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Operation	Groundhog
The	following	document	is	strictly	confidential.	The	information	and	actions	are
to	be	followed	through	when	the	official	term	“groundhog”	is	spoken.	When	this
word	 is	 spoken,	 these	 specific	 orders	 are	 to	 be	 done	 immediately	without	 any
hesitations	or	questions.	These	actions	are	to	be	carried	out	quickly	and	quietly.
Upon	 completion	 of	 these	 actions,	 you	 are	 to	 return	 immediately	 to	 Kenny
Cartwright’s	 house	 to	 report	 everything.	 Your	 specific	 duties	 for	 Operation
Groundhog	will	 take	 you	 no	more	 than	 six	minutes	 and	 forty-five	 seconds	 to
complete	 fully.	 You	must	 know	 that	 not	 completing	 your	 specific	 duties	 may
result	in	our	defeat.

Collect	 all	 green	 tomatoes	 from	 the	 three	 holes	 in	 the	 ground.	Using	 the
bucket	assigned	to	you	put	the	tomatoes	from	the	holes	into	the	bucket.
Cover	their	holes	back	again	so	that	it	looks	exactly	how	they	left	it.	This	is
important	as	we	don't	want	them	to	know	we	had	been	there.
Climb	 to	 the	 top	 of	 the	 tree	 platforms	 located	 to	 the	 north	 and	 northwest
points	of	the	yard.	The	trees	have	already	been	identified	to	you.
Climb	 to	 the	platform	and	 remove	all	 items	you	 find.	Take	 items	and	put
them	into	the	bucket	you	have	been	assigned.
Climb	back	down	and	immediately	remove	the	ladder	from	the	tree.
Dispose	of	ladder	by	sliding	it	down	the	bank.	Make	sure	it	is	out	of	reach
so	that	it	will	not	be	retrieved	by	the	enemy.
Check	and	make	sure	you	left	no	footprints	or	any	other	sign	that	you	have
been	there.
Take	buckets	used	during	the	operation	and	stack	them	behind	the	garbage
barrels	located	on	the	west	side	of	the	garage.

Make	sure	to	check	the	map	for	your	assigned	route	for	entering	and	exiting.
You	will	see	on	the	map	that	the	neighbors	directly	to	the	West	have	two	dogs.
They	 have	 good	 noses	 and	 can	 smell	 you	 before	 they	 see	 or	 hear	 you.	Move
quickly	and	make	sure	the	wind	is	heading	west	before	entering	the	area.

Remember	that	this	mission	is	important	to	our	future.	Upon	completion	of
Operation	Groundhog,	we	will	present	Timothy	Shaw	with	a	ceasefire	treaty.	If
he	 doesn't	 accept,	 you	 will	 be	 notified	 and	 Operation	 Night	 Ghost	 will	 start
immediately.	Good	luck.

I	 __________________________________,	 do	 hereby	 solemnly	 swear	 to
complete,	 to	 the	 best	 of	 my	 abilities,	 the	 orders	 given	 to	 me	 for	 Operation



A	Foreword	of	Four	Words
“We	can’t	give	up.”

All	of	us	were	there	on	that	fateful	July	evening	including	me,	Rich	Unkel

The	 way	 it	 ended	 wasn’t	 at	 all	 like	 the	 day	 began.	 A	 constant	 swirling	 of
eagerness	of	what	was	to	be	and	what	was	about	to	erupt.	It	lay	unsettled	in	my
stomach.	It	was	almost	as	bad	as	the	day	I	ate	too	many	sausages	at	the	County
Fair.	 Much	 was	 still	 unknown.	 I	 would	 have	 felt	 more	 comfortable	 at	 the
doctor’s	office	getting	a	sharp	needle	in	my	arm.	There	would	be	a	moment	of
stillness	 only	 to	 be	 followed	 by	 the	 severe	 sting	 of	 reality	 that	 trailed	 off	 into
worry.

I	had	to	be	confident	that	we	were	all	prepared	and	well	trained	for	the	day.
We	 had	 the	 necessary	 steps	 and	 plan	 to	 cover	 any	 and	 all	 possible	 strikes.
Preparing	 for	 the	 worst	 but	 hoping	 for	 the	 best	 was	 wearing	 thin.	 The
anticipation	of	“the	worst”	was	ruling	over	me.

It	was	all	like	a	jigsaw	picture	puzzle.	The	best	part	was	when	the	puzzle	was
finally	done	and	completed.	We	always	enjoy	or	feel	a	sense	of	relief	when	we
get	that	last	piece	in	place.	This	puzzle	didn’t	bring	about	those	feelings.	There
were	many	pieces	missing	and	I	didn’t	have	the	big	picture	on	the	box	to	look	at.

Some	of	the	events	are	a	blur,	kind	of	compared	to	when	you	see	or	are	in	a
car	accident.	Everything	happens	so	fast,	it	takes	several	replays	in	your	mind	to
make	sense	of	 it	all.	 I	am	sure	I	 left	out	 tidbits	and	pieces	of	 the	actions	I	had
observed,	participated	in,	and	feelings	that	had	overwhelmed	me.	My	account	of
these	things	is	just	that,	mine.	Kenny’s	version	of	these	events	might	have	been
completely	different.

My	 hope	was	 that	 he	 did	 not	 feel	 the	 same	 feelings	 that	 I	 did.	 I	wouldn’t
want	 that	 for	 anyone.	 Part	 of	 me	 wishes	 that	 you	 were	 there.	 I	 am	 sure	 you
would	have	done	things	differently.	I	could	have	used	your	help.	Don’t	replicate
any	of	 the	 events	 that	 you	 are	 about	 to	 read.	That	wouldn’t	 be	 cool.	They	 are
history	for	a	reason,	to	hopefully	never	be	relived.

In	 life,	 we	 can’t	 always	 know	 everything.	 Sometimes,	 we	 think	 we	 feel
everything.	When,	in	reality,	we	don’t.	Some	things	are	not	for	us	to	understand
either.	War	is	one	of	them.



‘Praylude’	to	War
“We	cannot	defend	freedom	abroad	by	deserting	it	at	home.”

Edward	R.	Murrow

My	parents	were	out	for	dinner	and	my	sisters	were	in	charge.	They	seemed	to
be	extraordinarily	pleasant	to	me.	I	tried	my	best	to	act	like	“business	as	usual.”
We	knew	it	was	going	to	be	tonight	but	didn’t	speak	a	word	of	it.

“We	are	having	some	friends	over,”	they	told	me.
Inside,	 all	 alarms	 went	 off,	 but	 I	 remained	 calm	 and	 acted	 like	 I	 wasn’t

interested	in	what	they	were	saying.
“Huh?	What	did	you	say?	I	wasn’t	 listening,”	I	purposely	said	 to	make	my

sister	think	I	was	in	a	daze.
It	felt	 like	the	times	when	we	would	be	driving	to	the	dentist	and	my	mom

would	tell	me	I	was	going	to	get	drilled	and	filled.	I	would	try	to	be	calm	and	not
reveal	my	inner	 terror.	My	words	were	peaceful	for	 the	outsiders	 to	hear,	but	I
felt	like	I	just	stuck	my	foot	in	a	bear	trap.

Trying	to	be	under	control,	with	all	normality	as	possible,	I	casually	picked
up	the	phone	and	called	Kenny.	“What	are	you	doing	tonight?”	I	asked	in	a	very
ordinary	 voice.	 “Did	 you	 buy	 the	 videogame	Operation	Groundhog,	Kenny?	 I
asked	 in	 a	 normal	 tone.	He	 didn’t	 reply.	He	 just	 hung	 up	 and	 got	 busy.	 “OK,
Ken.	 Talk	 to	 you	 later,”	 I	 replied	 into	 a	 dial	 tone	 just	 in	 case	 someone	 was
listening.	Hanging	 the	phone	up	slowly,	 I	coolly	walked	away	and	 retreated	 to
my	room	closing	the	door.

Wow,	I	had	called	him	Ken.	I	had	never	done	that	before.	I	darted	my	eyes
back	and	forth	at	myself	in	the	bedroom	mirror.	Looking	closely,	noticing	all	the
details	on	my	 face,	 and	 realizing,	 I	was	changing.	 It	made	 sense.	Things	were
serious	now	and	it	was	time	to	grow	up.	Kenny	needed	to	know	that	I	wasn’t	the
same	kid	who	pushed	him	down	 the	hang-gliding	hill	 on	Woody.	Plus,	 saying
Kenny	took	twice	as	long	to	say	as	Ken.	Two	syllables	verses	one.	It	was	time	to
ditch	the	nicknames	and	get	to	business.

In	my	room,	I	stared	at	the	wall	with	the	door	closed.	I	listened,	watched	and
observed	any	movements	in	the	house	or	out	in	the	back	yard.	If	a	chipmunk	had
darted	across	the	woodpile,	I	would	have	known.	Keeping	busy	was	difficult	and
pacing	the	room	had	only	made	the	time	creep	along	more	slowly.



My	backpack	was	complete	with	everything	 I	needed	 to	execute	Operation
Groundhog.	My	collapsible	shovel	took	up	most	of	the	space,	but	it	was	needed
in	case	any	new	holes	were	to	be	dug.	We	each	had	our	own	walkie-talkie	with
extra	AA	batteries.	A	small	first	aid	kit	in	case	we	got	cut	or	bruised;	it	was	left
over	from	my	days	as	a	scout.	One	full	role	of	duct	tape	was	standard,	always	a
necessity.	Food	was	 important	 and	 critical	 as	we	didn’t	 know	 if	 this	 operation
would	 go	 according	 to	 plan.	 Each	 of	 us	was	 responsible	 for	 packing	 our	 own
food.	 For	 me,	 it	 was	 easy	 to	 figure	 out	 what	 I	 needed	 in	 case	 of	 combat.
Mountain	 Dew	 and	 Nutty	 Bars:	 carbohydrates,	 caffeine,	 and	 protein	 were	 the
basic	ingredients	for	power,	energy	and	endurance.

I	turned	on	my	walkie-talkie	and	set	it	on	my	dresser	waiting	for	the	red	light
to	go	off.	We	weren’t	well-versed	in	Morse	Code,	but	we	were	all	listening	for
three	dots,	three	dashes	and	three	more	dots.	It	looked	like	this:		.	.	.	-	-	-	.	.	.	A
dot	was	hitting	the	code	button	quickly	and	a	dash	was	holding	it	down	briefly
for	 about	 one	 second.	There	was	 a	whole	Morse	Code	 alphabet	 that	 had	 been
used	 for	 code	 for	 the	military.	 All	 we	 really	 knew	was	 the	 code	 SOS,	 which
started	back	during	World	War	I	and	is	still	used	today.	It	was	a	distress	signal
we	used	to	start	Operation	Groundhog,	getting	everyone	in	position.	Each	soldier
had	a	radio	on	him	at	all	times.

For	the	complete	Morse	Code	see	the	Reference	Section	in	the	final	pages	of
this	book.

Each	 of	 us	 had	 the	 actual	 map	memorized.	 All	 people	 involved	 had	 been
given	 a	 propaganda	 map	 that	 they	 were	 to	 place	 out	 in	 the	 open	 in	 each
member’s	bedroom.	This	map	was	a	fake.	It	read	at	the	top	“Night	Attack”	with
no	mention	of	Operation	Groundhog.	It	was	a	map	of	caches	and	posts	that	were
set	up	to	throw	the	enemy	off	our	scent.	It	placed	us	to	the	north	and	to	the	east.

These	caches	and	posts	were	exactly	opposite	of	our	west	and	south	set	up.
We	 had	 to	 make	 these	 because	 of	 the	 last	 incident	 where	 my	 sisters	 had
discovered	them.	We	had	fake	caches	out	there	in	case	they	checked.	I	placed	my
map	exactly	under	my	lamp	so	that	my	sisters	could	see	it.	Also,	I	could	tell	if	it
had	been	moved	because	some	of	the	lamp	covered	up	valuable	information.	In
the	prior	two	weeks,	I	noticed	that	the	map	had	been	moved	on	at	least	a	couple
of	occasions.	I	knew	my	parents	hadn’t	touched	it,	as	my	room	wasn’t	a	pleasant
place	for	them	to	see	and	smell.

Night	came	upon	us	quicker	than	most	are	used	to.	Living	at	the	bottom	of	a
valley	made	 the	 switch	 to	 evening	 instantaneous.	When	 that	 sun	was	 over	 the
peak	of	the	mountain,	you	were	in	the	bottom	of	a	cold,	dark	pit.	When	the	day
time	moved	over	to	night,	the	weather	could	turn	chilly	in	a	moment.	Even	the



summer	 season	 always	 came	 and	went	 quickly	with	 the	 frost	 usually	 arriving
August.

Within	seconds,	Ken	had	sent	out	the	SOS	signal	over	the	airwaves.	We	all
had	jobs	to	do.	Quickly,	I	was	out	the	door	with	nobody	seeing	me.	The	outdoors
was	 still	 and	 quiet.	 The	Morse	 Code	 alert	meant	 that	 we	 had	 less	 than	 seven
minutes	to	get	our	duties	completed	without	being	seen.	There	was	no	enemy	in
sight.	It	was	still	early	and	I	knew	time	was	going	to	go	by	quickly	in	the	next
following	minutes.	We	all	hurried.

There	was	an	added	problem	this	particular	evening.	The	air	was	thick	with
fog,	humidity	and	anticipation.	The	density	of	the	air	made	my	t-shirt	feel	like	a
hoodie.	Walking	around	in	this	weather	was	like	running	under	a	clothesline	with
sheets	hanging.	You	didn’t	know	where	you	were	or	who	was	standing	in	front
of	you.	It	was	like	driving	bumper	cars	in	the	dark.	Doing	a	last-minute	check	on
our	supplies	was	virtually	impossible.	We	scurried	like	cockroaches	to	get	to	our
posts	to	double	check	what	we	had.	The	haze	was	draped	around	us.	We	felt	as	if
we	were	running	through	a	row	of	cross	fire.	It	was	like	maneuvering	through	or
“Running	 the	 Gauntlet,”	 a	 Native	 American	 ritual	 for	 prisoners.	 This	 type	 of
weather	would	work	in	our	favor	or	be	our	demise.	We	had	no	choice	and	were
at	the	mercy	of	these	columns	of	murkiness	that	were	standing	before	us.

For	the	complete	FAA	radiotelephony	alphabet	see	the	Reference	Section
in	the	final	pages	of	this	book

We	were	in	position	with	our	eyes	peeled.	My	saucer-like	eyes	were	open	so
wide	they	were	starting	to	hurt.	So	wide	even	bugs	were	flying	into	them.	It	was
just	a	 reaction	 to	being	scared.	 In	 the	dark,	 I	 soon	 learned	 to	observe	with	my
ears.	My	grandfather	had	always	had	a	hearing	aid	and	when	he	got	a	new	one,	I
asked	if	I	could	have	his	old	outdated	model.	He	happily	obliged.	After	cleaning
it	 and	 putting	 new	 batteries	 in,	 I	 knew	 I	 would	 use	 the	 aid	 someday	 for
something.	I	had	used	it	to	spy	on	my	sisters	but	I	knew	it	had	a	bigger	purpose.
Placing	 it	 in	my	ear,	 the	device	opened	up	a	whole	new	perspective.	 It	was	so
powerful;	I	could	hear	a	fly	buzzing	from	a	mile	away.	This	was	the	advantage
that	we	needed.

We	 had	 our	 sniper	 team	 in	 position	 so	 they	 could	 try	 their	 best	 to	 get	 a
perspective	of	 the	whole	battlefield.	Their	 bird’s	 eye	view	helped	me	 to	know
how	many	of	 them	there	were.	I	wasn’t	sure	how	many	strong	they	were	but	I
knew	they	were	stronger,	bigger	and	older.	If	we	had	to	wait	there	all	night,	that
would	 have	 been	 considered	 a	 victory.	 The	 night	 would	 have	 been	 over	 and,
hopefully,	 they	 would	 have	 forgotten	 and	 moved	 on	 to	 more	 important
summertime	fun.



Most	 times	 a	 sniper	 team	 consists	 of	 two	 people,	 the	 lookout	 and	 the
marksman.	 The	 lookout’s	 job	 is	 to	 view	 and	 calculate	 the	 distance	 for	 the
marksman.	 Allen	 and	Mark	 were	 the	 perfect	 team	 for	 this	 duty.	 Their	 skills,
strength,	and	teamwork	were	exactly	why	we	recruited	them	for	this.

There	was	movement	and	garbled	conversations	coming	from	the	east,	which
told	me	 they	were	 starting	 to	 congregate	 in	my	 back	 yard.	My	 sisters’	 voices
were	easy	 to	pick	out	as	 I	had	heard	 them	since	birth.	They	sounded	 like	 they
were	having	fun	and	talking	to	each	other.	Maybe	this	was	all	a	false	alarm.	We
were	 not	 the	 focus	 of	 the	 night.	 Quite	 possibly,	 we	 had	 planned	 all	 this	 for
nothing.	It	was	better	to	over	plan	than	be	caught	off-guard.	That	would	actually
have	been	such	a	relief,	if	all	our	planning	had	been	for	nothing.	I	had	started	to
feel	better,	 thinking	 the	 right	 thing	 to	do	was	 to	walk	out	and	get	 this	all	over
with.	 A	 peaceful	 ending	 made	 more	 sense	 as	 I	 was	 sure	 their	 minds	 weren’t
really	on	us,	little	annoying	pests.

“Ken,	I	think	we	are	ready	to	offer	a	truce	as	part	of	Operation	Groundhog,”
I	said,	breaking	the	silence.

Ken	and	I	had	each	been	in	our	fox	holes,	which	were	about	ten	yards	apart.
He	looked	at	me	and	just	gave	me	a	thumbs-up	motion.

“I’ll	radio	the	rest	of	the	team,”	affirming	my	actions	with	Ken.
He	was	quiet	but	looked	as	if	he	were	in	agreement	with	me.	I	was	ready	to

head	east	through	the	grass	into	my	back	yard	with	the	treaty	of	armistice.	If	this
plan	went	bad,	parts	of	me	would	rather	there	be	embarrassment	with	my	broken
pride	 than	 a	 broken	 bone.	 Destroying	 my	 reputation	 was	 more	 tolerable	 than
anyone	 seeing	 bloodshed.	 Timmy	 and	 his	 crew	 laughing	 at	 me	 was	 a	 better
thought	than	my	friends	crying	from	pain.	My	sisters	teasing	me	mercilessly	and
calling	me	a	wimp	would	be	worth	it.	My	hope	was	they	would	forget	by	the	end
of	 the	 summer.	 I	was	willing	 to	 sacrifice	 all	 of	 that	 just	 to	 not	 see	 combat.	A
summer	of	me	remaining	in	hiding	in	my	room	seemed	acceptable	at	this	point
in	time.

Standing	 up,	 I	 brushed	 the	 dirt	 off	 my	 clothes	 and	 took	 a	 deep	 breath.
Stepping	 out	 of	my	 fox	 hole,	 I	 could	 see	 them	 all	 gathered	 in	my	 back	 yard.
They	never	saw	me,	 so	 I	was	going	 to	announce	 I	was	coming	out	 in	peace.	 I
took	one	step	in	their	direction,	clearing	my	throat.

“Operation	Nightghost.	Repeat,	Operation	Nightghost,”	was	yelled	out	over
the	radio,	echoing	through	my	brain	as	a	loud	siren	by	our	lookout	sniper.

I	 stopped	 dead	 in	 my	 tracks,	 turned	 and	 leaped	 back	 into	 my	 dugout,
grabbing	the	radio.

Immediately,	I	responded	by	yelling	into	my	radio,	being	much	louder	than	I
should	have	been.	Nobody	heard	me	as	“Operation	Nightghost”	was	spoken	for



a	third	time	across	the	airwaves.	Ken	and	I	snapped	our	heads	around,	looking	at
one	another	while	listening	to	our	radios.	What	the	lookout	saw	unfold	wasn’t	in
our	 line	 of	 sight.	We	were	 back	 behind	 enemy	 lines	 and	 we	 couldn’t	 see	 the
whole	battlefield.

“What’s	going	on,	Ken?”	I	yelled	in	his	ear,	drawing	him	close	by	grabbing
his	arm.	“This	wasn’t	supposed	to	happen.”

“I	 don’t	 know	 but	we	 better	 get	 ready,”	Ken	 said	 to	me,	 straightening	 his
back	and	looking	beyond	me	for	any	movement.	“Don’t	worry,	we	planned	for
this.”

We	stood	back	to	back,	looking	in	a	panoramic	scan,	so	that	nothing	got	past
our	view.	If	one	of	us	tapped	the	other	with	his	elbow,	it	meant	that	someone	was
approaching	and	to	be	ready.	We	would	whistle	out,	ready	to	fire	if	they	didn’t
return	the	proper	response.

All	had	been	quiet	except	for	one	deafening	shrill	that	pierced	the	fog	as	an
arrow	through	tissue	paper.

“We	want	 a	 cease	 fire,”	 I	 yelled	 so	 loudly	 spit	was	 flying	 from	my	mouth
onto	the	CB	radio.	Operation	Nightghost	had	been	our	last	resort,	an	option	for
only	emergencies.	This	was	a	plan	that	included	taking	any	necessary	actions	to
stop	the	enemy’s	advancement.	Plus,	it	had	been	intended	to	be	used	only	if	they
attacked	first.	This	wasn’t	good	at	all.

We	had	no	choice	but	to	talk	with	only	our	radios.	Each	of	us	was	assigned	a
name	using	the	NATO	phonetic	alphabet.	We	made	certain	to	never	use	our	real
names	 while	 talking	 on	 the	 radio.	 I	 had	 doubted	 they	 would	 intercept	 our
information	but	we	didn’t	want	to	take	any	chances.

Bravo	1	–	Base	1	(Me)
Bravo	2	–	Base	2	(Ken)
Foxtrot	1	–	Forward	Observer	1	(Georgy	or	George)
Sniper	Team:
Louie	1	–	Lookout	1	(Allen	–	Marksman)
Louie	2	–	Lookout	2	(Mark)
Enemies:
Sierra	1	–	Sister	1
Sierra	2	–	Sister	2
Tango	–	Timmy
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