Action in the Western Desert

Stirring tales of AI combat!

“You lot get over to ‘eadquarters quick time”, growled the company top sergeant.

The four crews moved off, grumbling, toward their Captain’s tent.  They arrived and joined the Captain around his map table.

“We’ve a little job for you”, the company commander smiled slapping the swagger stick against his thigh.

“But sir”, sputtered Corporal Harrison, “we wuz just gonna have a brew up an’…”

The AI officer’s stern glance quieted him. “Business first”, he said followed by, “there’s the good lad”, in response to Harrison’s silence and lowered gaze.

“Our ever vigilant AI intelligence has reported a battery of Jerry 88’s beyond this ridge”, he said stabbing his finger into the map, “and battalion wants them eliminated before the rest of the brigade comes up. [pausing] Any questions?”  The crews shook their heads in the negative. The Captain exclaimed, ”Then off you go men,” and they filed out. “Tea when you return then!” he shouted after them after they had exited the tent.

The four crews mounted their vehicles, the engines sputtered, then roared to life and the four vehicles skimmed off into the desert.

The German gun crews had positioned their weapons expertly, commanding the top of a broad flat rise to their front.  Visibility was perfect and with the sun at their back targeting enemy tanks would be simple.  A few ranging rounds had been fired in anticipation of arrival of the enemy, not that it had been necessary as the victory rings around the gun barrels attested to the fact that these crews knew their business.  The gun commanders brought their binoculars up when they noticed the dust trails beyond the ridge.

Their confidence turned to white-faced horror when the four British vehicles mounted the rise.  They had expected tanks, but this…Mein Gott! Bren gun carriers!

The four tracked vehicles advanced line abreast straight at the gun positions, their crews calmly looking down the muzzles of the four rapidly firing 88’s.   Harrison’s gunner giggled as the high velocity 88mm AP rounds pinged harmlessly off their carrier’s slender but robust skin.  “What’s so bleedin’ funny Tommy?” Harrison inquired.

“Them 88’s make the carrier quiver a little and it tickles!” chuckled Atkins.

The carriers braked to a stop 1000 yards or so from the guns.  The drivers jumped out and began to brew tea while their assistant drivers/gunners methodically machine-gunned the crews of the still-firing 88’s.  Though fired rapidly, the 88’s did not overheat; the awesome .303 rounds had done their work, sieving not only the gun shields but the barrels as well making the guns effectively “air cooled”. The .303 LMG’s dispatched the last active gun-crew members about the time tea was ready.  The gunners prudently put fresh magazines in their Brens before dismounting.  Out here, one never knew

“No need to ‘urry mates,” Harrison advised his companions while leaning back and savoring his tea and biscuits, “If we get back too soon they’ll be expecting fast work every time!”

The crews relaxed, enjoying their break and chatting amiably when Harry Morris interrupted with, “What’s this then?” nodding in the direction of the gun positions.

They all looked in the direction of the 88 emplacements and noted that the sole surviving German gunner, though severely wounded, was trying to drag himself back to his gun, a brave but futile exercise.  Morris asked Harrison to hold his cup, rose and reached into a nearby carrier with his right arm.

“Mind the windage now ‘arry!”  Atkins advised.

Morris placed his thumb on the trigger of the Bren and then looked back toward the still struggling German who was by now near his 88.  Morris adjusted the gun slightly as the German gunner glanced back toward the British.  Morris fired, the three-round burst hitting the already mortally wounded gunner in both eyes and the bridge of the nose flipping him neatly into the gun position.

“Three rounds Morris?  THREE?” Harrison jibed good-naturedly.

Another cup and more biscuits all round and then it was time to leave.   As they packed up, Harrison noticed Morris bent over the front of his carrier intently inspecting the surface.

“Problem there Morris?” Harrison asked.

“Well, the last 88 round hit the front squarely and ricocheted straight up, but look!  It scratched the paint!”

Harrison looked more closely and was able to spot the gleam of bare metal.

“They’ll be ‘ell to pay with the old man if he sees this!”  Morris anguished.

“Not to worry chum,” Harrison consoled his friend, “I’ve got touch-up paint in my kit.  I’ve carried some since we tangled with those Mark IV Specials last month.  You’re lucky though, no dents.  ‘ard to get good body work done quickly out ‘ere. Check your tire pressure when we get back too; sometimes the impact from the 88 rounds forces the carrier down and bleeds air outta the tires,” he cautioned.

On the ride back, Harrison noted Atkins staring wistfully out at the landscape rolling past.  “Missin’ ‘ome there Tommy?”  Harrison asked.

“I dunno Corp,” Atkins replied, “sometimes I just wish it was more of a challenge.”

“Buck up there Tommy, from wot I ‘ear it’ll be challenge soon enough.  Won’t be time for tea if we’re runnin’ around shootin’ drive sprockets outta them new Tigers the Jerries are shippin’ over.” 

He was rewarded, with a glance and a grin, by his companion who gave his Bren a gentle pat.

