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In the spring of 1949 from lower Virginia to the Alabama Gulf
Coast, it rained. Those who had heard the sirens were still alive. Those
who fled the floodwaters born from once slow-flowing creeks were
saved.Those who paid it no mind were now lost, or maybe alone on
this night, praying to stay alive.
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Chapter 1

Rain, Rain, Go Away,
Come Again Another Day
Josh sat in the Civil Defense’s headquarters and had no idea as to
what he would do next. Sitting there, he watched through swollen,
darkened eyes as the Red Cross volunteers continued to work around
the clock, bringing in food and water. Things right now were insane to
him and to all those who sat around him staring blankly into the bare
floor. They were wondering what life would be like when it all came
to an end. It had been raining—torrential, miserable cold wet rain for
the last four months. It seemed as if the rain was never going to end.
He had already lost his house, his crops in the fields, and his livestock
as he watched it all wash away one day right before he himself was
rescued. His mother and father are still listed among the missing. No
one could figure out why God was punishing everyone.
While not more than a hundred miles north in a comfortable office sat four men discussing how effective they had been in making it
rain. With smiles showing on everyone’s faces, they raised their glasses
and toasted with a twenty-year-old scotch whisky. After the toast was
done and the last drop drained from their glasses, one man turned to
the others and said, “Gentleman, I am so glad that you have come to
see the value of my needs. After this lovely rainy episode, I must surely
get the full support of both the Senate and the Congress in making my
promises come true.”
A small statured man, a senator from Tennessee whose teeth
were stained yellow from years spent smoking his father’s crops, said,
“Yes, sir, we will have subsidies for the farmer, and it will start with
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the tobacco industry, by God, it will, and I have only to thank you,
gentleman.”
“My pleasure, Senator, it was our first real test, gentleman, and
it has surpassed our greatest expectations, I would say.” The speaker
was the president and CEO of H.T. Wetco, a growing company who
had discovered a way to ensure that cloud seeding could be done with
the right delivery system. One of their scientists, a young man named
Beach, had made the discovery, and now they could take this all the
way to the bank. This was what made the day so special and brought
smiles to the faces of everyone in the room.
A US Army general sitting in the chair next to the window taking
all of this in now stood and said, “If I may have your undivided attention, gentleman, I have a question to ask, if I may? Right now it has been
raining cats and dogs for months, and as we have achieved our goal, of
course the military is going to buy the sole rights to this. But my question still needs to be asked, which is exactly how do we get it to stop?”
“Not a problem, general, rest assured that we have already put that
into motion as we sit here. It’ll all be over in a few days, next time
they see rain, it will be when God provides it.” This came from H.T.
Wetco’s chief operating officer, Ted Hammond.
After all was said and done and when the celebration had come
to a close, sitting alone in the same room they had just used for the
celebration, General Margate turned and looked at Bob Thurston, the
real man at H.T. Wetco. He said, “Ya know as well as I do, Bob, that
what I am about to say cannot leave this room.” Turning more to his
left and looking directly at the general, Bob Thurston could almost
read his mind. He knew what the general was on the verge of saying,
and he wholeheartedly agreed with him. And as bad as others may
think of this, he knew that it was the only way to keep a secret a secret.
The general, sensing this, said, “I can send a couple of good men down
there to take care of it and you take care of it on your end as well. We
cannot afford this to ever ruin a good thing now, can we, Bob?”
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“No, you’re right general, and I have a way of making that change
as well.”
Smiling now, Bob Thurston and General Margate loaded up the
glasses one more time—hell, no sense in making good Scotch go weak.
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Chapter 2

It Begins
Darkness was just settling in over Gatlinburg, Tennessee. On cool
nights like this when the mists come boiling down off of the Smokey’s,
you can’t see ten feet in front of you. Maybe driving so fast wasn’t the
best thing to do, thought Boris, but running out of gas wasn’t an option either. Right now they needed gas or this whole mission would
be lost, and that was not acceptable. So driving fast on this winding
dark road that disappears on every turn had to be done, and so far,
Alex was handling this car like the expert he claimed to be. Dusty old
roads, you’d have thought someone would have taken the time to have
paved some of these back roads by now. After all, it is 1949. But the
dirt and trailing dust cloud the car made continued to follow them
along the winding and often narrow and bumpy way, it would seem an
eternity before they would see some sign of life. Then going around
another one of these endless blind corners, maybe salvation was at
hand for there in the middle of a field was light. Drawing closer, they
could see it was a general store and most sell gas. It looked abandoned
sitting there alone out in the middle of nowhere. Shaking his head,
Boris thought not only wasn’t the roads paved, but by the shabby looks
of most places they’ve seen, maybe in this entire state, there was not
a bucket of paint for sale. It looked as if everything was in dire need
for some paint. As the car pulled into the lane leading to the store,
Boris continued his silent personal lament on the ugliness of the state.
Especially this sad-looking place someone had the nerve to call a store.
Even in darkness, the clapboards were gray and in disrepair. Outside, a
single stuttering clear bulb fought valiantly to remain lit above the gas
pump. Its light almost lost to the moths and bugs struggling with each
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other for the right to die against the burning glass. The only other light
spilled out an opened front door fighting back a darkness that seemed
to paint the entire area black. No light, however, would ever escape
from the dirty brown windows that seem to have grown out the sides
of this shanty. Like dark stains on an already-dirty shirt.
As the car pulled next to the pump, they both felt some relief
knowing that they might yet get to where they had to be on this night,
easing an anxiety they both started to feel in the last few miles. Alex
had forgotten to fill it right to the brim before they left Memphis.
Boris now thought of all the stupid things to possibly have gone wrong,
and it would have been to run out of gas. He would take care of this
potential problem later. As far as he was concerned, Alex was a waste.
He was certain he could have done the job on his own. But right now,
he needed to fix one problem at a time; first get gas, then directions,
and move on. He had a job to do this night, and not even Alex would
get in his way.
Stepping out of the car and walking around to the driver’s side,
Boris said, “Fill it up, I’ll go in and pay.” As soon as Boris was clear of
the door, Alex stepped out and started to stretch an already-aching
back as he called out, “See if they have any candy, will you. I can use
something sweet right now and get me a Coke.”
Alex Brandt had just been recruited by a mutual friend to come
to this flea-bitten state to help with a “special” job. Although he really
had no idea as to whom Boris was, seeing how it all had happened so
quickly.Yet that didn’t matter; he had been sought out, recruited, and
well paid. Just to help eliminate someone who was a potential threat
to this country. It seems as if a certain person now living in Tennessee
was a communist leader living here in secret. Alex knew this needed
to be handled before he could influence the people in the area that
the American government was ignorant of their needs and communism was the way of the future. So signing on for this job was easy.
Especially after seeing what had happened in Europe at the end of the
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war with those damn Russians. Even he had killed a few Russians “accidentally on purpose” because of the way they tried to rape and kill
innocent Germans at the close of the war. Killing communists and
Germans during the war was easy for him. Now this lousy bastard
living in Tennessee, of all places, will become just another number to
him. Suddenly his thoughts were shattered as a shot rang out, breaking a soft hum that had been present. The night cries of the crickets
went silent as well, and the air became full of electricity as Alex’s
nerves wanted to burst through his skin. He knew immediately that
the sudden lack of noise just served to heighten his awareness of his
surroundings. Alex killed people for a living now, and that was why he
was here tonight in this backward place. Quickly crouching down, he
scanned the area for any signs of someone who would come running
to the shanty to see what had just happened. Then just as suddenly as
it had started, it ended. He could hear the chirping once more of field
crickets, and the eerie hum once again filled his ears.
“Alex! Alex!” Boris was trying to whisper loudly, “Get in here
now!” Getting up from his spot behind the car, Alex walked to the
front steps leading up into the shanty, and in two short leaps, he was
at the front door. Peering inside, a smile crossed his face followed by
a chuckle. Dead on the floor was some man of forty years lying as if
he was fast asleep. As a pool of blood was now forming around his
still body. The blood seemed to be extremely bright red, brighter than
normal, he thought. Then it dawned on him that against this ugly, dirty
floor, the pool of blood still gathering only made it seem brighter.
Laughing out loud, Alex said, “What the hell, man, why’d ya shoot
the guy?”
Giving Alex a stern look, Boris replied, “I had to look at a map to
see where the hell we are! I had to find out if we’re anywhere close to
where we have to be. Damn it all, it turns out we’re miles from our
target. We missed our turn about three miles back.” Now pointing at
the man lying there, he continued, “The jackass here said the sign must
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be down again. So after he told me the way to go, I had to make sure
this hillbilly didn’t remember me asking for directions. Besides, he
had no change anyway for my twenty, and all I have is twenties. Take
the soda and get me one as well, and grab some food. I’ll drive the
car now, so hurry up and let’s get the hell out of here.” Turning, Boris
walked out the front door, leaving it wide open as light once again
spilled across wooden steps leading to the dirt at its bottom. Showing
the warped gray-stained wooden steps that would need repairs soon
before they collapsed as would the rest of this pile of scrap wood, he
thought.
Finding the house had been easy enough once they had found the
dirt road that led them off the main road. Boris couldn’t wait to get
out of this state. Turning off the lights and the car’s engine to slow it
down, the car crawled to a stop in the driveway that led down to the
cabin.
Crawling up to the side of the cabin, Boris couldn’t hear any noise
coming from inside. It was now three-thirty in the morning and the
job for all intents and purposes should have been done long ago. But
that idiot had missed a turn and they almost had run out of gas. So
here he was at this ungodly hour looking for a way in before the senator would wake up to take his nightly piss. The window slid opened
easily as Boris stepped over the sill and into the room. Closing the
window, Boris walked over to the front door and opened it for Alex.
Silently in darkness, Boris and Alex crept down the hall. What could
not happen now was to knock something off of one of the many tables
that lined the hall. Locating the back bedroom on the first floor, they
each knew that it was the critical time, for what they came to do had
to be done quickly and quietly—open the door, walk to the sides of
the bed, do the job in unison, walk the hell out of there. As planned,
they were barefooted as they quietly crept to the bed. Alex to the left
side and Boris to the right, already in their hands was a tool of their
trade—a choking wire made of steel. It looked like a piece of barbed
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wire wrapped between hard rubber handles. As the spikes would go
into their fleshy throats, only a gargle would escape, never giving one
the chance to yell out and warn the other. Stopping in place, then
nodding to each other, they proceeded to press the coated bracelets
straight down. With each man weighing over two hundred pounds,
both men easily used their body weight to help provide extra leverage
and pressure. Silently they killed the senator and his girlfriend. The
senator’s wife wasn’t there as she would have been lying right next
to her husband. Because the young woman now lay dying under the
pressure applied to her neck was in shock as she stared up at a smiling Alex, she couldn’t have been older than twenty-five. Wow, what a
looker, he thought, then just as fast, his thoughts turned to the fun he
had missed out by killing her so quickly, thinking maybe next time he
should look first.
Boris had already made up his mind as to what would happen next.
As Alex walked by him to go get their shoes, Boris reached out, and
wrapping his left arm around Alex’s neck, he put the dagger deep into his
side.Turning and twisting the blade so it went right up and into the heart
was when Boris made a slashing move. A move to make sure that when
Alex hit the floor, he would be dead; and as if on cue, Alex slumped and
fell to the floor thinking he should have known better. Next Boris would
lay the naked bodies out so when they were found charred; it would
look as if they had a great time together before the fire had taken their
lives. He never knew that dead people could weigh so damn much. Oh,
he had his share of killing people, but Boris couldn’t remember having to
set them up as puppets. This was like work, he thought. Boris knew that
there wasn’t a lot of time left before daybreak would find itself rising
over these hills.With local people moving about, someone was bound to
spot the fire, even if the cabin was set well back on yet another dirt road
in these woods. Pouring pine pitch around the bedroom and throughout
the hall and back into the kitchen, Boris lit the candles and threw them
into the bedroom.
S8S

OPERATION SEEDING

“Good-bye, Alex, have a great time in hell.” And with that said, a
smiling and exhausted Boris walked out the front door. The drive back
to Washington DC would be long, but if he got a room somewhere
outside Memphis, he should be well rested when he went to get the
rest of his cash.
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