
ARMY

The British Empire had been trying for decades to gain a foothold in this strategic
Arabian Peninsula and the bottleneck area for three continents, the entire area east of and
including the ancient Roman Palestine. Yet, the Turks with their grinding, ruthless
Moslem zeal had proved formidable adversaries for generations and exercised strict
control over the entire area. Highest authorities in Her Majesty's royal government had
decided long ago that this stranglehold must be and would be broken.

Dozens of stories of adventure and intrigue were woven together in numerous attempts
to free up this valuable place for British interests, as well as that of other "Christian"
Western nations. Many lives were lost and hidden forever beneath the sands in spite of
great courage and boldness. Tribal and clan bonds united by obedience to Allah and the
Koran placed treachery and ultimate failure in the face of countless plans to create some
kind of crack in the Ottoman resolve to grip the whole region. Several attempts were
made to pit one tribal nation against another, to create desperate need and vulnerability
opening the door for British aid and influence to gain that vital foothold. Most ended in
muted disaster with savage backlashes. One however, seemed to make a bit of
difference. This particular effort is expressed in the vivid memories of those few who
walked away, fortunate to be able to lay their weapons down after the bleak success of
their battle. They were part of the group called the legendary "Army".

They were specially trained in a way of war that was more art than mere war. The
regiment was a closely guarded secret with very little information given to outsiders,
even family members. Just as their tasks were unique, so were they tailored in
unconventional styles unlike any of the traditional soldiers of the Crown. Their tactics
were kept loose and free flowing, adapted to whatever culture and environment would
become the "war zone". They were like a large mobile and covert army, kept secret and
poised until they sprung for whatever mission or attack was planned. The element of
stealth and precision was their calling card. A very "efficient killing machine", one
person high in the government inner circle once admitted!

Nevertheless, when an especially difficult mission was faced, with British interests at
stake, this phantom regiment was the first to be sent into the circumstance, no matter how
perilous. The risk was challenged boldly by the unusual level of heightened training;
confidence rolled from each soldier's fingertips. They were highly fluid, their ingenuity
under fire was matched by an inbred tenacity and single minded purpose. And these were
all taxed to the limit and beyond in this special mission for "the Army" code named
"Blue Star".

The details were worked out in London at the War College with many closed sessions
involving only a handful of the top commanders along with a secret few from the War
Department. At the appropriate time, the ranks of local command themselves would find
out exactly what each needed to know and nothing more. In the meantime the forces
were involved in long term exercises at a North African country quietly sympathetic to
Britain and abounding in desert terrain with many miles of isolated coastlines. The
nearly one thousand soldiers plus support staff were building up tremendous endurance
and stamina with forced swims and all night desert runs ending in practice fighting at
both mock villages and mountain terrain. Those chosen finally for the mission would be
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selected through this grueling process. Several men were lost during survival exercises
and were buried where they fell. Training and disciplined minds were brought to the
utmost conditioned peak and demanded everything from the individual, as well as
refined, complete teamwork. Each person knew the real action would probably be worse
than what they now tasted, so they zealously pushed themselves beyond understanding,
beyond human limits.

When the orders from higher up the food chain finally came down to the local
command, it was hungrily received. At formal meetings the plan with all the imagined
contingencies was plainly laid out. Each man listened intently as his life clearly
depended on how well he grasped the challenges and how well he executed his portion.
He also knew what he did or did not do could cost the life of the soldier standing or
sitting right next to him. Each soldier affected all the others. They were more than a
unit; they were a body. Finally the many months of obedient training made sense to
them. Their objective was to capture and neutralize the defenses of a strategic coastal
city and to establish a garrison and a port for the flow of British soldiers and supplies to
the vital Southern area. A loose but strong and cagey Moslem army had to be driven out.
The Turks were well established, but had to be rooted out and cut off in a swift and
violent assault on the port defenses including the guard encampments that ringed the city.
The plan depended on complete surprise and the crosscurrents of diversions at both the
eastern and northern edges of the city to confuse and draw out the internal security forces.
The local leaders had to believe a simmering tribal or clan rebellion from the north had
suddenly heated up.

The bulk of the crack troops, these elite commandos, would let down in dozens of small
boats from troop transport ships anchored just over the horizon. Many of them were
dressed in local native clothing and had learned just enough of the local dialect to handle
surprise encounters and to shout out basic orders. Of the nearly five hundred well armed
men, a small contingent of about thirty were to be set ashore north of the main city center
For the diversion while the bulk landed far to the south. A second small force would
break off for the eastern diversion of hit and run attacks as well as demolitions with the
explosives they carried. The main body of men was to move quickly up the coast and
attack from the south using the cover of darkness after all the diversions were executed.

The southern encampments would first be neutralized and then the port center itself
would be swiftly captured. On the heels of those successes two prongs would seek out
the remaining Turkish elements securing the entire perimeter. With borrowed horses and
camels, patrols would scour the surrounding desert for stragglers or scouts or anyone
trying to carry word of the attack to the regional Ottoman command. Swift and decisive,
the orders were to leave no survivors among the city's defenders. Lt. Colonel Lewis,
seasoned during his early years in the Egyptian campaigns, would lead the push of the
ground. Like any good commander he mulled over the many expected surprises of the
enemy, working through every possible option with his officers coordinating their minds
and attitudes firming up the plan with all possible offshoots. The day before the ships
finally let down their boats was the most difficult for him.

On the other hand, Sergeant Tomkins, was riveted with confidence in leading his men.
They had faced greater struggles, greater obstacles and had fared well indeed bringing
each difficult mission to completion. This, he believed, would end the same. And he
conveyed that assurance to the men. He placed the highest demands on them for
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excellence in attitude, in performance, and in that quality of forceful ingenuity that never
gave up. They would more than survive an operation such as Blue Star. He expected
each soldier to experience his own boot pressing down upon the neck of the enemy.
When the boats eventually were lowered from the ships, Tomkins knew the northern
patrol was already on shore, their boats anchored and sunk according to plan. They
would slip into position by the time the main force made the beach.

The waves lapped against the ship mixing with the quiet whispers ofthe men as they
headed to final staging. Colonel Lewis sat amazed at the beauty of the night sky
brilliantly lit up and remembered for a moment the skies above Scotland and imagined
his own family looking up as well. The warships would hang back until they received the
proper sequence of signals to move into the port area with their guns ready. Until they
got those flares, they would not budge, their commanders patient for the entire plan to
unfold even if it took unexpected time.

As the small boats made for the shore in several waves, little could be heard other than
the ocean stirrings washing the shore muffling the rhythmic pull of oars as they got closer
and closer. Each man was at a razor's edge ready for anything and everything, yet
hoping for a smooth, silent transition. Finally, when they got to shallower water, two
men jumped out of each boat to position it for the rest to slip out holding weapons and
gear above their heads. Scouts who went ashore the night before had relayed back
reports of light positions set up just beyond the beach with a larger encampment closer to
the city. Those skilled with knives were to quickly silence these enemy pockets while the
bulk of the men poised to execute the plan. Colonel Lewis always hated these first
minutes of vulnerability while they washed ashore. Everything could go either right or
wrong in this highly critical first phase; he had seen both happen too often. It could get
ugly fast.

Nevertheless, all the men waded ashore quickly, the boats were anchored and sunk and
each squad assembled while running through quick equipment checks. The eastern
diversion team headed off for their appointment. Those first ashore returned to give
assurance that the beach was all clear. Contact was made at only two locations with four
dead Turk soldiers resulting. It was all going relatively smooth and efficient thus far.
Yet, Tomkins kept feeling his insides churning! He thought it must be adrenaline, but it
kept intensifying as an inner sense. An ominous type of intuition built up. He kept his
men fully alert, each with his guard up and ready. Just then faint rumbles could be heard
coming from the northern sector far up the coast. The sounds gave a lift of excitement.
The operation was unfolding. Within twenty minutes eastern rumbles were to go off
triggering their main assault from the south beach. It was all to happen quickly like a
storm moving in from the sea, sudden, violent and precise.

Just then shots rang out from the sea! A few volleys at first, then dozens, then
hundreds! They were taking fire in a totally unexpected move. Several of the
commandos fell dead in the sand. Somehow they had been exposed or even worse-
betrayed. From the muzzle flashes, a swarm of small boats could be discerned coming at
them along the coast. They returned fife as best they could while trying to set up some
kind of perimeter for their next move. About then rifle fire opened up from sand dunes to
the rear. They were caught in a nightmarish crossfire even as they dug into the sand.
Many were hit including Lewis.
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