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 "Normally yes, but Greeneville has a damn good cre w and 

skipper, Commander Scott Turner; young, measured, v ery smart and 

aggressive when needed. Greeneville also qualified top in the new 

UUAV trials. You couldn't do better, and the AOP th e Greenville will 

operate in is deep water.” The LA boat was not suit ed to littoral 

(shallow water) warfare like the latest boats. "You  won't get a 

better look unless you put men on the ground.” 

 Well, that might be the next step Pirelli thought.  "Okay 

Admiral, Greeneville it is. Get her underway yester day Ethan.  Keep 

it quiet.  No one knows where she is going except C OMSUBPAC, the 

immediate Squadron Commander and you and I. Crews n ot to know until 

underway, only Turner." 

 "Aye," The Admiral said automatically. Pirelli cou ld hear what 

he thought were golf clubs rattling in the back of a golf cart. A few 

minutes later the Admiral called back. "Done, she w ill be underway 

tomorrow morning." 

 "Thanks Ethan.  Don't let this spoil your game." 

 Ethan smiled. "Absolutely not George, you just mad e my day."   

Maybe, just maybe, they had some real work to do in stead of budget 

cutting. He placed the crisp clean white ball on th e tee. He intended 

to smash it hard with glee and then head straight b ack to work. 
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SSN Los Angeles Class Attack Submarine, USA 

 

USS Greeneville ‘Stand by the Lines’ 
 

THE NIMITZ-MACARTHUR PACIFIC COMMAND CENTER, PEARL HARBOUR, October 

7, 0300hrs local time. The Captain of the Los Angel es Class 

submarine, the USS Greeneville, strode quickly away  from the Nimitz-

MacArthur Pacific Command Center. Actually he felt like running, but 

that wouldn't look good. The center was built acros s the street from 

the old headquarters complex at Camp H.M. Smith and  overlooked the 

majestic Halawa Valley in Hawaii. But the moonlit v iew was far from 

Lieutenant Commander Scott Turner's thoughts. The C OMSUBPAC briefing 

and the orders he received, left him in no doubt th at this current 

assignment would be the most difficult Greeneville had experienced in 

some time. The face to face with COMSUBPAC was unus ual and urgent.  

"Get underway immediately."  The urgency was underl ined by the time 

of the meeting - zero three thirty.  Admirals rarel y got out of bed 

that time of morning unless it was important.   
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 The meeting had included Rear Admiral Allan Cutter , Commander 

Submarine Force, U.S. Pacific Fleet (COMSUBPAC) and  Turner's 

immediate boss, the Commodore of Submarine Squadron  Number One, 

Captain Bill Cottrell. Cottrell had issued a warnin g order earlier in 

the evening to get the 'Underway' in motion.  Nuke boats didn't just 

start at the flick of a switch.  As the Greeneville  skipper walked 

impatiently to his car, he knew his XO was recallin g the crew while 

the ship's Duty Officer readied the ship for sea. I n fact there was 

no real need to rush.  But Turner felt a burning ne ed to get back on 

the boat. 

 "Balls to the wall, Scott," Cottrell had said. The  Squadron 

Commander had then looked to the Admiral who nodded  quietly. "We want 

you to flank it to just south of the French Souther n and Antarctic 

Islands, Ile Amsterdam and Ile St Paul."  

 "Martin de Vivies Ile Amsterdam?" Turner said.  

 Cottrell looked quickly back to the Admiral. Turne r was quick 

on the uptake.  He had either guessed, or the scutt lebutt was 

travelling faster than he thought. 

 "Yes," The COMSUBPAC answered. "Martin de Vivies. The frogs 

have leased a nice piece of flat land to the Chines e who now, it 

appears, have a long operational airstrip, convenie ntly close to 

Antarctica." 

 Cottrell spoke quietly. "Scott, this is sensitive.  The 

administration to date hasn't put much sway in mili tary intelligence. 

But the question begs why the Chinese would build s uch a big airstrip 

so far south. The request comes discreetly from the  CJCS himself to 

the Admiral. He wants us to keep a close eye on it. " 

 The COMSUBPAC spoke again.  "We want to know every thing that 

goes on at de'Vivies, everything! Intelligence stro ngly suggests that 

Chinese and Russian subs are also operating in the area, so watch 

your baffles." 



204 | P a g e    

 The mission brief had gone on at length.  But what  carried more 

weight in the submariners mind were those words not  spoken.  The 

Admiral and Commodore were clearly concerned about suggesting a 

potential 'invasion' of Antarctica; that seemed alm ost insane, there 

was no logical reason, but it was obviously not far  from 

verbalization and a lot of evidence was pointing to  a build up. The 

Chinese and Russians are about to make a play. Scot t hurried back to 

his command.  When he arrived at the Pearl sub base -berthing pier, 

the ship was already a hive of activity, the USS Gr eeneville, SSN 

772, sat menacingly in the water, ready for work. 

 She was not new, but to Turner she was beautiful a nd equal to 

the task of taking on any adversary he could imagin e.  He was 

confident in his command - not just the ship, but a lso the mixture of 

men, machine and technology. 

 Technically speaking, a ship is anything longer th an 350 feet 

and anything shorter is a boat, however all submari nes regardless of 

length were called boats. According to Hollywood le gend, if you made 

the mistake of calling a submarine a ship, you woul d be laughed at.  

The reality was that real submariners used both ter ms 

interchangeably. Besides, the USS Greeneville was 3 60 feet long, so 

when Commander Scott Turner looked at her, she was his ship, his boat 

and his command. 

 He knew by now that his Duty Officer, Lieutenant V ern Driscoll, 

must be having a coronary.  He was sure Driscoll ha d never 

contemplated getting the ship underway on his Watch ; this would be 

his first time and he was new to the ship. Launchin g a moon mission 

had a shorter count down and check list than gettin g a nuclear 

submarine started and underway. Turner contemplated  replacing him for 

just a moment and then shook his head. We all have to learn sometime 

he thought.  This would be Driscoll's baptism of fi re.  
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 On board the boat, Driscoll was a study of nerves and adrenalin 

fuelled professional diligence.  It was his job to both start the 

boat and get it underway. At zero one hundred hours  in the morning he 

had relieved the engineering duty section and repla ced it with the 

engineering watch section in preparation to startin g the reactor and 

steam plant. Since receiving the warning order he h ad been up all 

night.  Unlike his previous assignments, initial pr eparations were 

not left in the hands of just a few, the 'nukes'. T he 'coners' were 

also required on board at the same time.  Both nuke s and coners had 

struggled bleary eyed to the boat together, after b eing dragged from 

bars, beds, wives and family. While the nukes were responsible for 

the reactor startup, the Captain wanted the coners,  those who ran the 

forward conical end of the boat and who normally ar rived at a more 

pleasant time in the morning, to share the load and  discomfort 

equally.  

 The entire reactor and engine startup procedure wa s tightly 

scripted.  Everything that took place was by the bo ok, the bible, 

specifically the Reactor Plant Manual (RPM). In pap er form it took up 

eight shelves of space in six different locations o n the boat.  The 

paper was just a backup, the whole procedure now fi tting neatly on 

each of the watch members' digital handsets. 

 On top of the boat, the Watch stander, Lieutenant 'Punch' 

Milligan, counted in the crew.  He watched as the C aptain walked 

brusquely onto the deck. Not waiting for ceremony, his boss yelled, 

"Down ladder!' and dropped easily into the dark mou th of the upper 

hatch.  Turner's feet instinctively found the metal  rungs of the 

ladder that led into the forward escape trunk.  The  familiar high-

pitched, 400-cycle whine of the electronic system a nd the deeper 

growl of the air handlers instantly surrounded him.   The Hawaiian 

night disappeared above him.  
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 Turner went straight to Nukes; he wanted to see fi rst hand the 

progress of the startup. His Reactor Officer (RO) w as shimming the 

rods and watching his instruments at the same time.  Turner was glad 

to see it was Wilkinson. He was good. He was in the  process of 

pulling the rods to the ECP - or Estimated Critical  Position - to 

test whether the reactor had reached a critical sta te.  Making no 

apologies from not looking up from a crucial task h e was performing, 

the RO said, "Ten minutes," telling the Captain exa ctly what he 

wanted to know without being asked.  Turner nodded and went back 

through the hatch and the shielded tunnel. The pass ageway led to the 

forward part of the boat but had to pass close to t he reactor.  The 

passageway was lined with lead and polyethylene to shield against 

gamma radiation and neutron flux. Turner was tourin g his boat. He 

knew the Duty Officer would have the Underway in co ntrol and used the 

time to quickly survey the ship and to 'be seen', n ot getting in the 

way of those moving frantically to complete their a ssigned drills and 

procedures. Being seen, even if not talking to crew  was still 

important Turner believed, taking his influence and  character into 

every corner of the boat without getting in their f ace. Everyone on 

his boat was important, an integral part of a team that relied on 

each other for survival. He made time to see them a nd make them know 

that they were not lost in the chain of command, so mething easy to do 

when you got lazy. 

 A few minutes later the overhead boomed into life.  "The Reactor 

is critical!"  This meant that the bomb-grade, uran ium-fuelled core 

was now splitting atoms fast enough to produce a st eady stream of 

neutrons. The reactor was putting out enough juice to start heating 

the large amounts of water that comprised the react or plant. POAH, 

they called it - the point of adding heat. Now the nuclear fuel plant 

was beginning to do something interesting.  It coul d start to turn 

the turbines. 
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 The overhead PA system clicked on again. "The reac tor is in the 

power range." 

 "Bypass and equalize pressure around main Steam 1 and 2."  The 

orders from Maneuvering filled the engineering spac es followed by the 

sound of steam hissing through pipes.  Steam entere d the engine room 

for the first time in over a month.  

 "Open Main Steam Stops 1 and 2."  The throttle man  flicked a 

switch and hydraulics forced the valves open to rel ease 400psi of 

full steam generation power.  The order then came t o start up port 

and starboard main engines and both turbine generat ors.  The port 

turbine howled, spinning up until the sound rattled  chests.  A boom 

sounded through the generator as the breaker shut a nd the turbine 

picked up the load from the shore power. 

 "The reactor is self sustaining!" the PA announced .  The 

starboard turbine suddenly screamed as the watch st anders kicked it 

into gear as well.  

 "Port and starboard main engines ready to answer a ll bells and 

for electric loading," Maneuvering announced over t he PA. 

 "The electric plant is in normal full-power lineup !  

Engineering watch supervisor report to maneuvering, " the PA blared. 

The Engineering Watch Supervisor hurried forward to  supervise the 

removal of the shore power cables, along with fresh  water, sewer 

lines, and fixed broad band connections, a relic mo stly replaced by 

entirely wireless processes.  After casting those o ff, they were 

ready. 

 Going forwards, the Duty Officer, Lieutenant Vern Driscoll, met 

the Captain who was now ensconced on his chair in t he Control Room.  

Turner looked up at him as he entered.  

 "Station the Maneuvering Watch," he ordered. The y oung 

submariner felt the eyes of the world upon him. Tur ner thought he 
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looked a little tired, but seemed to be handling th e stress of the 

situation well. 

 "Station the Manoeuvring Watch. Aye," Driscoll rep eated. He 

then reached for the overhead mike and spoke into i t. "Station the 

manoeuvring watch!" he announced over the 1MC, the ship wide PA 

system. At that point Driscoll ceased to be the Dut y Officer and 

became the OOD, Officer of the Deck, which meant he  was in tactical 

command of the ship. He then quickly scaled the lad der to the top of 

the sail. "OD to the bridge" he shouted! Christ he thought. I have to 

conn the ship to sea! He tried to keep the nervousn ess from his face. 

 It was standard procedure for the OOD to do the Ca ptain's job.  

Driscoll had the deck and the conn.  The Captain, l ooking relaxed, 

sat back and monitored the activity. He was however , far from 

relaxed.  Turner knew that even in peacetime, leavi ng and entering 

port were dangerous exercises, prone to collision a nd groundings.  

Especially this boat, he thought. She had already s urfaced under a 

Japanese fishing boat, the Ehime Maru, during a pra ctice blow from 

400 feet, sinking it, and killing the crew.  The ig noble past was 

added to by not one, but two groundings while enter ing Pearl. In each 

case the skipper at the time was court-martialled, administratively 

reprimanded or relieved of command.  Death knells t o any career 

either way. Turner was always ready to conn the shi p if he thought 

she was standing into danger. He watched the young Lieutenant climb 

the sail. He hoped for Driscoll's sake he got it ri ght.  To have to 

take over the conn from the young man would be crus hing. 

 He stood up from his station and climbed the ladde r, following 

Driscoll to the sail.  He passed Driscoll who was n ow standing in the 

bridge cockpit and carried on up into the flying br idge. From there, 

three stories up, on top of the sail, he could easi ly monitor the 

underway process. 

 "OOD report," Turner said. 
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 Driscoll responded crisply, confirming the status of the 

engine, electronics, navigation and other small but  crucial items. 

 Turner nodded in response. "Thank you OOD. Take he r out."  

 The OOD picked up his megaphone. "Take in all line s!"  As the 

last line disconnected, a deep sounding horn blaste d out from the 

sail.  Driscoll then directed the tug to take them undertow until 

they cleared the channel. It took thirty minutes be fore the tug cast 

off. 

 "Secure the Manoeuvring Watch set the Underway Wat ch. On deck, 

rig for dive!" 

 "Bridge Navigator, recommend due west to turn poin t." 

 "Navigator, Bridge aye," the OOD replied. "Helm, B ridge, all 

ahead two thirds, steer course due west." 

 The ship picked up speed, the small ocean swell ri sing over the 

bow and rolling down the boat's flanks, the angry w hite froth a deep 

contrast to the vivid blue sea. 

 "Bridge, Navigator, 250 yards to turn point. New c ourse two 

four five." 

 "Navigator, Bridge, aye," 

 "Bridge, Navigator, mark the turn!" 

 "Helm, Bridge, left full rudder, steady course two  four five." 

The helm answered and the ship steered into her new  heading.  The 

topside deckhands were now below and Driscoll was r eady to give the 

ship some throttle. He gave the orders. 

 "Control, Bridge aye.  Helm, all ahead standard." They were 

quickly into deep water.  Turner wanted the ship su bmerged to test 

depth and flanking it as quickly as possible. He ha d not had time, 

indeed, had been prevented from briefing any of the  crew before their 

departure.  

 "OD, take her out at flank and get us deep as soon  as possible. 

I want to avoid as many AGI's as possible."  AGI me ant 'assholes 
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gathering intelligence.' In a new era, Soviet spy t rawlers had been 

replaced by a plethora of Chinese and Russian subst itutes that could 

be passive, smaller and much harder to identify fro m the standard 

commercial or day-tripper. 

 "Aye Sir, flank speed and dive as soon as possible ." The OOD 

picked up the mike. "Manoeuvring, Bridge, shift rea ctor recirc pumps 

to fast speed."  

 "Shift main coolant pumps to fast speed, Bridge, M anoeuvring 

aye!" A moment later Manoeuvring confirmed the orde r. 

 "Helm all ahead flank," the OOD ordered.  

 Turner watched in satisfaction as the bow wave cli mbed all the 

way back to the front of the sail, feeling the huge  hull surge 

through the water, pushed along by over 45,000 shaf t horse power. The 

American flag snapped hard behind him. A few minute s later they 

cleared the bridge and the OD slowed the boat and o rdered them to 

dive.  The last man down informed the OD he had shi fted his watch to 

control. Numerous checklists were completed all ove r the boat as it 

rigged for its first dive. The sea was the unwillin g accomplice in 

Turner's mission, trying at every turn to invade hi s boat, to take 

them in a death plunge thousands of feet deep.  

 The COW, Chief of the Watch, looked at his hatch i ndicators and 

verified all closed.  He manned the Ballast Control  Panel and kept 

the boat level.  "Straight line ready to dive," he said. 

 Driscoll informed the Captain of the ships readine ss to dive. 

"Chief of the Watch, rig control for red!" 

 "OOD report," Turner asked. 

 "Mark the sounding," the OOD called. 

 "Five, five three fathoms and shelving deeper." Th e OOD then 

gave his report stating the ship was ready to dive.  

 "Very well Off'sa'deck," Turner said. "Take us dow n to one 

three zero feet." 
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 "Submerge the ship to one three zero feet, OOD aye  sir."  The 

OOD then gave his orders to the COW.  "Diving offic er submerge the 

ship to one three zero feet."  

 The dive officer repeated the order and then picke d up his 

mike. "Dive, dive, dive," he said over the loud spe aker and sounded 

the Dive Alarm. "Helm all ahead two thirds." He wai ted for the 

responses. "Opening forward main ballast tank valve s."  Outside, four 

geysers of water screamed up vertically from the bo w.  The dive 

officer did the same with the aft tanks and then or dered the bow 

planes extended. 

 "Helm, twelve degrees on the bow plane." 

 The deck angled downwards slightly. After reaching  the ordered 

depth the Dive Officer and COW worked to trim the b oat before turning 

back to the OOD.  The OOD reported to Turner they w ere ready to go 

deep. 

 "Take her to test depth," he ordered. "Steep angle ." It was 

standard practice to take the hull and the crew’s p reparedness 

through its paces as early as possible.  Better to find out something 

wrong now than in the middle of a gun fight. 

 "Helm, all ahead standard. Dive, make your depth o ne four 

hundred feet," the OOD ordered. "Twenty five degree s down bubble and 

rig ship for deep submergence." 

 Helm answered and the PA blared, "Rig ship for dee p 

submergence." The planesmen pushed their control yo kes forward and 

the bow plunged heavily downwards. 

 

Over the next few hours, Turner ran his crew throug h exercise after 

exercise, drill after drill until they were warmed up, weary, but 

poised for more. Then he ordered a depth of 600 fee t at flank speed, 

and turned his attention to the task at hand. They would transit 

through the Caroline Basin north of Papua New Guine a and then through 
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the deep canyons of the Banda Sea north of Timor be fore going deep 

into the Indian Ocean.  

 Turner was sitting in his wardroom when his Execut ive Officer 

burst through the door and slapped a thick paperbac k onto the 

wardroom table. "First it was the Cheyenne, then th e Sea Wolf, and 

now the New Mexico." The XO sighed.  "Man, I tell y ou, we are 

yesterday's news." He shook his head in mock disgus t. "I told you, 

driving this boat we are never going to be destined  for the silver 

screen or fame. After Clancy immortalized the Cheye nne, we were 

forgotten, now that the writers have the Seawolf an d Virginia class, 

who the hell's going to write about us!" 

 Turner laughed. "Hopefully nobody Jack, the only r eason they 

would write about us would mean scary shit like we were being shot 

at, or the post mortem of how the skipper and XO ma naged to run into 

an iceberg or undersea mount on a perfectly nice da y." 

 The XO shook his head. The boat had its fair share  of those 

accidents.  "Mmmm, good point.  That means if no on e writes about us, 

then nothing much happens. Not bad, not bad, never looked at it that 

way before." 

 "Let's just try and avoid written reprimands, cour t-martials or 

accident reports.  That writing I definitely hate. Besides, I have a 

feeling the very reason we were chosen was because we were NOT a Sea 

Wolf or Virginia Class.  Fewer people interested in  what we are 

doing." 

 The XO looked at his skipper. Lieutenant Cmdr Jack  Thompson 

cracked a smile but said nothing. Turner was the be st driver in the 

business; everyone on the Greeneville knew that, ob viously some brass 

did as well. His ability was not just reliant on te chnology; he was 

instinctive beneath the water and was able to drag the very best from 

his people.  The man had the innate ability to make  a person feel 

loved while he kicked them in the ass if they stuff ed up. He was 
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fiercely loyal to his crew and equally tough in exp ectation. He got 

the best back.   

 Turner was very young for a command, which was why  he was 

driving an LA class boat and not the latest Virgini a class.  But in 

Thompson's mind, there was no doubt why the CNS or COMSUBPAC had 

selected Turner for this job. He wasn't surprised T urner probably 

didn't see that. Despite being so good, he was a ve ry humble person. 

He never underestimated anybody. It was that dualit y of ability and 

confidence, but deference to others that made up th e leader that he 

was. 

 But that compliment by command was a double-edged sword. To 

send the best meant they were potentially expecting  the worst. There 

was shit blowing in the wind the XO thought, and un fortunately they 

might just be the fan. 
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The Peoples Republic of China 

Operation Bing Qing 
 

BEIJING, INSITUTE OF COMMAND AND TECHNOLOGY (CONSTI ND). 2115hrs 

local, October 13, 2018. General Chen Jianguo, the Executive Vice 

Chairman of the Chinese Government's Central Milita ry Committee, sank 

appreciatively into the heavy leather of the Presid ent's visitors' 

chair.  President Yuen poured two stiff scotches, h anded one to the 

General and sat in the opposite chair. The two men were in a large 

complex that housed the Chinese Academy of Sciences  and the 

Commission of Science, Technology and Industry for National Defense 

(CONSTIND). 

 The President, who was a vocal sponsor of many of CONSTIND's 

latest projects, had arranged a personal office to use during his 

frequent visits. 

 "Iraq delivered us an unparalleled opportunity," Y uen began. 

"For every single dollar we spent with the insurgen ts, al Qaeda, 

Iran, or Syria, the Americans had to spend thousand s. Money was 

sucked out of their advanced weapons programs to pa y for foot 

soldiers, old tanks, and trucks. Iraq and Afghanist an broke the back 

of their technological advantage." He tasted his sc otch. “When they 

refused to buy oil off despots like the Sudanese, w e were able to buy 

it at massively discounted prices. When the credit crunch hit, it was 

they who were weakened, not us. 
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 "While they battled their deficit and reduced inve stment in new 

defence technology, we multiplied ours. It reminds me of the end of 

the Cold War, except it's the Americans who have be en run into the 

ground this time."  The look on his face was almost  astonishment. 

"Then, on top of all that, they elect this fellow F inn who, it seems, 

was determined to deliver the coupe de grace to the ir military." His 

eyebrows shot up again. "And then, the stupid basta rd collapses and 

leaves the country leaderless!" He shrugged and sho ok his head back 

and forth - a silent tutt-tutt 'Do you believe that ? And now General, 

you bring me this, a divine chance for us to contro l our energy 

future at a time when our greatest adversary has be come the paper 

tiger." 

 But Yuen was not smiling. He, along with most of t he 

leadership, was fearful of financial failure to the  point of 

paranoia.  His fear took a tangible form.  There wa s a dark enemy 

that challenged not only his leadership but also th e country's 

prosperity and subsequent security. It was energy a nd it was oil that 

lubricated the economy. While many of the worlds de veloped nations 

traded carbon credits and sort alternative energies , China was still 

well and truly addicted. The CCP's own success, the  legacy of Jiang 

Zemin and Hú Jintao's balanced approach to leadersh ip and growth, 

would be lost if Yuen could not bring the energy an imal to heel.  

"Let us be realistic, Jianguo, while the clouds of U.S. dominance 

scatter and we bathe in the sunlight of their failu re, we could 

easily become victim to anarchy. Oil is still the k ey to ensuring our 

continued growth. Which is why this is so important , the risks 

bearable.  Where once I might have said the chances  of success were 

minimal, today I think otherwise.  You have been co nfident all along 

that the Bing Qing program will realize its lofty p romises?" 

 "I am," General Chen Jianguo replied. 

 "Based on what?" 
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 "As much feeling as fact Mister President." 

 The Chinese President narrowed his eyes and looked  closely at 

his vice chair of the CMC and his military Chief of  Staff. Jianguo's 

gut feelings were legend and nearly always right, a nd his insight and 

intuitiveness so sharp that those working for or be neath him felt 

like their minds were nothing but open windows.  

 "How long before we know for sure, General?" 

 "Before we know?  When we know so will the rest of  the world, 

our only advantage is that we are prepared for the eventuality, less 

than a month from today, depending on weather; if t he weather is good 

maybe two weeks." 

 "And the Backfires?" 

 "As we agreed, they are being readied as we speak. " 

"Who knows about this?" Yuen asked. "Kazakov and Pe trov are in 

the loop.  Who else?" 

 "A handful of scientists, the Russian Professor Du rnovo, our 

own Dr Huang Yew and Professor Feng of course, but he went missing a 

few years ago." 

 "Feng?" 

 "He was talking too much. We took appropriate meas ures." 

 Yuen remembered his face from several years back. "Too bad, I 

liked him."  

 "Me too. Apparently some Australians liked him too ." He flicked 

over some notes. "But we have dealt with that. Ther e are also a 

handful of other Russian intelligence types; I can' t answer for their 

security, but it was a calculated risk to bring the m in." 

 "The air bases?" 

 "Ready. The French were particularly helpful.  Wit h your 

permission we have called the facility the Han Air Force Base." This 

meant 'kingdom splitter' in Chinese.   
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 "Good, good," President Yuen said, taking a health y gulp of his 

drink. "Even if this Bing Qing is just a lot of hot  air we can still 

use them.  At the very least it will keep our frien ds at Langley 

bouncing off the walls." 

 "My thinking exactly." They really would be scratc hing their 

heads.  General Chen sipped the scotch and enjoyed the warm feeling 

in his stomach. 
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October 14 2018.  In the wake of the recent Sino-Russian reconciliat ion and Sino-U.S. 
estrangement, the Chinese and the Russians have for ged a growing Asia-Pacific 
strategic partnership. This has been extended to in clude valuable allies like 
Indonesia and France, which still govern numerous i slands.      
 The intelligence organs of the allied countries ar e collaborating in 
collecting diplomatic, political, economic, and mil itary intelligence in the Asia-
Pacific region.      
 Officials from the Indonesian Air Force (TNI AU) s aid in Jakarta 
Monday that the purchase of additional Su-34’s and Su-30MK2 from Russia 
were a breakthrough to controlling the Indonesian a ir and sea space 
countering Australia's purchase of F35's and long-r ange stand-off cruise 
missiles.     
 "The purchase of the latest generation Sukhoi warp lanes by the 
government is a breakthrough, as we have not spent any additional funds for 
the warplanes," said Chief of Staff of TNI AU Admir al Chappy Hakim at the 
Halim Perdanakusumah military airport here.      
 According to the admiral, the counter-trade with R ussia to buy the 
jet fighters was a solution necessitated by Indones ia's lack of funding for 
dozens of new warplanes. "Last year, I reported tha t the condition of the 
TNI AU, which guarded the Indonesian air territory,  was in the condition of 
poor alertness of operation. It was caused by the l ack of funds as well as 
spare parts difficulties," he asserted.      
 When Indonesian President Ahmad Bey Sofwan paid a visit to Russia in 
June, Indonesia signed a counter-trade agreement wi th Russia worth more 
than five billion U.S. dollars to obtain thirty jet  fighters, helicopters 
and submarines.  It was similar to the deal Indones ia consummated recently 
with China to purchase the latest Chinese-built air  warfare and littoral 
ships.     
 From Russia, in return for palm oil, rubber, and o ther agricultural 
products, Indonesia will get six Su-34 Full Backs, an additional seven Su-
30MMK fighter bombers and six Mi-35 helicopters. In  the Chinese trade 
agreement, Indonesia provides basing and port facil ities to Chinese and 
Russian forces, and has placed an order for type 05 4 air destroyers and 
Yuen Diesel Electric submarines.  A standing order for improved Kilo class 
submarines is just being fulfilled.     
 Previously, Indonesian Armed Forces Commander Gene ral Endriartono 
Sutarto said that the plan to purchase the Sukhoi w arplanes was a solution 
to overcome potential U.S. embargoes on the Indones ian military. The U.S. 
government has previously embargoed sales to the In donesian military forces 
for alleged human rights violation in Aceh and othe r provinces, as well as 
its aggressive actions to assert oil rights in the Timor Sea. Further, the 
Australian government has expressed deep concerns t hat Indonesia is 
supporting the Papua (Irian Jaya) rebellion through  financial and military 
aid; that accusation is strongly denied by Jakarta.  
 
Jakarta’s military modernisation is also rumoured t o include surface to air 
and surface to surface missile systems. 
 
End 
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Rig for Ultra Quiet 
 

THE USS GREENEVILLE, THE INDIAN OCEAN October 15, 0 731hrs UTC.  

The Los Angeles class nuclear attack submarine USS Greeneville slid 

silently through the depths of the southern Indian Ocean.  With the 

hull number of SSN-772, the silent killer was the s econd to last of 

the Los Angeles class nuclear attack subs to be bui lt by Newport News 

Shipbuilding in Virginia. It was named Greeneville after a historic 

town in north-eastern Tennessee, itself named in ho nor of 

Revolutionary War hero General Nathaniel Greene. 

 The USS Greeneville, despite not being the younges t blood in 

the fleet, still represented the epitome of technic al superiority 

over numerical brute strength, which was still the driving force in 

American submarine development. Greeneville was one  of the most 

capable nuclear attack submarines in the world. How ever, in addition 

to her numerous lethal virtues, she boasted retract able bow planes 

and a hardened sail, providing the capability to su rface through ice.  

At a little over 360 feet long, she weighed in at 6 ,900 tons and had 

sprinted from her North Pacific base at Pearl. Her crew consisted of 

13 officers and 116 men. She carried a full load ou t of Tomahawk and 

Harpoon missiles as well as Mk-48 Madcap torpedoes.   She was battle 

ready. 

 At exactly 1300hrs the OOD had ordered the SSN to one-third. 

With the ship slowed, Turner was able to concentrat e the ship's 

highly evolved sensor and weapons systems on detect ing and tracking 

potential threats. There was no shooting yet, but a n awful lot of 

shooters were converging on one place. Greeneville was currently free 

to shoot in self-defence only, according to his iss ued Rules of 

Engagement (ROE).   



220 | P a g e    

 Sitting in the tiny wardroom, Captain Turner motio ned his 

officers to sit. "As you know, we are monitoring a rapid build up of 

military assets from numerous countries in the Sout hern Ocean and 

influential to Antarctica.  The most concerning to us are two new 

airfields, one built on Île Amsterdam, next to Mart in de Vivies and 

the other on Tierra del Fuego. These are both long runways designed 

to land heavy transports.  Our job is to watch Mart in de Vivies. This 

is French territory, so not only will we be spying on our so-called 

allies, but you can also bet your bottom dollar tha t there will be 

Chinese boats in the vicinity.  We should expect Ki lo class, type 

093s and if the Russians are here maybe some improv ed Akula class 

subs.  We are going to run at flank speed with the occasional slow 

down to clear our baffles from here all the way to our patrol area.  

Get some rest now, because we are going to be very busy.  When we get 

here," he pointed to the overhead, "we will rig for  ultra quiet.  

Make sure your guys are prepared."   

 

THE SITUATION ROOM, THE WHITE HOUSE, October 15 

 "Greeneville is moving into the AOP Sir," Kipper s aid quietly.  

 The President stood with his arms folded.  He nodd ed his head. 

Goldschmidt was on leave, and Jacoby was at a netwo rk security 

conference in Los Angeles. The Greeneville wouldn't  rank a footnote 

in their interests. He walked back into his office and called in his 

chief of staff. The chief of staff walked into the Oval Office and 

was surprised to see two marines standing by the Pr esident's desk. 

Half an hour later he emerged white faced and visib ly shaken. 

 Kipper smiled as he watched the man walk down the hallway.   He 

was getting to like this new President more and mor e by the minute.  

 The President appeared a few minutes later. "So wh at's at the 

top of your worry list Kipp?" It was an unusual que stion to ask a 

Watch Officer. 
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Martin de Vivies 
 

SOUTHERN INDIAN OCEAN 37°50' South and 77°35' East,  October 17, 2018.  

You could tell you were going fast because of the v ibration coming 

through the boat.  There was the sound of the mains  and the water 

rushing past the hull.  In the engineering spaces a ll the systems 

were operating at their maximum capacity. The lube oil, turbines, 

reactors and main engines were all working overtime .  There was a 

sense of purpose, because if something was going to  go wrong it would 

happen real fast.  After days of pushing through th e ocean at high 

speed, hidden to the rest of the world, the Greenev ille finally 

reached its Area of Operations. 

 "Off'sa'deck," the CO said. "Clear the baffles and  come to PD." 

 "Aye sir, clear the baffles and come to PD." 

 "Helm, conn, slow to one third." The helm answered  and the OOD 

then proceeded to take the Greeneville through a se ries of turns to 

clear the baffles, the area directly behind the boa t before coming to 

Periscope Depth or PD.  

 "Baffles clear," Sonar announced. 

 "Conn, sonar coming shallow in preparation for per iscope 

depth." The OOD then advised, "Diving Officer, make  your depth one 

five zero feet." The diving officer acknowledged an d then later 

confirmed depth one five zero feet. 

 "Sonar, Conn, report all contacts," the OOD asked.  A few 

minutes ticked by. 

 "Conn, Sonar no contacts." 

 The Greeneville then began a very deliberate ascen t from 150 

feet.  The OOD manned the scope constantly moving i n a circle, 

looking for any shapes moving through the water tha t might indicate 

another vessel.  The Dive Officer called out the de pth every few 

feet, which seemed to spur the OOD to even faster c ircles. At 65 feet 
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the OOD called, "Scope clear!" A few seconds later,  after another 

sweep, "Initial periscope sweep complete, no close contacts." 

 For the moment, Turner thought, they were alone. A fter doing 

some house cleaning and picking up messages from th e satellite, 

Turner ordered the boat back down. Closing in on th eir destination, 

Turner ordered the towed array to be streamed and t he ship to be 

rigged for Ultra Quiet. 

 

The CO of the Greeneville drew a small circle aroun d the two Islands. 

"If I was going to try something, or even just prep are for something 

in Antarctica, this is the place I would build an a ir bridge through.  

The fact the Chinese have chosen this place instead  of doing 

something with the Australians says something doesn 't it?"  

 The two islands he circled with the digital pointe r were the 

Amsterdam and St Paul Islands in the southernmost I ndian Ocean. They 

are among the most isolated in the world, located m ore than 2,500 

miles from any continent, approximately halfway bet ween South Africa 

and Australia. Both volcanic, they rose from a faul t separating the 

Indian Ocean from the Antarctic Ocean. Amsterdam wa s broadly oval in 

shape, measuring 5 miles wide by 4.5 miles across w ith a maximum 

altitude of 2685 feet. The two islands lay on a nar row oceanic ridge, 

which rapidly fell to great depths either side. Goo d news for the 

Greeneville.  They could get in close and still hav e room to move.  

 "The French base, Martin de Viviès had until recen tly been the 

only inhabited place on Amsterdam." The CO looked a round the 

officers' wardroom. "The recent inclusion of a mili tary airbase built 

by the Chinese has quickly turned the place into a secret small 

city." He brought up some images on the overhead di splay. "It's the 

cliffs that are a problem. They rise vertically fif ty feet from the 

ocean." The Islands were volcanic knobs that stuck out of the ocean 

with no natural harbor. "We can monitor the traffic  going in and out, 
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but we can't actually see the airfield, and neither  can our 

satellites for some reason.  Which is why we are he re, COMSUBPAC 

wants us to find out what they are doing." 

 A little later, "Torpedo room," Turner called from  the conn. 

"Remove the torpedo from tube one and reload with t he ULUAV." This 

was a small-specialized reconnaissance UAV (Unmanne d Aerial Vehicle) 

about the size of a butternut pumpkin that could be  launched from 

underwater. The acronym was a mouthful and said qui ckly, especially 

after a drink, sounded like 'Orlov', which is what it became known 

as. The torpedo room repeated the order.   "XO, ope n outer doors and 

float out the Orlov." 

 The XO ran through the procedure with the torpedo room and then 

turned to the CO. "Outer doors opened and Orlov rel eased." 

 "Thank you, XO." 

 From the number one tube a small 

cylinder floated out.  On reaching the 

surface the 13 by 9-inch diameter tube bobbed 

around like a coke bottle. The top of the 

tube popped off and the Orlov, a small-ducted 

fan UAV, flew vertically up and away from the wild choppy surface. 

The Orlov was in effect a short tube encasing two f ans with a 

diameter just shy of 9 inches, weighed less than 4. 5 pound and 

operated like a helicopter. The Naval version of th e Orlov SLADF was 

fitted with an optional wing to provide useful lift , increased loiter 

time, and fuel capacity. A small but powerful pre-p rogrammed chip 

piloted the UAV to 100 feet, where it hovered and w aited for 

instructions. Once the feed was confirmed it sped o ff. 

 "Weps?" the Captain asked. "Bring it up on the mai n monitors." 

 The main monitors in the control room fuzzed and t hen went dark 

before going green again as the imagery from the Or lov's camera cut 

in. Weps checked the First Lieutenant who was flyin g the bird. 'UAVP' 
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(Unmanned Aerial Vehicle Pilot) a new rating that c ould be earned 

onboard a nuke sub.  

 "Thanks Weps, can we cut in the telemetry and map as well?" 

 "Aye sir, we can.  Watch the auxiliary screens."  

 In addition to the infrared view the Orlov was giv ing them, 

they were also able to cross reference a map that s howed the GPS 

location of the UAV as it moved. 

 "Coming up on the cliffs," the UAVP announced. 

 The cliffs were clearly visible rising high out of  the water 

and the Orlov seemed to be racing straight at them.  For a moment it 

seemed the young First Lieutenant was going to cras h into them.  The 

screen blurred suddenly as the small-ducted fan cli mbed sharply.  

Just feet above the cliff tops the pilot pulled the  UAV to a stop. 

 "Holy shit! Will you look at that?" There was a hu shed silence 

in the control room as everyone absorbed the images .  The runway 

threshold was just yards from the edge of the cliff .  Right then, a 

thunderous sound relayed from the Orlov’s highly se nsitive 

microphones blared over the speakers. The UAV image ry suddenly 

gyrated wildly as the Orlov spun out of control.  S omething was 

seriously wrong with the UAV, they were going to lo se it.  The 

telemetry looked like spaghetti; she was toast Turn er thought, hoping 

it would crash in the ocean rather than leaving the  Chinese a 

present.  

 The young Navy Lieutenant flying the UAV immediate ly hit the 

stabilize or 'panic' button, which kicked in the ai rcraft's own 

flight control. The Microcraft spun end over end. J ust short of 

smashing into the tarmac, the autopilot managed to bring it under 

control. A second later the image settled down agai n.  The reason for 

the sudden adventure was quickly apparent to all as  they watched a 

huge transport fill the screen, touching down on th e runway, the 
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massive wing turbulence almost having ended their m ission before it 

started. 

 Turner was in a hurry.  The Greeneville was deep a nd in a 

hover.  The launch canister floated high above and acted as a 

transmitter, tied to the sub by a thin wire.  The p roblem was that 

the small emission could easily be picked up by any  anti electronic 

warfare equipment (AEW) the Chinese might have, whi ch would expose 

their position.  It was, however, a tricky but wort hwhile part of 

Turner's plan, he could have used a trailing wire.  But if the 

Chinese had AEW capabilities, he wanted to know how  good they were.  

If they were installing defensive systems operated by experienced 

crew, this in turn meant they were getting ready to  defend something 

of value and were working to a plan. 

 The CO stood up from his chair and walked over to Weps.  Using 

the overhead screen, he indicated the proposed flig ht path. The 

Weapons Control Officer nodded, looked at his pilot , who nodded in 

return.  They were relatively new at this and were relying on the UAV 

pilot to make them all look good. 

 The pilot pushed the small control stick. The comm and input 

relayed instantly to the Orlov, which tilted forwar ds and quietly 

sped down the side of the runway, the pilot steerin g away from the 

lights. While small and silent, at fifteen centimet ers across, it 

could be easily seen.  The pilot flew in the shadow s, frequently 

hovering and scanning for anybody that might possib ly detect them.  

Near the end of the runway the pilot was preparing to fly over the 

fence when they saw him. 

 "Guard!" Weps said. 

 The guard's back was to them, but he was looking a round. He 

then turned. The Chinese guard was sure he had seen  movement out of 

the corner of his eye. A bird? No, it was too dark for that.  He 
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shrugged the collar of his coat higher.  The never- ending wind seemed 

to penetrate every opening. He scanned the area in front of him. 

 Back in the Greeneville's control room everyone wa s holding 

their breath. 

 "Christ, he's looking right at us," Weps said 

 "I know," the young pilot answered, stressed to th e max. 

 "Well, get us the fuck out of there!" 

  "He can't see us Sir," the Lieutenant said, stick ing to his 

guns, trying to keep a cool head.  

 "What do you mean? He's looking at us right now!" 

 "I know, but he thinks we are part of the lighting  system."  He 

paused. "I landed on one of the runway lights; it's  about the same 

size." He was holding his breath, his nerves scream ing, but his hand 

on the small joystick was rock solid. 

 The Chinese perimeter guard swept the area again. Nothing 

moved, it was getting close to the end of his duty shift, time to go. 

 On board the Greeneville there was disbelief and a  collective 

sigh as the Guard turned his back and walked off.  

 "Son of a bitch," Weps exclaimed.  The XO wiped hi s hand across 

his face. "That kid has got some balls," he said qu ietly.  

 "Amen to that," the Captain replied just as quietl y.  "Let's 

let him do his job in peace." 

 "Aye" 

 The overhead showed the view from the UAV as it cl imbed over 

the fence and skimmed around the perimeter to come up behind some 

large hangers. It then climbed, hugging the edge of  the hanger before 

flying down the large guttering and coming to hover  on the forward 

edge. 

 The runway was long.  They knew that because they had just 

measured it.  Long enough to land the An-124 Condor , one of which was 

sitting right there on the apron. The Condor, next to the An-225 
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Mriya, designed to carry the Russian shuttle, was t he world's largest 

transport aircraft. The wings were high-mounted, sw ept-back, and 

tapered with curved tips.  Four enormous turbofans were mounted on 

pylons under the wings, the massive aircraft shared  the tarmac with 

two large Tu-95's, TU-22 Backfires, Midas air refue lling tankers, 

Hinds and Havocs.  Two SU-34 aircraft were being to wed into the 

hangars where the tails of numerous other aircraft that included the 

J-7 and J-10's could be seen. 

 "Crap, I've never seen so many different aircraft outside of an 

air show," someone said, most of the crew in the co ntrol room just 

stared at the screen. 

 The Captain had seen enough. "Weps get the Orlov o ut of there 

or sink it somewhere no one will find it." 

 "Aye, Sir' 

 "XO, get us a course out of here to somewhere we c an talk to 

COMSUBPAC, and fast." 

 "Weps, splash the bird," the XO said making a deci sion.  Trying 

to get the UAV back on board wasn't going to work.  Its loss was a 

small price to pay against revealing their presence . "Cut the wire."  

 Suddenly the UAVP interrupted. "Sir! We have some activity." 

 "Zoom in," the Captain demanded. 

 The screen showed a lot of men running to the Kamo vs, the 

blades already beginning to turn. The Kamov twin ro tor helicopters 

were dedicated sub hunters that carried torpedoes a nd sophisticated 

ASW equipment. "They're on to us," Turner said. "XO , clear the 

datum!"  

 "Permission to activate AEE procedure, Sir?" Weps asked. This 

meant terminating the communication link with the U AV. In this event 

the Orlov was pre-programmed to escape and splash i tself in water so 

deep no one would find it. 

 "Aye! Cut the Wires!" the CO replied 
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 Weps moved quickly. "Aye, wires cut." He confirmed  back. "Helm, 

conn, full ahead, steer course three five zero.  Ma ke your depth one 

two hundred." The XO, Lieutenant Commander Jack Tho mpson, thought of 

the towed array hanging off the stern and quickly r echecked the 

depth.  He didn't want to lose it by getting it cau ght on the bottom 

as they accelerated away. He could feel the boat be gin to move and 

quickly pick up speed as the big prop bit into the water.  Minutes 

later, the CO's written report and the video were t ransmitted through 

the Recoverable Tethered Optical Fibre streamed beh ind them. 

 

NIMITZ-MACARTHUR PACIFIC COMMAND CENTER, PEARL HARBOUR. October 18 

  "Holy Mother of God," the Admiral said. "Get this  directly to 

the CNS. Direct, do you understand? I want immediat e confirmation of 

receipt." 

 "Aye, Sir." 

 It was not usual to bypass the command chain, but what the 

Admiral had just seen scared the hell out of him.  Seven minutes 

later, the Chief of Navy staff, Rear Admiral Ethan Fox, looked at the 

same report with almost exactly the same reaction.  

 "Holy shit!" 

 Thirty minutes later the entire chiefs of staff we re gathered.  

It was zero one thirty hours local time. 

 "It's what we suspected, but bigger," Fox said. "T his is a 

full-scale military build up, but for what?  They h ave some serious 

shit there. Notice the tankers, also the navalized SU-34s and ASW 

Kamovs.  They've even deployed some of their J10s a nd 11s.  These 

guys are prepared for extensive air operations, cap able of deploying 

long-range strike fighters and bombers complemented  by naval strike 

aircraft able to land and operate off carriers.  Wi th the Backfires 

they can range over the entire Australian continent  and Antarctica.   
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 "They have substantial AWAC's and air refuelling c apability.  

There is a significant air lift capacity and," he s aid pointing out 

the warehouse facilities and ground handling equipm ent, "they have 

the hard facilities to deal with large logistical r equirements. From 

here they are capable of land strike, ASW and anti- ship warfare over 

a protracted period of time, and with their navy, t hey can extend 

that offensive capability over the entire Southern Ocean. 

 "We estimate that they are several days from being  operational.  

As you can see from this imagery, the Antonov is on ly just now 

unloading additional S400 anti-aircraft batteries. Our earlier U2 

mission was spiked by one. They won't do anything s erious until they 

have these other long-range bad boys in place.  The n we will find out 

what they are really up to.  From my humble positio n I would say 

these people are getting ready to rumble.  What do you reckon?" 

 The Joint Chiefs of Staff, who a few moments ago h ad been 

shaking the cobwebs of sleep from their minds, were  now suddenly very 

wide eyed and very much awake. 

 "If you ask me?" one of the generals said with a h int of Texan 

accent. "It looks like they are ready for a gun fig ht and we don't 

even have our goddamn pants on!"  
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Lebedev/Popov discuss next days Fleet deployment Oc t 21. 
 

RUSSIAN NAVAL BASE, VLADIVOSTOK October 21. Colonel  General, Sergey 

Nikolayevich Lebedev held the mobile close to his m outh.  It was 

blowing hard and he knew the wind would muffle the sound. "Alexei," 

he said, shouting over the wind. "I think it is tim e. The Chinese are 

already moving forces south." 

 "We know its close. The clever bastards are trying  to get a 

small jump on us." 

 "Perhaps just a few days we think."  Lebedev turne d his back to 

the wind and cupped the phone in his hands. "Brief Mishka, give him a 

chance to prepare whatever forces we will need." In  addition to the 

large number of Special Forces we already have ther e, he thought. 

 "By the way, our Chinese friends think they picked  up a sub 

contact off Martin de Vivies." 

 "I thought Finn was keeping them all at base?" 

 "Well it's Blaire now, besides it might not be Ame rican.  But 

we need to be careful all the same. Very soon every one will know." 

Lebedev closed the phone lid and turned back to Vic e Admiral 

Vyacheslav Popov. "Are you ready?" 

 "As we ever will be Sergey. We will be at sea tomo rrow, the 

fleet's largest exercise in living memory." 

 Lebedev looked across Vladivostok, to the Sea of J apan, home to 

the Pacific Fleet.  Perhaps they could bring some h onour back to the 

once proud city, he thought. Next to the Chinese, t he Russian Naval 

armada was now the biggest Pacific fleet in history .  Amongst this, 

perhaps Russia might find her dignity.   
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Canberra - Reid discusses Hamilton hit and de Vivie s 
 

CANBERRA, AUSTRALIA, GOVERNMENT HOUSE 

"There's no question about it.  Some one tried to t ake him 

out." 

 "What the hell does that mean," the Australian Pri me 

Minister, Dennis Gordon asked in agitation. “Take h im out?" 

 "A professional hit team attempted to kill Colonel  Brian 

Hamilton. Something is going down and we don't know  what it is," The 

Australian Minister of Defense, Brian Reid answered , "this is the 

Martin de Vivies issue, apparently President Finn d idn't care, but 

Blaire does. Since he took over, we have been getti ng better 

intelligence from the Americans.  There seems to be  a circle of 

intrigue surrounding Martin de Vivies and Antarctic a.  The last time 

Hamilton returned from Antarctica he had some prett y interesting 

information.  Nothing solid, but snippets he had ov erheard from the 

drill crews at Vostok and from the Chinese scientis t called Feng. 

Seemingly Innocent events but put together, suggest  something more 

important." 

 "So we had Hamilton making enquiries, the same one  I’m thinking 

of?" 

 "Yep," he said, waiting for the response. 

 "Christ this is a small country sometimes; he was shafted over 

that Braithwaite affair wasn't he? It wasn't that l ong ago." 

 "One and the same, the Senate Committee did a real  number on 

him." 

 Political expediency, the PM thought. "Poor bugger  gets shoved 

to the side, his career stuffed I imagine, and some how he comes up 

centre stage." 

 "Basically, yes, and now someone tries to rub him out, almost 

succeeded." 
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 "How is he?" 

 "Brian? He'll be okay, just heavily bruised."  

 "Good, because it looks like he might have to go b ack... to 

Vostok that is. Where's Howe?" the Prime Minister a sked, referring to 

the Australian Minister for Foreign Affairs. 

 "On his way back from Jakarta as we speak." 

 "Suggestions," Gordon asked.  

 "Like get tough with our biggest trading partner w hen we have 

nothing more than a hunch?" 

 "Yes, I was hoping if someone else said it would s ound 

different. Chinese trade is worth twice what the Am ericans give us."  

 "Rock and a hard place," he muttered.  

 "What do you think they are doing?" the PM asked. 

 "Something to do with Vostok Station; it all ties together 

somehow." 

 But dealing with death squads wasn't how Australia  liked to be 

negotiated with. "Who, Chinese or Russian?" The PM asked. 

 "Chinese we think." 

 "The Chinese want to get rid of him for hearing ru mours?" 

 "They seem to think he either knows something or h as something 

they want. To go this far, it's got to be a BIG tic ket item." 

 

The city of Canberra, situated hundreds of miles in land Australia 

sweltered in the midday summer heat. Not far from t he office of the 

Prime Minister, Natasha Braithwaite cupped her chin  on her hand and 

pondered the rolling heat waves. Such a contrast to  winter she 

thought, Natasha hated Canberra in winter.   

 She was torn between conflicting emotions and loya lty.  

Hamilton was everything she had grown to hate.  He was a killer; she 

had seen what he was capable of. It was one of the reasons she had 

become part of politics, to stop exactly that sort of mentality. But 
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at the same time he had saved her life, and her com panions. She was 

then party to the official complaint and the result ing individual 

reprimand; there was never an excuse for such bruta l violence. She 

had not fully understood the result would kill his career until she 

had enquired about his resignation.  

 "What did you think was going to happen Natasha?" the leader of 

the Australian Human Rights Party had said, smiling . He was happy; he 

had walked away with a scalp. Natasha felt guilty; Hamilton had saved 

her life. She had attempted to meet him to explain her actions; she 

thought he at least deserved that. But while sittin g there he had 

literally fallen at her feet, in his typical style.   At least this 

time she had saved him.   

 Pushing the thoughts aside she once again looked b ack to the 

opposite wall and the big map of Antarctica.  This would be exciting, 

another Senate Investigation Committee, this time o n the 

collaboration of scientists at Vostok Station. She felt secure in the 

fact there were no terrorists or criminals overrunn ing the ice 

continent, compared to the last adventure it was po sitively safe. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Katabatic wnds moving down to the Antarctic coast  
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Vostok Station 
Brian witnesses the drilling operation and oil stri ke. 

VOSTOK STATION, NOVEMBER 12 0830HRS LOCAL. Antarcti ca is home to more 

than 70 lakes that lie thousands of feet under the surface of the 

continental ice sheet, including one under the Sout h Pole itself. 

Russian and British scientists had confirmed the la ke's existence by 

integrating a variety of data, including airborne i ce-penetrating 

radar observations and space borne radar altimetry.  

 Lake Vostok, beneath Russia's Vostok Station, is o ne of the 

largest of these sub glacial lakes. Hidden beneath nearly three miles 

of ice, Lake Vostok, a body of water the size of La ke Ontario, is 

over 155 miles long and 32 miles wide, and contains  around 1250 cubic 

miles of water, a good match for Lake Superior. Its  maximum depth 

(1800 feet) similar to Lake Tahoe. The Lake is a we dge-shaped body of 

water that deepens southwards from 60 feet at its n orthern end to 

1800 feet at the south.  It is roofed by ice that b egan life as snow 

falling on the surface of the frozen continent; sno w that records the 

last 20 million years of Antarctic history.  If the  lake beneath ever 

had a direct link with the air above it, that conne ction had ended 

some 30 million years ago. 

 Vostok Station is located in one of the world's mo st 

inaccessible places, near the South Geomagnetic Pol e, at the center 

of the East Antarctic Ice Sheet. Ironically, its ve ry hostility was a 

beacon to scientific adventurers prepared to combat  these elements in 

the quest for knowledge. The coldest place on earth  was now home to a 

multinational team of scientists.  

 

Brian Hamilton stepped out of his trailer. There wa s still some pain 

in his back, but it was getting better. He was surp rised for the 

thousandth time how cold it was. The sky was clear and a cold sun 
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glowed low on the horizon.  There was no wind, but it was cold - 

really, really cold. The ice crunched noisily benea th his feet as he 

glanced back at what he called home. The small coll ection of bright 

red huts stood out untidily against the backdrop of  the endless bumpy 

white plain. They always looked so messy, he though t.  

 Hamilton's temporary home was the 'East Camp'.  Th e U.S. 

enclave was situated next to the Russian permanent Antarctic Research 

Station called Vostok. Located in the centre of Eas t Antarctica on 

the Polar Plateau, the tiny station floated on an i ce dome almost 

12,000 feet high. It was also the most remote and, of course, cold. 

On July 21, 1983, the station recorded a numbing -1 28.6 degrees 

Fahrenheit (-89.2 degrees Celsius), the coldest tem perature recorded 

on Earth, nearly cold enough to freeze carbon dioxi de out of thin 

air. 

 With him were Dr Rhys Cooper and a freelance journ alist called 

Vincent Gray.  Dr Rhys Cooper, 'Coop' as they calle d him, and Brian 

were old friends.  Gray was bunking out in the same  trailer. The guy 

was a real Jeckyl and Hyde character.  Under normal  conditions the 

most likable bloke on the planet.  Put a pen in his  hand and let him 

ask questions and he became the fanatical journo th at wouldn't give 

up until he had screwed the last morsel of informat ion out of you. 

 "So Doctor Cooper," Gray said, running awkwardly i n his EWC 

(Extreme Weather Clothing) boots to keep up with Co oper. "What is it 

exactly that SCAR and COMNAP have against this dril ling program?  

Should the Scientific community not be excited abou t exploring the 

unknown?"  

 Coop knew Vinny had his recorder on; otherwise he wouldn't have 

been so official. Cooper stopped. "Exploring yes, n ot destroying," 

the Doctor answered.  "Entering the lake in this ma nner, an 

environment sealed for millions of years, could eas ily contaminate 

the whole investigation process which we have worke d on for years."  
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 "The Russian team argues that the US investigation  has had ten 

years to achieve something and that it was now time  to act." 

 "It's the Russian team?" Cooper almost spat. "It's  an 

unsanctioned Russian team, and its not just science  here that we 

should worry about.  There is a safety issue.  We a re dealing with an 

environment under huge pressure, several hundred at mospheres. Our 

research suggests that the portion of the lake they  have drilled 

contains high gas concentrations that could make th e water critically 

unstable and potentially dangerous," Cooper said. " If you exposed a 

glass of lake water to normal atmospheres, the gase s would instantly 

boil off and vaporize." He wanted to add that the r enegade research 

team looked like it was funded by Russian Oil oliga rchs but kept his 

mouth shut. "Their aim is to drill the lake floor. There is some 

evidence to suggest that the lake is split by an ic e ridge.  Where 

the Sino-Russian team have drilled, is an area dire ctly exposed to 

oil and gas deposits, cracked open by all this weig ht." He jumped up 

and down on the ice to make the point. "Several mil es of it and has 

been for millions of years probably. What they prop ose has huge 

risks" 

 The journalist suddenly changed tack. "Do you have  any 

additional comment on the unusual magnetic anomalie s, Doctor Cooper."  

 Cooper wanted to roll his eyes.  "You are referrin g to the SOAR 

flight I take it?" The lake itself was not the only  interest to Rhys 

Cooper.  An SOAR flight had detected a huge magneti c anomaly on the 

east coast of the lake's shoreline, with readings t hat swung dials 

wildly to almost 100,000 nanotesla, way up from the  normal 60,000 

nanoteslas around the surrounding area. A tesla is the standard 

measure of magnetism. These variations were massive  and had Rhys and 

his team consumed by their meaning. Usually magneti c anomalies are 

much smaller and it takes some effort to distinguis h the anomaly from 

normal daily changes in the magnetic field. In this  case there was no 
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confusion, the observation encompassed the entire s outheast corner of 

the lake, about 65 by 46 miles.  

"The hypothesis is that the combination of massive weight of 

several miles of ice, and the lake itself, has caus ed the earth's 

crust to stretch," He used his hands to make the po int, "thinning to 

less than two percent as it has been pulled taut, e xposing the 

underlying metal creating the magnetic anomaly."  

 "That's it?" Gray sounded disappointed.  No green men? 

 "The point is, Vinny, these features are just the head of what 

I think is a much larger infection in the earth's c rust.  To start, 

there is probably enough trapped methane gas down t here to cause a 

fatal 'Green House' effect and massive amounts of o il and gas under 

huge pressure. All that plugged for millions of yea rs by the weight 

of the ice cap above it and the extreme pressure of  the sub glacial 

lakes. All combined to make the largest volatile ex plosive cocktail 

on the planet."   

 "Isn't that perhaps painting a rather dramatic pic ture to 

resist competitive research programs?" Gray loved a  bit of mud 

slinging between scientists. 

 "I guess we are about to find out," Cooper said, b ut he knew in 

a way that Gray was right.  He was envious of those  involved in that 

moment, the moment they would first enter the lake and the moment 

that would immortalize those names involved. But no t, he thought, at 

the price of compromising the entire project and de cades of research. 

 Hamilton listened in amusement to the theatrics as  they walked. 

The three arrived at the drill site. Hamilton looke d up at the 

towering platform before him; it was a serious piec e of work.  

Jutting out of the sparkling snowfield, the explora tory drilling rig 

was crammed with pipes, platforms and state-of-the- art computer gear. 

A crew with specialized cold weather hard hats, wre stled with a huge 
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vertical pipe moving in and out of the ice, shoutin g to be heard 

above the constant clang of metal against metail. 

 Brian noticed that the official congregation was a rriving. A 

small crowd had assembled around the drill platform .  The head of the 

Russian science team could be seen talking excitedl y to the arriving 

audience, his thickly padded arms waving up down an d around.  

Professor Nelomai Ostaf'ev syn Olfer'eva Durnovo, B rian recognized 

his voice.  His clipped Russian accent carried acro ss the ice mixed 

with the clanging of pipes. He wondered what had ha ppened to Feng.  

He had enjoyed his company, he was under the impres sion he had been 

leading the Chinese contingent of the drill team. 

 "This subterranean lake is the size of Lake Ontari o," the 

Professor shouted to be heard over the din, "and ha s been trapped for 

millions of years. Last time we stop 200 meters sho rt. We halt 

roughly above where we suspect boundary between ice  and water meet, 

to prevent contamination of the lake of course."  H e paused for 

effect. "Today….today we go into the lake and then the lake floor."  

 He held up a thickly gloved hand and waggled his f inger. "And 

what will we find?" he asked his small audience. Hi s eyes squinted 

playfully, about the only thing you could see behin d a profusion of 

beard, heavy hood and super cold weather clothing. "Hah!  That is why 

it is so exciting.  We do not know!" 

 Still more folk drifted in, fortunately no traffic  problems 

plagued this outpost…at least not yet. Brian looked  down at the 

frozen surface. Beneath his feet the ice was 12,000  feet thick, 

nearly four miles of ice sitting on top of a lake m illions of years 

old.  It made you think; he could almost feel the p ressure, trillions 

of tons of ice pressing down on a lake which was ne arly 2000 feet 

deep in places. He still couldn't help thinking in the old 

measurement. The Russian contingent argued that any  fluid movement 

would freeze in minutes. Which is why, he thought, it was strange 
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that a large BOP (Blow Out Preventor) was tethered to the bottom of 

the drill casing. He looked back up at the drill pl atform.   

 Gray's voice interrupted his thoughts. "..you here  for these 

magnetic swings as well?" He laughed. 

 "Every year for the last three Vinny,"  

 "And at almost the same time each year," Gray adde d. 

 Brian looked at Gray slightly surprised he knew. " That's 

right." 

 "I know. The Rosenbridge deal, right." 

 "Right." Gray was full of surprises today he thoug ht. 

 "You're out of the service though eh?" 

 Brian nodded the affirmative. After the Braithwait e fiasco they 

‘the service’ had agreed to an immediate release if  he had agreed to 

come back to Vostok one last time, to see what the Chinese and 

Russians were doing. This was under the same cover as the last few 

times, working for the Rosenbridge Foundation. His cover job on this 

gig was to monitor mild and spasmodic EMP events th at occurred 

regularly over the other end of the lake.  His real  job was to get 

close to the drilling operation. Little did he know  how the two 

seemingly unrelated tasks would collide so spectacu larly. 

 "Must be riveting watching that bloody needle quiv er eh!" Gray 

said joking. 

 Hamilton laughed.  "Gives me goose bumps every tim e." He looked 

quizzically at the BOP, a large and very heavy look ing contraption 

with numerous valves and metal jackets. "That's big !" he said half to 

himself and half out loud. 

 "What is it?" Gray asked. 

 "A BOP, a Blow Out Preventer, caps oil wells. It a rrived here 

yesterday," Coop explained. "But the question is wh at is it doing 

here?" It was an annular BOP which could be used to  seal off the hole 

when no pipe was in it. 
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 Good question too, Hamilton thought.  The BOP was far too heavy 

to send to Vostok as an afterthought, its use was c learly planned 

for. Hamilton gestured at the Russian and Chinese d rilling complex. 

"They seem pretty prepared.  I'd estimate that's wh at," He looked it 

up and down some more. "a 50,000psi ram BOP. The dr ill case will go 

before that will."  

 A Blow Out Preventer is a big valve that sits on t op of the 

well bore and seals off the well whenever there is an unexpected 

pressure surge. Ram blow-out preventers have a hydr aulic ram that 

automatically seals the well when a "kick," or pres sure surge, is 

detected. 

 "I don't think it's here by mistake." Coop said. " Me thinks 

they have not been telling us everything they know. ' 

 Gray's ears were burning. He knew little about BOP s.  But if it 

had something to do with oil it was interesting. 

 "Surprise, surprise," Hamilton said. 

 Gray smelt a good story coming on.  He knew both H amilton and 

Cooper were pretty straight arrows and both very bl oody smart. If 

they were intrigued, so was he. 

 "I have a feeling this is going to be interesting, " Hamilton 

said. The men looked at each other and then back to  the rig. 

 

Gray was itching to find out more. "You guys coming ?" he said, 

heading off towards the platform, doubly interested  now in the whole 

process. 

 "Not invited. We will watch from out here," Brian said.  The 

scent of deception was growing stronger and he was now more 

interested in the missing Dr Feng, the pain in his back smarting a 

little. Cooper and Hamilton waited patiently while the rig crew 

prepared for the last few feet.  That was when he s aw her.  
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 She stopped for a moment at the top of the steps a nd pulled her 

hood back, Natasha Braithwaite. Damn! Every time he  saw that bird, 

shit happened. He didn't believe in fate, luck or a ny of that stuff.  

But there was a sudden feeling of desperation. She looked directly at 

him.  There was no way she could recognize him, not  with a full 

beard, hood and sunglasses...just like Afganistan b ut with less dirt.  

She walked inside. Here was a woman whose life he h ad saved, 

apparently had saved his own but ruined it, and the y had barely ever 

spoken. Now here she was. Why didn't he ever get th ose odds at the 

casino? She disappeared inside; Brian made a note t o avoid her. Still 

reeling from the moment he turned to his companion who was admiring 

the drilling operation. 

 At the top of the stairs Braithwaite had stopped, something had 

made her look down. She noticed the man looking at her, beard and 

dark sunglasses.  Everyone seemed to give up shavin g down here, so he 

looked pretty much like everyone else. But despite that, she could 

feel his eyes; her instincts were trying to tell he r something. 

  

The drill rig was state of the art and Cooper envie d the financial 

support the Russian and Chinese scientists were enj oying. Instead of 

a thread of pipes, the rig used continuous lengths of pipe wound on a 

spool. The pipe was straightened prior to pushing i nto the well bore.   

 The computerized GPS steering of the drilling oper ation 

guaranteed delivery of a data logger and drill bit to within feet of 

the intended target.  The data logger would confirm  whether they were 

at the lake.  Once firmly in the lake they would co llect a fluid 

sample and bring it back, something to satisfy the other scientists 

that would undoubtedly be observing. 

 The borehole was nine inches in diameter. The tape ring drilling 

mast above the hole stood nearly one hundred feet h igh. The heavy 

girders of the platform sat on top of a control bui lding big enough 
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to house the crew. They literally lived on the job.   This complex in 

turn, rode 20 feet in the air on heavy steel legs w ith the drill 

process at the centre. 

 From the control room the team's scientists and ch osen visitors 

could see the mechanizations of the drill equipment  driving the pipes 

the last few feet.  Braithwaite could feel the pent  up excitement. 

The scientists clustered around the instruments as the drill crew 

steered the last few inches.  There was hesitant ex citement. Finally 

the ultra slow spin of the drill pipe came to a sto p.  The sound of 

the diesel faded as the revs spun down to an idle. 

 For a moment the room was completely silent except  for the 

gentle thrum of the rig's diesel generators. For th e team's 

geologists, this was as close to sex as you could g et without taking 

your pants down.  In fact, a lot of them would have  said this moment 

was better.  Now was the moment of truth the team l eader Durnovo 

thought.  This had been one of the most challenging  drilling 

operations on the planet and had taken two years, e very foot, 

painstakingly slow.  Despite the technology, the sl owly moving deep 

ice fought them every step, yard by yard.  But they  had won. The new 

methodology had allowed them to remove core samples  on the run, all 

the while drilling to their target.  

 The retrieved cores were shared with the other sci entists on 

the base. This had been Durnovo's idea.  The Russia n Scientist had 

easily hidden the project's real objective, distrac ting others with 

the highly valued core samples, the apparent genero sity keeping 

anyone from asking too many questions or trying to get involved in 

the drill process.   

 Apart from the last core sample, the drill shaft w as now 

hollow.  A 12,000-foot, nine inch diameter hole ran  through the 

drilling jacket all the way to the lake. Everything  now stood still.  

The drill crew were preparing for the wire line rec overy of the last 
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core sample, the most important yet.  A sudden hiss  of air stopped 

them in their tracks.  Several red lights lit up on  the control 

panels and an alarm started to wail. Braithwaite fe lt the familiar 

shot of adrenalin when shit happened, she knew it w as happening. She 

could see the drill crew were running, that meant s omething was going 

down.  The assembled scientists and visiting dignit aries gave each 

other a quizzical look.  

 Hamilton and Cooper heard the heavy hiss of air ab ove the 

blaring of the rig's alarms and saw the sudden and urgent activity of 

the drill crew. Like them, they knew what was comin g. Braithwaite 

again! Brian thought, it was happening again, it wa s like matter 

meeting anti-matter.  

The sound of escaping air increased until it became  violent. 

The whole platform shook and shuddered as the drill  head fought to 

contain the maelstrom.  It was a losing battle.  Th e mounts were 

simply not designed to contain that sort of shock. In what seemed 

like slow motion the drill housing fractured, split  and then seemed 

to disappear.  The whole drill mount parted, disapp earing in an 

incredible explosion of ice and air venting under m assive pressure 

from thousands of feet below.   

 Brian guessed correctly that they were about to re ceive the 

last core sample very quickly.  Which they did, spr ayed out over 

several thousand square yards.  What came next they  had only 

suspected.  But it would change the world. 

 While the scientists stood riveted to the spot, th e drill crew 

were already on the run. They knew what was happeni ng; they just 

found it difficult to believe. But they were moving . 

Now we all know why you wanted a big BOP Hamilton t hought, his 

mind almost a mirror to Cooper's.  The BOP with its  special gates and 

rams could be closed around the drill pipe complete ly closing the top 
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of the casing.  Without the sheer weight of the BOP  it would have 

been impossible to close over the opening.   

 "Fifty thousand pounds to cap a small hole," Coope r exclaimed. 

 "They'll need it," Brian said, looking at the high -pressure 

geyser of gas, water and black sludge. 

 "Almost enough to make your eyes water eh?" 

 "If it weren't for the rigidity of the ice the blo ody casing 

wouldn't last a second either." 

It took hours to reconnect, as they tried to lower the BOP over 

the shaft the massive blow out pressure would spin and kick the heavy 

device as if it were confetti.  By the time they ha d locked and 

tightened the last clamps it was getting hard to br eathe.   

 "What have you got Coop?" Brian asked, even though  he could 

already smell the gas. 

 Cooper was doing a quick air analysis near the pla tform. "High 

saturation of methane, lot of oxygen and natural ga s, if it hadn't 

been for this katabatic wind, we would all be dead.  In fact, let's 

move further upwind; it's bad enough here." 

 Later on, back in the transportable shack they cal led a bar, 

they all skulled some rather nasty Russian brew tha t tasted more like 

dog poo than vodka, but was quick to warm the insid es.  Putting his 

glass down Gray looked up. 

 "What exactly happened there Doc?" 

 "As you could see it was huge pressure.  I’m betti ng it’s a 

combination of two factors. First of all we know th e ice sheet here,” 

He pointed down. “the part directly above Vostok La ke… can move up 

and down depending on the volume of water in the la ke - which can 

vary.” He used his hands to describe the motions. “ The blow out 

probably means that this sheet we are standing on i s resting 

unsupported on top of the lake and is massivley pre ssurising the 

water. It’s like the worlds biggest plunger. This p ressure with 
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explosive force blasts the water up the drill core and to the 

surface. Already exciting enough it gets more inter esting. As it hits 

the surface and depressurises, the gas load which h as been suspended 

in it escapes all at once, explosively, straight fr om liquid to gas. 

That gas load includes methane, oxygen and a whole bunch of other 

stuff. The fact we didn't have an explosion was a m iracle." 

 Gray took a second look at the cigarette in his ha nd. He 

stubbed it out.  "What are we dealing with here the n?" 

 "We weren't sure before, but we are now.  Our Russ ian and 

Chinese friends weren’t interested in just the lake , but what was 

beneath it. They have just tapped the world's large st and uniquely 

deadly, reserve of gas and oil.  What we stand on, separated by a few 

miles of ice, will make the Middle East reserves lo ok like a sandpit 

next to the beach." 

 "They knew." Hamilton said more to himself than an yone else. 

Remembering Gray was there, he didn't say anymore. The Chinese and 

Russians knew.  How long had they known for, and wh y keep it secret? 

You only kept a secret if you had something to hide , and now he was 

willing to bet, that secret was the reason for Feng 's disappearance 

years before.  They didn't like Feng talking. He co uldn't help but 

feel bad about that. It was probably himself talkin g to Feng that was 

the problem. But the scientist had said nothing, he  was no traitor to 

his own country, but now Brian was sure he knew who  had tried to kill 

him. 

 

MOSCOW, November 12, 2018. Colonel General, Sergey Nikolayevich 

Lebedev punched the connect button on the ringing p hone. 

 "Da."  After a few moments of intense concentratio n to the 

other speaker, the usually stern face of the Intell igence chief broke 

into a broad smile. "Really," he added. "Get me a f ull report." 
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Lebedev terminated the connection and then called t he President. 

"Bing Qing." 

 "Da, I know." On the other end of the phone Petrov  nodded.   

The next phase of the plan could begin. His old fri end Mishka 

Kazakov, General of the Army was going to be busy. "Who have you 

selected as a lead on the ground? 

 "Mikolai Nabialok." 

 Nabialok, Petrov thought, surely someone would hav e killed him 

by now, a nasty man. "Interesting choice," he said.    

 "You approve sir?" 

 "Da." Mikolai was just this side of being a homici dal maniac, 

he thought.  Maybe the cold will kill the bloodthir sty bastard, but 

he doubted it, the devil seemed to look after his o wn.  

 Lebedev nodded to himself and cradled the phone. H e needed to 

be sure he had somebody at point that wouldn't quit  or get gun shy. 

Nabialok, as distasteful as he was, fitted the bill . They were in the 

next phase now. They were committed. 

  

VOSTOK STATION. The problem, Brian thought, is that  it never got 

dark, not during the middle of summer anyway.  Ther e were no trees 

and no hills, just those little sastrugi and naduvy , ice blown mounds 

of snow.  But tonight, even though it was still day light, the weather 

had become nasty, almost a white out.  Very fine ic e particles blew 

through the air.  The wind wasn't that strong, but the result of the 

airborne ice particles and the sun resulted in an i ncredible glare. 

He didn't waste time making the most of it. 

 He knew exactly where Durnovo would be, sitting up  in the 

control room of the drill rig, admiring his handiwo rk. It took five 

minutes to reach the rig and another few to scale t he eastern side. 

He settled into the joins between some big steel gi rders and 

carefully attached the sensors to the outside of th e wall and some 
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piping. He then attached the earpiece; it was just like being in the 

room. From what he could tell there were three men.   They were 

sharing vodka, laughing and talking about their wom en and families. 

Then they talked about geology and then women and s ex. He was getting 

cold.  If he stayed too much longer he would freeze . 

"Bing Qing," he suddenly heard someone say.  That w as Chinese; 

'crystal clear' was what he thought it meant. 

 Another man said something in bad Chinese with a R ussian 

accent. Durnovo, he thought. Brian listened intentl y; it was getting 

interesting, he didn't see the other man stealthily  approach him from 

behind. Hong Liu, the same man that had killed Feng , positioned 

himself above the crouched Australian and swung the  pickaxe violently 

down towards Hamilton's skull. 

 

 

 

 
 
Type 054A on excercise with the French Navy. (NATO reporting name: Jiangkai-II class) 
missile frigate - hull number 568 named Chaohu, aft er the city in the eastern Anhui 
Province. 
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Among the western equipment on the Luhu and Luhai c lass destroyers is the French 
Thomson-CSF TSR 3004 Sea Tiger Air/Surface search r adars, and French-made guns. The 
Thomson-CSF TAVITAC 2000 combat data system compile s a picture of the tactical 
situation using inputs from radars and other sensor s both on the ship and from remote 
sources. The Luhu-class missile destroyers are one of the most sophisticated Chinese-
built surface combatants in the PLA Navy, but are s till obsolete by Western standards. 
The were also the first truly multi-role Chinese wa rships. Its primary surface-to-
surface weapons are 8 YJ-81/YJ-82 sea-skimming SSM.  Its air-defence systems include 32 
Thomson-CSF Sea Crotale/HHQ-7 SAMs and 4 twin 37mm Type 76A/715 automatic AA guns 
(760rd/min), The Luhu-class air-defence systems lac k a fleet defence capability beyond 
visual range.  
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A Sovremenny  class destroyer launching a Moskit (Sunburn) antis hip missile 
 

The Dragon Sails South 
 

BEIJING, CHINA November 12 0930hrs (0230 UTC). Pres ident Yuen 

Xinghua, the General Secretary of the Chinese Commu nist Party and 

powerful CMC, looked out of the window and across t he large square.  

The morning was surprisingly warm, but the fall of golden leaves from 

the trees surrounding the park warned of colder wea ther to come.  

 Chen, as usual, had been right, the Chinese Presid ent thought. 

The oil and gas strike would be public within hours ; there was little 

he could do to prevent that.  The international med ia agencies would 

be all over it.  Gone were the days when they could  dictate what the 

Chinese population was told.  The sea walls and bor ders that had kept 

the rest of the world out had well and truly been b roken. He would 

have to tread carefully. The members of the Hanyu P inyin, the Chinese 

Communist Party (CCP), knew the critical and strate gic importance of 
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oil to China's growth and economy, but in his mind they were too 

cautious. 

 Unlike the previous President Hú Jintao, Yuen Xing hua was a 

product of what many referred to as the Shanghai cl ique, an informal 

name for officials in the central government of the  People's Republic 

of China who rose to prominence in the Shanghai cit y administration. 

Six of the nine members of the all-powerful Politbu ro Standing 

Committee of the Communist Party of China were part  of that clique.  

Grudgingly, even President Yuen recognized the bril liance of Hú 

Jintao. A hydraulics engineer by trade, Hu had spen t most of his time 

in the hinterland but rapidly rose to power. Hu's p hotographic memory 

was party legend and the death trap of those who we re not up to the 

task.  In the new order Hu, like Jiang Zemin, had s tepped aside 

willingly to allow the next generation of leadershi p to take the 

party forward. But not after completely dominating the Chinese 

political system by holding all three senior posts,  effectively 

ruling the country as a dictator. 

  Where Hu was brilliant, Yuen was ruthless. Yuen X inghua while 

not possessing the same memory as his predecessor w as nonetheless a 

very smart man; equal or better to the task than ma ny of his western 

counter parts. He had done well, a Jiang Zemin prot égé, with the 

added support of the Shanghai clique; he had manage d not only the 

Presidency, but also chairmanship of the General Se cretary of the CPC 

and Central Military Commission (CMC).  The leader of the world's 

most populous nation, the Chinese President was awa re that next to 

the President of the United States, Damon Blaire, h e was the most 

powerful person on earth. 

 Xinghua ran his hand through the sparse remains of  his hair. 

"Is this accurate?" he said simply. 

 General Chen Jianguo, Vice Chairman of the state C MC and Chief 

of Staff nodded. "Yes, what you are reading is our own HUMINT less 
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than two hours old. From what I can gather, half th e world's 

governments will be reading a similar communiqué fr om their own 

people.  

 "Your plan, Bing Qing, has paid off, it seems. Whe n did you 

find out?" 

 "Thirty minutes ago." Chen had watched the event i n real time 

over a secure Vidcon. 

 Yuen Xinghua felt mildly irritated he wasn't aware  earlier.  

But such good news should not be spoiled. "The cloc k is now ticking.  

What are your thoughts?" 

 "Secretary General, we still have to wait and see how the rest 

of the world responds, especially the U.S." 

 "Yes, it will be interesting to see what Blaire do es with Finn 

still refusing to die." 

 "Mr. President," Chen said formally. "We are prepa red to move 

into the third phase of the plan." 

 The question hung in the air.  The third phase he thought. 

  "Strictly speaking," the General added, "Our rece nt activities 

have simply been the realization of our Active Defe nse Policy, 

especially given the situation. It is time we let o ur presence be 

felt with something a little more substantial than a few diplomats 

with nothing sharper than words.  We should extend our Active Defence 

Policy to not only cover such issues as Taiwan, but  also our energy 

supplies and challenge the U.S. domination of trade  routes in the 

southern oceans." 

 "And in Antarctica as well?" 

 "Yes, in the Southern Ocean first, this will catch  the 

Americans off guard, especially with their new Pres ident still 

fumbling with the control levers. From Martin de Vi vies we can easily 

bolster our Antarctic bases and in the Indian and S outhern Ocean we 

can now show our flag and push back the hegemonism of the U.S." Chen, 
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like most of the leadership in the PLA saw the Unit ed States as a 

superpower well into its decline, losing economic, political, and 

military influence around the world. It still, howe ver, controlled 

the critical flow of energy resources. Now was the time to act.   

 The term "hegemony," to Chinese thinking, had a ne gative 

connotation, and depicted a power that desired impe rialistic control 

over other powers, and is overbearing and controlli ng. The recent 

Chinese defense white paper Chen had signed off on was more to the 

point, accusing the U.S. of 'threatening world peac e, by pursuing 

neo-interventionism, new gunboat policy, and neo-ec onomic 

colonialism.' 

 To Yuen, Chen and the Chinese leadership, the U.S.  Government 

practiced deception and repeatedly lied about its i ntentions to 

maintain hegemony. U.S. actions, including those ta ken in the name of 

'global public good' were seen as part of a conspir acy to impose the 

U.S. vision of the world on others. 

 "Yes," the President and Secretary General said at  last. "I 

think you are right.  It is time." China had dedica ted considerable 

resources toward preparing for potential conflict w ith the United 

States, initially over the Taiwan issue, but now fo r other reasons. 

"I'm still worried about Blaire?" he said again. "H e is an unknown 

quantity." 

 Chen smiled broadly. "A new President, presiding o ver a hostile 

administration and a government still in confusion afraid of its own 

military, just as you described. Finn's Presidency decimated his own 

defense forces, destroyed his strategic advantage a nd has virtually 

given us a free reign." He laughed. "We have a lot to thank Finn 

for." 

 The Chinese President steeped his hands together. "Yes," he 

said again. It was almost too good to be true.  Thi s was an historic 

and perhaps once in a lifetime opportunity, first F inn and now the 
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oil. A frown moved over his face. "I get worried wh en things come too 

easily. Are we prepared for this or just sliding in to it?" 

 "I look at it as a pleasant convergence of fate. B ut we are 

steering this and so far it has gone exactly to pla n."  

 Yuen stood up and strode to an intricate globe tha t sat on the 

corner table. He tapped the bottom part of the ball . "To achieve your 

phase three objectives, we have some diplomatic hur dles. The 

territory is in dispute.  There is no clear ownersh ip or process." 

 Chen nodded. "The Australians claim it as theirs,"  he said. 

"But it has never been recognized by us, the U.S. o r many other 

countries. But we are still signatories to a treaty  prohibiting 

exploitation of the Antarctic Continent. Phase two,  drilling into the 

lake, and secretly building up our military forces there has breached 

that agreement. 

 "But now that doesn’t matter, the question is who will stop us?  

We will have the UN onside, Blaire's no threat, the  Australians have 

no power projection, and the British and Europeans are too busy 

selling us technology and luxury motor cars. Sure, they will jump up 

and down. With France, Germany and Russia in our ca mp, there will be 

little argument. 

 "The Australians are not going to like this," Yuen  stated. 

 "Yes. This will kill our free trade agreement with  them, but 

who cares; we own half their resource industry, our  economy dwarfs 

them and if need be we can buy all the resources we  need in Africa." 

 Yuen spun the globe, the countries blurred in moti on.  Chen saw 

his opening; he did not want the president to hesit ate when they were 

poised to succeed. 

 "Oil is still world currency, the world's central oil bank, 

Antarctica, has just been opened.  This will change  everything.  It 

can easily shift the balance of power. It could if managed properly 
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propel our economy to overtake the Americans." Gree n house gases be 

damned he thought. 

 The President looked up sharply; the general reall y knew how to 

press his hot button.  The end might well justify t he discomfort and 

short-term risk. Yuen Xinghua was a political survi vor; it was 

military, not diplomatic pressure that got results in the end. This 

is why there were so many elected PLA officers in t he Central 

Committee. Diplomacy was the sheath that covered th e sword. Without 

the sword, diplomacy was just empty rhetoric. 

 President Yuen looked up from the spinning globe. "I agree. But 

the Central Committee will still need convincing.  I assume we must 

act quickly?"  

 Chen nodded.  

 "I will convene the PSC in the morning then.  But before then, 

after you have met with your general staff, we need  to talk again." 

 "The Russians?" Chen asked. 

 "Yes." Chen's intuitiveness was at times alarming.  "You have 

obviously thought the same thing.  We are up to our  armpits with them 

on this. I will need to speak to Petrov. We will th en have to do a 

ring around. Your PLA faction support and my party currency, for what 

ever we decide, will be critical." 

 General Chen nodded again. He knew Xinghua needed to 

consolidate his position in the party. The looming National Party 

Congress might well try to take away the President' s dual occupancies 

of the countries two top posts as well as being Cha ir of the Party 

CMC. His own prosperity was also tied to Xinghua's continuing control 

of the party apparatus.  There was also the questio n of ownership of 

shares through foreign corporations. Both men owned  considerable 

shares in the China National Petroleum Corporation (CNPC), the 

country's largest and mostly state-owned oil consor tium.  
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 There was the potential for a lot of money to be m ade here. 

Despite that, Chen knew Yuen's primary driving forc e was not money. 

Yuen Xinghua was driven by his desire to lead. He w as a man without 

the usual emotion or guilt that plagued most ordina ry men.  He cared 

about being admired, respected and powerful. He lik ed competition and 

he liked to win. While many looked up to him, other s saw him as an 

egomaniac. The realization of surpassing the U.S. a s the world's 

dominant super power in his own Presidency would be  a legacy that 

would mark Yuen's name in history. Something he had  previously not 

even dared dream about. 

 After the meeting with the President was concluded , Chen drove 

directly to the PLAHQ, the heart of China's Rénmín Jiefàng Jun, the 

Red Army. He would remember this day for as long as  he lived. General 

Chen Jianguo was 65 years old, he was on the short side and thin, but 

very energetic. A native of Shaanxi, he had joined the PLA in 1966 

and did a two-year course at the Military Academy i n Nanjing (the 

forerunner to the National Defense University) duri ng 1987-1989. He 

rose through the ranks of the Lanzhou MR, serving s uccessively as a 

squad leader, platoon leader, regimental propaganda  cadre, 

headquarters staff officer, and eventually MR Deput y Chief of Staff. 

He spent a total of 24 years in these positions wit h one single unit: 

the 55th Division of the 19th Army Corps.  

 Chen was a specialist in ground force operations a nd training 

and was one of the first to experiment with large-s cale force-on-

force mechanized infantry exercises and the use of xin gainian wuqi 

or new concept weapons.  Through his position he pe rsonally over saw 

the development of all types of new technologies in cluding DEW 

(Directed Energy Weapons) high power lasers, high p ower microwaves, 

railguns, coil guns, and particle beam weapons at t he China Academy 

of Sciences and the Commission of Science, Technolo gy and Industry 

for National Defense (COSTIND). 
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 Chen Jianguo walked sprightly through the corridor s of his land 

command, the Chief of Staff of the world's largest military, 

commanding a military force of 2.5 million people u nder arms.  The 

small general strode directly into the PLAN operati ons room. 

"Report!" He said, looking up at the huge digital s ituational 

display. 

 The Chinese Operations Duty Officer was quick to r espond. "Yes 

Sir. The South Pacific Fleet and her escorts are no w driving south 

into the lower Indian Ocean. The Taizhou has been o rdered to advance 

into the Southern Ocean below the sixtieth parallel  and is moving due 

south at flank speed."  

 "Excellent." the General said, his words clipped. There were 

still vast distances to cover.  He wanted all the p ieces in place 

ready to move once the Central Committee had met an d approved the 

operation. 

 The Australians had nothing in their inventory tha t could 

threaten a Sovremenny guided missile ship. This act ion, like the 

Taiwan crises, was an exercise in intimidation, a d emonstration of 

China's ability to project force anywhere it wanted  to.  A deliberate 

threat to the sea-lanes that would in future, trans port the oil 

reserves from Antarctica to the rest of the world. To get the CNPC a 

lion's share in the world's largest oil reserve wou ld make both 

himself and Xinghua, incredibly rich. While Yuen cl ung tenaciously to 

power, Chen knew it was just a matter of time befor e he himself, 

would be removed to make way for new, younger offic ers.  

 While there was no time limit or statute on his po sition, it 

was generally accepted by the party that five years  was about enough, 

while not compromising his political position, to r eap a financial 

windfall in oil profits would make those twilight y ears after 

retirement that much more bearable. The oil wealth would keep his 
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family comfortable for generations. As the American s would say, make 

hay while the sun shines. 

 Only moments after the oil discovery and before Ch en had met 

with the Secretary General, the General had directe d his orders be 

issued to the Fleet. The Captain of the Taizhou, PL AN Commander Li 

Zhenbang, standing in the ship's control center, ha d read the FLASH 

orders just moments later.  They were short and sim ple.  Head due 

south, flank speed, more to follow.  The Commander knew better than 

to argue.  He turned to the officer of the watch. 

 "Set course due south, flank speed," he ordered. 

 "Due south at flank speed it is." The officer of t he watch 

responded.  As the Watch Officer gave the orders, t he Taizhou's 

Captain could feel the ship heel to port as it turn ed almost one 

hundred eighty degrees to head south.  How far sout h, he wondered?  

 

 

DDG 138 ���º  Taizhou -- the third of four Sovremenny class dest royers sold to China 
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US Response to the Oil Discovery 
 

WASHINGTON DC. November 11, 2345hrs local (0445 UTC ). It had almost 

been midnight on the U.S east coast when the Chines e and Russians hit 

pay dirt. The news hit the White House late in the evening.  People 

were dragged out of their beds all over Washington.  Politicians and 

defense personnel scrambled to understand what was going on and what 

it all meant.   

 The President was sitting at his desk in the Oval Office; he 

hadn't been to bed yet. Until a short while ago, th e Gunlocke chair 

he sat on had actually started to feel comfortable.  But now it felt 

more like a hot seat. He looked at his watch, close d the cover of the 

folder he had been working on and walked across the  building to the 

Situation Room.  In the control center the main scr een showed a 

reporter standing outside the UN buildings. 

 "The discovery by Russian and Chinese scientists a t Vostok 

Station in Antarctica, confirms the existence of th e world's largest 

known oil and gas deposit. The discovery at a Russi an station on 

territory claimed by Australia is sure to generate controversy. 

 "A joint Russian and Chinese statement said they d id not 

acknowledge the claim but would work with the UN to  ensure stability 

and continued international co-operation and good w ill on the 

continent. There has, as yet, been no comment from Australia or the 

White House. We will bring you more on this incredi ble breaking story 

as news comes to hand." The woman signed off and CN N went to a break. 

 "Sir!" 

 Blaire turned to the Watch Officer, Captain Vince Kipper.  

 "I'm glad you are here.  We have picked up a lot o f activity 

from Chinese and Russian Naval units." 

 Blaire followed him to the main monitors dominatin g the south 

wall. 
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 "We have just received confirmation that the Taizh ou is 

steaming at flank speed out of the Indian Ocean tow ards the southern 

Antarctic Ocean. Their South Pacific carrier task f orce has also 

reversed course and is not far behind her. It also appears they are 

generating other assets which will probably follow.  In addition, 

Russian communication traffic in its Northern Fleet  has increased 

dramatically and we have unusual aircraft movements  and troop 

deployments. SOSUS has also picked up multiple unde rwater contacts 

heading south.  We can safely assume that we are wi tnessing 

deployment of capital defense assets into the South ern Ocean and 

perhaps onto Antarctica itself."   

 The normally noisy Situation Room was very quiet.  Kipper 

shuffled his notes. "In the last twelve hours we ha ve also detected 

significant ship movements in and around the Russia n Pacific Fleet 

bases, this has been confirmed by a communiqué from  Vice Admiral 

Vyacheslav Popov.  He has officially advised that a  large combined 

force package from the Russian Pacific Fleet has le ft Vladivostok on 

'maneuvers'. The package includes the Marshal Ustin ov, a Slava class 

cruiser; the aircraft carrier Ul'yanovsk, two Udalo y-class destroyers 

the Vinogradov and Tributs, the Admiral Vinogradov,  Panteleyev and 

the Sovremenny class Besstrashnyy( ���������	
 -Fearless).   

 “The Russian Pacific Fleet also operates around 20  nuclear 

powered submarines based in Vladivostok area, sever al to the 

northeast of Vladivostok, and on the Kamchatka Peni nsula. Several 

Kilo's and Akula's have put to sea in the last 12 h ours also.  

Whether they are part of this package we don't know . At the same time 

the large anti-submarine ship Marshal Shaposhnikov,  and the large 

sea-going tanker Pechenga, also put to sea." 

 "Maneuvers my ass. That old goat Popov knows, we k now, that's a 

load of bullshit. He's headed south, as far as he c an go," the 
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President said. For the first time Kipper saw the e yes of his 

Commander in Chief flash with anger. 

 "Coincidentally Sir, the Russian ice breaker Arkti ka is also 

close to docking at the French base d'Urville." 

 "No coincidence Captain." 

 "No Sir, I don't believe in those when it goes dow n like this 

either." 

 "Okay, let's take this into the conference room. G et me the CJC 

and that fellow Stringer." 

 In the conference room Damon Blaire sat to one sid e of the 

table. "Vince you stay as well, but keep an ear out  for what's 

happening out there." 

 "Aye sir." 

 "General Perelli you there?  David." 

 Video of both the men appeared on the overhead. 

 "I take it General you have been watching this?" 

 "Yes Sir." 

 Blaire noticed a nervous chief of staff pacing in the room 

outside.  Blaire motioned him in. "Arrange meetings  with both the 

Russian and Chinese Ambassadors tomorrow morning."  

 "Yes Sir."  

 "And where are Goldschmidt and Jacoby?" 

 "The NSA is on a flight from Boston and the Secret ary of State 

is on his way in now Sir." 

 This was bad timing Blaire thought, but crisis nev er did happen 

at a good time. "Okay, send them in as soon as they  get here.  

Captain Kipper will brief them." He watched the sti ll nervous chief 

of staff flee the room. 

 "Let's get some background on this. George, let's start with 

you.  What do you make of this?" 
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 "I think this answers our questions on Martin de V ivies. I 

think its unfortunate there wasn't more information  on the drilling 

operation earlier on." 

 The President made a mental note to check on that.  

 "I think we are looking at a small piece of a larg er process 

that has been going on for some time. There is a wh ole other part of 

that plan underway as we speak which includes these  naval movements.  

This is all orchestrated, has been for months, if n ot years." 

 "Which means we are way behind and they have alrea dy thought 

out all the moves and all the contingencies, they a re just waiting to 

see what we do next." 

 "That's the way I see it, Sir. We have to assume w ith the 

amount of planning and preparation time, that their  combat 

preparedness will be at unprecedented levels." 

 "Great. David?" 

 "Same as the General, Sir.” Stringer replied. “Our  problems 

with the satellites, the airfields and forward depl oyment of combat 

units, demonstrate a well thought out plan being ac ted out jointly 

between the Chinese and Russians. From a CIA perspe ctive, we have had 

too few assets of measurable quality looking hard a t Chinese and 

Russian military operations or their capabilities f or some time." 

 "Not a hell of a lot different for us either," Per elli 

conceded. "President Finn through the office of Hom eland Security had 

most of the Defense Intelligence Agencies resources  reduced and its 

efforts focused on the terror war." 

 "Mister President," Stringer said. "It's the Chine se that 

really worry me at the moment. Xinghua and General Chen Jianguo seem 

to have a virtual strangle hold on the Central Comm ittee's decision 

making." Stringer paused for a moment as he structu red the thousands 

of strands of intelligence he consumed over the las t few days into 

something he could verbalize.  
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 "For China the gap between its internal ability to  produce oil 

and how much it imports has grown massively. It nee ds to import over 

sixty percent of its oil, mostly from the Middle Ea st. Inability to 

meet its growing energy appetite will strangle grow th. Each year its 

oil consumption grows by nearly ten percent. I’m su re the recent 

financial crisis only re-inforced their problem wit h dependency. 

While their friends for the moment, Russia, have lo ts of oil, they 

hardly want to depend on them either.  

 "China's three main oil producing zones-Daqing, Sh engli and 

Liaohe, which are situated in the northern and nort h eastern parts of 

the country, are mostly depleted. The development o f oilfields in the 

Xinjiang province in western China, and the offshor e oil ranges in 

the East China Sea have also failed to meet expecta tions let alone 

the growing demand.  Even the large-scale oilfield development deals 

with Kazakhstan and Venezuela have not made a dent in the oil 

deficit.  With our strategic domination over the re gion, we are 

clearly perceived as the primary threat to China's energy supply." He 

paused again. "There is some compelling logic to th eir argument." 

 Kipper had a hand to one ear.  His head snapped up . "Sir, 

Indonesia has just closed its territorial waters to  U.S. and 

Australian warships on the basis it does not want t o further inflame 

the situation." 

 "But Russian and Chinese vessels are plying throug h there right 

now!" the President said, the irritation clear in h is voice. "Thanks 

Vince.  Okay Dave, keep it coming." 

 Stringer picked up the overhead controller and spl it the screen 

so the images of each other were reduced to the bot tom of the screen. 

A satellite photo of Vostok filled the rest over la id by images of 

the oil operation.  "The drilling operation was a C hinese, Russian 

venture. This entire operation was a little renegad e, headed by a 

Professor Nelomai Durnovo."  A photo of the Profess or came up on the 
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display.  "This guy we know is connected with Russi a's Foreign 

Intelligence Service.  If that is the case we can a ssume Guoanbu is 

involved as well. SCAR, which is the Standing Scien tific Group in 

Antarctica, had been complaining for three years th at these guys were 

not taking enough care to avoid introducing contami nants into the 

lake.  COMNAP requested some papers outlining their  plans but didn't 

receive anything.  We are also pretty sure, but can 't prove it, that 

a lot of the money is coming from Russian and Chine se oil companies, 

routed through government channels. 

 "This is an abbreviated guide to the treaty; I wil l copy 

everyone the exact text. We, along with some 45 oth er countries, are 

signatories to the Antarctic Treaty, which has been  in force since 

1961. Seven countries claim portions of Antarctica as national 

territory. Some of these claims overlap. Ourselve’s  and Russia have 

reserved the right to make claims. We do not at thi s moment recognize 

the claims of others. 

 "However, the Australians are claimants, and to a very large 

piece of this pie, the piece of the pie we are all about to argue 

over." He worked the remote again. "These are the A ntarctic Treaty 

obligations." He stopped for a moment to allow ever yone to scan the 

document. 

 

Article 1 - area to be used for peaceful purposes o nly. 

Article 2 - freedom of scientific investigation and  cooperation shall 

continue 

Article 3 - free exchange of information and person nel, cooperation 

with the UN and other international agencies 

Article 4 - does not recognize, dispute, or establi sh territorial 

claims and no new claims shall be asserted while th e treaty is in 

force 
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Article 5 - prohibits nuclear explosions or disposa l of radioactive 

wastes 

Article 6 - includes under the treaty all land and ice shelves south 

of 60 degrees 00 minutes south and reserves high se as rights 

Article 7 - treaty-state observers have free access , including aerial 

observation, to any area and may inspect all statio ns, installations, 

and equipment; advance notice of all expeditions an d of the 

introduction of military personnel must be given  

 

  "The issue here," Kipper continued, "is how we re spond to a 

breach in this treaty.  Everyone now knows there is  more oil and gas 

down there than anywhere else on the planet. But ex ercising that 

breach in the UN will be difficult when the Securit y Council is 

filled with the perpetrators and their friends. But  without the 

treaty, we have nothing at all to threaten the Chin ese and Russians 

with. If we stick with our current position, that t here are no 

recognized claims, this opens the gate for a new cl aim process. 

Historically, we left the right to claim a piece of  the pie between 

90 and approximately 150 degrees west, the area enc ompassing the 

Amundsen Sea and Marie Byrd Land.  But if we try th at, it will just 

green light the Russians and Chinese to make claims  as well."  

 "So no matter what we do, we pave the way for a cl aim process 

and from what I can see, the UN is going to work ag ainst us," the 

President said.  "If we make a claim, then everyone  else will, 

voiding any authority in the treaty, which is what they want... 

options?" 

 "An option," Perelli ventured, "may be: don't pres s our claim 

and instead, support the Australian and New Zealand  rights based on 

geography and history. China and Russia couldn't be  further away and 

Australia lays claim to the entire plateau that Vos tok station sits 

on." 
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 "Yes, and Russia's arguments with Japan over Kuril e Island and 

China's over oil in the East China Sea, the Diaoyu and Senkaku, as 

well as the Spratly and Paracel Islands, are all ba sed on history and 

geography." 

 "That's worth considering; it might be one of the few options 

open to us." 

 Stringer spoke up. "Russia and China are going to demand that 

the UN get involved, even with this argument; it ke eps us on the 

defensive, while at the same time they send all the ir gunboats south. 

With these countries stacking the Security Council,  the UN is going 

to procrastinate and drag us out as long as possibl e." 

 "While they finish whatever it is they have starte d." 

 "Yes." 

 Perelli leaned forwards. "You know, I suspect the Russians and 

Chinese, and perhaps ourselves, may be somewhat und erestimating the 

Australians. I don't think for a minute they will s hrink from 

defending their claim if it's challenged, even if i t is China or 

Russia." 

 "Perhaps it doesn't matter; they are pretty much o ut gunned," 

Stringer said. 

 "Let's look at that," Perelli interjected. "They h ave one of 

the best-trained and disciplined regular forces in the world.  Their 

special forces are second to none. Their air force is also top grade. 

RAAF C130's out performed every other transport in the Iraq theatre 

by a margin of at least three. These guys are dedic ated and very 

professional and advantageously we have excellent i nteroperability 

with them.  

 "They fly F/A-18E/F in the air defense role and ha ve exceeded 

the boundaries of the F-111 but decommissioned them  some years back 

to pave the way for the F35.  Without their F-111s they now have no 

capability to project air power to somewhere like A ntarctica, other 
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than Special Forces. At the moment operating milita ry aircraft from 

Antarctic bases would breach treaty provisions. 

 "Their Navy has several units currently operating in the 

Persian Gulf and six operational Collins class subm arines.  Their 

diesel boats are excellent. In war games we couldn' t find them, but 

they found us and included carrier kills and SSN's to their catch of 

the day.  These are very capable attack boats that both Los Angeles 

and Sea Wolf boats find a challenge with. In additi on their ANZAC and 

Hobart class destroyers are also quite capable and able to project 

sea power into their Antarctic claims along with th eir recently 

commissioned LHD’s the HMAS Canberra and Adelaide.  They carry the 

best anti-air and missile defense available, having  equipped with the 

latest sea sparrow series, HPM and cavitation guns networked by 

improved AEGIS fire and control systems." The vice CJS continued, 

rapping off and itemizing various components of the  Australian 

Defense Forces that could be used in a fistfight. 

 "You talking to them General?" 

 "Yes Sir." 

 "Good. Let me know what their military is thinking . I will be 

talking to their Prime Minister before the end of t he day. All right, 

keep me posted. I want each of you to draft your ow n recommendations 

the way you see it and send them through to me. I w ill be calling a 

meeting of the NSC later today. If any of you need me I will be here 

or in the Oval Office." 

 While none of them knew, the first seeds of the hu mankind's 

greatest threat to survival were being sown. 

 

 

 



268 | P a g e    

Beijing 
November 13. 0900hrs local time (0100 UTC). Politic al Bureau's 
Standing Committee. Phase Three Bing Qing authorisa tion. 
 

BEIJING NOVEMBER 13, 0900HRS LOCAL (0100 UTS). If t he old axiom that 

shit truly did rise to the top, many considered the  current Central 

Committee Secretary General of the Chinese communis t Party lent a lot 

of credence to the legend.  But to others he was a strong man who 

could inspire, motivate and lead people. He rewarde d loyalty well but 

reacted harshly to those who were not.  Like so man y strong 

personalities, people either loved or loathed him. 

 Yuen Xinghua, The Party President and Central Comm ittee 

Secretary General had ordered an emergency meeting of the Political 

Bureau's Standing Committee, the PBSC, the innermos t circle of power 

for the world's largest nation. The PBSC was made u p of just six men, 

ruling over nearly one and a half billion people an d a standing army 

of two and half million. The six took their positio ns at the table. 

The Central Committee Secretary General seated hims elf at the head of 

the table, nodding firstly towards General Chen Jia nguo, and then the 

other four.  

 While on most occasions the Secretary General indu lged in the 

annoying pleasantries and protocols that came with these meetings, 

today he was not in the mood for it. As soon as eve ryone was seated 

he plunged straight into the problem at hand. 

 "You have all been informed of the Vostok situatio n. This oil 

find is a completely unexpected development," he li ed, "one with 

serious implications. I have called this meeting to  discuss how we 

respond." Xinghua looked to the men seated around t he table. He knew 

that General Chen Jianguo had already initiated pha se three 

activities. Their alliance ensured they dominated t he Central 

Committee as well as the CCP's Central Military Com mission. Chen had 

helped Yuen win the support of the PLAN party membe rs in Congress. 
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Between them, they had their hands firmly in contro l of the political 

and military machinery that ruled China. They were partners in mutual 

political success and survival. Despite that, they still needed the 

rest of the Committee to unanimously support the pl anned action. 

"General please." He motioned to General Chen Jiang uo. The General 

stood; a small stack of heavily stamped papers spre ad in front him.  

 "Oil, as you all well know, is no longer just a co mmodity. 

China needs it like our bodies need water or air.  You might all 

remember the oil blockade during the U.S. military involvement in 

Kosovo." The Chinese had long memories. "We witness ed the U.S. 

imperialistic influence on oil supplies.  We have s een it again as 

one of our greatest potential suppliers Iraq, was d ominated by the 

U.S. war machine.  Oil is now our most serious secu rity 

consideration. Oil controls our future, but now … p erhaps fate has 

finally smiled on us and we can control it." Jiangu o paused.  The men 

nodded in affirmation. "This is a situation that we  must not allow 

the Americans to dictate.  Like us, they do not rec ognize any claims 

on the continent.  This means the oil there could b elong to anyone.  

The genie is out of the bottle and it's not going b ack."   

 One of the other four men interrupted. "I understa nd that 

Vostok is on an Australian claim.  Does this not me an they control 

it?" 

 The General grunted. "That's all it is - a claim.  A claim we 

do not recognize.  The Australians are nothing less  than puppets of 

the Americans. We have as much right to that oil as  any other 

country. Indeed, because we represent the world's b iggest population 

we are entitled to our representative share.  Bette r still if we 

controlled it." 

 "Are you suggesting we take it by force?" 

 "No, General Chen is not suggesting that," the Sec retary 

General said, interrupting.  "But we cannot, and sh ould not, allow 
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our security to once again be compromised by permit ting the U.S. and 

its allies to threaten and control the access to th is oil supply. The 

General is simply reiterating what has been an into lerable situation 

for too long, one that is getting worse by the day.  General Chen 

Jianguo is quite correct in pointing out that unlik e the past, this 

time we should be at the table when the roast is ca rved.  Preferably 

for once, we should be the ones carving and sharing  the slices in a 

way that is fair to us."  

 The implication was clear to the committee members . This was an 

unusual situation. There was consternation amongst the members and 

for a while they chatted loudly between themselves.  Yuen knew this 

would happen and let them rush the inevitable issue s out onto the 

table where they were thrashed about.  Despite beco ming increasingly 

obsessive in his desire to rule, he was a master po litician with 

great patience that would wait for the right time b efore he struck.  

He let the men squabble and argue between themselve s, all of it going 

nowhere. Eventually they turned back towards him.  

 "So what do you propose?" he was asked. Xinghua sm iled to 

himself.  According to National Defense Laws, only the President of 

the PRC along with the Standing Committee of the Na tional People's 

Congress could mobilize the nation for war or order  the military 

forces into combat. The next few days and weeks wou ld be testing, 

clearing the way to make decisions without necessar ily referring to 

the Standing Committee. The outcome would make his leadership 

unassailable.  

 "We need to guarantee a strategic position on the negotiation 

table.  At the moment we have none.  We are thousan ds of miles away 

with zero influence. We do however have our own Ant arctic base, Zhong 

Shan.  We also now possess a blue water navy. It is  time we stopped 

hiding in the brown mouth of the South China Sea an d guided our 

destiny instead of being dictated to." 
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 When Xinghua paused, General Chen easily slipped i nto the 

dialogue.  The two men's arguments were well rehear sed.  "Not since 

the establishment of the Chinese Communist Party ha ve we had the 

opportunity to become truly independent and not thr eatened by 

imperialistic powers.  This oil offers that opportu nity." 

 The other four men pondered.  There was compelling  logic to the 

argument. Like Chen and Yuen, most of them owned ma ny shares in the 

oil companies, but did not admit this.   

 "And what will the Russians say while we rattle ou r sabres? 

Vostok is a Russian research station," one of them asked. 

 The President looked almost conspiratorially at Ch en; here it 

was. "The drilling project was sixty percent funded  by ourselves." 

 There was stunned silence. Jiang Zemin leaped to p rotest. "Why 

did we not know this?  This could have been a diplo matic disaster." 

 "You are right," Yuen admitted. "And I would have accepted the 

blame.  As it stands however, this has placed us as  a player at the 

table instead of being a bystander." 

 Jiang Zemin thought about that. The President was right. At 

least they had a position to play. But it had been a dangerous 

gambit. "What about the Russians.  Can we trust the m on this?" 

 "Jiang." The Chairman Secretary's voice was concil iatory.  

"This is a good question. Russia's future economy i s dependant on the 

massive growth of the Chinese domestic market, whic h is right next-

door.  We are already their biggest export customer  of military 

hardware and technology.  We have major oil and gas  projects. Their 

future, especially one that is not controlled by th e U.S., is 

determined by their relationship with us. I have al ready spoken to 

President Petrov this morning. We have agreed to pu rsue our own 

interests independently. However, we also agreed it  was in both of 

our interests to deny control of the oil to the U.S . and its allies.  

To this end the Russians have acquiesced to our req uest to speed up 
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the supply of the latest generations of military ha rdware.  This of 

course will aid in our continued implementation of our Active Defense 

Policy." 

 The other four Politburo men were Jiang Zemin, Yue n Chiang, 

Ming Ley Pei and Cheung Kwook-Wing. They understood  the Active 

Defense Policy.  It was not new and had worked well  in the past. 

China's military strategy was not one of being pure ly defensive, but 

instead attacking and taking offensive action in su pporting foreign 

policy aims.  

 

China's military strategy, "Active Defense," reflec ted the ambiguity 

with which Yuen Xinghua and his committee used to c loak military and 

security affairs. It declared a defensive military strategy and 

asserted that China did not initiate wars or fight wars of 

aggression, but engaged in war only to defend natio nal sovereignty 

and territorial integrity and "attacked only after being attacked."  

 However, Beijing's definition of an "attack" on na tional 

territory or sovereignty, or what constituted an in itial attack, was 

deliberately vague. The term Active Defense then in dicated little to 

western allies about when or how China would choose  to initiate 

hostilities. Moreover, once Beijing determined that  hostilities had 

begun, history suggested the characteristics of Act ive Defense were 

distinctly offensive. In fact public PLA writings o n the campaign 

level of war implied this offensive nature of Activ e Defense.  

 The PLA text The Study of Campaigns by Zhanyi Xue explained:  

 

'While strategically the guideline is active defens e, in military 

campaigns, the emphasis is placed on taking the ini tiative in "active 

offence." Only in this way, the strategic objective  of "active 

defense" can be realized.' 
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 It was this Active Defense doctrine that Yuen Xing hua held up 

to his colleagues to convince them of the wisdom of  the plan. The 

reality of course was that the General had already pre-positioned 

assets and prepared the path that included forward bases to make this 

all possible. After some considerable deliberation Yuen and the 

General finally had the other four men in agreement . Phase three of 

the Bing Qing operational plan would continue. 

 

 

Russian nuclear powered icebreaker Arktika call sig n UKTY 
 

The Ross Sea 
The Icebreaker Arktika 
November 22, 2100hrs.   

The sounds were explosive - some like cannon shots and others a bone 

crunching, cracking sound, which if you weren't use d to it really 

made you wince. 

 The bow of the nuclear icebreaker heaved into the air before 

crashing back down, 24,000 tons of ship with steel two feet thick 

mindlessly crushing the pack ice that covered the R oss Sea.  75,000 
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horsepower delivered by two nuclear reactors drove her forward. The 

Russian icebreaker was the largest of its kind in t he world and she 

looked every part of it. She was huge, over 150 fee t high with twelve 

decks, four of them below water.  Running at four k nots, she was 

pushing through ice twelve feet thick, a relentless  brute force 

action that left a broad channel twice her beam beh ind her. 

 At four knots in such conditions the ship was in a  hurry.  

Driving directly south down a thin wedge of the map  that made up the 

French claim, she had avoided the scrutiny of the p rowling Global 

Hawks and long-range reconnaissance aircraft from t he Australian 

mainland.  Icebreakers were not unusual in Antarcti ca.  In fact the 

U.S. Coast Guard ship Global Star was at that very moment running a 

channel into Scott base.  What was unusual was that  Arktika had run 

at maximum speed from her base in Murmansk down the  Atlantic to the 

Southern Ocean, the other end of the Earth. She was  a long way from 

her normal area of operations in the Arctic. 

 At Arktika's heart - a spotless room lined with hu mming banks 

of computers covered in flashing lights and fast-ch anging displays - 

a small army of civilian technicians and regular Ru ssian naval 

personnel checked the controls of its two nuclear r eactors and steam 

turbines. Captain Stanislav Rumyantsev sat easily i n the command 

chair.  After the dash down the Atlantic with the e ngines straining 

at more than 100 percent, he felt easier now that h e was back in the 

familiar territory of ice. 

 The French had been most co-operative.  Why should n't they, 

Rumyantsev thought?  They get a channel punched thr ough the ice for 

free, and supplies.  All we want is to drop off som e equipment and 

personnel. 

 Several decks below the Captain, the 'personnel' w ere getting 

ready for the next part of the mission. The men, un shaven and wearing 

an assortment of cold weather clothing, looked like  any other group 
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of scientists embarking on researching the last and  most pristine 

outpost on Earth. The men, however, kept to themsel ves, not talking 

to the crew or any of the other scientists on board .  

 One of these men, Mikolai Nabialok, looked at the motley group 

and smiled. Indeed, buried beneath so much padding they could have 

been anyone. 

 Nabialok's men were the third team.  One was alrea dy in Mirny 

while his now joined another operating out of a bas e just south of 

Dermont d'Urville - a base carved into the ice and impossible to see 

from the air; a base in French-claimed territory im mune to inspection 

or detection from coalition forces. From here the f irst team had 

continually been monitoring the coalition's activit ies, the term 

loosely applied to the Australian and U.S. forces.  It was this team 

that had alerted them of the late-model C130 that h ad departed and 

headed south to Vostok.  This was also augmented by  information from 

Russian scientists still based at the camp.  Still 50 miles from the 

camp, the ship's two KA-32 helicopters cranked thei r twin counter 

rotating blades and with Mikolai Nabialok and his t eam on board 

headed directly to the Russian ice camp.  Within ho urs of arriving, 

Nabialok received his first orders. 

 

Washington 
November 12, 1145hrs (1645 UTC)   

When Goldschmidt and Jacoby had finally reached the  White House they 

were met by Galen Miles and hustled into the NSA's office.  

 "Blaire's been in the Situation Room the whole tim e.  He's all 

over this thing," Miles said, clearly bothered. 

 "We know, we just got the brief from Kipper." 

 Who's feeding the intel on this?" 

 "Not me, that's for sure, probably Department of D efense, 

Perelli's lot." 
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 "Well he's going to have to call the NSC together on this. We 

have to slow this thing down before he gets us into  a shooting war. 

He's getting out of control." 

 "He's even dragged the Chinese and Russian ambassa dors over the 

coals." 

 "Christ, this is a disaster. I'm going to talk to the Chinese 

Ambassador myself, see if we can calm this down som e. Galen, make 

sure you close off all of those intelligence pipes,  we need to stop 

Blaire getting excited.  Hans, sit on top of the Si tuation Room.  Vet 

everything that comes in before it gets to the Pres ident." 

 Almost twelve hours had passed since they had lear ned of the 

discovery, sixteen hours since the actual event. 

 After just a few hours of sleep, Kipper was back i n the White 

House Situation Room, having relieved the standing Watch Officer. 

Jacoby was walking around like a caged lion watchin g everything that 

was going on. There was a lot of traffic from the C IA, but it was 

confused and looked to Kipper, deliberately disorga nized.  It took 

time to look through it all. At the end, none of it  was relevant or 

important.  

 The phone rang. It was Stringer; Kipper listened b ut said 

nothing, hanging up quickly. Jacoby was looking at him curiously. 

Minutes later he picked up the direct line to the P resident's office.   

 The phone only rang twice. "Yes?"   

 "We have a problem Mr. President," Kipper stated. Five minutes 

later he was in the Oval Office. Jacoby watched him  leave, 

suspicious. 

 

Security Council Meeting, the White 
House Cabinet Room. Goldschmidt gets canned. 
 

Members of the Security Council were arriving inclu ding General 

George Perelli who had been recalled urgently from the Pentagon. As 



277 | P a g e    

soon as the last was seated President Blaire nodded  for Kipper to 

begin the briefing. It took several minutes and cov ered the same 

information as previously but in greater detail. 

 "Take a seat Captain," the President said, "in cas e we have 

some questions." 

 "Aye Sir." 

 "With two large Chinese and Russian fleets sailing  south, the 

rest of the world is looking at us to see what we d o next.  All 

options are on the table.” the President stated. 

 "I don't think we should do anything," Goldschmidt  started in. 

"It was an election promise that we would not be ag gressive and would 

not resolve issues with force but diplomacy." 

 That was true, Blaire thought. 

 "I think we should order every combatant back into  port, on the 

ground, however it might be phrased, because every time we act, they 

react.  Anything we do that can be construed as agg ressive will just 

confirm in their minds we are back to our old trick s," Goldschmidt 

went on, his voice raised. "Can you blame them for what they are 

doing, they need oil as much as we do, perhaps more ? This 

Administration's goal was a strong China.  And this  current crisis is 

an opportunity to demonstrate we are not a threat."  

 The President crossed his arms. Despite what he th ought of 

Goldschmidt, there was a lot in what he said. Looki ng around the 

table, he could see many agreed. There was the prob lem he thought. He 

would have to face it head on; he could not run the  Administration 

with enemies inside the gates. "This situation is s till 

deteriorating; the Chinese and Russians have moment um and almost a 

year of planning and preparation on their side. The y have a plan. I 

think we should be concerned what that plan might b e; it is backed up 

by military forces that are either landed, in the S outhern Ocean or 

close by in places like Martin de Vivies." He paced , arms folded, 
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talking at the same time. "As you know, the atomic ice breaker 

Arktika has cut a 100 mile channel through the pack  ice into the 

French base at Dermont d'Urville. She is currently moored alongside 

their jetty. The French and Russians claim this is scientific co-

operation.  We think otherwise.  In addition to the  two southern 

airbases, we believe with absolute certainty they a re covertly 

inserting military teams and equipment onto the con tinent." He 

stopped walking for a moment. 

 "Mr. President, I assume by 'we' you mean yourself  and the 

Joint Chiefs of Staff? I haven't seen any intellige nce that might 

suggest this. Hans?" Jacoby shook his head. 

 "Nothing that we have seen either," Galen Miles ad ded. 

 The President stopped walking and turned slowly. H e looked at 

each of them. "Let me ask the question again, and I  want you to 

consider your answers carefully." The sudden change  in attitude took 

the three men by surprise. They looked nervously at  each other.  

 "Mr President!" Goldschmidt went on the attack. "W e are not in 

the business of inventing intelligence to satisfy p olicy goals." 

 "And I'm not suggesting you are."  He nodded to th e naval 

officer who handed him a thick folder. "But you hav e certainly been 

in the business of sweeping it under the rug," The three looked 

nervously at each other again, wondering where this  was going. Blaire 

removed a CD from the inside cover. "And of conspir ing to mislead the 

President of the United States." His face was sudde nly full of rage. 

"You all had a chance right now to come good. Inste ad, you 

demonstrated a keen desire to persist this illegal manipulation of 

the Presidency. I hereby advise that the Secretary of State, National 

Security Advisor and Director of the CIA are remove d from their 

posts." 
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 "What do you mean?" Goldschmidt said incredulously . "You can't 

do that!" The other two men's mouths were moving, b ut no sound came 

out. 

 "I also advise that you three are now under arrest  and will 

face charges of conspiring against the government a nd the people of 

the United States. These are serious charges!" He m otioned to the 

door. "Gunny!" 

 Goldschmidt's face went from red to white. The Gun nery Sergeant 

who had been standing outside, stepped into the roo m, saluted and 

marched purposely behind Goldschmidt's chair. Presi dent Blaire was 

well liked by the working White House staff and sec urity personnel.  

He knew most of them by name and took the time out to talk to them.  

Somehow, the man even knew the Gunnery Sergeants ki ds' names! While 

he didn't show it, the Gunny was enjoying watching President Damon 

Blaire kick some butt that needed it. Goldschmidt w as an ass wipe 

from hell. The gunny was followed by a small securi ty detail that in 

turn, stood behind the NSA and Director of CIA. The  men were stood 

up, and looking visibly shaken, removed from the ro om. 

 Blaire sat back down at the head of the table.  He  looked hard 

at the rest of the faces around the table. During a ll of this the 

Secretary of Defense had almost been invisible. Bla ire looked at him 

now. "I expect your resignation. While not guilty o f active 

deception, you were complicit in your knowledge and  not reporting it. 

The Secretary of Defense knew when it was a good ti me to leave. He 

didn't want to be in the same room as the other thr ee.  Without a 

word he stood up and left the room. That left just Blaire, Perelli, 

Kipper and the still nervous Chief of Staff, Larry Perkins. 

 "Larry, you can relax," Blaire said.  "It's over a nd you did 

the right thing." Even if I did have to scare the s hit out of you, he 

thought. It was Perkins who provided the dirt. 
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 "Vince, can you please get Stringer and Chauncey G ray in 

here?"' 

 "Aye Sir." 

 He waited until they were all in the room. "As you  can see, we 

are running short on Secretaries here. Given the ma gnitude of what 

has transpired, I can make no promises on how long this 

Administration will survive, so will understand if any of you decline 

what I am about to propose. We are in a crisis situ ation that 

dictates we have an Administration that can work to gether and make 

decisions. Vince, I would like you to fill in the N SA's position, can 

do?" 

 "Aye sir," Kipper said, completely taken by surpri se. 

 "Thank you. George?" turning next to the General. 

 "Yes sir."  

 "I want you to take the position of the Secretary of Defense. 

It means you will have to resign." 

 There was no hesitation. "Yes Sir, the Deputy Chie f of Staff is 

easily up to managing the role of CJC." 

 "Good. Chauncey, I want you to take the reins over  from Galen 

Miles and I want David Stringer as your deputy. In all future 

meetings involving this crisis, I want David here a s well.  All these 

positions are effective immediately. You all have t wenty minutes to 

make any adjustments back at your offices or home, and then I want 

you back here acting under your new posts." 

 Once they had left the room, Larry Perkins the Chi ef of Staff 

spoke up. "Mr. President, the Press is going to be all over you." 

 "I know." 

 "With your approval, I am working with Brady Fox t o manage the 

process, as well as how we manage the Party." Brady  was the White 

House Press Secretary. "He can be trusted," Perkins  added, knowing 

what the President must be thinking. Blaire nodded.   
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Twenty minutes later the meeting resumed.  

 "From what I can gather, this is the first time in  77 years 

that we cannot guarantee the outcome of a conventio nal armed conflict 

if we were resolved to press the issue. The Chinese  and Russians have 

not out spent us militarily.  But while our money w as going to 

support ground troops in Iraq and Afghanistan, ever y dollar they 

spent went to developing and deploying new defense systems.  Ships, 

aircraft, missiles, laser weapons, you name it; whi ch means we have 

become more and more dependent on our nuclear deter rent.  They know 

this as well. During his time in office, Finn and G oldschmidt gave 

Chinese and Russian defense officials highly sensit ive documents that 

completely exposed the backbone and deployment of o ur entire national 

and international defense apparatus. He showed them  exactly where to 

hit us and make it hurt. They are right now exploit ing this 

weakness." 

 "What does that mean?" Perkins asked, probably the  only person 

in the room not aware of the damage done to the U.S . defense force. 

 "Larry, it means for the moment they can continue to build up 

their defenses while we scramble to pick up the pie ces," Blaire 

answered.  

 Perelli picked up the thread. "Our active units we re so 

severely run down that it is not possible to genera te combat ready 

forces on a scale that could threaten the current S ino-Russian 

deployment," the General said.  "At the moment they  have run of the 

roost, but we are working on it." 

 Blaire continued. "The French and Germans are deep ly complicit 

in this scheme and have been deliberately blind-sid ing us.  The 

problem here is," the President added, "if they bel ieve we have 

decreased conventional capability, this will transl ate to us 

potentially resorting to nukes, which in turn will make them more 
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predisposed to using them.  They will most certainl y have deployed 

them. So not only could we get our ass kicked but w e could also start 

world war three." 

 "What the President says is correct. We can't affo rd to expose 

our forces to a fight they cannot win. We could end  up resorting to 

battlefield nukes in self-defense if it meant savin g thousands of our 

service people." 

 Blaire nodded in agreement. "If we ignore the trea ty or any 

current claim, and go in there with a carrier task force, we would 

simply legitimize the Chinese and Russian attempt t o invade the ice 

continent." It was, he thought, an invasion, even i f by stealth at 

this point. "We will look like the bad guys and pro bably start a 

war."   

 The Chief of Staff looked frustrated. "Neither can  we sit still 

while they seize the high ground and take the conti nent, and the 

oil," he added, "without some resistance." finally getting his head 

around the magnitude of the problem. Finn, he reali zed, had not just 

crippled the military, he had removed the country's  ability to 

negotiate, defend or influence its global interests . 

 "You are right," the President replied. "The balan ce of power 

is at the moment in their hands. The potential inte nt and the threat 

their southern forces present, in my view, constitu tes clear and 

present danger to U.S. and allied interests. But we  do have something 

of a game plan. Overnight we worked on a progressiv e strategy to 

hopefully neutralize at best, or slow any potential  aggression while 

legitimizing our potential ability to project defen sive assets into 

the region, when we are ready. We will invoke the A NZUS alliance at 

1800hrs today, requiring us to help protect the ter ritorial integrity 

of Kiwi and Australian claims on the ice.  Article IV of the 

Australia-New Zealand-United States (ANZUS) Treaty,  commits Australia 

and the United States to act to meet common threats . In the next few 
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hours we will release a public statement supporting  current claims 

even if we have none ourselves.  If we do not publi cly get behind and 

recognize these, it will be a green light to the Ch inese, Germans and 

Russians and every other man and his dog, that they  can go and do 

whatever they want in Antarctica, and opens up the possibility of 

taking unclaimed territory by defacto presence or f orce." The 

President looked to the CJCS. "The Secretary of Def ense will announce 

emergency funding to the military to cover any oper ational short 

falls.  Vince," The President looked over to the NS A. "Give George 

whatever help you can. We are way behind the eight ball on this." 
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CCHHAAPPTTEERR  SSEEVVEENN  
 

 

A ski equipped C-130 refuels on the ice 

 

Vostok Station 
Hamilton spies on Durnovo at the drill rig. 
 

VOSTOK STATION, ANTARCTICA. As Hamilton listened in tently, an almost 

imperceptible shadow crossed in front of him. It wa s cast by sunlight 

that had filtered weakly through the swirling ice p articles. He moved 

instinctively, the swinging pick handle slashed his  ear and buried 

itself loudly in the side of the cabin.  

 Inside the drill cabin, Durnovo jumped and yelled in surprise, 

looking at the tip of the pick that had penetrated the wall. 

 Outside, Hamilton's attacker pulled the pick free,  ready to 

strike again. Falling backwards, Brian clutched the  steel girder with 

one hand and swung both his legs, sweeping the othe r man's out from 

beneath him. They both fell over 45 feet to the pil ed snow beneath.  

Struggling to free themselves, the two men faced of f. The man with 

the pick lunged forward. In one clean movement, Bri an ducked, removed 
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a glove and slammed his palm into the attacker's ja w. As the 

attacker's head snapped backwards, Brian allowed th e body to fall 

back across his knee, using the momentum and bringi ng both his arms 

down hard at the same time. There was a sharp crack . "That's for Feng 

you bastard!" 

 Inside the rig, Durnovo ordered the other two men outside to 

investigate.  They both carried handguns. Fifty yar ds away, Brian 

dropped the limp body and pulled out a small pair o f infrared 

binoculars.  Through the white out, he could see tw o armed men 

rapidly descend the stairs, searching beneath the p latform.  There 

was no way they could see him yet. Using the Spetzn az pick, he 

quickly dug a shallow hole in the ice, pushing the body into it and 

covering it up.  He then moved rapidly in a wide pa th around the 

drill platform, navigating with his small GPS. He s topped and looked 

ahead. The two men were working their way through t he camp.  One 

stopped and walked back towards him. The white out was starting to 

fade.  He could see the shadows of buildings begin to appear. They 

would see him any moment. 

 

 

Media. Int.  

For Immediate Release 

Antarctic Crisis Deepens. 
By Vincent Gray, Media Int. Press Writer. 

 

November 27 1310 EST. The crisis over the oil discovery in the Antarctic has escalated dramatically with 

President Blaire seeking to censure the Chinese and Russian governments in the UN Security Council.   

 In sharp contrast to President Finn's foreign policy, the Blaire Administration has accused both China 

and Russia of recklessly increasing their military posture.  President Damon Blaire has asked both Russian and 

Chinese Presidents to recall naval assets that the U.S. assert are preparing to enter, or are already operating in, the 

Southern Ocean.  
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 President Vladimir Petrov stated that it was not the business of the U.S. to dictate where Russian forces 

trained and that Russia was entitled to use international waters just as the U.S. does. The Chinese Secretary 

General, Yuen Xinghua, was even less diplomatic, accusing Washington of attempting to hijack the oil discovery. 

 Adding to the pressure, the Australian Government has also advised the U.N. that it stood by its 

Antarctic claim, but would still work with other countries to find a solution that represented the interests of all 

parties that had a recognized and legitimate claim in the Antarctic continent.  It was clear in the preamble that the 

Australian Government did not believe that either Russia or China had any legitimate claim or interest to the 

potential oil resources or territory.  

End 

 
 

 

MOSCOW, THE KREMLIN. 

"What do you know of this Blaire fellow?" Petrov as ked,  

 "A lot, unfortunately," Sergey Nikolayevich Lebede v answered. 

 "What do you mean unfortunately?" 

 "Ex-military.  Perhaps even special ops." 

 "Shit. He will be on to us faster than a dog to a bitch on 

heat." 

 "Yes, my thoughts exactly." 

 "So, what exactly happened to Finn?" 

 "Don't know, still comatose." 

 "We were far better off with that fool Finn.  What  do you make 

of this ANZUS alliance?" 

 Lebedev shrugged. "It's a political ploy. They are  running out 

of options.  With the UN working on our side they a re stuck.  Their 

military, after Finn decimated it, is not what it u sed to be.  We 

have several years of preparation, the Americans ju st a few days." 

 Petrov still looked worried. "We just had the U.S.  bailed into 

a corner, now I fear they will come out fighting." 

 "This time we are ready Mr. President.  As we spea k, Popov is 

leading our nation's largest battle fleet south." 
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USS Greeneville, Heading Due West. 
Ordered to track the Shi Lang, fights the Akula. 
 

Once again the USS Greeneville was at flank speed, headed west and 

into the thick of a naval build up the size of whic h had not been 

seen in two centuries. In the officers' wardroom, t he Greeneville's 

Captain was going through another set of SUBCOMPAC' s orders.  

 "Our job now is to track the Shi Lang into the Sou thern Ocean. 

Seawolf has been recalled to the AOP and tasked to shadow two 

Sovremenny Class missile destroyers, the Hangzhou a nd Fuzhou."  There 

was instant reaction in the faces of his officers. "Yep, Sunburn 

missiles, sizzlers..and the rest.  The aircraft car rier, the Shi 

Lang, is the task force's centerpiece.  Some forwar d assets are 

already here, some of them we can assume to be subm arines - now 

looking for us. We expect the two groups will RV do wn here 

somewhere." He pointed to the overhead map.  "Other  usual suspects 

supporting the carrier are the latest PLAN destroye rs to roll out of 

the Jiangnan shipyards.  They are dedicated air def ense and AEW 

guided missile destroyers fitted with the phased-ar ray radar system 

similar to the U.S. Aegis, and possibly the vertica l launch system 

(VLS) for air defense missiles. Unconfirmed reports  suggest it could 

also be equipped with the HQ-9 long-range SAM, whic h they have been 

developing for years.  

 “You can assume they all have close-in weapon syst ems for 

short-range air defense. A 100mm single-barrel main  gun fitted on the 

front deck at least. A VLS is possibly located betw een the main 

superstructure and the main gun, and a second VLS i s located behind 

the funnel. 

 "Propulsion systems consist normally of two gas tu rbines and 

two indigenous diesels, I think we have most of the  tonals on 

record?" He looked at the XO who nodded. "The helic opter hanger at 
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the rear is big enough to accommodate two helicopte rs."  He looked up 

from his notes.  "In this case two Ka-28 Helix heli copters."  He 

paused. "And we have it on good authority their tor pedoes are kept 

warm."  He was referring to the Helix's heated torp edo bay, which 

ensured the reliability of weapons in low-temperatu re weather 

conditions.  "It wasn't previously known whether th e export version 

of the Russian helicopter had them. We can expect t he Shi Lang to 

have substantial protection from Kilos, Akulas, Typ e 093 Shangs and 

the older Han class.  Topside, in addition to the A SW helo support 

from the destroyer screen, the carrier has over 18 of its own helos, 

as well as strike fighters capable of delivering to rpedoes.  There is 

also the possibility of Tu-92 ASW support from the French Islands. 

 "At the same time we are to listen for other threa ts, 

especially other SSNs.  China, Russia, India and Fr ance all have the 

capability of putting boats in the water here.  Let 's look sharp."   

 The mention of the surface threats had piqued ever yone's 

attention levels.  The awesome threat that the two Sovremenny Class 

missile destroyers presented to the U.S. surface fo rce was not 

underestimated.  The air defense cruisers were obvi ously there to 

defend the Chinese carrier. Most likely the Hangzho u and Fuzhou, 

whose primary job was surface-to-surface, were ther e to take out 

carrier threats. 

 Scott headed back to the control room.  He was acu tely aware of 

the threat ahead of them and other attack submarine s. Greeneville was 

now at an ordered depth of 450 feet and could still  be reached by ELF 

- a slow, low frequency band of communications - in  the event of dire 

emergencies or changes of orders. He waited, watche d and hoped. 

 He didn't have to wait long.  The next message wou ld get 

everyone's attention. A Chinese Akula class submari ne was suspected 

in the area of operations. The Russian word for sha rk is akula. Akula 

was the designation given to the newest and most te chnologically 
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advanced attack submarine of the Russian Navy. The Akula class 

submarine was Russia's answer to the American Los A ngeles class fast-

attack subs. Common opinion held that Russian subma rines are noisy 

and technologically inferior to their American and British 

counterparts. Scott Turner however, knew what lay b ehind the 

traditional Russian veil of secrecy.  

 With the Akula, the former Soviet Union had caught  the U.S. in 

the undersea arms race.  That technology was now be ing steered by 

Chinese drivers. Soviet naval engineers designed Ak ula as the follow-

up to the Victor and Sierra classes to set a new st andard in stealth 

and serve as the vanguard of the modern Russian Nav y.  

 The Chinese Akula displaced 7500 tons surfaced and  9100 tons 

submerged, with a length of 340 feet and a beam of 42 feet. 

Propulsion was derived from a pressurized water rea ctor generating 

43,000-shaft horsepower. 

 The Akula used a double hull construction. The liv ing spaces, 

torpedo tubes, and most of the machinery existed wi thin the stronger 

inner hull. The ballast tanks and specially adapted  gear are located 

between the inner and outer hulls. Double hull cons truction 

dramatically increased the reserve buoyancy of the submarine by as 

much as three times over that of a single hull craf t. The greater 

capacity for absorbing enemy fire and still being c apable of reaching 

the surface must have had a very good effect on the  morale of the 80 

crewmen.  

 An Akula has a very distinctive profile: a broad b eam, sleek 

lines, and the conspicuous stern pod, which housed a hydrophonic 

towed array. Hull material is high-strength steel. Diving depth 

approached 1550 feet, possibly 10 percent more, pla cing the Akula 

ahead of the American Los Angeles class. The engine ers had taken 

great care to blend the sail into the hull producin g superior 

hydrodynamic qualities.  
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 Intelligence film revealed another powerful capabi lity. 

Parallel sections of small-diameter tubing running down the hull were 

thought to be a system that emitted a polymer subst ance, greatly 

enhancing underwater speeds under combat conditions . Capable of 

gunning as well as running, armed with four 533mm a nd four 650mm 

torpedo tubes, Akulas deployed twice as much ordnan ce as the 

Greeneville. Load out consisted of twenty SET 53 to rpedoes, four SS-

N-21 nuclear cruise missiles, four SS-N-15 nuclear torpedoes, and ten 

ultra-heavyweight SET 65 ASUW torpedoes. Both the S ET 53 and SET 65 

torpedoes were wire guided and possessed active, pa ssive, and wake-

homing capabilities. The SET 65 packed an 1800Lb pu nch, enough to 

take out a carrier with one unit.  

 Akulas were one of the most silent killers in the ocean.  

Turner couldn't allow any of these loose in the Sou thern Ocean. There 

was little chance of stumbling over this other boat  in the short 

term.  He wanted to find her quickly.  

 "Time to go fishing XO," Turner said. "Specificall y trawling, 

if you know what I mean." 

 Lieutenant Commander Jack Thompson smiled. He knew  exactly what 

he meant. "Aye sir." 

 An hour later, the Greeneville was almost drifting  through the 

water, the submarine and crew deadly silent. 

 "Conn sonar, weak contact!" The sonar supervisor c lassified 

them as coming from an Akula further to their west.  It had made the 

mistake of speeding up to pursue one of the Greenev ille's decoys.  

 The OOD reported the Akula to be coming into the o uter range of 

both the boat's weapons when Turner got a nasty sur prise. 

 "Conn sonar, Master Two is opening outer doors!" 

 Smart bastard, Turner thought. The Akula Captain k new it was a 

decoy.  He was following it back to shoot its paren t, but the 

Greeneville's Captain wasn't about to let that happ en. Turner had 
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manned battle stations torpedo. He didn't know whet her the Akula had 

seen him, but that didn't matter.  The small sonar on the decoy had 

helped the Greeneville develop a TMA (target motion  analysis) on 

Master Two. 

 "He's accelerating," sonar reported. "Fifty knots! " 

 Shit that was fast.  Fast enough to outrun one of his torpedoes 

Scott thought, but it was also stupid, the Akula fo r the moment would 

be deaf. "Make tubes one and two ready in all respe cts." Let him keep 

coming.  

 The Combat Systems Officer reported the course spe ed and range.  

 "Match sonar bearings and shoot, tubes one and two ."  

 The Combat Systems Officer reported "Tubes one and  two fired 

electrically." 

 "Conn, sonar, units from tubes one and two running  hot, 

straight and normal. Master Two has slowed, taking evasive action, 

noisemakers in the water. Torpedo in the water!" 

 The Akula driver had taken a snapshot. "Steer the weapons," the 

Captain ordered. 

 "Both units have acquired!" 

 "Cut the wires, shut the outer doors," Turner said  quickly. 

"Helm, Conn, all ahead flank steer 090 make your de pth 1300." 

 Helm confirmed and the Greeneville accelerated qui ckly away 

from the torpedo thrown at them in desperation. 

 

Canberra Australia. 
Brian returns from Antarctica and the drill rig fig ht. 
 

"He arrived back yesterday," The Australian Ministe r of Defense Brian 

Reed said 

 "What do we know?" the PM asked. 

 "That we were right. The drilling operation was pa rt of a 

larger operation, one important enough to kill peop le over." He 
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wondered whether he should tell him. "Hamilton had some problems with 

security." He explained what happened. 

 "Have the Chinese said anything?" 

 "Nope, that's the interesting part.  Brian was pre tty sure they 

would be three short on the morning roll call." 

 "Christ, were they suspicious?" 

 Reed shrugged. "Don’t know. I don’t think they rec ognized who 

they were dealing with when they tried to take Bria n out.  They will 

now though." 

 "Then he should go back." 

 The MoD looked surprised. "But they will suspect h im." 

 "Just the point, nothing like stirring the pot to find out 

what's on the bottom." 

 "I see your point," he said.  But maybe Hamilton w on't go back 

he thought.  Multilingual operatives with good fiel d capability were 

hard to find. There was no one as good as Hamilton.   When the Senate 

had shafted Hamilton they had done the country and the man a huge 

disservice.  

 

 

Sydney Australia. 
Meeting with Frank Cuppito Rosenbridge 
 

As soon as Hamilton had arrived back in Sydney from  his time on the 

ice, Rosenbridge had arranged a meeting.  It sounde d urgent, Frank 

Cuppito picked the restaurant, a habit of Frank's h e liked because 

the man had fine taste in cuisine and always knew t he best spots. 

 "Oh yeah, that's fantastic." Brian devoured anothe r Sydney rock 

oyster and topped it off with a sip of aged Jacobs Creek red wine. 

"So what's this all about, Frank?" He had to speak up because the 

next table was getting noisy. 
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 "Alex wants you to go back to check what these SOA R guys are 

telling us. They have told us there's a significant  increase in the 

levels of the magnetic anomaly you were checking ou t a few weeks 

ago." 

 "Why me? I just got back; I was bloody lucky to do  that." 

 "No one else wants to go down there at the moment.   There are a 

lot of rumours floating around about the Chinese an d Russians."  

 "You mean like what happened to Dr. Feng." 

 "Yes.  That, the oil strike and the military build  up.  It's 

all getting pretty scary for most folk. They haven' t said it 

officially, but they want everybody out of there th at isn't Russian, 

Chinese or on their side." 

 Hamilton admired the view of the Sydney Harbour Br idge.  It was 

midday with bright clear blue skies. The sparkling blue water was 

almost intoxicating, such a contrast to Vostok Stat ion. 

 They were seated in the Summit Restaurant, which r evolved 

slowly on top of the Sydney Central Tower. Frank Cu ppito worked for 

the Rosenbridge Foundation, which had hired Brian t o investigate 

magnetic anomalies in the Antarctic.  Hamilton thou ght they had some 

pretty hair-brained ideas, but it had been good mon ey without being 

shot at and it was what the Government wanted him t o do as well. 

Everybody had been happy. But now he had been kicke d in the teeth and 

shot at. 

 "It is getting scary Frank. For anyone." He finish ed off the 

last of the oysters. 

 "The fact is we think this will probably be our la st trip down 

there.  I can't bullshit you Brian; you know more a bout what's going 

on down there than I do." He paused fidgeting a lit tle with his 

napkin, looking out the huge windows. "Alex said he  would triple the 

contract fee for this trip. He knows it's riskier."  
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 Brian had been pouring another glass of red wine.  He put the 

bottle down slowly. "That's pretty serious money to  take a few 

readings." 

 "It is, but it's a pretty serious place." 

 That sort of money could be pretty useful right no w, Brian 

thought. "Alex is still chasing this elusive magnet ic gate then?" 

 "No," Frank said, his face straight. "Alex thinks he's found 

it." 

 

Canberra 
  

"This is as close as it gets to being scary, right? " the Australian 

Prime Minister asked.  "You've spoken to Morel?" Re ferring to General 

Morel Chief of Defence Forces. 

 "Yes. He agrees. It isn't the answer any of us wan ts though." 

 "Alright, give them whatever they need. This is no  time to go 

weak at the knees; the Chinese will sense that in a n instance."  

 "We are doing that Sir; I kind of figured you woul d say that." 

 The Prime Minister smiled.  The Australian General  had his 

number, he didn't mind. 

 

 

Washington DC 
  

"It's shaping up like this Sir," the new Secretary of Defense was 

saying.  "The Australians will face off the Chinese  in the Southern 

Ocean.  We provide what we can without looking dire ctly involved, at 

the same time we square off with the Russians somew here south of New 

Zealand. We hope that somewhere amongst this we can  pull off a 

diplomatic solution." 

 "Me too," the President said. 
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An SS-N-22 Sunburn  P270 Moskit being loaded onto Sovremenny class des troyer. The 
Moskit (3M80) is a ramjet-powered Mach 3 plus missi le designed specifically to strike 
ships with the Aegis command and weapon control sys tem and the SM-2 surface-to-air 
missile.  
 
The 3M82 "Mosquito" missiles have the fastest flyin g speed among all antiship missiles 
in today's world. It reaches Mach 3 at a high altit ude and its maximum low-altitude 
speed is M2.2, triple the speed of the American Har poon. The missile takes only 2 
minutes to cover its full range with 1-2 missiles r equired to incapacitate a 
destroyer. An extended range missile, 9M80E is now available300 kg semi-armor-piercing 
warhead 
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CCHHAAPPTTEERR  EEII GGHHTT  
 

 

The Taizhou (138) 

 

The Southern Ocean DDG 138 ���º���º���º���º  Taizhou 
December 2 0300 UTC / AEST Dec 2.  1351hrs. The Tai zhou Below the 
60th Parallel. 
 

Deep in the Southern Ocean, the captain of the Chin ese destroyer, the 

Taizhou (138), looked with distaste at the heavy se a. The main task 

force body was still a long way behind. 

 "Make your course nine zero west." 

 "Course nine zero west." 

 The ship heeled a little as she settled into her n ew heading.  

Its motion became more pronounced as she took the l arger swells to 

her port beam, the green water plunging over the fo rward decks. 

 "Course zero nine zero, 115 east by 60 south, twen ty knots." 

 The captain thanked the officer of the watch and r etired to his 

wardroom.  He was uncomfortable.  His ship was plun ging through 

another nation's territory without permission.  It might only be 

notional territory, but he was sure the Australians  didn't see it 

that way.  
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Kellyville, Sydney Australia. 
December 2, 0530hrs UTC AEST 1535hrs.  
 

It was Wednesday afternoon, the middle of another h ot summer day in a 

typical West Sydney suburb. Someone was banging at the front door.  

Not knocking, banging. At first he tried to ignore it, but whoever it 

was, was persistent. Lance Hamilton struggled out o f what had been an 

excellent siesta that should have lasted just that little bit longer. 

But the banging wouldn't stop.  

 In flip-flops, boxer shorts and singlet, he scuffe d his way to 

the front door.  The guy was still banging. He pull ed the door open. 

It was really bright and there was an RAAF MP stand ing on his front 

step. Lance could already see his next-door neighbo urs, both sides, 

coming out to see what the commotion was.   

 "What the fuck is this flap about? I have messages  on my home 

phone, mobile and email account. Why can't you call  someone else? 

Don't tell me I didn't pay my mess bill or somethin g?" He didn't 

think they arrested people now for not paying mess bills. 

 "No sir, nothing like that. The CAF wants to talk to you 

urgently sir.  Those were his orders." 

 "I'm very flattered, but doesn't he know I'm retir ed?" 

 The flight Sergeant was hesitant, looking for some thing to say. 

 "What if I don't want to go," Lance added.  "I'm a  civilian you 

know. That means I don't take orders from the RAAF anymore, and you 

don't have to call me Sir." 

 "He said you might say that Sir." 

 "Who said I would say that?" 

 "Air Marshall Norton Sir. He said you wouldn't com e easily." 

 "No, I don't come easily, and stop calling me Sir. " He thought 

perhaps he could have worded the first part a littl e better. 
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 "I'm afraid I have to Sir.  I have with me your ac tivation 

papers." He held the papers forward.  Lance Hamilto n snatched them 

from his hand. This was bullshit.  He quickly thumb ed through them.  

The Commander Australian Forces, Major General Davi d Morel, had 

signed the cover letter. The Flight Sergeant was ri ght.  The bastards 

had pulled him from the Active Reserve list. Squadr on Leader Lance 

Hamilton knew the rules.  It seemed he was back on the payroll 

whether he liked it or not. 

 "I have orders to take you to him now." 

 "Now!  Right now?" 

 "Yes Sir," he said speaking louder, the growing th ump of big 

rotor blades drowning him out. A shadow passed over  the house 

followed by the shape of a big MRH-90 helicopter. 

 Standing there in his knickers, clutching his pape rs, Lance 

found himself being sand blasted by the rotor wash from the big twin-

engine chopper as it touched down on his front lawn .  Good thing my 

lawn was big enough he thought, wonder what they wo uld have done 

otherwise?  Did they know he had a front lawn big e nough to land the 

damn thing? 

 The MP reached down to a duffle bag at his feet an d pulled out 

a flight suit and helmet.  "These are for you Sir."   Lance noticed 

that somewhere along the line, someone had found ti me to attach a 

Velcro wing and name patch. Nice touch. He climbed into them.  No 

point arguing. Less than two minutes later he was s tanding at the 

cockpit door of the NH90.   

 "Wrong side Sir!" the pilot yelled. "You need to g o round the 

other side." 

 Hamilton slowly shook his head.  The pilot finally  caught on.  

He looked into the back seat for help. The man in t he back jerked his 

head.  The pilot, a little disgusted, unbuckled and  walked around the 

other side to the co-pilot's seat. 
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 Hamilton climbed in, buckled up and plugged his mi ke in, 

flicking the internal comms switch to ON.  He looke d at the dejected 

pilot strapping back in on the right hand seat.  

 "I like to drive," he said simply. If they were go ing to drag 

his butt back into service like this, he would damn  well drive. 

 "Don't we all know that already," a voice said fro m the 

backseat.  

 Hamilton knew the owner of that voice; Group Capta in Laurie 

Wilkie, Officer Commanding 82 Wing, his old boss. H e twisted the 

throttle of the big twin turbines and pulled the co llective, kicked 

some rudder (tail rotor) in and pitched the nose ov er hard as she 

came off the ground, the blades almost trimming his  front lawn. 

 "You could have just sent a car Sir!" he said into  the mike. 

"Hell, I would have driven in myself eventually." 

 For a moment Wilkie said nothing.  Lance could see  him looking 

out the open doors from the rear seats. "Wish we ha d time for that 

Lance." The banter in the voice was gone. "I'm afra id it's time we 

all earned our combat pay." 

 "Where are we going?" 

 "HQJOC." The Pilot had suddenly figured out who th e man was 

that had taken his seat, his initial irritation eva porated.  He 

smiled. "No need to call Sydney Traffic Control eit her.  We are 

cleared all the way through! We can go wherever we like. Air Traffic 

Control has been ordered to keep everyone else out of our way." This 

must be really important. 

 HQJOC was the Joint Operational Command Head Quart ers located 

in Bungendore New South Wales. Hamilton banked the chopper hard into 

a new heading that would cut through air space norm ally heavily 

congested with civilian traffic. Something really m ust be up. He 

pointed the nose in a straight line that would take  them to the JOC, 
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his curiosity gauge deep in the red zone as he wond ered what the hell 

was going on. 

  

HQJOC Head Quarters Joint Operational Command. 
Lance at HQ getting his new orders and being briefe d. 
  

"Sir, with all due respect, I don't know what it is  you want but I 

was actually enjoying retirement." 

 "The accident still bugging you?" Air Marshall Joh n Norton 

asked as if he hadn’t heard what Lance had just sai d.. 

 Hamilton said nothing. 

 "We have a job for the F-111," Norton continued. 

 That took Hamilton by surprise. "I thought they we re all struck 

off the register." 

 "Up until a few minutes ago, yes." He threw a thic k file on the 

table.  "The Chinese destroyer Taizhou is currently  steaming in our 

Southern Ocean territory. The government is trying diplomatic 

channels to convince the Chinese to move the vessel  out of our 

waters.  Not far behind is the main fleet, heading straight for the 

60th parallel as well. At the same time they are mu scling their way 

around Vostok Station and beefing up their other st ations. Our own 

intelligence estimate suggests they will ignore dip lomatic efforts 

and that we will need better persuasion methods.  W e want to surprise 

them, send them a message." He tapped the folder. " We want you to 

prepare a mission, put your bonedome back on and le ad it. Wilkie will 

fill you in on the rest.” Lance Hamilton sat there,  his wide mouth 

open, completely lost for words.  

 Outside the room, the Chief of Air Force quickly c onsulted the 

82nd Wing Commander. "What do you think Laurie?  Ca n we get those 

birds operational?" 


