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Black Hawk Day Rewind

 

"Black Hawk Day Rewind is a fast paced thriller that is bound to keep you reading until the wee hours of the morning...This is a novel that will turn a boring day into a thought-provoking one."
Excerpts from Review by Maria Beltran (for Readers' Favorite).

 

"...an explosive novel to awaken the senses...I guarantee you will become completely lost within its pages."
Excerpts from Review by Lisa Jones (for Readers' Favorite).

 

"This is an impressive novel, both intense and exciting, with a level of polish that makes for an effortless read."
Excerpt from Review by R.D. Hale.

 

"A gripping story from start to finish, the characters come alive on the page."
Excerpt from Review by Sterling Gate Books

 

"Baibin Nighthawk and Dominick Fencer have put together a realistic and complex portrait of the war on terror...Black Hawk Day Rewind is intense and realistically written. Action and Adventure fans of all ages will love it."
Excerpt from Review by Ray Simmons (for Readers' Favorite).

 

"This novel is quick paced and keeps hitting you with mystery and intrigue as all spy novels should."
Excerpt from Review by Wayne Marinovich.


    
“The moment you doubt

whether you can fly,

you cease for ever to be

able to do it.”

J. M. Barrie,
Peter Pan in Kensington Gardens
, 1906

 

             


PART ONE

Barnett Cooper
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Barnett understood immediately. It was like a scene from a movie; a soldier knocked at the door with his hat in hand and his eyes fixed on the ground, expressionless.

When Barnett saw his mother stagger backwards and somehow manage to sit down on a kitchen chair, he turned up the television and sank deeper into the couch. He did not want to hear where or how his father had died. He needed to get away, his heart was being overwhelmed by a sea of emotions, but then it all suddenly stopped. Ice filled his mind and his heart calmed.

 

He was thirteen years old that day in 1993 when Lieutenant J.F. Bennett told his mother how his father had died a hero’s death in the Battle of Mogadishu.

A few days later, Barnett stood at his mother’s side as his father Turner C. Cooper was awarded the Medal of Honor at the funeral. Barnett would demand that the medal be hidden away in a desk drawer; he would never want to look at it again. Seeing that medal would take him back to the one damned moment he most wanted to avoid, the moment that would remain forever frozen in his mind: he saw himself playing basketball with his friends, his mother getting her hair feathered at the hairdresser’s, while far away his father was dying in Mogadishu alone on an operation conducted under the auspices of the UN.

Barnett would never get to talk to his father again. That was hard to accept. He would never get to work out the unresolved issues that he had with his father: he felt cheated by his father’s death.

Before his father left for the mission, Barnett had told him that he didn’t want to go to West Point, and that he wanted to be a doctor. This had left his father greatly disappointed, and also led to some uneasiness between them.

Barnett despised the military. Arrogant military personnel, like his father, thought they had the right not only to plan your day, but your future as well. They never let emotions get involved and expected the best from you at all times, even if you were just going down the street to buy a paper.

His mother put up with Turner C. Cooper and gave in to all his whims, like forcing the family to vacation at the lake every year so he could fish. Barnett literally hated it, not just because the lake was boring, but because he loved animals and he could not stand to see a hooked fish struggling for life.

Barnett had thick blond hair, which would darken gradually as he grew, highlighting the contrast between his warm and withdrawn green eyes and those of Turner who never dropped his stern and searching stare.

 

Barnett used to daydream for hours on the shore of the lake, looking up at the sky and at the horizon. He liked to imagine himself flying through the air: not in an interceptor - that would have made him feel sick - but rather on a colored seaplane.

His father did not approve of his fantasies and told him that he thought and acted like a sissy. The long periods of silence between them grew inevitably longer. Turner wanted him in his own image and likeness, but Barnett was an entirely different person and they could not have a single five-minute conversation before one of their voices began to grow louder.

Barnett hated his father but he could not admit it. At the end of the day, he was afraid of him.

He had lost respect for his father long ago when he had seen him come home drunk one night, accompanied by a girl who had her hand down his pants, as he squeezed her breasts and stuck his tongue in her mouth after swearing out loud.

Turner bid the girl farewell with a slap on her ass and then demanded that his wife help him get undressed and put him to bed without uttering a word.

 

Turner C. Cooper was a man made of rock and ice, he was in command of the A squadron of the Delta Force and he lost his life in Mogadishu. Three months later, Barnett asked his mother how his father had died.

“He wasn't on board either of the two Black Hawks that were shot down,” his mother began. “He was in a Humvee with three Navy SEALs. It seems someone ambushed him; he was hit by an anti-tank rocket.”

“Why was he there with three Navy Seals in the middle of a city under siege?” asked Barnett surprised. “He was trying to get to his Delta Team. It was supposed to be a quick raid, but instead they got caught up in real urban warfare. Hundreds of militiamen began converging on the city. They also told me that there was a problem in the coordination of operations and he was taking care of that.”

“But why three navy Seals?” Barnett continued. Her explanation seemed vague, and it was, even for a boy of thirteen.

“I don’t know, Barnett; I didn’t ask them. However, you know how the military are: they tell you what they want you to know, not the truth. Your father was on a special mission and he lost his life earning that medal in the drawer. It does not matter much now, we have to go on and luckily he was a prudent man. The life insurance he left us will allow us to live well enough, and you will be able to go to college and follow your dreams.”

Even if his mother was not close to him, and often seemed superficial, she gave Barnett a sense of security and peace of mind for the future, and he was deeply grateful to her for this.
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Barnett had decided to spend the last six months of his studies on a university exchange program. He would leave Harvard and go abroad and do fieldwork.

Studying at Harvard was hard. The constant competition with other students and test-taking to secure a career as soon as possible was nerve wracking, but it was even harder to admit to himself, as it had been years ago, what he wanted, and what he would do as an adult.

When Barnett had found himself faced with the decision of which path to take and what kind of man to become, he had not surrendered to the demons that tormented him, to the uneasiness he felt from the moment he woke up in the morning that only eased its grip on him during his nightly dreams. He had enrolled in Medical School.

 

The presence of a domineering father, then his sudden absence, a busy mother looking for a partner she could rely on, and his own strong and introverted character, had prevented him from coming to terms with adolescence quietly and gradually. Instead he chose to immerse himself in extreme sports in order to test his limits and, above all, not to hear the silent scream of his solitude. It was as if he didn’t care about dying, and this continuous daring consumed him but frightened him to death.

Girls were great. He loved them, but they only ever lasted a couple of months. He was kind and charming, intelligent and athletic, but he did not want to be tied down. He dumped girls suddenly, usually after one last, passionate night: it was a masterful touch to make a woman feel like a chemical pleasure dispenser.

Barnett had no real human contacts; however, he did not consider himself ill, rather that he was surrounded by socially ordinary zombies with no qualities of their own, as if they were chimeric laboratory mice with human characteristics. He would have to understand the reasons behind this or risk sinking further into the abyss.

 

Barnett was about to graduate in Psychiatry. His grade point average was higher than that of his classmates. He was a passionate biochemist and a keen observer, equipped with the right amount of cynicism to stand with one foot in the laboratory and the other in specialized facilities to study extreme clinical cases and make observations that would allow him to extrapolate behavioral trends, before moving to clinical trials of new generation molecules. In fact, he considered himself the first patient on the list.

He would finish Medical School and get his M.D. and afterwards his PhD. He had a natural gift for science and wanted to show the world that he lived without compromise; his mother had given him the money he needed, and he would repay her in the future for allowing him the freedom to choose his own life.


3

 

 

“Now, not only are you licensed for visual flight, but also instrumental flight,” said the FAA examiner after having submitted Barnett to the practical tests.

“You’re pretty smart from what I’ve seen. I saw how you reacted to the turbulence and sudden gusts of wind; it seems that you’re not afraid of anything. It was almost like you were part of the situation and the plane.

“You managed, I don’t know how, to instantly lessen the yaws and the rolls of the plane under stress. I talked to your instructor, two emergency landings in three years due to engine failures. It doesn’t seem to have left the slightest scratch on you. If you were not a university student, I’d put your name forward as a test pilot,” he said, smiling and giving him a slap on the shoulder.

 

After switching off the engine, they both took off their headphones and got out of the Cessna 172R, after performing the post-landing checks.

Barnett’s old instructor came to meet him smiling, pleased with his student’s exam.

“Great! What are you going to do now?” he asked. “I guess we’ll be seeing a lot less of you.”

Barnett smiled at his teacher and nodded. He had paid for his flying lessons by working for the school as a paragliding instructor, but the three nights a week he was doing in E.R. would pay for one hour of flight every seven days.

“I’m leaving for Argentina in a couple of weeks on a university exchange program,” he replied. “There is an innovative project on neuronal cells that I want to work on before graduating and starting on my PhD. It's very important for what I want to do.”

“And then?”

“Then I’ll come back here and complete my PhD,” smiled Barnett. “Don't panic, you’re not going to lose me as a customer. Six months pass by so quickly that you won’t even realize it between one bit of turbulence and the next!” Barnett said laughing. External turbulence, and even more internal turbulence, was a thing he understood well.
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