ngjor

ai rborne assault sonmewhere outside South Africa's borders, for exanple.
But where? Zi nbabwe again? O Mzanbique? He'd heard that support
for the Renanp guerrillas had been upped once nore. Wre these pl anes
i ntended for one of their murderous operations?

Kruger's frown tightened further still into a thin-lipped scom. If
what ever Pretoria had in mind wouldn't help take the pressure off his
men, the ears of the SADF' s chief of operations were going to burn with
swear words the man probably hadn't heard since his own days in the
bush. And,

Kruger vowed silently, to hell with his career. The lives of his
soldiers were nore inportant than his own chances of ever wearing a
col onel ' s insigni a.

W apped in increasingly bleak thoughts about his likely personal and
prof essional future, he scarcely noticed as the staff car passed

t hrough Swart kop's heavily guarded main gate and sped toward

Pretoria.

SADF HEADQUARTERS, THE M NI STRY OF DEFENSE

PRETORI A

The |ieutenant conmandi ng the Defense Mnistry guard post |ooked from
Kruger's ID card to his face and back down again. Apparently satisfied
by what he saw, the young officer's pen nade a tick mark on a

surprisingly cromded |ist of approved visitors.

Then he handed the ID card back and nodded at the burly noncom waiting
patiently off to one side of the wood-panel ed guard room

"Thank you,

Kommandant. Sergeant Meinart there will show you to the briefing."
Kruger pocketed his card with an abrupt nod and foll owed the sergeant
out into the Mnistry's busy main hallway. The noncom wal ked ri ght by

a bank of elevators |leading to the building s upper floors and
continued straight on down the hall toward the nassive doubl e doors of



the Main Staff Auditorium

Kruger kept pace easily, exchanging salutes with passing senior

of ficers without nmuch consci ous thought. He had nore interesting
things than sinple mlitary courtesies to occupy his mnd. It was
becom ng increasingly clear that he hadn't been sumopned to Pretoria
for a personal harangue by the higher brass.

He shook his head slightly, irritated with hinmself for ever hol ding
such a sinpl enm nded, egotistical belief. Only an idiot could miss the
signs of intense activity all around. First the frantic maintenance
wor k at

Swar t kop, and now t hi s unannounced briefing being held in the
Mnistry's largest neeting room Sonething big was in the wi nd.
Sonet hi ng very big.

H's first glance around the crowded staff auditorium confirned that
i mpression

More than a hundred field-grade officers packed the room sone swappi ng
news and professional gossip in the

aisles, others sitting quietly among the rows of theater-style folding
chairs. Steel-blue Air Force and dark blue Navy uniforns nmingled with
t he sober brown jackets and ties of the Army. A sea of red-and-blue
berets down front signaled the presence of representatives from each of
the three

Per manent Force parachute battalions.

Kruger didn't bother concealing his astonishment. He hadn't seen this
many of his fellow unit commanders together in one place for years. He
scanned the room again, counting stars. M God, the auditorium held at
| east two-thirds of the Arny's Permanent and Citizen Force battalion
conmanders, six brigadiers, and the two conpl ete division-I|evel

staffs.

He stiffened. No one in his right m nd would assenbl e the kind of
force these nen represented for anything | ess than a massive,

conbi ned-arns operation. He grew even nore uneasy at that thought.
What was Vorster planning? Sone sort of nmassive exercise? A rea

mlitary operation?

Kruger's uneasi ness about the government's intentions had nothing to do
with any kind of msplaced pacifism He [oathed the ANC s sneak
attacks and terrorist bombings as nuch as any other serving South
African officer

Twenty years of cross-border warfare had taught himthat the guerrillas
were his enemies. And as enemies, they were legitinmate targets for
Sout h

Africa's mlitary forces-no matter where they sought sanctuary. But
qui ck, in-and-out commando raids were one thing. This inplied
somet hi ng nuch bi gger.

Mlitary operations were always expensive. They consuned both lives
and noney at a breakneck pace. And the Republic's economy was already
under trenmendous strain. Unenpl oynent anong the blacks, inflation, and



interest rates were all rising. He' d seen the evidence on infrequent

visits to his honetown in the northern Transvaal. In enptier shelves
inthe little country stores. In the grow ng nunbers of able bodied
bl ack men sl ouching aimessly by the roadsides or fields. 1In sky-high

petrol prices that increasingly kept people at home unless travel was
absol utely necessary.

Kruger shook his head. This wasn't the right time for seeking
high-priced mlitary glory. He only hoped sonebody on the Defense
Staff Council had the balls to explain that to the new cabi net.

"Hey, Henrik, man! \Wat're you doing here, you blery foot sl ogger
t hought this neeting was for officers and gentlenen only. "

Kruger wheel ed round, a grin spreading across his face despite his

i nner worries. Though he hadn't seen Deneys Coetzee in person for nore
than two years, no one who'd nmet himcould ever forget the cocky little
man's rough, gravelly voice and bluff, open face. Fifteen years
before, they'd served together in Nami bia as green-as-grass junior
officers. Mnths of hard canpaigning in the desol ate, and Nani bi an
bush had left both a conplete trust in each other's professiona
conpetence and a lasting friendship.

Kruger whistled out |loud at the three stars and pentagon on Coetzee's
shoul der tabs.

"They made you a brigadier? Now | know the world is a crazy place."
Coet zee waggl ed a finger in his face.

"Ag, man. You ought to show nmore blery respect for a superior officer
Besides, I'mnot just a brigadier, you know. |I'mon the Mnistry staff
now. "

Kruger mnicked a slight bow.
"So you've finally escaped fromthe field, eh?"

"That's right. " Coetzee nade a show of brushing invisible dust off
his immacul ately tail ored jacket.

"No nore nud, flies, or snakes for nme, man.

I'"'ma happy desk warrior for the foreseeable future and glad of it.

Kruger took a closer took at his friend. Coetzee hated paperwork and
red tape nore than anything in the world, so he nust be lying. But
staff assignnments were the price one paid for professional advancenent.
Nobody who wanted to make general someday could avoid them forever. And
li ke

Coet zee, Kruger knew he'd have to give up his own field conmand for a
staff slot in the next couple of years. It wasn't something to | ook
forward to, but it was inevitable.

"Attention!" The shouted command silenced all conversation in the
crowded auditorium and brought every officer in the roomto his feet.

The tall, lanky, white-haired figure of Gen. Adriaan de Wet, the
SADF' s commander, strode onto the stage. Kruger grimced. He'd served



two tours under de Wet-the first as a conpany commander in a brigade
conmanded by the ol der nman, and the second as a deputy operations
officer at the divisional level. Neither assignnent had taught him
much respect for de Wet's abilities as a conbat comuander or

adm nistrator. Arny gossip said the general held on to his post by

ki ssing up to whichever political faction held power at the nonent-and
Kruger believed the gossip.

De Wet crossed to a podium and stood silently for a nonent, eyeing the
assenbl ed commanders and their staffs standing at attention. Then he
waved t hem down.

"At ease, gentlemen. Find a seat if you haven't already. W have mnuch
to do here today."

Kruger and Coetzee settled thenselves in two seats near the back
At an inpatient nod fromde Wet, teams of junior officers began nmovi ng

up and down the auditorium s aisles, handi ng out red-tagged bl ack
bi nders.

Ast oni shed gasps and nuttered exclamations foll owed themthrough the
room

Kruger took one of the binders froma pile given himby a sonber-faced
i eutenant and passed the rest on down the row He scanned the first
page and felt the blood draining fromhis face.

OPERATI ON NI MRCD- MOST SECRET
SADF Order of Battle for N nrod

44t h Parachute Brigade -Brigade HQ -2nd Parachute Battalion -3rd
Parachute Battalion -4the Parachute Battalion

8th Arnored Division -Division HQ -81st Arnored Brigade

-82nd Mechani zed Brigade -83rd Mdtorized Infantry Brigade -84th Field
Artillery Regi ment

El enents of the 7th Infantry Division -Division HQ -71st Mdtorized
Infantry Brigade -72nd Motorized Infantry Brigade

El enents of the Air Force Transport Conmand -No. 44 Squadron (C-47s)
-No. 28 Squadron (C 130s and C 160s) -No. 18 Squadron (SA. 330 Super
Puma helicopters) -No. 30 Squadron (SA. 330 Super Punas)

El enents of the Air Force Strike Command -No. 2 Squadron (M rage
11 CZs) -No. 7 Squadron (MB 326 Inpalas) -No. 4 Squadron (MB 326

| mpal as)
nj ectives for N nrod

1) Reoccupation of the South-West Africa Territory (aka Nam bia) as far
north as the line running from G ootfontein through Karnanj ab.

2) Restoration of conplete mlitary, political, and econom c contro
over the reoccupied zones of the SWA

3) Destruction of Swapo's arned forces and political structure.



4) Destruction of all ANC base canps and comand centres inside the
SWA,

Ceneral Concept of Operations

Nimmod is designed around a series of swift, powerful thrusts into
Nam bi a by powerful mechanized, notorized, and airborne el enents of the
SADF. These attacks will be ained at key communi cati ons hubs and ot her

geogr aphi ¢ points of operational val ue.

By bringing overwhel ming force to bear agai nst Swapo's poorly trained

and ill-prepared troops, the units participating in Ninrod will be able
to seize their initial objectives rapidly and at m nimal cost. Once
t hese have been achi eved, the assault forces will regroup and redepl oy

for advances against their secondary targets.

Thr oughout the operation, force sizes nust be carefully bal anced
against our limted ability to nove supplies over Nam bia's sparse road
and rail network. Nevertheless, it is believed that the use of |arger
nore powerful units will give the speed so vital to the success of this

canpai gn.
On D 1, advance el enents of the 82nd Mechani zed Bri gade .

Kruger stopped reading. M/ God, he thought, this is madness. Absolute
madness. But he couldn't ignore the excitenent bubbling up within his
di smay. No professional soldier could have remai ned unnoved. The
briefing binder he held in his hand described the single |argest South

African mlitary operation planned since the end of Wrld War I1. More
men, nore vehicles, and nore firepower than he had ever imagi ned woul d
be assenbled for a single purpose. In a way it was bloody ironic. For

nmont hs he' d been conpl ai ni ng about the ANC sanctuaries inside Nam bia
But he'd certainly never dreamed anyone woul d seriously propose trying
to solve the guerrilla threat with a full-scal e conventiona

i nvasi on.

Druns and bugl es echoed in the innernpost recesses of his

m nd- acconpanyi ng vi sions of |ong colums of tanks and APCs rolling
forward through dust and smoke. He | ooked up fromthe operations
pl an.

The faces of the officers around hi mshowed the sane odd m x of
di shbelief and pride.

Kruger shook his head. Real war was never glorious. Bugles could
never be heard over the screans of the wounded or the roar of the guns.
And yet He felt Coetzee touch his arm

"Well, Henrik? Wat do you think of our leader's little schene, eh?"

Kruger | ooked at his friend.

"Tell me true, Deneys .. . has the
President lost his reason? We'Ill. have to mobilize a |large part of
t he

Citizen Force to assenble all the units for this thing. What's going



to happen to the factories and mnes while half the skilled | aborers
and m ddl e managers are off being soldiers? Wat idiot has convinced
himthat we can carry this out w thout paying a horrible price?"

"Hsst! Lower your voice, Henrik." Coetzee sonmehow | ooked suddenly
ol der.

He gl anced quickly to either side, making sure that no other officers
were in earshot.

"Do you renenber Duncan G ant, Andries van Rensburg, or

Jan Kriel?"

Kruger nodded slowy, taken aback by Coetzee's sudden fear. He knew
all three of themwell. An image of big, black bearded van Rensburg

| eading his men in a nadcap charge agai nst a Cuban machi ne-gun position
i nsi de

Angol a popped into his mnd. Nowthere was a soldier with guts. And
the other two were equally brave and equally conpetent officers.

Kruger scanned the auditorium again, checking faces nore carefully.
"I"msurprised they're not here today."
Coet zee | ooked grim

"They're gone, Henrik. Forced out of the Arny. Along with severa
others."

"Good God!"
Heads turned to look in their direction and Kruger spoke nore softly.

"What the hell for? Those three were some of the best nen we had. And
with this craziness conming up"he shook the black binder outlining

Operation Ninrod we're going to need every experienced conbat | eader we
can find."

"True." Coetzee's voice was flat, apparently drained of all feeling.
Only the closest of his friends could possibly have recogni zed the
contenpt dripping fromevery word.

"But it seens that Grant, van Rensburg, and

Kriel each nade the mistake of voicing their concerns about this plan
concocted by the President and General de Wet."

"So?" Kruger was puzzled. The SADF' s officer corps

prided itself on its professionalismand honesty. It had never been
known as a haven for boot |ickers-despite the occasional fool such as
de Wet.

Now it was Coetzee's turn to | ook surprised.

"My God, Henrik. You have been out in the field for too long a tine,
man. Things have changed since



Haymans's death .. . and not for the better, either. Anybody who
doesn't click his heels and nouth the right slogans gets |labeled a
"defeatist mal content' and shoved into early retirement.

"So if you want to keep your battalion, you' d best keep your head down,
your mouth shut, soldier on, and hope the voters throw this gang out
soon. After all, we still have our duty, right? They can't take that
away fromyou unless you let them Kloar?"

Kruger nodded, not sure that he could easily follow Coetzee's

wel | -i ntended advi ce. Keeping quiet had never been one of his strong
points. How | ong could an honorabl e man serve a governnent that
treated brave nen such as van Rensburg and the others so shabbily? O
carry out national security policies so unlikely to serve the long-term
interests of the nation?

Ceneral de Wet's precise, perfectly nodul ated voice broke into his
i nternal debate.

"I hope all of you have taken the tine to page through this operations
order."

Heads nodded around the crowded auditorium

"Good. Then we can nove on to the details.” De Wt flipped to the
next page of his prepared text and | ooked up at his assenbl ed
of ficers.

shall not bother to bore you with the higher strategy behind this
decision. | believe that NNnrod's basic outline is as clear as it is
bol d. "

The general smled thinly.

"I ndeed, gentlenen, we are fortunate to serve a president and cabi net
so versed in mlitary matters and so dedicated to the survival of our
nation. "

Kruger noticed with sone interest that fewer heads nodded this tine.

Evidently, some of the other officers hadn't been swept up by the
prevailing deternmination to "get along by going al ong--no matter what
the cost and no matter how idiotic the policy. Perhaps there was sone
hope left for the Arny.

Despite his doubts, Kruger paid close attention as de Wt began
outlining specific assignments, objectives, and tinetables. Coetzee
was right.

VWhat ever he night think of the direction being taken by Vorster's
government, he was still a soldier with a sworn duty to obey legitimate
orders issued by South Africa's legitimate rulers. There would be tine
enough later to debate the rights or wongs of this Operation N nrod.
For the next several weeks he and his fell ow conmanders woul d have
their hands full just trying to make sure their men were ready for
battl e.



He only hoped that Pretoria's shortsighted desire for vengeance agai nst
l[ittle Nami bia wouldn't cost too many of themtheir lives.

JULY 30-1 N THE NORTHERN TRANSVAAL, NEAR
Pl ETERSBURG

The stars were out in force-shining cold and sharp through the high
veld' s dry, thin air.

Torches guttered fromnetal stands scattered around the brick-1ined
patio, creating a curiously medi eval atnmosphere. Acrid tobacco snoke
rose fromhalf a dozen burning cigarettes and mngled with the aroma of
slowy roasting meat. Small groups of casually dressed m ddl e-aged nen
clustered around the central barbecue pit. Their low, guttural voices
and occasi onal hard-edged | aughter carried far through the still,

silent night.

Emily van der Heijden frowned as she | eaned over the tiled kitchen

countertop, filling glasses with soft drinks and | enmon flavored ninera
water. Even as a child, she'd thought her father's friends were a
rather dull, coarse, and unthinking bunch. Nothing in the snatches of

conversation she heard drifting up fromthe pati o changed that
i mpression

She' d al ready heard enough to make her ill. These nmen, nost of them
now hi gh-ranki ng government officials, seemed call ous al nost beyond
bel i ef.

Contenpti bl e words such as kaffir rolled too easily off their tongues
as they casually discussed the desirability of "shooting a few thousand
nore of

the nost troubl esone bl ack-assed bastards to cow the rest.” All had
nodded sagely at the idea. One had even gone so far as to claimthat
"there's nothing the black man respects nore than a firmhand and a
touch of the whip."

Emily paled with anger and sl anmed the gl ass she'd just filled down
hard on a circular serving tray. Liquid slopped over the edge and
stai ned her sleeve and white, full-length apron.

"Here now, mevrou. You'd better calmdown and wi pe that ugly sneer off
your face before you enbarrass your poor father. You wouldn't want to
do that, would you?" Mlice edged every word.

Angrier still, Emly turned her head to | ook at the dour old woman
standi ng beside her at the counter. Tall and stick-thin beneath her
shapel ess bl ack dress, Beatfix Viljoen had been her father's devoted
housekeeper for as long as Emily could remenber. And the two wonen had
been enenies for every hour of every day of that tine.

Em |y despi sed the dom neering ol der woman's ceasel ess efforts to make
her into a "proper" Afrikaner wonan-a wonan concerned only with the

wi shes of her husband, the health of her children, and the witten,
inflexible word of God. In turn, the housekeeper resented Enmly's
ability to go her own way, unbound by convention or propriety.

Their dealings over the years had been a series of cold, calculating,
and venomous confrontations-exchanges whol Iy unmarked by any warnth or



friendly feeling. As her widowed father's only child, Emly had
general |y cone out ahead in these skirm shes.

Al'l that had changed since her frantic phone call to get lan out of
jail and her enforced return hone. Marius van der Heijden had been
bitterly angry about his daughter's "sinful" liaison with the American
reporter-someone he referred to only as "that godl ess and i nmora

Utlander." Emly still wasn't sure which angered hi mnore: her
i nvol vement with lan, or the possibility that it could be used agai nst
himby one of his political rivals. It scarcely mattered. The hard

fact was that his anger had put Beatfix Viljoen in the catbird seat.
It wasn't something the housekeeper ever |et her forget.
"Well, nevrou? Am|l not right?"

Emily saw the eager | ook in the other wonman's eyes and bit down the
ill-tenmpered reply she'd been about to make. Quarreling with Beatrix
woul dn't hel p her escape this trap she'd put herself in to save lan

I nstead, she quietly picked up her |oaded tray, turned, and wal ked out
onto the dim torchlit patio

Silently fuming, she orbited through the separate groups of
men-stopping only to allow themto pluck drinks off the tray she held
in both hands.

As always, their ability to ignore her was infuriating. GCh, they were
courteous enough in a ponderous, patronizing way. But none of them
bothered to hide their view of her as nothing nore than a woman-as a
menber of the sex ordained by God for marriage, child rearing
housewor k, and not hi ng nore.

She stopped circling and stood beneath the fragrant, sweeping branches
of an acacia tree planted | ong ago by her grandfather. Her tray held
nmore enpty than full gl asses, but she was reluctant to | eave the
patio's relative quiet. Coing back to the kitchen neant enduring

anot her verbal slashing from Beaxtrix's knife-sharp tongue.

Emily took a deep breath of the fresh, cool night air, seeking refuge

in the peaceful vista spreading outward fromthe torchlit patio. It
was the one part of the Transvaal that she had mi ssed in Cape Town. Her
father's farnmhouse sat on the brow of a low hill overl ooking a shall ow,

open valley. GCentle, grassy slopes rolled down to a neanderi ng,
tree-lined streambrinm ng during the sumer rains, but dry now.
Happi er nenories of her carefree childhood rose in Enily's mnd,
washi ng away sonme of the frustrations and tension of the present.

"I tell you, man, the leader is a genius. Practically a prophet
touched by God hinsel f."

"You speak true, Piet."

Emily stiffened. The voices were comng fromthe other side of the
tree.

Dam theml Was there nowhere she could go to find a nmonment's peace?
She stayed still, hidden from



vi ew by the acacia's | ow, overhangi ng branches-hoping the two nen,
whoever they were, would wander off as quickly as they'd apparently
cone.

Cigarette snoke curled around the tree.

"You renenber the bra ai at his hone |last nonth? Two weeks before
those kaffir swine killed Haymans and his own pack of traitors?"

The ot her man | aughed.

"OfF course, | do. | tell you, Piet, at first | thought the |eader had
been smoking some of his field hands' dagga.

Telling us to be ready for great change, for our days of power, and al
that. But now | see that he was inspired, given the gift of
foretelling Iike our own nodern-day Sol onon."

Emly's stomach churned. Karl Vorster ... a prophet? The very thought
seened bl asphenobus. But could there be a horrifying truth behind the
two nen's sanctinoni ous ranting? Just as the synptons of a deadly
illness could be cl oaked by those of another, |ess serious disease?
Until now, she'd viewed Vorster's rise to power as sinply the grotesque
side effect of the ANC s trigger-happy attack on the Blue Train. But
perhaps that was too sinple a view. Had Vorster known of the anbush in
advance?

My God, Emily thought, dazed. |If that was true ... the events of the
past several weeks flickered through her mnd -each taking on a newer,
nore sinister significance. The swift retribution for the train
attack.

Vorster's meteoric assunption of power. The inmmredi ate procl amation of
various emergency decrees and punitive nmeasures against South Africa's
bl acks- nmeasures that could only have been drafted days or weeks before
news of the Blue Train anbush reached Pretoria. It all fit. She
tasted sonething salty in her nouth and realized suddenly that she'd
bitten her own lip without being aware of it.

The first man spoke again, quieter this tinme so that Emly had to
strain to nmake out his words.

"Only one thing troubles me, Hennie. | cannot bring nyself to trust
all of those our |eader allows around hinself.

Especially .. "
"That pretty boy Muller?" the other finished for him

"Va. That one will be trouble for us all, you mark ny words,
Hennie."

Light flared around the tree trunk for a split second as the other man
struck a match and touched it to a new cigarette.

"Also true, Piet. And van der Heijden agrees with us. But what can we
do about it? So |ong as

Mul  er does the dirty work, he'll have the | eader's ear and
confi dence.



After all, no man throws away an ax that's still sharp."”

"Then we nust sharpen our own axes, ny friend. And | know just the
neck

I'd like to use themon..

Their voices faded as the two nen sidled away fromthe tree, returning
to the larger group standing around the open air barbecue pit.

After they'd gone, Emly stayed notionless for several mnutes, lost in
thought. Miller ... the name was fam liar. She'd heard it pronounced
contenmptuously by her father. And also by lan. But who was this
Ml I er?

Clearly sone kind of official in Vorster's old Mnistry of Law and
O der.

An official disliked by his peers and apparently heavily involved in

Vorster's "dirty work.” Just the kind of man who woul d know whet her or
not Vorster had had advance warning of the ANC s plans to attack the
Bl ue

Trai n.

Her hands cl osed tighter around the tray. She had to find sonme way to
get word of what she suspected to lan. He would know how to turn the
fragnents she'd gathered into a coherent, supportable news report. Her
heart pounded with excitement. Wy, this could turn out to be the big
break lIan had been searching for so desperately. |If it could be
proved, such a story was bound to create the biggest news flash in
South Africa's recent history.

Her excitement grew as she realized that it could have even nore
far-reaching consequences-political consequences. Few things were nore
abhorrent to Afrikaners than treachery. So how would her fell ow
countrynen react to the discovery that their new president was nothing
nore than a bl ack hearted back stabber

Emi |y scarcely noticed when Beatrix Viljoen tracked her down under the
acacia tree and dragged her back to the kitchen



CHAPTER

Capi tal Mves
AUGUST 3- STATE SECURI TY COUNCI L CHAMBER,
PRETORI A

Maps and charts covered the walls of the small, wi ndow ess neeting
room

Each showed a separate piece of the el aborate preparations for
QOper ati on

Ni mrod- South Africa's planned reconquest of Namibia. And each had

pl ayed a part in the defense mnister's final briefing for Vorster and
the nenbers of his State Security Council

For two hours, the nen seated around the Il arge rectangul ar table had
been bonbarded with facts, figures, and freely flowing mlitary terns.
Phase lines. Airlift requirements and resupply capabilities.
Mobi | i zati on tabl es.

Free-fire zones. Al had been woven into a single sean-dess portrait
of inpending and inevitable victory.

As Constand Heitman, the mnister of defense, took his seat, Karl
Vorster's eyes flickered back and forth, scanning the faces of his
subordinates. This was the first tine nost of them had heard the
details of his plans for

Nam bi a. He expected their reactions to be instructive.

He nodded his thanks to Heitman and turned to face the rest of the
Counci | .

"Well, gentlemen? Are there any further questions?"

One of those seated at the far end of the table started to | ean forward
to speak and then stopped.

"Come, Hel nobed, what troubles you? Have you seen sone flaw in our
proposal ?* Vorster's voice was deceptively calm

The man, Hel nbed Mal herbe, the minister of industries and conmerce,
swal | owed hard. No one was ever eager to appear to oppose any of the

State President's cherished plans. A nonth in power had al ready
shown

Vorster's unwillingness to tolerate those who disagreed with him
Mal her be of eared his throat.

"Not a flaw, M. President. Nothing like that. It is just a snal
concern. "

"Qut with it then, man." Vorster's polite facade cracked slightly.



Mal her be bobbed hi s head submi ssively, obviously rattl ed.

"Yes, M.
President. It's the scale of Citizen Force nobilization this operation
requires. |If N nrod takes | onger than planned, the prol onged absence

of these nmen fromour factories could have a serious inmpact on our
econony. "

Vor st er snort ed.
"I's that all? Very well, Ml herbe. Your concern is noted."
He | ooked at the others around the table.

"So, gentlenmen. You have heard the industries mnister? |If the
kaffirs can hold back our tanks with their rifles for a nonth or two,
we may have to ask our people to tighten their belts a little.
Terrible, eh?"

Chuckl es greeted his heavy-handed attenpt at hunor. Mal herbe sat
red-faced, shamed into silence.

Satisfied, Vorster turned to Erik Miuller, sitting quietly by his
si de.

"What of the other black states-Mzanbi que, Zi nbabwe, and the rest? Can
they interfere with Nimrod's snmooth conpl eti on?"

Mul | er shook his head deci sively.

"No, M. President. Qur covert operations have themall off-bal ance.
They're too deeply enbroiled in their own internal troubles to give us
much trouble."

Marius Van der Heijden snorted contenptuously, but said nothing.

Mul  er frowned. Van der Heijden was the | eader of those on the cabinet
who despised him and the man's ennmity was comng nore and nore to the
surface. Wat had once been a sinple rivalry for power and position
was fast taking on all the signs of a blood feud. It was a feud
Vorster had done little to discourage. |nstead, the President seened
perfectly content to watch their infighting as if it were sonme kind of
sporting event staged solely for his anmusenent.

And why not? Miller thought. Qur sparring doesn't threaten his hold
on power, and it prevents either of us from gaining too nmuch contro
over the security services. His respect for Vorster's shrewdness
climbed another notch-as did his carefully conceal ed dislike for the
ol der man.

Vorster turned to the foreign mnister, a gaunt, sallow man. Runor
said he was fighting some formof deadly cancer. It was a fight he
seenmed to be I osing.

"And what of the world' s other nations, Jaap? Have we anything to fear
fromthenP"

The foreign m nister shook his head.



"Not hi ng nmore than words, M.

President. The Western powers have already done their worst. Their
sanctions can scarcely be made stricter. And the Russians haven't the
resources left to threaten us. They're too busy watching their empire
crunmble to be concerned with what happens ten thousand kil oneters
from

Moscow. "

Vor st er nodded approvingly.

"True. Very true.

He | ooked around the table again.

"Very well, gentlenen. Any |ast comrents?"

The silence dragged on for several seconds.

At last, one of the junior cabinet mnisters raised a reluctant hand.
"One thing still troubles me, sir."

"Go on. " Vorster's tenper seened nore in check than it had earlier.
"The Western intelligence services and spy satellites are bound to spot
signs of our nobilization for Ninrod. Since it's essential that we
obtain tactical and strategic surprise for this canpaign, shouldn't we
have sone kind of cover story to explain our troop novenments?"

Vorster smled grimy.

"A very good point, young Ritter. And one that has al ready been taken
into consideration."”

He nodded toward Fredri k Pienaar, the mnister of information

"Fredrik and | have already begun to lay the groundwork. Tonorrow, |
shal | speak to our nost |oyal supporters fromthe Transvaal. And when
the interfering denocraci es hear what | have to say, they'll be quite
convinced that our soldiers are going to be used only for cracking
kaffir heads inside this country. Little "Nam bia'" wll be the
furthest thing fromtheir mnds."

The nmen around the conference table nodded in understandi ng and
agreenent .

"Good. That's settled, then." Vorster turned to the minister of
def ense.
"Very well, Constand. Notify all commands. Operation N nrod proceeds

as pl anned. "
South Africa was on its way to war.
AUGUST 4- ABC'S NI GHT LI NE

The reporter stood at the corner of C and Twenty-third streets in
downt own



Washi ngton, D.C. The gray government buil di ng behind her provided a
neutral background for her carefully coiffed hair and green sunmer
dress.

More inportantly, the sign saying STATE DEPARTMENT told her viewers
where she was and that great events were afoot. Bright white TV lights
it the sky.

"If congressional Denocrats can agree on anything these days, it's that
the adm nistration's response to recent developnments in South Africa
has been halting, confused, and wholly inadequate. And as Pretoria's
vi ol ent crackdown on dissent continues, congressional demands for
further econom c sanctions seemlikely to intensify. Al this at a
time when adninistration officials are already working late into the
night-trying desperately to restructure a South Africa policy thrown
badly out of whack."

The canera pull ed back slightly, showing a lit row of w ndows at the
top of the State Departnent.

"And sonething el se seens certain. South African state

president Karl Vorster's latest public harangue will do absolutely
not hi ng to douse the sanctions furor building up on Capitol HIl. If
anything, his rhetoric appears calculated to send apartheid opponents
around the world into fits."

She di sappeared fromthe screen, replaced by footage show ng Vorster
standing on a flag-draped dais. The bl oodred, three-arned-swastika
banners of the Afrikaner Werstandbewegi ng mngled with South African
bl ue-, white-, and orange-striped national flags.

Vorster's clipped accent nade his words seem even harsher

"W have given the blacks of our country every chance to participate in
a peaceful exchange of ideas. Every chance to work toward a sharing of
power and increased prosperity, for themand for all South Africans."
He paused dramatically.

"But they have shown thensel ves to be unwort hy!

Their answer to reformis murder! They reply to reason with
vi ol ence!

They are incapabl e of peaceful conduct, rmuch | ess of participating in
t he government. They have had their chance, and they will not have
anot her.

Never again! That | prom se you, never again."

A roar of approval surged through the hall and the canera panned
around, showi ng a sea of armwaving, cheering white faces.

As the thunderous appl ause faded, the canera cut back to the reporter
standing on the State Departnent steps.

"Vorster's speech, one of his first since taking over as president,
cane at the close of a day-long visit to the rural Transvaal, his hone



territory and a stronghold of ultraconservative white opinion. And
nobody who heard hi m speak can have any doubt that he's giving South
Africa's diehards just what they' ve al ways wanted. Tough words and
t ougher acti on.

"This is Madeline Sinclair, for "N ghtline."

The canera cut away to show the program s New Yor kbased anchor man.

"Thank you, Madeline. Following this break, we'll be back with M.
Adrian Roos, of the South African Mnistry of Law and Order, M.
Ephriarn Nkwe, of the now banned African National Congress, and Senator
Steven Travers of the

Senate Foreign Relations Comi Ttittee.

The anchorman's sober, serious inmage vani shed, replaced by a
thirty-second spot singing the praises of a Caribbean cruise |line.

AUGUST 5--THE RUSSELL SENATE OFFI CE BUI LDI NG, WASHI NGTON, D. C.

Sen. Steven Travers's innernost congressional office was decorated
with a mxture of autographed photos, the Nevada state flag, and a
stuffed | ynx ni cknamed Hubert by his aides.

"Hubert" di sappeared whenever any of the nost prom nent animal-rights
| obbyists paid a visit. But the |ynx always reappeared to reassure
hone-state visitors that Travers-no matter how liberal he might be in
foreign affairs-was still the plain, gun-toting cowboy his camnpaign
conmer ci al s al ways showed.

The photos crowding the office's rich, wood-panel ed walls included
shots of the senator with his wife and famly, with two presidents
(both

Denmocrats), and with several Hollywood stars-all fanobus for the various
i beral causes they supported. A recent addition was a picture of
hinself in the Capitol rotunda, shaking hands with ANC | eader Nel son
Mandel a.

The pictures all showed a tall, slimman with sandy hair slowy going
gray and a handsone, angul ar face. He |ooked good in a suit-a fact
that hadn't endeared himto other, |less tel egenic senators back when
caneras first started recording every mnute of the Senate's floor
debates for posterity. R ght now the suit hung on a hanger in his

of fice closet, and

Travers | ounged confortably behind his desk wearing jeans, a Lacoste
shirt, and | oafers.

Hs small, normally neat office seened crowmded with two | egislative
aides, two staff |lawers, and a close friend. Coffee cups and boxes of
doughnuts littering the floor and desk nmade it clear that they had
either started very early or worked very late.

"Hey, guys, tinme's awasting. |'ve got a comrittee neeting

in three hours," said Travers, looking at his watch, "with a CBS



interview thirty mnutes before that."
He started to yawn and then closed his nmouth on it.

"Not that the "Nightline' spot didn't come out pretty good, but | can't
keep spouting the same stuff over and over. Things are going wong too
fast over there."

Travers reached forward and pulled a red-tagged manil a fol der out of
the pile on his desk

"I mean, look at this!" He flipped the fol der open and tapped the
first sheet.

"The Cl A says that bastard Vorster's even nobilizing nore troops to go
after the black townships. People are gonna |Iook to nme to provide the
Senate's response, and | can't just go on repeating the sane old tired
calls for nore sanctions. | need sonething newsonething that'll grab
some headlines and grab Pretoria by the throat."

Travers had championed the anti apartheid cause in the Senate ever
since his election two terms ago. It had been a happy marriage of
personal belief with a popular cause. And now he was one of the
senators first on the nedia's list for official reaction whenever South
Africa hit the news.

"Steve's right. This is his chance to take the |lead on this issue in
the public mnd. The rest of these fuds up here on the H Il wll just
t hunder and bl ast w thout really saying anything. The nedia wants an
Ameri can answer to this South African problem And whoever gives 'em
one is gonna be their fair-haired boy for quite a while. " Ceorge

Perl man was Travers's political advisor and reality check. He'd spent
nost of the night watching the brainstorm ng, the argunents only
speaki ng when the di scussion wandered or when he felt a fresh vi ewpoint
was needed.

Perl man was a short, bal ding man dressed in slacks and a pul | over
sweat er.

As a seasoned ol d campai gner, he was ensconced in the nost confortable
chair in the office. He was fifteen years ol der, but despite their age
di fference, he and the senator had becone friends years ago. It was a
friendship cemented by the fact that Perlnman had nasterni nded Travers's
successful reel ection canpai gn

Perl man continued, "Plus, with the Wite House noving so slowy on this
thing, we can slamthe President effectively and pick up some points
fromthe party faithful. And nows a real good tinme to do that. W
could sure use sone firstrate recruiting PRto bring in the volunteers
and the big-buck contributors . "

The nmen crowded into Travers's office nodded. As always, Perlman's
political instincts were right on target. The next presidential

el ection m ght be nore than three years away, but three years was the
blink of an eye when you were contenplating setting up a nationa
canpai gn organi zation. And even though the senator hadn't yet nade up
his mind to push for the nonmi nation, he always believed in keeping his
opti ons open.

"True. Travers's eyes flickered toward a cal endar. Twenty-nine



nmonths to the first primaries.

"But I'mstill hanging out there w thout anything newto say."

He | ooked back toward one of his |egislative aides.

"CGot any nore ideas,

Ken?"

Ken Bl ackman was the senior of Travers's two Foreign Rel ations
Conmittee staffers. A liberal firebrand since his student days at
Brown University, he hel ped draft the |egislation that kept the
senator's nanme in good standing with the right D.C based | obbyi ng
groups. He was anbitious, and nobody coul d doubt that he had hitched

his wagon firmy to Travers's rising star.

Short and thin, he paced in the small space avail abl e, al nost turning
in place with every third step.

"I think we should stick with a serious call for deeper, nore
nmeani ngf ul sanctions. Not just petty stuff |ike

Krugerrands, but everything that makes South Africa's econony tick
over.

We coul d back that up with strong pressure on other countries to cut
their own trade with Pretoria even further."

David Lewi n, Travers's other aide and Bl ackman's bi ggest in-house
critic, shook his head.

"Wl dn't do any good. There isn't that rmuch left to cut.
Qur trade with South Africa is already so low that they won't miss the
rest." He held a list of Comrmerce Departnent inport-export figures out

in front of himlike a shield.

"I't would still be symbolic. It would show themwe don't |ike what
they're doing," Blackman argued. H s nervous pacing accel erat ed.

Travers wagged a finger at him

"C nmon, Ken. You know what an Afrikaner thinks of outside opinion
Calling a Boer pigheaded is a conplinment over there."

Lewi n nodded.

"Besi des, nobody can agree on whether the sanctions we already have in
pl ace have any effect positive negative, or none at all

|'ve seen persuasive argunments for all three cases. And the South
Africans aren't talking. "

"They were quick enough to ask us to lift themafter they |l et Mandel a
out of prison!" Blackman's face was red. Sanctions were the anti
apartheid equival ent of the Ten Conmandnents. Questioning their

ef fecti veness was |ike asking the pope if he really believed in God.

"Yeah. But they still didn't make any new reforns when we refused.”



Lewi n noderated his tone, beconming nore conciliatory. The senator was
pretty clearly comng down on his side of this argunent, so it didn't
make a | ot of sense to piss Blackman off any further. After all, they
still had to share an office with each other

"There are too many stronger political forces, local forces, in South
Africa for sinple econom c sanctions to have nuch effect.”

He shrugged.

"And even if the old Pretoria governnent could have been influenced by
sanctions, how about a hard liner like Vorster? Hell, all we'd
probably be doing is giving himnew anmunition on the donestic front.
Sone real 'circle the wagons, boys, the U tlanders are com ng' stuff.
The di ehard Afrikaners lap that up like candy."

Despite seeing Travers noddi ng, Blackman tried again.

"Look, I'mnot saying a tougher sanctions bill will bring a guy I|ike
Vorster to his knees, begging for our forgiveness. But it's a step our
friends on this issue will expect us to take. And if Trans Africa and

the rest see us backing off sonething this bread-and-butter, they're
going to start yelling that we've sold out to the 'do nothing" crowd
over at the Wite House. "

A sudden silence showed that he'd hit the mark with that. Political
pressure groups had an avid addiction to nane-calling They al so had
notoriously short nenories and a tendency to see betrayal in any act of
noderation. And with a possible run for the presidency com ng up
Travers couldn't afford to get caught in a mudslinging match with his
own allies.

Per| man caught the senator's eye and notioned gently toward the corner
wher e

Bl ackman wai t ed, danci ng back and forth fromfoot to foot.
"Good call, Ken," Travers agreed.

"We' |l work up sone nore stringent export-inmport restrictions. Just so
long as we all realize they won't go anywhere and woul dn't do much good
even if we could get 'em past a presidential veto."

Bl ackman nodded, satisfied to have won even a token victory. He
started scribbling notes on a yellow |l egal pad. Lew n | ooked anused.

One of the |lawyers piped up, "Can we put pressure on other countries to
do nore? How about on the British? They' re South Africa's |argest
trading partner.”

Travers shook his head regretful ly.

"Not a chance. The Brits have cut back sone, but any nore sanctions
aimed at Pretoria are going to have to be their own idea. The EEC s
been all over them for years, and they've never been able to influence
London. Besides, the UK s backed us too nmany times in sone real tight
spots. You don't tw st your best friend's arm [|'d get killed in the
full committee if | tried to push a bill like that."

Bl ackman | ooked up fromhis | egal pad, his pen tapping rhythmcally



against his lower front teeth.

"How about direct financial support for the ANC or sone of the other
bl ack opposition groups?"

The other |awyer, a recent Harvard graduate named Harrison Al varez,
| aughed cynically.

"Jesus, the Republicans would | ove that."

He mi m cked the hushed, breathless tones so conmon in canpaign hit
pi eces:

"Did you know that Senator Travers supports U. S. taxpayer funding for a
terrorist novenent with socialist ains?"

Al varez gestured toward a stack of press clippings on Travers's desk.
"

mean, Ken, get real. The ANC just killed half the South African
government, for Christ's sake!™

"They deny responsibility," Blackman retorted.

"You better believe it, after all the heat they' ve taken lately."
Travers shook his head slowy.

"Let's face facts. The ANCis the prinme suspect in the attack on
Haymans's train. Now, | wouldn't put it past a thug like

Vorster to manufacture black guerrilla bodies on demand, but why shoul d
he need to?"

He shrugged his shoulders, as if admtting that his own question was
unanswer abl e.

"Besides, even if the ANC s not responsible for the train nassacre, the
Republ i cans would still beat us over the head with it. W have to hold
the high ground on this issue-call for popular actions while the

adm ni stration refuses to nove. Feeding noney to guys with AK-47s
isn'"t going to cut it."

The others muttered their agreenent.

Bl ackman started paci ng again.

"Ckay, if we can't affect the South Africans thensel ves, how about
doi ng something to ease their strangl ehold on their next-door

nei ghbor s?"

"Li ke what?" Travers sounded tentati ve.

Bl ackman persi st ed.

"A large-scale aid programfor all the countries bordering South
Africa. Econonic assistance, naybe even nilitary help."

Lewi n stepped in, eager to score a few nore points at his rival's
expense.



"We'd still be giving aid to Marxi st governnments. The Republicans-"in
this day and age being a Marxist isn't a crine. |It's just stupid,"

Perl man cut in. He |ooked thoughtful

"It's a good dynamic. All of those countries are dirt-poor. Even if
their governments are corrupt or Marxist or both, we can still show
real need."

He grinned at Travers.

"Yeah, Steve, | can see your speeches now. The

Republ i cans, using 'petty politics' to decide whether or not kids get
the food they need. W could do a lot with that. "

Bl ackman | ooked faintly disgusted. The senator's friend and |ongtine
advi sor al ways saw everything through a tightly focused politica
| ens.

Sonetimes it seemed that sinple right and wong escaped his notice.

And Bl ackman was sure that expanded aid to the front |line states was
right. South Africa had kept its neighbors weak and poor for far too
| ong-l ocked into total dependence on the white regine's industries,
transportati on system and power supply. U S. assistance that reduced
that state of hel pl essness would be the surest way to strike at the
Vor st er governnment.

Al varez | ooked | ess certain.

"And how nmuch of any nmoney we send over there is really going to get
past these corrupt governnents?"

"Who cares?" Travers shrugged

"Once we've passed the dollars on to them it's out of our hands. W
can find sonme villages where they're unl oadi ng bags of food, or

building roads. We'Ill make a trip there, take some dramatic pictures.
Shoul d be good for a few TV spots. " He w nked at
Per | man,

Bl ackman i gnored the crasser political inplications. They were a
necessary part of working in WAshi ngton

"I"d suggest going to
Mozambi que. They've been trying to build that railroad through to

Zi mbabwe for years, but South Africa's pet guerrilla force, Renano,
keeps blowing it up. |If we could help Mzanbique finish that rail |ine

Travers rubbed his chin thoughtfully.

"Yeah. | like it." He sat back in his chair and gazed up at the



cei ling.

"You know the nore | think about this the nore | like it. " He rocked
f or war d.

"Here's what | see. W put together a good sized package of civilian
and mlitary aid for the front line states, focusing on areas hit by
Sout h African-backed i nsurgencies. Say a five or six hundred mllion
dollars' worth. Enough to really sting Pretoria. | think |I can get
somet hing like that through the comrittee w thout too nmuch trouble.

Lewi n frowned.

"The Appropriations Commttee's going to be the big stunbling bl ock
Where do we get the noney?"

Travers grinned.

"Sinple. W reprogramthe bucks out of the defense budget. Hell, the
adm ni stration's already done that for N caragua and

Panama. They've set the precedent. We'Ill just followtheir lead."
There were broad sniles around the room It was perfect. Nobody could
accuse them of being fiscally irresponsible or boosting the budget

deficit. And besides, the defense budget

was fair gane these days. Everybody wanted a piece of that pie, and
calls for still another slice wouldn't raise too many eyebrows around

Washi ngt on.
Travers paused, considering.

"One thing nore. What can South Africa do to retaliate, if we put a
maj or aid programin place?"

"Agai nst us? Nothing." Blackman's response was fast, al nost
autonmati c.

There was silence for a nonent as the rest considered the
possibilities.

"Ken's right," Perlnman said.

"As few dealings as we have with South

Africa, they wouldn't hurt us by cutting trade fromtheir end."

"What about strategic mneral s?" Al varez asked.

"The chromium titanium and the rest? They could chop sal es of those.
DoD and Commerce coul d come down hard about the national security risks
fromthat."

"And cut their own throats? Not a chance, Harry. They need that
foreign credit for the stuff they do buy abroad, especially oil. That's

about the only resource South Africa's not |oaded with." Travers
si ghed.



"The worl d's treasure house, run by a bunch of political cavenen-"
Bl ackman broke in.

"The senator's right. Vorster and his people can't do squat about an

aid bill. Onh, they'll probably step up their covert activities in the
region. NMore raids, nore propaganda-all of which will cost them noney
and nore goodwill. If they keep at it, and if the front line states

ever get their act together, South Africa's gonna be bordered by sone
power ful enemes.”

Travers deci ded they had a consensus.

"All right, let's doit. | want you two to start drafting the
specifics." He pointed to Blackman and Lewin and then glanced at his
wat ch.

"I need an outline in an hour. in the neantine, |'mgoing to nmake sone

phone calls. George?" He |ooked over at his advisor

"I like it. Wether this bill passes or not, it's a political win for
us.

"Il do some calling as well. 1'Il take care of the nmedia and the
nati onal committee. | think nost of the party will like the idea.

W'll give it a big push.” Perlman chuck I ed.

"Anot her test of strength with the 'no-vision'" admnistration.
They all sm | ed.
AUGUST 6- NATI ONAL SECURI TY COUNCI L MEETI NG, THE WHI TE HOUSE

Wien the Vice President entered the room all conversation ceased, both
by custom and by design. NSC meetings were supposed to start on tine
and their participants didn't |ike wasting precious m nutes exchangi ng
nmeani ngl ess pl easantries. Those were reserved for Washington's
favorite indoor sport-the high-powered, |ate-evening cocktail party.
Wor ki ng hours were for work.

Vi ce President Janes Mal col m Forrester shared that same driving
dedication to the job. He strode briskly to the chair at the head of
the tabl e and sat down. Givil nods greeted him

After a somewhat rocky start, Forrester had cone to be regarded by his
adm ni stration coll eagues as a solid team player and a first-rate
organi zer. He paid a lot of attention to his duties as the NSC s

chai rman, which was appropriate, since it was his nost inportant

role.

Attendi ng foreign funerals and delivering speeches to an often endl ess
round of political fund-raisers couldn't conpare with hel ping to decide
serious questions of national security.

The NSC reported directly to the President, recommendi ng courses of
action to himon any matters relating to war and peace. |ts permanent
nmenbers included the secretaries of state and defense, the nationa
security advisor, and the director of the CIA Oher agency and
department heads were asked to sit in or provide information as
needed.



In a very real sense, the NSC represented a focal point for every mgjor
intelligence, military, and diplomatic resource possessed by the
United

States. In a crisis, its frantic, fast-paced deliberations could
result in the dispatch of urgent conmuni quis spy planes, carrier
battl e groups, or even divisions of ground troops to any point on the
gl obe.

But no inm nent doom appeared to nenace the United States or its
allies, so the atnosphere was rel axed. This neeting was routine.

So routine in fact that several of the NSC s permanent nenbers hadn't
bothered to attend. Instead, they'd sent a mixed bag of deputies to
fill the seats around the nmeeting room s |arge central table. Each was
acconpani ed by an assistant ready to handle all the necessary briefing
and background materials, and several stenographers waited to record
every renark.

Typed agendas rested in front of each person, and clear crysta
pitchers of iced coffee and | embnade occupi ed the mddle of the table.
They woul d be enpty by the time the neeting adjourned. Even this far
bel ow ground, the White House air-conditioning systemcoul dn't

conpl etely cool

Washi ngton's sweltering | ate-sunmrer air.

The subbasenent neeting room had an oddly col onial appearance, wth
wooden wai nscoting and el aborate nolding on its low ceiling. The

mul ti nmedi a projection screen hung on one wall would have jarred an
architect's sensibilities, but this was a worki ng space-not a touri st
showcase. There woul d never be any photo opportunities here. The only
decorations on its walls were maps of the world, the USA, and the

Sovi et

Uni on.

The Vice President flipped to the first page of his agenda and wat ched
as the others followed suit.

Forrester was not a tall man, sonething that was rarely noticed because
he al ways seened to be in notion. Trotting down airplane ranps in
foreign countries. Striding into flag draped banquet halls. O racing
through a rapid-fire round of golf at the Congressional country club

He often joked that he was actually six foot eight, but had put the
extra inches in escrow to avoid appearing taller than the President. It
was a joke that reflected the all too bitter truth that the vice

presi dency was an office with too nuch cerenpny and too little

responsi bility, but right now he had real work to do.

He tapped the table gently, calling the meeting to order.
"Al'l right.
Let's get down to it."

He tossed the printed agenda back onto the table.



"Un- 3

fortunately, the first itembefore us didn't conme up in time to nmake it
onto the documents sent to you for review last night. South Africa
popped up at ny breakfast with the President this norning. He's asked
us to discuss a response to Pretoria' s latest actions-including this
new troop call-up the wire services are reporting."

Sone of the nen sitting around the table | ooked nmonentarily bl ank
Sout h

Africa was a | ong way outside the boundaries of their ordinary
day-to-day concerns. For nobst of their professional lives, the
conti nui ng

U S -Soviet mlitary and political tug-of-war had been the centra
reality. Some of themstill found it difficult to adjust to a world
where conflicts didn't necessarily slide neatly into the usual East
ver sus West pigeonhol e.

Besi des, data on Africa's internal affairs rarely made it through the
screeni ng process nmanaged by each cabinet department's and intelligence
agency's junior staffers. Al too often it wound up occupyi ng waste
space on rarely punched up computer disks or gathering dust in rusting
file drawers.

Forrester hid a wy grin. For once, he had an advantage over nost of
the experts around this table. As a senator, he'd served on the
For ei gn

Rel ati ons Committee and had spent a lot of time fencing with anti
apartheid zealots on the Senate fl oor

He | ooked toward the end of the table, toward a dapper, booki sh-1ooking
little man whose narrow face bore a somewhat incongruous full beard and
neatly trimed nustache.

"Look, Ed, why don't you give us a quick rundown on our recent
‘relations' with South Africa' s new governnent." He didn't bother to
hide the irony in his voice.

"Certainly, M. Vice President." Edward Hurley, the assistant
secretary of state for African affairs, nodded politely. His presence
at the neeting was the result of a hurried, early norning call by
Forrester to the State Department.

Hurl ey studied the faces around the table.

"Essentially, our relations with the new governnent headed by President
Vorster can best be sumed up as 'cold and barely correct. "

He paused, took off his tortoiseshell glasses, and started cleaning the
| enses with a runpl ed handkerchi ef.

"W had

anot her indication of just what that neans |ast week when our
anbassador,

Bill Kirk, visited Vorster for the first tine since the Blue Train



massacr e.

Bill had instructions fromthe secretary to find out just how far
Pretoria plans to go in reintroducing strict apartheid."

Hurley smiled thinly and put his glasses back on.
"Unfortunately,

Anbassador Kirk never had the chance to ask. |Instead, he was forced to
sit through a half-hour-long |l ecture by Vorster on our foreign policy
failures in the region. Shortly after that, Pretoria notified us that
they were unilaterally reducing the nunber of our enbassy staff
personnel . And

Vorster's flatly refused all further attenpts to neet with him W' ve
been shunted down to below the ministerial level. "

Muttered disbelief rolled around the table. Wat the hell was South

Africa's new | eader playing at? Political disagreenents between
Washi ngton and Pretoria were common enough, but why the flagrant and
apparently cal cul ated di scourtesy?

The Vice President watched his coll eagues cl osely, wondering how they'd
react to the full version of Vorster's snub. Just reading Kirk's
tel exed summary of the neeting had raised his own bl ood pressure.

Apparently Kirk hadn't even been given the opportunity to say hello.

I nstead, Vorster had | aunched straight into a scathing diatribe full of
contenmpt for what the South African called "Anerica's shanmeful and
treacherous conduct."

"The man had gone on to accuse the U S. of nmeddling in

Pretoria's internal affairs-of inciting "innocent blacks" to violence
and disorder. Forrester assuned that was a reference to several recent
State

Departnent statenents deploring the white regine's police crackdown on
the black townships. Hardly justification for what amounted to a
full-fledged kick in the teeth.

He eyed the ponderous, white-haired man sitting to his i mediate
ri ght.

Forrester had | ong suspected that Christopher Nicholson, former federa
judge and current director of the CIA spent alnost as nmuch tine
devel opi ng sources inside the Wiite House as he did administering the
Agency's far flung overseas intelligence-gathering. H s presence at
what had been expected to be a routine NSC neeting confirnmed that
suspi ci on.

The Vice President decided to see just how thoroughly N chol son had
pr epar ed.

"Got any bio on this clown Vorster, Chris?"

Forrester was a firmbeliever in know ng as much as possi bl e about the



worl d | eaders he might have to deal with. Despite the reanms of

bl oodl ess statistical analysis by |egions of social scientists,
econom sts, and other "experts," world politics still all too often
seened to boil down to a question of personalities.

To his credit, the Cl A chief avoided | ooki ng smnug.
"Fortunately | do, M.

Vice President. W've also run through the archives and come up with
some photos of the gentleman in question."

Ni chol son's aide flipped through a thick sheaf of papers and handed
several heavily underlined sheets to his boss. The Cl A director took

t hem and nodded politely toward a junior staffer standing near the
door.

"Anyti e,

Charlie."

The lights dimed slowWy and a slide projector whirred throwing a

grai ny, black-and-white photo onto the wall screen. The photo showed a

much thi nner, much younger Karl Vorster

"Kar|l Adriaan Vorster. Born 1928 in the northern Transvaal. Law
degree from

Wtwatersrand University in 1950. Sociol ogy degree from Stell enbosch

University in 1956. Becane a menber of the Broederbond sonetine in the
early fifties, probably in 1953 .. ."

Forrester nodded to hinself as N chol son droned on, running through
Vorster's steady, if unspectacular, rise to power within the ruling
National Party. As a young |awyer, the South African nust have been in
on the very beginnings of Pretoria' s efforts to codify racial
segregation and white domination its policies of strict apartheid. H s

menbership in the

Br oeder bond, South Africa's secretive ruling elite, made that a
certainty.

The slide projector clicked to another photo, this one show ng Vorster
clinmbing out of the back of an official car.

"R ght
after he got his doctorate, he joined the governnent. Since then, he's

hel d a succession of increasingly senior posts in both the Bureau of
State

Security and Mnistry of Law and Order. "
N chol son turned to face the Vice President.

"Essentially, sir, this man



Vor ster has been working to keep the black population in its place for
over forty years."

Anot her photo. This time showing an older, nore jowy Vorster standing
besi de a gaunt, balding man in a plain black cassock

"He's also very religious, belongs to the Dutch Reformed Church, which
is the mainstreamreligious denomi nation in South Africa. Sprinkles
bi bl ical references throughout virtually every speech or even
conversation. Naturally, he's an active nmenber of a group opposing
racial reformw thin the church.”

Naturally. Forrester frowned.
"What about the past few years? Wat's he been up to?"

The Cl A chief flipped to the back page of his notes, then raised his
eyebr ows.

"He's been very active lately. He's made a |lot of statements and given
a |l ot of speeches against reform ng the apartheid system Wile the
rest of the National Party has slowy changed, he hasn't budged an
inch.”

Ni chol son's pudgy forefinger settled on a paragraph near the bottom of
the page, and his lips pursed into a soundl ess whistle.

"In fact, back in 1986, when they abolished the | aw against interracial
marri ages, he said, quote, The mixing of the white and | ower races can
only result in a reversal of the evolutionary process. Unquote. "

Nervous | aughter rose fromthe rest of the group. The idea that anyone
in this day and age, especially a head of state, could actually hold
such a grotesque belief seened inpossible to accept. N cholson's black
assi stant gri maced.

Forrester shook his head. "if he's been so out of step with his own
party, how s he managed to stay in governnment so |ong? And why woul d
he want to?"

Hurl ey answered him

"The Haymans government probably kept himon as a sop to their own
conservative wing. They'd been taking a lot of flak fromthe Herstige
National Party and the rest of the right-wing splinter groups. [|'d
guess the thought was that Vorster's continued presence in the cabinet
m ght hel p di ssuade nore conservatives fromjunping ship to the
opposition. "

Forrester nodded. He wasn't a stranger to that kind of reasoning.

"As for why he stayed on?" Hurley shrugged.

"Probably figured he could get farther in the National Party, even if
he agreed nore with the radical right."

"Exactly," N cholson agreed. The Cl A director tapped anot her page of
not es.

"But sources say he's also met with | eaders of the AWB-the neo- Nazi



Afri kaner Resi stance Myvenent-and the O anj ewerkers, a far-right group
that wants the Orange Free State and the Transvaal to secede fromthe
RSA so they can formtheir own 'pure' white societies. Runor has it
that Vorster's even a covert menber of sone of these groups. "

"Probably nore than that." Hurley was cleaning his glasses again. -AWB
flags and pins are showing up all throughout the South African
government. "

"Swell. Just swell." Forrester nodded to the staffer near the
lights.

They came back on, revealing a tabl eful of worried | ooking nmen and
worren.

"So we've got an incipient Nazi in power over there. And if that quote
is typical, one who appears to be only |oosely connected to reality.
And now he's decided to pick some kind of diplomatic fight with us.

Over what we don't know. "

Hurl ey resettled his gl asses on his nose.

"Cetting into a verbal shoving match with us isn't as crazy as it
sounds. It'Il play well with his hard-core supporters. Gves him
anot her scapegoat to blame for any foreign policy or econonic problens.

N chol son nodded.

"It's standard Afri kaner practice. Blane the conmunists. Blame the
bl acks. Bl ame backst abbi ng by WAshi ngton or London

Bl ane anybody but thensel ves.
"So how do we respond?" Forrester's question was partly rhetorical. He
al ready knew all the standard answers. They could recomrend recalling
t he

U. S. anmbassador for consultations or suggest reducing Pretoria's



diplomatic staff in a tit-for-tat exchange. But that wasn't enough
The man in the Oval Ofice would want nore

Forrester rubbed his chin.

"Do we have any official visits scheduled in the next few nonths?"
Canceling an already stated trip was one way to slap another government
in the face for perceived wongs. It wasn't the nmost direct way to
retaliate, but at least it usually didn't add to the budget deficit or
cost additional taxpayer dollars.

One of Hurley's aides shook his head after consulting a briefing
book.

"I"'mafraid not, M. Vice President. No official contacts. Severa
requests for lowlevel visits. W've been denying those as per
standard policy."

Hurl ey | eaned forward.

"\What about supporting deeper sanctions? Congress is starting to nake
noises in that direction. "

Forrester held up a hand.
"That's a 'no go' fromword one, Ed. The

President's firmon that. Further econom c sanctions woul dn't work.
They'd only hurt some of the people we're trying to help. He's

convi nced we should put our efforts el sewhere. There's got to be sone
ot her | everage we can use against South Africa. "

Hurl ey | ooked doubt f ul

"I can't see anything, at least not right off the bat. W don't have
any close allies in the region-no strong ties to any other country, in
fact. Certainly nobody the Afrikaners would listen to.

There aren't any large communities of U S. citizens down there, and our
corporations have slowy been divesting thensel ves-nore fromtheir own
concern over Pretoria' s instability than fromany political pressure
here at hone."

The little man shrugged.
"So on a day-to-day basis, the South Africans have little to do with
us, and we have little to do with them | just don't see what the new

pressure points are. | |

An assi stant secretary fromthe Commerce Departnment spoke up. Forrester
couldn't even renenber the man's nane.

"What about this idea that Senator

Travers pushed | ast night on TV? Wat about funneling additional aid
to the front |ine states?"

"Pure grandstanding!” N cholson snorted. The CIA director and Travers
had | ocked horns on foreign policy nore than once in the past.



"I"ve seen the dossiers of nost of the | eaders of those countries. M
God, | doubt if nore than one cent on the dollar would ever make it
past their Sw ss bank accounts. "

Forrester held his tongue. He shared Nichol son's assessnent of the
practical value of Travers's proposed foreign aid package. But he'd
| earned | ong ago not to underestinmate the Nevada senator's ability to
read the domestic political scene. And he knew the President had

| earned the same |l esson. Travers's proposal was being given serious
consi deration by the nation's chief executive. It was grotesque, but
gi ven the way

Washi ngt on soneti nes worked, three or four hundred mllion wasted

dol lars mght be viewed as a cheap price for blunting a politica
rival's initiative.

The Vice President nmentally shrugged. So be it. 1bat was a call the

Presi dent would have to make. He turned back to the debate stil
ragi ng around the conference table.

Qoviously inpatient with all the hemm ng and hawi ng around the table, a
| ean-faced man wearing the stars and uniformof a U S. Army |ieutenant
general sat forward.

"Yes, General ?"

Gen. Rol and Atkinson, the Joint Chiefs' representative, pointed a
| ong, bony finger straight at Hurley.

"Look, Ed, what's your best guess about where that dammed place is
heading? | mean .. . hell, is this Vorster character going to be
around | ong enough for us to really worry about ?"

Forrester nodded to hinself. The general had a good point.

Hurl ey | ooked somnber.

"I"'mafraid things are going to get a | ot worse.

South Africa was just starting to build up some goodw || abroad as
reforns were nade. This reversal is going to cost them Remenber what

happened when Chi na changed horses?"

Heads nodded gi ngerly. Tianannen Square was still a sore point for the
admini stration

"Unfortunately, we don't know just what Vorster has planned. He's



certainly surprised us with this conplete revers al of previous
government policy. " Hurley shook his head.

"It's hard to predict the effects when you don't even know what the
causes will be."

Forrester tried to pin himdown.

"C nmon, Ed. We've seen what Vorster is like. W've seen those police
sweeps. And now they're bringing the Army into it. | think his
ultimate ainms are pretty clear. He seens damed determned to bring
back the 'good old days' of total apartheid. Assume that's what he's
after .. . what happens then?"

Ni chol son spoke up. The ClIA director |ooked faintly ill.

"Massive instability, M. Vice President. Despite PretorW ban and
bl oody crackdown, our intelligence sources confirmthat the ANC and

ot her opposition groups are rapidly growing in strength and

organi zation. Their guerrilla organization is rebuilt and i s now
attracting a lot of newrecruits. Vorster's pushed a lot of nore
noderate bl acks into the arnms of anybody with guns and the guts to use
them™

He stopped tal king and turned toward Hurl ey.

The assistant secretary of state was quiet for a noment |onger
obvi ously evaluating his response.

"Director Nicholson is right. W can expect to see nmany nore deaths,
nostly black, as the violence mounts. " He took a deep breath.

"Then, at sone point, a general revolt. The black popul ati on deci des
they've got nothing to |l ose and just starts a civil war. Forget a

' peopl e power' revolt like the Philippines. This wuld be very

bl oody.

And there's no guarantee the blacks could win. The whites have
trenmendous advant ages-both organi zationally and mlitarily."

Forrester nodded sonberly. He'd seen the reports on South Africa's

Def ense Force. At full nobilization, it could put three hundred
thousand nen in the field-well-trained troops equi pped w th thousands
of armored cars, highly sophisticated field artillery, close-support
aircraft, and grimdeterm nation

Hurl ey si ghed.

"This woul dn't be an organi zed revolution |ike Romania, with a single,
power ful resistance group. The ANC, the Zulu Inkatha party, and the
Pan- Afri cani st Congress would all be fighting each other as well as the

whi t es.

W' d probably end up with sonething |ike Beirut, but spread all over
the southern tip of Africa-not just confined to a single city. "

The Conmerce Department representative | ooked appall ed.

"Jesus, if that happens, gold prices would go through the roof. That



woul d crucify the value of the dollar. He stared down at the

t abl e.

"Qur bal ance of paynents is bad enough now. It could get really
bad. "

The others around the table knew exactly what he neant. Higher
unenpl oynent, higher inflation, higher interest rates, and the very
real risk of a global trade war that could spark a new G eat

Depr essi on

Forrester gl anced at N chol son
"\What about strategic mneral s?"
The Cl A director arched an eyebrow.

"Spot shortages, of course. Maybe sonething worse, depending on how
the other suppliers like the Soviet Union react."

Forrester asked Hurley, "One final question. How long before the lid
cones of f?"

Ed Hurley | ooked worried, a little like a caged ani mal .
"There are so many unknowns, sir. | wouldn't even begin
The Vicc President spoke reassuringly.

"C nmon, Ed, nobody's going to wite it down. Can you at |east put
[imts on it?"

"It mght be years, sir. The black popul ation of South Africa existed
for years under apartheid without revolting. They will need sone
intolerable situation to push themover the edge. Wth a | oose cannon
like Vorster, that m ght happen tonorrow. Oher than those genera

t houghts, | really can't say. 11

Forrester shook his head wearily and | ooked around the table.
"Al'l right.

W're all agreed that open civil war in South Africa would be a

di saster for the United States and for all our nmajor allies. It would
drive up prices of strategic mnerals and other critical items. The
cost of everything using themwould go up-and that's about everything
that's made in this country. Aside fromthose costs, the price of
gol d

rising sharply could trigger panics and buying sprees. A civil war
in

South Africa could bring on a massive depression here in the US."
maybe worl dwi de

"It's a long-termthreat, but with Vorster in charge, it's a very
probabl e outcome. Now the question is, just what do we recomrend to
t he

Pr esi dent ?"



"Increase our stockpiles of strategic minerals.” General Atkinson
seenmed certain.

"Hell, we can't do nmuch to influence what goes on inside that crazy
country. 1'd say we'd better start preparing for the worst."

Forrester nodded his agreenent.
"We' || need a list of those minerals unique to South Africa."

Hurl ey shook his head.

"I"'msorry, M. Vice President, but we'll need to put any mgjor
commodity South Africa produces on that list. |If things fall apart
over there, prices on all of themw Il skyrocket."

That made sense. Anything that closed down South Africa's mines would
send pani c buyers around the world scurrying for whatever resources
were |eft.

Forrester scribbled a quick note to hinself and then gl anced down the
tabl e at Ceneral Atkinson.

"Al'l right, General. |If the balloon does go up in Pretoria, do we have
any mlitary plans for that area? Wat if the

Presi dent volunteers to nove UN peacekeeping forces into the region?
Can we lift then®"

At ki nson seened at a | oss.

"Sir, I don't think we have any plans for operations down there. |It's
a long way from hone. "

"It's a long way from anywhere," Forrester agreed.

"But let's start |looking at the possibilities. How many troops could
we pick up fromsonme third country and nove to South Africa w thout
affecting our other strategic commtnents? What if we have to evacuate
our embassy or all the foreign nationals down there? How about sendi ng
a hospital ship with a naval escort?"

He saw the surprised | ooks on several of the faces around the table.

"Look, gentlemen. This is all extrenely speculative. But | am
suggesting that we start exploring our options-all our options."

He scow ed.



"I, for one, amsick and tired of being blind- 3

sided by world events. So if things go frombad to worse in Pretoria,
I want the data we'd need to make smart deci sions on hand. Not sitting
i n sone goddammed filing cabinet, five years out of date. C ear?"

Heads nodded neekly. Good. Maybe it paid to throw a m ni-tenper
tantrum every once in a while.

Forrester turned to General Atkinson

"Ckay, Roland. Have your planners put something together and keep it
in your back pocket. If things turn ugly, we need to be seen making
some positive noves down there.”

At ki nson nade a note to hinself.
"One thing nore, |adies and gentlenen. " Forrester |ooked sternly at
the other nen and wonen seated around the table.

"The fact that |'ve asked the general to draw up plans for hypothetica
conti ngenci es-he stressed the word--hypothetical contingencies in South
Africa is something that doesn't |eave this room No press |eaks. No
heads-up warnings for your favorite congressnmen or senators. Nothing.
W don't need a public firestormover what may turn out to be nothing
nore than a nasty internal dispute. "

Bot h Ni chol son and Hurl ey | ooked relieved.

The CI A director |eaned forward.

"Yes, Chris?"

"Just one thing nore, M. Vice President. |[|'ve got MY people working
on a continuing assessnment of Vorster's governnent: biographies,
possi bl e courses of actions, and so on. Sonething to give our anal ysts
nore hard data to sink their teeth into. " N cholson frowned.

"But with half the old | eadership w ped out, and with things changing
so fast, it's taking longer to produce the material than I'd like. 1'd
appreci ate any hel p the other agencies and departnments could give ny
people. | |

Forrester | ooked neaningfully at Hurley.

"I"'msure that any of the other intelligence agencies with South Africa
files will be nore than happy to cooperate. Right, Ed?"

Hurl ey nodded ruefully, acknow edging the Vice President's unspoken
criticism Fromtinme to time, the State Departnent's Bureau of

Intelligence and Research exhi bited an unfortunate tendency to regard
t he



ClA and the other intelligence agencies as overpaid and not overly
bright errand boys. As a result, real interdepartnental cooperation
often seenmed nore difficult to obtain than a ratifiable U S. -Soviet
strategic arns control treaty.

Satisfied that his nmessage had gotten across and consci ous of his next
schedul ed nmeeting, Forrester tapped the table.

"Al'l right, let's sumthings up. As | see it, we recommend going tit
for tat on the diplomatic front as a first step. Any objections to
t hat ?"

He | ooked slowy around the table. One by one, those present shook
their heads. Staff reductions and strong notes were the small change
in any diplomatic confrontation

"Ckay. |1'll pass that on to the President this afternoon." Forrester
shuffled his notepaper into a neat pile.

"In the meantime, we'll put our staffs to work on nore substantive
responses. Up to and including expanded strategic nminerals stockpiling
and some | owkey contingency plans for noving a UN peacekeeping force
into the region should all hell break |oose.

And we'll reconmend a hei ghtened intelligence-gathering effort for the
area. Mre satellite passes and nore SIG NT work. That sort of stuff.
Maybe we can get a better read on just what this Vorster character has
in mnd.

Comrent s?"

More silence fromaround the table. Forrester's summary of their
recomendati ons was on target. |-eft unspoken was the feeling that
they' d once again | abored mghtily to produce nmore of what WAshington
was fanous for: enpty hot air.

As the NSC neeting broke up, Hurley | eaned close to Forrester

"Patience isn't Vorster's strong suit, M. Vice President. | don't
think we'll have to wait long to see what he's up to."

AUGUST | O JAN SMUTS | NTERNATI ONAL Al RPORT,
JOHANNESBURG, SOUTH AFRI CA

The Jan Snuts International term nal building | ooked much Iike any
other terminal in any other major airport anywhere in the world.

I ndeci pher abl e boardi ng announcenents and courtesy phone pages crackl ed
over the public address system

Cafeterias, bars, and snmall newspaper and book ki osks did a boom ng
busi ness as hungry, nervous, or bored travelers tried to pass the tine
before their flights. And television nonitors showi ng arrivals and
departures gl owed from gl eam ng overhead netal stands.

But there were differences. Omnous differences. Mst of those now
waiting for incomng flights were nmen. Young nen in their twenties and
early thirties. Young nen in mlitary uniform G tizen Force reservists
sumoned fromtheir schools and jobs by Pretoria' s recent Emergency



Decree. Sone | ooked as though their unifornms had shrunk or their
stomachs had grown, but nost were lean and fit-kept in shape by up to
one full nonth of required mlitary service in each cal endar year

Two American journalists in civilian clothes |ooked very nuch out of
pl ace in the sea of khaki-col ored uniforns.

lan Sheffield took his traveling case and identity papers from an
unsmling internal -security trooper and turned to hel p Sam Know es.
The little cameranman | ooked even nore |ike a pack animal than usual

Pi eces of video gear and sound equi prent were slung across his sturdy
back and shoul ders and piled high on a squeaki ng, dented | uggage
cart.

"Behold the mracle of nbdern mniaturization. Know es sounded

di sgust ed.

"Now i nstead of just being buried under the weight of a single canera,
| can rupture nyself carrying the camera plus the rest of this shit.

They started down the teratinal, half-pushing and hal f dragging the
over | oaded | uggage cart.

"Just whose bright idea was this nove anyway?" Know es huffed as he
awkwar dl y maneuvered around a clunp of curious South African
sol di ers.

lan grinned but didn't answer. The caneraman knew full well that he'd
been badgering the New York brass for this change of |ocation for
nearly a nonth. Wth Parliament out of session and Vorster running the
government practically single-handed, Cape Town was nothing but a

pl easant backwater. Johannesburg, less than thirty mles from
Pretoria, made a much nore sensible base of operations. And since the
network already |eased a studio and satellite relay station

in the city, New York's bean-counting accountants hadn't been able to
conpl ai n about added costs. At |east not nuch.

Besi des, being in Johannesburg put himthat nuch closer to Enily.

They energed into weak, |ate-afternoon sunlight and the |oud, echoing
roar of traffic. Chartered buses and trucks carrying nore uniformed
reservists janmmed nearly every foot of curb space outside the term na
buil ding. A sharp, unpleasant tang of mngled auto exhaust and unburnt
jet fuel pernmeated the air. lan fought the urge to cough, suddenly
renenbering that, at five thousand feet above sea | evel, Johannesburg
sometines had nearly as many air pollution problens as Denver did, back
in the States.

Knowl es nudged himw th one canera-|aden shoul der, indicating a young,
stick-thin blackman dressed in a drab black suit, white shirt, and
narrow black tie. He held aloft a handlettered sign with their nanes.
O at least a close approximation of their names. Sheffield s was

m sspel | ed.

"We're Sheffield and Know es. VWat's up?" lan had to yell to be heard
over the sound of traffic.

The young bl ack man gestured nervously over his shoul der toward a



par ked
Ford Escort.

"I am Matthew Sibena, neneer. | amto be your driver while you are
here in Johannesburg. Meneer Thonpson sent me to pick you up."

| an nodded hi s understanding, surprised that Larry Thonpson, the
networ k' s penny-pi nching Jo' burg station chief, had gone to all this
troubl e.

"Well, that's nice of him But I'msure that we'll be able to nanage
t hi ngs ourselves. How about just dropping us off at the nearest
car-hire firmon your way into the city?"

Si bena | ooked even nore worri ed.

"Ch, no, neneer. That is inpossible. It is a new security regulation
you see. All foreign newsnmen nust now have a

South African driver. That is why Meneer Thonpson has hired ne."

| an swore under his breath. Vorster's government seenmed to be doing
everything it could to nake the job of reporting events in South Africa
even nmore difficult and nore expensive. So now he and Know es woul d
have to work with this kid taggi ng al ong behi nd t hem

Ter - bl oody-rific.

Then he shrugged and noved toward the parked car. They'd just have to
see how t hi ngs worked out.

"Ckay, you're our official driver. So let's drive."
The young bl ack man | ooked greatly relieved.
lan stopped in midstride and turned toward him

"One thing, Matt. Call me lan. And that pack nule over there is Sam
Knowl es. Save the neneer crap for Afrikaners.”

Si bena | ooked shocked at the idea of calling a white man by his first
nane. Then he nodded hastily, smled shyly, and hurried forward to
hel p

Knowl es pile his gear into the Escort's small: trunk and its scarcely
| ar ger backseat .

Whil e he worked, trying to squeeze bul ky equi pment packs into every
avai | abl e nook and cranny, |lan and Know es exchanged a |ingering,
specul ative glance. Matthew Si bena undoubtedly worked for the

net wor k.

The only question was, just how many ot her enployers did he have?
AUGUST 13- ALONG THE NI MOTOR ROUTE, SOUTH OF JOHANNESBURG

Truck after truck roared past down the broad, nmulti |ane hi ghway,
manmot h di esel engines growing loud in the still night air. Sone

carried troops wedged tightly onto unconfortabl e wood-pl ank benches.
O hers were piled high with crates of food, water, and ammunition. A



few trucks towed 155nm and 25- pound howi tzers w apped in concealing
canvas. Fullbellied petrol tankers brought up the rear, gears grinding
as their drivers tried to keep up

The convoy, one of many on the road that night, stretched for nore than
six kilometers, noving steadily south at forty kilonmeters an
hour - headi ng toward the road junction where it would turn northwest off
t he mai n hi ghway. Northwest toward Nami bia

Nort hwest toward war.



CHAPTER
The Di anond War
AUGUST 18- 20TH CAPE RI FLES' FORWARD ASSEMBLY AREA, NEAR THE NAM Bl AN
BORDER.

Very little of the light provided by the small, battery-powered |anp
| eaked out through the edges of the command tent's tightly cl osed
flap.

But even those thin slivers of |ight seemed bright against the

i nk-bl ack ni ght sky outside. Wth the nmoon already down and dawn stil
an hour away, the battalion's ranked APCs and arnored cars were al npst
i nvi si bl e-dark rectangl es agai nst darker boul ders and tangl ed patches
of thorn bushes, tall grass, and thistles. Their squat, canoufl aged
shapes bl ended easily with the rough, rocky scrubland marking this
sout hern edge of the Kal ahari

Desert.

An eerie silence hung over the rows of parked vehicles. No radios
crackl ed or hissed. Voicess were hushed, and orders normally bell owed
were now given in swift, harsh whispers. Only the occasional crunch of
boots on | oose rock marked the passage of sentries patrolling

ceasel essly around the battalion's perineter. The men of the 20th Cape
Rifles were on a war footing.

I nside the command tent, Conmandant Henri k Kruger | ooked round the
circle of grimy determ ned faces caught in the |Ianp's pale, unwavering
light. He knew that nany of the battalion's officers shared his
unspoken mi sgi vi ngs about this operation's political wi sdom |If
anyt hi ng, those mi sgivings had grown stronger since CGeneral de Wet's
prelimnary briefing nearly a nonth before.

But none of them hinself included, woul d di sobey orders. Once

sol diers started picking and choosi ng whi ch commands they woul d obey
and which they would ignore, you had anarchy or worse. Black Africa's
assortment of fragile, coup ridden and corrupt governnents showed that
all too clearly.

South Africa was different. A civilized nation. A nation of law. O
so he hoped.

Kruger shook hinself and | ooked down at the heavily annotated map
before him H's conpany conmanders followed suit.

He tapped the thick black line showing their planned axis of advance.

"Speed! That's the whole key to this op, gentlemen. |f we nove fast
fromthe start, we win fast and easy. The Swapo bastards won't know
what hit them But if we nove slow at first, we'll get bogged down and

nmove even slower later. And that's sonmething we can't afford.™

The ot her men nodded their understanding. Intelligence reports
portrayed the new Nam bi an Arny as inexperienced and under equipped Its
officers and men were still trying to cope with the difficult

transition frombeing an often-hunted, often-harried guerrilla arny to
bei ng a conventional defense force. South Africa's powerful airborne,



arnored, and notorized forces should have little trouble crushing
t hem

Conquering Namibia itself was entirely another matter

The country stretched nore than one thousand kiloneters fromsouth to
north-nmost of it an unpopul ated, and wastel and. Wndhoek, its capita
city, the diamond and urani um m nes, and everything el se of any val ue
Jay far to the west and north, spread across hundreds of thousands of
square kilometers of rugged, inhospitable terrain.

Just supplying food, fuel, anmp, and water to the brigades and
battalions slated for this invasion would absorb al npst

all of South Africa's mlitary air transport and a good deal of its
ground transport. Every extra day they took to achieve their
objectives would increase the strain on the Republic's econony. A
qui ck war neant fewer casualties, lower costs, and |l ess internationa
outrage. A quick war was vital

Kruger slid the map aside with an abrupt, inpatient gesture.
"Qur march order reflects this need for a rapid advance."

He turned to the short, dark-haired major conmanding the battalion's
attached reconnai ssance squadron

"Your boys will lead off, Daan. You'll be nmoving about six to seven
kli cks ahead of the main colum-probing for strong points and smashi ng
anyone else trying to resist. dear?"

Maj . Daan Visser nodded vigorously. His fast, powerfully gunned
Rooki at and El and arnored fighting vehicles were perfectly suited to
the job they were being given. They had the speed and firepower needed
to blast open a hole in whatever hasty defenses the Narnibi ans nanaged
to assenbl e.

The mi ssion was probably Visser's idea of heaven, Kruger reflected. The
maj or had al ways prided hinself on being the perfect hell-for-Ieather,
death-or-glory cavalryman. It was an attitude reflected in everything
he did, said, and even wore -right down to the bright orange scarf
tucked into his camoufl aged battle dress, in place of the regulation
necktie, and the black beret rakishly perched above his right eye.

Kruger admired the nan's proven bravery. He just hoped Visser had the
conmon sense to go with his guts.

"And the rest of the battalion, Konmandant?" Major Forbes, his
executive officer, pronpted.

Kruger noted the XO s careful use of Afrikaans and bit back a
frustrated sigh. It was evidence of the one continuing weakness in his
battalion and in the South African Arny as a whol e-the deep and abi di ng
m strust between those of Afrikaner heritage and those of English
descent.

Forbes was a good exanple of the price paid for that mistrust. He was
a first-class soldier and a fine officer, but some of the battalion's

Afri kaner diehards were still unwilling to accept him as an equal



Despite the fact that his famly had lived in Cape Town for nearly a
century, they labeled himas nothing nore than an interfering,
t of f ee-nosed rooi nek and out si der

Forbes, aware of their feelings, had tried everything he could think of
to blend in with the Cape Rifles' Afrikaner nmajority-even to the extent
of speaki ng accentless Afri kaans every chance he got. Al to no

avai |

Kruger came back to the present. He had nore i medi ate problens to
confront. Besides, once the shooting started, the first man who showed
di srespect for the XO or who di sobeyed one of his orders would swiftly
di scover that Henrik Kruger val ued conpetence far nore than a conmon
ancestry.

"The infantry will follow Major Visser's squadron. Conpanies A B, and
then C. " A scarred finger stabbed the portable, folding table three
ti mes, enphasizing each unit's position in the main col um.

"You'll move in road march formation, but | want flank guards out and
alert.”

He smiled thinly.

"Ratel APCs are expensive, gentlenmen. Lose one to a |lucky shot from
some Swapo RPG and I'Il see that it's docked fromyour pay."

Nervous | aughter showed that his warning had hit close to home. Ratels
of fered good protection against bullets and shell fragments, but
rocket - propel | ed grenades could turn theminto flam ng death traps. The
only way to deal with an eneny soldier carrying an RPG was to see him
and kill himbefore he could fire.

Kruger turned to the tall, burly, towheaded officer on his right.
"D

Conpany will bring up the rear. No offense, Hennie, but | hope we
won't have too rmuch work for your boys on this jaunt."

Henni e Mul der, the captain comandi ng his heavy weapons company, nodded
soberly. H's truck-carried 8 1 mmnortars and Vi ckers heavy machi ne
guns represented a large part of the battalion's firepower, but they
were also relatively inmobile and required time to deploy. The
battali on woul d only need D Company's weapons teans if it net strong
resi stance-and that, in turn, would nmean N nrod was goi ng badly.
"Wonmandant ?"

Kruger | ooked toward the hesitant voice. Robey R ekert,

hi s youngest and | east experienced conpany conmmander, had a hand
hal f-rai sed

"Yes, Robey?"
"What about artillery support, sir? Do we have any guns on call?"

Kruger shook his head.



"Not deployed. Wth luck, we'll be pushing ahead too fast. But

there'll be two batteries of SP guns attached to the col um behind us.
So if we run into any real opposition, we'll be able to give the
Swapos a few one fifty-five mllimeter shells for their pains.™

More laughter, this tine | ess forced.

A sudden how ing, thrunm ng roar drowned their |aughter, grew | ouder
still, and then faded as fast as it had conme. Startled, severa

of ficers cast frightened gl ances up toward the tent's | ow canvas
ceiling and then | ooked sheepi sh as they made sense of the noise. The
battali on had just been overflown by several large aircraft. Aircraft
flying westward i nto Nam bi a.

Kruger checked his watch. N nmod was on schedule. He stood
straighter.

"Very well, gentlenmen. That's our cue. You may put your conpani es on
the road. Good luck to you all. "

The tent flap be flied open briefly and sagged back as his officers ran
toward their waiting conmands.

A COVPANY, 2ND BATTALI ON, 44TH PARACHUTE
BRI GADE, OVER NAM BI A

The ride was much rougher this tine, even though they weren't flying as
| ow as they had been on the Gawanba raid. There was a reason for that.
Air Force manuals said that the big C 160 Transall troop carriers

exhi bited "poor gust response,” which was an aerudynanm c way of saying
that turbul ence at |ow altitude made the pl ane bunp and shudder like a
truck on a rutted road.

Capt. Rolf Bekker found hinsel f yawning uncontrollably -a yawn that
nearly made himbite through his tongue as the Transall bucked upward,
caught in yet another air current rising off Nam bia's rugged hills. He
forced his nouth shut and frowned. They'd already suffered through two
hours of this jarring ride since taking off fromthe staging airfield
near Bl oenfontein. How nuch farther did they have to go, for Christ's
sake?

He shook his head wearily. Fatigue nmust be muzzling his ability to
t hi nk.

He knew precisely how nuch | onger they had to fly before reaching the
target. And he knew exactly how long it had been since he'd had a
decent hour's sl eep.

Bekker was enough of a soldier not to conplain about the hour set for
their drop, but a dawn | anding nmeant a nidni ght assenbly for a four

A M

takeoff. The hectic preparations had been structured to allow him six
hours sl eep, but last-mnute crises and changes had robbed him of al
but a brief nap. There was certainly no way he could sleep on this

pl ane, not with its washboard ride on a hard netal seat.



So, Bekker thought, | will start the biggest mlitary operation in ny
career tired and short on sleep. Wen he was tired, he got
irritable-not entirely a bad thing.

He only wi shed he had a better view of the ground bel ow Bekker
preferred going into combat in helicopters-at |east their open doors
usual |y gave the troops a chance to get oriented before touchdown. Now,
t hough, he had just a single wi ndow to | ook out of, a w ndow about as
clear as the bottomof a beer bottle. He and his nmen would have to
junp trusting that the Transall's pilot could see the drop zone, and
trusting in his ability to put themin it.

Bekkcr wriggled around, straining against the seat straps to took out
the wi ndow. Nothing but dark sky, paling faintly to gray behind them
He couldn't even see the rest of the battalion, spread out in five
other aircraft.

There were supposed to be other planes in the air as, well-lnpala 11
ground attack aircraft to provide close air support, and Mrage jet
fighters supplying top cover. None were visible through the
dirt-streaked wi ndow. Nothing but the huge spinning blades of the
Transall's portside turboprop

Bekker pulled his eyes away fromthe enpty wi ndow and scanned the rows
of fold-down nmetal seats lining either side of the plane's crowded
troop conmpartment. Just over eighty men sat silently, slept, talked,
or read as they waited to risk

their lives. He and his troops were dressed in heavy coveralls and
padded hel nets-gear designed to hel p absorb some of the shock generated
by slamming into the ground at up to twenty-five kiloneters an hour
Parachutes increased the bul k of their weapons and packs. They only
carried one chute each. At this attitude, there wouldn't be tinme for a
reserve chute if the first one fail ed.

The eighty men in this plane represented just half his conpany. The
rest, led by his senior |ieutenant, were on another cargo pl ane-near by,
he hoped.

They' d better be. He'd need every available man to acconplish his
m ssi on.

He sighed. At least with a lowaltitude drop and static lines, all the
troops junping fromthis Transall should conme down cl ose together. And
t he

Nam bi ans woul d be totally surprised.

A bell sounded and a red light over the door came on. The junpmaster
wai ting near the door straightened. Holding up his right hand with the
fingers extended, he shouted, "Five mnutes!"

At last. Bekker hit the strap release and rose fromhis seat.

"Stand and hook up!"

H's men hurried to conply, hurriedly slinging the weapons they'd been

checki ng or stuffing books into already bul gi ng pockets. As they
stood, the floor of the plane tilted back sharply as it pulled into a



steep clinb froma "cruising" altitude of one hundred fifty neters up
to three hundred the mininumsafe altitude for a static line drop. The
engi ne noi se changed, too, building froma |oud, humm ng drone to a
teeth-rattling bass roar as the | oaded plane clawed for altitude.

Bekker was sitting in the front of the cargo conpartment, near the
nose. As his men hooked up, he wal ked rearward, | ooking over the two
files of paratroopers, one standing on each side of the plane. He

i nspected each static line to make sure it was properly routed, then
swept his eyes over the rest of their equipment-personal weapons,
grenades, radiosatl the material they'd need to survive once on the
ground and in contact with the eneny.

Fromtime to tinme he stopped to clap a shoul der or to exchange a quick
joke, but nostly he nmoved aft in silence. These men were all conbat
veterans, and they were as ready as he could make them Wth little
time to spare, he cane to the head of the lines of waiting nmen. He
turned and stood facing the closed portside door. On the opposite side
of the cabin, Sergeant Roost took his position by the starboard door

Bekker hooked his own static line onto the rail and watched cl osely as
hi s radi oman, Corporal de Vries, checked it and his other equipnent.
The shorter man nmout hed an "Ckay" and gave himthe thunbs-up

The final seconds seened to take hours.

As the Transall leveled out, its engine noise dropped froma roar, down
past the previous drone to a steady | ow hum Bekker knew the pilot was
throttling down to m ni mum speed, trying to reduce the rush of air past
the aircraft. At the same time, the junpnaster prepared the two side
doors, one after the other

Swi ngi ng i nside and back, the opening door let in bone chilling cold
air and the roar of |aboring engines. Bekker had to steady hinself
agai nst the buffeting as the air roared in.

The junprmaster nodded, and the captain swung forward to stand in the
openi ng, hands gripping the door's edge on either side.

Bekker | ooked out and down on a brown and hilly | andscape. One dry
riverbed to the south was marked by a dotted pale-green |line of stunted
trees and brush. Rocky hills rose farther to the southeast, with a
single road paralleling themto one side, |eading straight to their

tar get,

Keet manshoop.

The town of Keetmanshoop had no industry. There weren't any di anond or
urani um ni nes nearby, and only enough farnms to feed the |oca
popul ati on of some fifteen thousand souls. But Keetmanshoop was worth
its weight in gold to the South African invasion force

From his perch, Bekker could see the town laid out in a precise,
right-angled grid below him Colums of snmoke from burning buil di ngs
showed where Air Force Inmpalas had bonbed and strafed identified
Nam bi an arny barracks and

conmand centers just nmonents before. He could al so see what did make

Keet manshoop so val uable-the meta led two | ane roads leading to it like



a spiderweb, and the rail lines arcing out to the east, north, and
sout h.

And nost inportant of all, the airport.

Just a single two-thousand-foot strip, it was the | ogistical anchor on
whi ch Operation Ninrod rested. Wthout that small runway, South Africa
woul dn't be able to nove nmen and supplies into Nanibia quickly enough
to sustain its offensive. Wth it, they could just squeak by.

One smal |l burden di sappeared as he scanned the runway. The field
seened undamaged, and there weren't any Nami bian mlitary aircraft
parked on the tarmac. Even better, he couldn't see any fire rising
fromthe two or three sandbagged antiaircraft positions clustered
around the airport's small redbrick term nal

The bell rang again, and the light over the cargo door flashed fromred
to green. The Junpmaster slapped his shoul der. Now

First in line, without thinking or feeling, Bekker sinply stepped out
t he open door and into space. A blast of cold air punched into his
lungs. He dropped earthward in a split second of gut-wenching
free-fall before he felt the static |line tug.

The parachute streanered out of its pack and snapped open-sl amm ng him
pai nful | y against his harness in sudden decel eration. He glanced up
and saw the billow ng, sand col ored canopy that nmeant he could add

anot her successful junp to his | ogbook. Now hi gh overhead, the huge
Transal |l lunbered on, still spew ng out nmen and weapons cani sters.

O her transports followed, each laying its own drifting trail of slowy
failing parachutes.

Bekker | ooked down and felt adrenaline surging through his veins. Fifty
meters. Thirty. Twenty. This was what he lived for-being in the
front of the assault wave, |eading the attack

The ground rushed up to meet him and he bent his Ilegs and rolled as he
hit.

CUBAN EMBASSY, RUA KARL NMAM LUANDA,
ANGOLA

The sun, rising in a cloudl ess early-nmo mng sky, bathed Luanda's
government ministries, shops, and dense-packed shanties in a pitilessly
clear light-revealing layers of dirt and spray-painted politica

sl ogans coating once-whitewashed walls. The capital city of the
Peopl e' s Republic of Angola had grown shabbier with each passing year
of bloody civil war and Marxi st central planning.

Luanda' s governnent offices were still shut, their outer doors
padl ocked and wi ndows dark. The bureaucratic workday never began til
| ong after sunup.

Angol a's socialist ally and mlitary protector evidently had a sonewhat
different attitude toward tinme. Lights were already w nking on al
across the fortified Cuban enbassy conpound on Rua Karl Marx-Karl Marx
Street.

Gen. Antonio Vega was still dressing when Corporal CGomez knocked on



t he door and w thout waiting burst into the room

"Conr ade Ceneral, our enbassy in Wndhoek is on the phone. They're
sayi ng that soneone just attacked the city with aircraft! The Vega a
tall, slender man with a stern, narrow face and gray-streaked bl ack
hair, stood facing a small mirror propped up on his nightstand. At the
nmonent, he was only half clothed one bare shoul der showing the delicate
tracery of scar tissue left by fragnments from an expl odi ng nortar

round. It was a scar he'd earned nore than thirty years before while

| eadi ng one of Fidel Castro's guerrilla units against the old

Bati sta governnent.
Vi si bly annoyed at being interrupted, Vega snorted.
"What ? Ridicul ous.

Those idiots nmust be seeing things." He continued pulling on his
uni formshirt, though with slightly nore speed than usual

"I't would be straining their mlitary expertise to recognize an air
raid, even if one did occur."

Gonez blushed. Vega had a razor-sharp tongue-a tongue that matched his
wits. It was said that even Castro felt the edge of the general's icy
sarcasmfromtine to time. The

corporal doubted that. Senior mlitary nmen who angered Fidel Castro
once never lived |ong enough to anger hima second tine.

CGonez, waiting with noticeable inpatience near the door, did not agree
or disagree, but instead volunteered, "The anbassador was on the phone
to

W ndhoek when | was sent to find you, sir.

Vega finished buttoning his shirt and grabbed his uniformcoat. He
strode quickly out the door, not bothering to close it or order CGonez
to foll ow

The corporal did both without being told and raced after himdown the
carpeted hall toward the enbassy's Conmmand Center

Cuba' s ambassador to Angola, Carlos Luiz Tejeda, stood surrounded by a
small crowd of wildly gesticulating aides and officers. He had one ear
pressed hard against a red tel ephone, trying to listen am d the
increasingly frantic din.

Vega slowed to a wal k

The noi se | evel dropped abruptly as all of the officers and nost of the
political aides in the Command Center stopped tal king and noved to the

sides of the room The general's contenpt for unnecessary chatter was

wel | - known.

Tej eda saw Vega and nodded gravely, but continued tal king on the phone.
A chair materialized near the general and he sat down.

Tej eda ended hi s phone conversation by asking for hourly updates and
hung up. He stood silent for a nonment. Then he took off his



gol d-rinmed gl asses before wearily rubbing one hand over his face.

Vega realized with sonme surprise that Tej eda was unshaven and dressed
only in slacks and a hal f-buttoned dress shirt. 1In all the years

t hey' d worked together, he'd never seen the man so unkenpt. The
anbassador was ordinarily sonething of a dandy. Things must be

seri ous.

Tej eda' s next words confirned that.

"Ceneral, | have grave news. W now have confirmati on that South
African forces have invaded Nam bian territory. "

Vega sat quietly as the anbassador outlined the situation -at |east as
far as it could be determined fromthe first sketchy reports. An air
raid on

W ndhoek. Airborne [ andings in Keetnanshoop. And unconfirmed
sightings of South African arnmored col umms pouring across Nami bia's
sout hern border.

"W despread attacks," Vega conmment ed.
"This isn't just a sinple cross-border raid, Conrade Anbassador."
Tej eda put his gl asses back on

"Agreed. 1've already put a call through to

Havana. | expect to hear fromthe foreign mnister hinself in half an
hour or so."

Sur prised, Vega checked his watch. It was past nmidnight in Cuba, an
ungodly hour even in a godl ess country. The foreign policy apparatus
wasn't usually so quick off the mark.

Tej eda nodded.

"Yes, Havana is greatly concerned. That is why | shall need to give
the mnister your assessment of the current nilitary situation in

Nam bia. And he will also expect our joint recomendations for
reaction to this South African aggression.”

"Qur what?" Vega was nonpl ussed.

"On the basis of fragnmentary phone reports?" H s voice was testy,
al nost angry | "General, please.” Tejeda tried to soothe him

"You are the senior Cuban officer in Africa and we need your expertise.
| have little experience in mlitary matters. Certainly there must be
broad concl usi ons you can draw, neasures you can reconmend to safeguard
our interest."

Vega knew he was bei ng soothed. Tejeda had served as an officer in
t he

Cuban Army, and even if he had never seen conbat, he had to understand
what this meant. Still, he didn't m nd being soothed, and the foreign
mnister, and ultimtely Castro hinmself, would not be put off. He



stood and wal ked over to the map of the area on the wall.

As chief of his country's mlitary mssion to the Luanda government,
Vega commanded the Cuban infantry, arnor, and air defense units left in
Angol a.

It was an army that had been shrinking steadily for the past severa
years.

Since the signing of the Brazzaville Accords, which prom sed South
African withdrawal fromNam bia in return for Cuban w thdrawal from
Angol a, his command had fallen steadily froma high of fifty thousand
troops down to its present level of barely ten thousand mnen.

It was a reduction in strength he felt sure Havana already regretted.

Vega had held his conmand for four years, fighting Unita-the guerrilla
novemrent opposi ng Luanda's Marxi st government-and occasionally Unita's
Sout h

Afri can backers. He knew the area, and he knew his friends and his
enem es.

And all sides in the conflict recognized himas a brilliant tactician
and a courageous conbat sol di er

He pondered the map for a noment, conscious of the eyes fixed on his
uni formed back. He tapped a road junction circled in red near the
bot t om

"Keet manshoop may be the first step in South Africa's invasion, but it
cannot be the last. "

H s finger traced the road northward and stopped.

"There. That is where they nust go to succeed. Wndhoek. Namibia's
capital and economic center."

Vega noved his hand west, to the Nam bi an coast.

"No competent general would | aunch a single-pronged attack on such an
i mportant objective. There nmust be a second eneny col um noving inland
fromthe enclave at \Wal vis Bay.

"Two colums. Both converging on Wndhoek to trap and crush the
Nar ni bians like this!" He clapped his hands together, startling
several of the junior officers in the room

O hers nodded slowy. Vega's logic was inpeccable. Wth Wndhoek in
hand and Nami bia's new arny snashed or scattered, South Africa would
once again control three quarters of its forner colony's mneral wealth
and transportation net.

Tej eda | ooked up froma pad of hastily scribbled notes.

"Did we have any intelligence about South African novenments? WAs there
any warning at all?"

Vega saw every piece of information the DCl, the Cuban intelligence
service, collected in Africa. He shook his head.



"Not hi ng that made a pattern or indicated an operation this massive.
But naturally, we'll go back and reevaluate the data to see if any of
it falls into place now." He nodded to one of the officers, who
stiffened to attention and then hurriedly left the room

Tej eda | ooked even nore worri ed.
"Can the South Africans w n?"

"Certainly, if Pretoria conmits enough troops. Troop strength is the
key.

Nam bi a may be weak, but it's still a huge area-seven times |arger than
all Cuba." Vega paused, cal cul ating.

"Vorster and his madnen woul d have to commit virtually all of their
regul ar forces. That would | eave them weak everywhere else." There
was a specul ative tone to his |ast sentence.

"So what can we do to counter this aggression, Ceneral ?" Tejeda
asked.

"Ri ght away?" Vega cl asped his hands behind his back, staring at the
troop dispositions shown on the nmap.

"Freeze the withdrawal. No npre units should be renoved until we know
what Unita will do. |'msure that the South
Africans will use their stooges to try to distract us."

He spun round fromthe map, | ooking for his chief of operations.

" Col onel

Qiva, you will put all our units on imediate alert. Tell themto
expect increased Unita attacks. And pass the warning on to the
Angol ans as wel | ."

A iva headed for a phone.

Tej eda stepped cl oser to Vega.

"I"msure Havana will agree to stopping the withdrawal. W' ve
certainly halted it in the past for less."

Vega nodded, agreeing, and wal ked back over to a chair. He sat down
heavi l y.

"Anot her year and | could have been honme. The damed Boers just can't
| eave anyone alone. And the Americans. They're behind this, too." He
gri maced.

"As long as the capitalists have an outpost in Africa, there will be no
peace in this region."

Tej eda | ooked concerned. Vega rarely showed fatigue or strong
enot i on.

"Do you have any other recomendati ons, General ?"



"Not at the nonment, Conrade Anbassador." Vega suddenly sounded tired,
as if the thought of further service in this cursed country had drai ned
hi m of energy.

"I may have ot her ideas when we get nmore information
Tej eda's secretary entered the Conmmand Center
"Sir, Mnister Fierrois calling."

Vega |l eft as the anmbassador picked up the phone. He had a |ot of
t hi nking to do.

CNN HEADLI NE NEWS

CNN s Atl ant a- based anchornman managed to convey an inpression of
di spassionate concern with little deliberate effort.

"Qur top story this hour, South Africa's invasion of Nam bia

The screen split, showing a stylized map of Namibia in the upper
ri ght-hand corner, just over the anchor's shoul der

"Roughly eight hours ago, at dawn local tinme, South African warpl anes,
par atroops, and tanks struck deep into the newy i ndependent nation of
Nam bia. Heavy fighting is reported, and there are al so unconfirned
reports that UN peacekeeping troops along the

Nam bi an border have been disarmed and penned in their conpounds by
units of South Africa's invasion force. "

The newsman' s dapper inmage di sappeared, replaced by soundless file

f oot age of one of Vorster's angry, armwaving speeches. The invasion
t ook nost experts by surprise despite Pretoria's recent clains that

bl ack guerrillas have been using the forner colony as a staging area
for attacks inside

South Africa. "

Vorster's imge di sappeared, replaced by that of a grave faced nan the
anchor identified as a spokesman for the Nam bi an gover nnent.

"This attack is clearly ained at reestablishing Pretoria's dom nation
over our country.

Nam bia will not surrender. W will not yield. Instead, we call on
t he

United Nations Security Council for inmedi ate assistance in repelling
thi s aggression.”

The anchorman reappeared, flanked this tine by a picture of the Wite
House
"I'n Washi ngton, the State Department has issued a short statenent

condeming South Africa's nmilitary action. The Wite House is expected
to issue its own statenent later in the day.



"In related news, violent incidents inside South Africa have been
rising steadily in the wake of President Vorster's new security
measur es. . "

CUBAN EMBASSY, LUANDA, ANGCLA
Ni ght had come al nbst unnoticed to Luanda.

A single hooded | anp cast shadows on the wall as Gen. Antonio Vega sat
eating alone in his office, reviewing the [ atest sketchy intelligence
com ng out of Wndhoek. No clear picture had yet emerged, but one
thi ng was obvious. Nam bia's young arny was | osing and | osing fast.
And in a war still less than a day ol d.

He | ooked up in intense irritati on when Corporal Gonez stuck his head
t hrough the door to I et himknow that the anmbassador wanted to see
hi m

Agai n.

Vega swore briskly, swept the sheaf of intelligence reports into a neat
pile, and strode out the door with Gonez in tow

Tejeda's office faced an arc-lit inner courtyard-a 