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inspired me to write these books.
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Teresa Tanner, my beloved sister who passed away too quickly.

And My Youngest Nephew, Abdulla Islam A man I am
proud to claim as family.






My dad never talked about the war, he died
before I could understand, but I found an official Marine Corps
picture of him and his unit on Iwo Jima with a Thompson
submachinegun in his hand and a smile on his face; that told me a
lot about him and my Corps.






“By their victory, the 3rd, 4th and 5th Marine
Divisions and other units of the Fifth Amphibious Corps have made
an accounting to their country which only history will be able to
value fully. Among the Americans who served on Iwo Island, uncommon
valor was a common virtue.”

Admiral Chester W. Nimitz, U.S. Navy
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 Prologue

Robyn was careful not to let him see her as he
walked down the street. He said he was going out but didn’t say
where he was going and that usually meant the guy had a woman on
the side. She wasn’t stupid; Jacksonville, North Carolina was
filled with women trying to land a Marine as a husband just like
she was and she was not going to get cheated out of her catch or be
made a fool.

Mike was a good man; he seemed stable and
faithful until two months ago when he just disappeared without a
word. Now he was back and acting as if nothing happened. When she
asked where he had gone, he just said he was at work and sometimes
he has to go away. Last night when Robyn heard him call out a
woman’s name in his sleep she knew what was going on. He said he
was having a nightmare but who has nightmares and calls out a
woman’s name? Who was this Sherry that intruded into her bed? In
her off-time Robyn checked up on him, calling his office where he
supposedly worked to see if he was still there. Robyn was a
bartender and followed him when she could to try and catch him in
the act, but so far Robyn hadn’t seen him with any woman. Mike
didn’t go in any of the strip clubs that lined what the Marines
called Church Street. He turned left on what was called Bar Street.
This was the street without the strippers but the hookers hung out
here hoping to catch a drunk Marine. Robyn knew it was too early to
be looking for that kind of thing. If he was really in the Marines
then why was he out and about on a weekday?

Robyn had to stop at the light and lost sight of
Mike as he turned the corner. By the time she could make the turn
he was gone. Robyn looked up the street; there was a pizza place
and a movie theater but no Mike. Driving slowly, she peered into
the pizzeria but didn’t see him. It was about time to start her
shift so she headed to the Fouled Anchor, the bar she tended, and
hoped she was wrong.

Mike Taylor left the movie theater and headed to
his car and on to work. He parked in front of his barracks and did
a quick shower and changed into his cammies. His next stop was the
company admin office.

“Hey, Sergeant Taylor, did you hear what
happened?” Corporal Norton asked with a grin.

Taylor shook his head. “No, what’s up?”

“Med float that left last week - the USS Austin
bumped into a WWII mine mid-Atlantic. They got rid of it but man,
the shit you run into out there.”

“Anyone hurt?” Taylor asked.

“Yeah, it was corroded; the team blew it up just
to be safe. The bad part was that Sergeant Shaw broke his leg as
they were re-boarding the ship, he’ll be flying back when they dock
in Rota, Spain.”

Taylor shook his head, “Damn, Willie Shaw must
be pissed he wanted to go to Portugal. Who are they replacing him
with?” Taylor said with a grin, he had just gotten an idea.

“Don’t know we just got the word a few minutes
ago.” Taylor nodded and headed off to the First Sergeant’s
office.

Taylor knocked on the door before he entered.
“First Sergeant, did you hear about Sergeant Shaw?”

“Yeah Taylor, got the word about ten minutes
ago. What do you want?”

“If you’re looking for someone to replace him I
want to throw my cover in the ring.”

First Sergeant Sutherland looked up from his
desk. “Taylor, you just got back from two years overseas, then we
had to send you to Cuba for two months. Don’t you think you should
renew your green card before you leave the country again?”

“Come on First Sergeant, I’m single and don’t
have to worry about my wife and kids. Throwing me into the Med will
get me out of your hair until I can get back to Japan.”

“What’s the deal, why do you want to get out of
here so badly?”

“I had a girlfriend and you know the rules;
never trust a woman that doesn’t trust her man. Well she was
following me today; she’s gone through my wallet three times since
I got back from Cuba. She’s done and leaving for the Med will be
perfect for me and will save Mitchelson from having to leave his
wife and kids for at least six months.” Taylor reasoned.

First Sergeant Sutherland thought a moment
before speaking. “Unless the skipper kills it, pack your shit
you’ll be leaving in a few days.”

“Roger that.” Taylor said with a grin and left.
He looked at his watch and smiled, he still had five minutes to get
to work. Taylor left the building and walked across the street to
the watch center. Seeing Michelson’s long cast face, Taylor smiled.
“Mitch, you hear about Shaw?”

“Yeah, I just called the wife and let her
know.”

“You owe me one.” Taylor said with a laugh. “I
just left the first shirt; he says I need to pack my trash.”

Mitchelson was truly surprised. “I thought you
had to spend at least a year before you could deploy again.”

“You want to go in my place?” Taylor asked with
a grin.

“Hell no, I hate Med cruises.”

“So, you’ve told me, several dozen times.
Anything hot I need to know about?”

“Nope, other than the sea mine and Shaw, all is
quiet around the world. Captain Cheney is the watch officer and
thanks man, I really needed to spend some time with the
spouse.”

“Groovy dude, you are relieved.”

Taylor spent the next half hour going over the
message traffic and reading newspapers to get a feel for the state
of the world or at least his little part of it. Second Force Recon
Battalion handled everything east of the Mississippi to the middle
of Tehran, Iran. As the night watch they are required to know
exactly what was going on in every country in their area of
responsibility. Taylor went to the soda machine and bought an
orange soda, then sat back at his desk. He lit a cigarette and had
begun to read the UK Daily Mail when the phone rang.

“Watch desk, be advised this is an unsecure
line, Sergeant Taylor speaking, how may I help you?”

“Hey Sweetie, just called to see how you are
doing?”

“Robyn, how did you get this number?” Taylor
said annoyed.

“I missed you and wanted to hear your
voice.”

“This is a government line I don’t discuss
personal business on government phones. Say goodbye.” Taylor hung
up.

Mike Taylor couldn’t wait for his shift to end.
As soon as his relief came in, he briefed him and left. The drive
to Robyn’s apartment was a quick one. Mike was not surprised to see
her waiting for him as he came through the door.

“Here are the keys, we are done. I don’t expect
to see you ever in life.” Taylor said setting the keys on the stand
by the door.

“Who is she?”

“I have no idea what you’re talking about and
since we are finished I have nothing to say to you.” He turned to
leave.

“I’ll find out where Sherry lives and let her
know what a two timer you are.”

“Good. Hope you speak face to face, she died
four years ago.”

***

Senator Henry only had a few months left until
the November 1980 elections. It was obvious that with the way
President Carter had screwed up the country, he was going to lose.
He was too hawkish for his constituents and the party had put
someone else up to run against him and failed, but in the general
elections he was going to lose against the Republican challenger.
He saw the mood of the country change, seeing what liberals had
done in office had angered the American people. Senator Patrick
Henry could see a backlash coming. He thought of changing parties
just to stick it to the party but he was too old to put up a good
fight. All he had left were favors that were owed him and he was
going to collect on all of them before he left office. He still had
friends.

Henry used his last favors and all his influence
with the House Members to slide the name into the promotion list.
Highly unprecedented and almost bordering on illegal, he got his
way one last time by begging, “That Marine saved my son’s life,
help me repay that debt.” For that and as a parting gift to a good
friend, members on both sides of the isle helped. It was done but
it would take time to make it official.

***

January 1981: It was a bright and wonderful time
for Afanasiy Vasiliev; the winter in Lebanon was much nicer than
the winters in Stalingrad. Afanasiy did not bother with security;
he was living his dream of walking the streets of a foreign
country, free to do as he pleased. At least that was what he
believed until those filthy people reminded him that he was alone
in a foreign land.

Afanasiy was tied to a chair with those
disgusting people walking in and out laughing at him. Until now, as
a Soviet citizen, he feared no one other than his nation’s security
service. Lebanon was a very dangerous place but not for him. No one
would dare bother a Soviet citizen. No one was supposed to bother
him. Afanasiy told them he was a Soviet in Arabic but they laughed.
Afanasiy showed them his passport. Surely, they could see he was
not lying. They beat him and tied him to the chair not even letting
him up to relieve himself. Being forced to soil himself in the
chair added to his humiliation as well as being a national
embarrassment for getting kidnaped. He was being held for ransom,
treated like an American and he did not like it. ‘Where was the
almighty KGB?’ He raged in his mind. After a week of
mistreatment and insults, the filthy people let him go with an
apology. Afanasiy was greeted by his countrymen and put on a plane
never to leave the Soviet Union again.

***

March 1981: Abdulla Shahid had never been
in Italy before. Seeing the decadence of these people was shocking
to him. Women were showing their legs and traveling alone, without
a male escort, like whores. Then he saw actual whores and how they
flaunted themselves for their customers he knew he was on a mission
from Allah.

Abdulla walked through the mecca of the cross
worshipers, St. Peter’s Basilica. It was a nice copy of Mecca,
Medina though not as beautiful as the Mecca he had only seen in
photographs. The sightseers were strangely dressed though the
vestal virgins (nuns) were properly attired in burkas (habits).
Abdulla wasn’t a tourist he was a freedom fighter on a mission. His
mission was to find just one person to make the point.

Dorothy Stewart looked like a typical American
tourist; she dressed too loudly and was in a constant hurry.
Dorothy brushed past the throng of sightseers proving she was an
American. It was a beautiful early spring day, though the weather
was mildly chilly, it was still warm for that time of year. That,
and because of her destination, she wore a scarf to cover her head.
Dorothy was rushing to meet her husband at St. Peter’s Basilica and
then have an early dinner at Ristorante dei Musei Vaticani just
outside Vatican City.

It was a tourist trap but if they didn’t eat
there they would miss their chance to eat at an authentic Italian
tourist trap. Like the authentic German tourist traps they ate at
last week or the authentic English and French tourist traps they
ate at the week before. It was her one chance to see Europe and she
and Donald, her husband, were going to see it all if it killed
them. They had saved up for years to take this vacation and after
hearing all the wonderful things about Europe from her cousin
Frank, she had to do him one better and try to see it all in six
weeks.

Rome was their last stop before they flew home.
Standing outside the Basilica she raised her Kodak instamatic
camera to take a series of shots of all the people at such the
historic place, the seat of power for her religion. She felt
something wet on the side of her face and hand, then dropped her
hands as she felt the sting and finally the burn. Dorothy dropped
to the ground screaming in pain as the acid destroyed half her
face. Abdulla Shahid dropped the empty jar of acid with a satisfied
smile and walked quickly to the car waiting for him.

***

April 1981: Phil Caron was enjoying the
nightlife of Paris France. He had already gone through the
Champagne region where he scored several bottles of excellent
champagne to impress his friends. He had taken pictures of women at
the semi-nude beaches of the French Riviera to impress some of his
other friends and was now finishing his vacation in Paris. Phil had
saved up for three years to spend an entire month in the land of
his ancestors. Though everyone had told him that fall was the best
season to see France, Phil had chosen spring; the weather was
wonderful and there were fewer tourists compared to summer and
fall. He was not the typical American; he spoke the language almost
as well as a native. Most French people did not notice from his
speech that he was not from around here, other than his American
accent that was closer to Canadian than American. The young lady he
was going to meet tonight was going to top off the best vacation of
his life. Phil was going to have dinner and hopefully sex with a
hot French woman.

Phil was easy to spot with his American clothes
and his American attitude of invincibility. That was how Abdulla
Shahid saw Phil; he had followed the man for a day and was sure he
was American. Abdulla was a French-Algerian according to his
passport but that was false. Abdulla was from Palestine and his
goal was to punish America for supporting Israel. Now was the time
to show Americans they were not invincible. Proof of that was the
failed rescue of hostages in Iran, his attacks in Italy, other
parts of France, and now Paris. The American was only a few feet
away from the van on a dark street. As the American came up to the
sliding door, it opened and Abdulla reached out and hit him with a
pipe. Phil dropped like a stone on the cold pavement.

“It was horrible.” Phil said as he recounted
what had happened to Marcus Alterman, the American Legal Attaché.
“I woke up tied to a chair inside a van. The man had this Arab
accent to his French and he told me that this is what Americans
deserve. Before I could do anything, he started the drill and
someone held my leg.” Marcus Alterman paused his note taking as he
waited for the man to regain control of his voice. Marcus
understood how difficult it could be to recount such an event. “The
pain was terrible” Phil sobbed. “They wouldn’t stop and didn’t care
how loud I screamed for them to stop. When they finished, they cut
me loose and dumped me out of the van and drove off. I think I
passed out and woke up here in the hospital.”

“Do you have a description of the people that
did this to you?” Alterman asked as he handed Phil pictures of
tourists in Italy. Marcus hoped that the blurry photos would hold a
face for whom they could search.

“No. The one man was slim and the other one was
strong. It was dark.” Marcus left the hospital and headed back to
the embassy. This was the third attack in Paris this year, and from
the reports across Europe, he could see it was only going to get
worse. Attacks like this one had been happening all over Europe but
what could they do to protect Americans other than tell them to
stay home. At least in America they were safe from such madness. He
shook his head in disgust; 1981 was starting to be a very bad
year.

***

The concept was as simple as it was brilliant
when Colonel Rostov presented it to the Chairman of the feared and
respected Комитет Государственной Безопасности in English it is
known as Komitet Gosudarstvennoĭ Bezopasnosti also known as KGB
(Committee for State Security). It was such an attractive plan that
Colonel Rostov was quickly promoted to general’s rank and made head
of the Special Operations of the Counter Revolutionary Directorate
at KGB. The problem was he had lost control; and worse, a Soviet
citizen had been taken hostage by the freedom fighters his
organization had trained.

***

Since before the takeover of the embassy in Iran
some elements of the American military began to scream that they
needed a special operations unit to deal with the new element of
warfare called state sponsored terrorism. The Army wanted to have a
very large unit almost a division in size that could swoop in and
save the day. On the day, the unit passed their last test, a
training simulation on hostage rescue, it certified them as ready.
The unit was still in its infancy but starting to crawl and grow
when the embassy was taken. The failed attempt to rescue the
hostages was proof that America needed these special operations
units, but it also proved that they were not ready yet. Although
the American Army now had a charter and a small core unit of
soldiers, they still did not have an infrastructure of
transportation, supply, or command and control authority to make
quick decisions. The weakness was proven the next time they were
called out to rescue hostages. The terrorists knew something that
the planners of the special operations unit did not yet grasp. The
bureaucracy involved in making a simple decision of go-, no- go,
would take hours if not days to go up the chain of command and then
back down. Even when every element was ready to go at a moment’s
notice it still took as much as seventy hours to get the shooters
in place. By then the situation will have changed and new plans or
elements would be needed to continue. In most cases by the time all
was ready, the crisis would be over and the terrorists would have
faded into the international noise of diplomacy.

This strategy was the training and brilliance of
a German strategist, Ernst Stolpernficke. Unlike the KGB and their
belief that the Soviet model would win out, Ernst saw the real
weakness with the Western powers as well as the communist system of
government. The Western powers were so focused on communism that
they could not see the real danger. This terrorism that the KGB
wanted to spread around the world to weaken the West would backfire
because of the invasion of Afghanistan. He had not heard of the
kidnapping of the Soviet citizen in Lebanon but he knew something
like it was coming. He also figured out that his skills would be
too dangerous to be left alone once the Soviets reacted. The
Soviets, like the Americans, were very powerful but slow to
respond. Once America understood the danger, they would react with
typical heavy-handed violence that would make a mess in the world.
This was the time to move out of Germany.

December 1981 Kansas City Missouri.

The Conference of the Muslim Arab Youth
Association met in the Kansas City Convention Center. Imam Abdullah
Azzam preached that they were winning in Afghanistan and given
enough time, Israel and America would be converted to Islam. This
was not his first trip to America and would not be his last. Azzam
was pleased to see the numbers grow from his last visit. He and his
organization, the Office Of Services, were winning the war and
bringing infidels to Allah. A euphuism meaning, they killed
unbelievers. Imam Azzam explained that the Office Of Services, was
a charity doing good works helping to mend the poor Afghan brothers
and sisters that are being murdered and raped by the evil Soviet
Union. What all knew for a fact was that the aid provided by the
Office Of Services was military aid in the form of soldiers and
when they could afford it, and medical assistance. His was the army
to back because they had severely damaged the Soviets in every area
he commanded.

This was a partial truth. They had one battle
with the Soviets so far and ten freedom fighters came back alive.
That was their victory but it was captured on video with his
protégé the Samaritan in command. Imam Azzam’s speech was well
regarded because of his reputation, and his boldness. Donations
from America increased by twenty percent.


 Chapter
One

General Rostov entered the Chairman’s office. It
was time to face the truth, something that was rarely done in his
country. Usually the bringer of truth was shot when the truth
conflicted with Soviet policy or the wishes of your superior. He
was no coward and would face his death like the officer he was. He
stood in front of the large desk and waited to be acknowledged. A
tea cart was brought it and left next to an empty chair. “Sit.” Was
the terse command, the Chairman looked up for the first time since
Rostov entered.

“Comrade Chairman, my name is General
Rostov.”

“Yes, yes, the man in charge of our Counter
Revolutionary Operations overseas.” The Chairman said
impatiently.

“I am here to brief you on a project that has
unfortunately gone awry and needs your attention.” The Chairman of
the KGB gauged the man’s demeanor. Coming to him to give bad news
would have most men shaking in their boots. This man seemed
confident and unafraid. That will soon change, he was sure.

“Continue, Comrade General.” He said with a
deadly smile.

“Sir, the project was called VLAD. It was an
adjunct to project RYAN. Its purpose was to weaken the West by
training radicals in insurgent tactics. We have lost control of
them after the second generation. Last week in Lebanon they
kidnaped a teacher in the Russian school. We have taken care of the
issue and kept it mostly out of the news. But we will have to shut
them down before they do more damage.”

He had heard of the two projects but was not
familiar with the kidnapping of a Soviet citizen in that savage
land. That had ramifications that could lead to disaster. “Who was
the idiot that approved such madness?” The new chairman of the KGB
almost shouted in frustration.

“Comrade Chairman Yuri Andropov” General Rostov
said with a cautious look.

Now the new Chairman understood the confidence
in the young general. Andropov was the former Chairman of the KGB
and currently, leader of the Soviet Union. Calling him an idiot
would be hazardous to one’s career if not health. “Explain to me
Comrade General, this project VLAD.” It would be insane if not
suicidal to comment further until he knew the details of the
project and the context.

“Yes, Comrade Chairman. As I said it was
designed to weaken the West. The plan was simple; we train young
radicals to take the next step from political opposition to violent
opposition. In doing so they would slowly bleed the Western nations
of the safety of their borders. Using their local citizens to
destroy from within the host country’s feeling of safety and
national security, while we keep our hands politically clean. We
started with the Red Army Faction in West Germany, the Weather
Underground in America, the Red Brigade in Italy, the Irish
Republican Army in the UK, the New People’s Army in the Philippines
and the Japanese Red Army. All were working well; we provided
training, weapons, and limited funding. It was working very well.
So well that we even had some of them elected to public office in
their respective countries. They were doing our bidding and
opposing almost everything we wanted them to fight with very little
direct guidance.

“When the American President had engineered the
fall of the Mohammad Reza Pahlavi, the Shah of Iran, it was decided
to expand the operation to the Middle East. As long as the Shah was
in power it would have been impossible to expand Soviet influence
to that region. With the Shah gone, and the Americans kissing the
Arab asses to get oil, America’s influence and power in the area
was waning. Opposing the Jews and putting more pressure on the
Americans seemed more profitable than providing the massive support
we provided Egypt. We supported the Ayatollah in France and after
they took Iran and destroyed the only openly Muslim support for
Israel in the region, things seemed to go well. This is where we
ran into difficulties. These religious fanatics are not accepting
our guidance, and now they have bitten the hand that fed them when
they kidnaped the teacher. Their purpose was to get us out of
Afghanistan. It seems that their allegiance to their God was more
important than their obedience to us and our politics. The
ungrateful goat herders take our money and weapons and our open
support in the region and because we exert our power in Afghanistan
they threaten us directly.”

It only took a moment’s contemplation to grasp
what had happened. It was as Lenin had said; ‘You cannot trust
people that believe in God.’ The religious fanatics would say and
do anything to further their cause of one world governed by Islam.
That made them in direct conflict with the goal of the Soviet Union
to have the world guided by Marxist-Leninist beliefs. The two could
never coexist. “How was this teacher incident resolved?”

“We found the uncle of one of the terrorists and
cut off his thumbs and sent them to his wife with a note that we
want our citizen returned unharmed. The next day they released our
teacher. We then found and eliminated all the terrorists
involved.”

“And the teacher?”

“He is well; we brought him home and he is with
his family. He understands that his silence is required.”

“We have made miscalculations, too many to be
overlooked.” Rostov felt ice in the pit of his stomach. Though the
Chairman said ‘we’ he meant Rostov and they both knew it. “Calm
yourself, I don’t fault you for this. The first generation worked
very well.”

“Yes, Comrade Chairman.” Rostov said in
agreement. ‘I may yet live.’

“We overreached in training religious
fanatics.”

“Yes, Comrade Chairman, we hoped that their hate
for the West would immunize us from their goals. We are in the
process of closing them down as we speak Comrade Chairman. All
funding has been cut off; our officers are hunting them down and
eliminating them on sight. The ones that have gone into hiding are
mostly isolated in countries like France, where we have some
influence. If we can’t kill them we can keep them bottled up. The
next ten classes are being sent home, or eliminated, if they have
gained too much knowledge.”

“How many groups are there?” The Chairman asked
to refresh his memory. General Rostov checked his notes. His list
was in two groups; those that were founded by the KGB and those
that were just funded by them. An eclectic group with different
agendas, goals, and methods, all loosely controlled by the KGB in
order to wreak havoc on the West but America in particular. They
were called useful idiots, groups of people that if they had their
way would destroy the fabric that was protecting them. The Soviet
Union was giving them the chance. If they could weaken America then
the rest would fall under their own stupidity. France was the
weakest, President De Gaulle, in his zeal to bring France back to
superpower status, set his country apart from the rest of the West.
That made it easy to infiltrate their unions that are now crippling
the nation.

“Nine organizations that we are involved with,
Comrade Chairman. IRA, Red Army Faction, Italian Red Brigade, FLQ,
Black Panther Party, Weather Underground, Japanese Red Army, the
African National Congress, and the Muslim Brotherhood. It is the
last, the Muslim Brotherhood that has given us trouble.”

The problem was that they didn’t actually
control the organizations. Their agents helped form most of the
organizations and once started, they had directed the group in the
proper direction with funding, and then they would leave them to
themselves. It was expected that the local authorities would shut
them down after the first terror attack, to their surprise the
western powers were slow to react. Eventually the western powers
had begun to shut them down but not fast enough. It was proof that
America and its allies were weak and slow in this area. They
treated them like common criminals instead of war criminals which
allowed them to recruit new members even from jail.

“It is a pity they did not work out. They were
willing to die for their cause, but if we cannot control them then
we must...” The chairman said wistfully. “End this experiment. Can
we go back to the first generation?”

“No, Comrade Chairman, most of them have turned
mercenary and are working with or for the same people we now must
dispose of.”

“It was a bad year.” The chairman said with a
shake of his head as he lit a Marlboro then sipped his tea. “Close
up this business before it gets further out of hand.”

“Yes, Comrade Chairman.”

“Have the project shut down immediately. Swear
our people to secrecy and clean up this mess. According to the
reports from Afghanistan, these fools think they can beat us. I
don’t want them encouraged.”

“By your command, Comrade Chairman.” General
Rostov said with a respectful bow. The order was clear. All
non-Soviets were to be killed, including the ones currently in
school. But the damage, they both knew, was done. They had opened
Pandora’s Box. Teaching these religious people how to attack the
West was a serious miscalculation. And the first chance they had,
they foolishly used their training against their masters. General
Rostov smiled, confident this project would be cleaned up in a few
months and he would be able to move on to his next project.

***

Lieutenant Colonel Holly West went over the
reports again, this time taking copious notes. The pattern was
clear, the teacher was the only one that did not fit the pattern.
It felt good to see the Soviet Union was not immune to terror
hostage taking but it was resolved so quickly that it hardly became
a blip on the radar screen. She needed to alert people to a
possible solution to terrorism that did not make the nation look
weak and feckless or mean and heavy handed.

“Gunnery Sergeant Baker.” The gunny looked up to
see Petty Officer Second Class Nancy Whitfield and some army thing
standing in front of her desk. “This is Specialist Bloomer; he is a
clerk typist and has been assigned to us.” Petty Officer Whitfield
said with a smile.

Gunny Baker smiled an evil smile. “Welcome
aboard.” She looked at his uniform; it was presentable, for the
Army, she thought. “Specialist, you can share a desk ‘til we can
get one moved in.”

“Thanks, Sarge.” He said with a smile. Nancy
quickly stepped between the new guy and the Gunny.

“What did you call me?” Gunnery Sergeant Baker’s
face let everyone know she was displeased.

“Sarge.” He said still smiling.

“Gunny, he’s new, cut him some slack.” Whitfield
said trying to blunt her boss’s anger.

Gunnery Sergeant Kamisha Amanda Baker stood to
the towering height of five feet two and three-quarter inches in
her high heels. Looking up at the soldier with dislike in her eyes,
“Am I correct that you are a specialist four? An E-4?”

“Yeah, I know some of the ranks are confusing
here at the Pentagon.” He said happy that the sergeant knew his
grade but not knowing he was in danger yet.

“So, you don’t outrank me, is that correct,
Specialist?”

“Uh, right.” He said still not getting the
subtlety of her words.

“Then I have not been demoted by you?”

“No.” He said very confused now and starting to
sense the danger coming.

“I am going to say this once, I hope you
remember it. I am a gunnery sergeant in the United States Marine
Corps. We don’t have any rank of sarge. We view the term sarge as
an insult, call me sarge again and I will rip your face off and
mail it to your mother. Do you understand me Specialist?”

“Yes, Ma’am.” Bloomer said starting to
understand where he went wrong.

“You may call me Marine, or Gunnery Sergeant, or
if I like you, Gunny. Do you understand this?”

“Yes, Gunnery Sergeant.”

Under no circumstances do you ever call me
ma’am, I work for a living.”

Lieutenant Colonel West called from her office.
“Gunny!”

“Yes Ma’am?” Gunny Baker replied instantly. It
only took a second for Bloomer to grasp that a female officer was
referred to as Ma’am and Gunny suggested that they don’t work for a
living. He almost started to laugh ‘til he saw the look in the
gunny’s eyes. Gunnery Sergeant Baker turned to face her
colonel.

“I need five legal pads, and a box of pencils.”
She said with a hidden smile. It was the standard us against them
in the military. Male enlisted Marines didn’t want to be called sir
because male officers were called sir. The same was true with
female enlisted Marines; they didn’t want to be called ma’am
because female officers were called ma’am. In asking for some
writing pads in the middle of Baker’s rant it drove home who was
really in charge while having a little fun with the gunny.

“Ma’am I just put five pads in your desk
yesterday, Ma’am.”

“That was yesterday, I work for a living.” Holly
said with a smile and a wink at the new specialist.

“Aye, aye Ma’am.”
Gunny Baker nodded to Nancy to get the items. ‘Looks like the
Colonel is witting another book.’ Baker thought to herself as
Nancy headed for the supply locker. ‘That means I will be typing
it up when she’s done. Well at least I have the weekend to get
ready. Oh, wait we have the new clerk typist to handle it.’
Baker consoled herself.

“Are Marines always so sweet?” Bloomer asked the
navy woman whose rank totally confused him.

“Look she was being nice count your blessings.”
Petty Officer Second Class Nancy Whitfield warned with a sadistic
smile.

“Blessings? She just ripped me a new
asshole.”

“No, she didn’t, I’ve seen her do that and it’s
not what you got. She was being nice.”

“What do you call harsh?”

“Well there was the time she took a soldering
iron from her desk to explain rank structure of the Marine Corps by
drawing it on the poor man’s forearm.” Nancy was guiding him to her
desk.

“How do I get on her good side?” He
whispered.

“Specialist, are you suggesting I have a bad
side?” Gunny Baker asked with menace in her voice that warned of
more danger.

“She has good hearing. I would be careful what
you say for a while.” Nancy said letting him sit in her chair then
moving back to the Gunny.

“Mandy, you need to stop fucking with him. It
took us four months to get a clerk typist assigned here. Don’t
scare him off the first day.”

“I welcomed him aboard. And I didn’t beat him to
death with my chair when he called me sarge.” She said in an
innocent voice, to her own defense.

“Yeah Mandy, your people skills are improving.”
Nancy said with a smirk. “He’s Army, they are not used to dealing
with Marines, give him some time to adjust.”

“Well as long as he doesn’t give me that sarge
shit we will be just fine.” Baker said scowling at him from across
the office. He watched as she opened her desk drawer, his eyes
widened when the soldering iron came out, she reached in again and
pulled out a book. “Give this to him with my compliments.”

Nancy smiled at the book on rank structure in
the armed forces. “Mandy, you can be such a bitch!”

“That’s gunny bitch to you ‘Petty’ Officer.”

Nancy stifled a grin. “Yes, ma’am.” She
whispered and walked back to her desk.

The week came and went, and the gunny gave her
colonel more legal pads. After a month, the gunny was getting
worried. Colonel West was the only Marine other than herself in the
Counter Terrorism Unit of the Pentagon, the rest were Navy, Army
and Air Force pukes. She and two other enlisted people had to take
care of ten officers and as senior NCO she had to not just watch
over the officers but the two junior enlisted people. Her colonel
worried her, all of her notes were stamped Top Secret and locked up
each night but she could see that Colonel West was not getting
enough rest. The other officers treated this like a job, at the end
of the day they would turn it off and relax, but Colonel West was
treating this like she was at war. Not a good thing if were
supposed to be at peace; and in the counter terrorism business, it
meant she saw something everyone else didn’t but was not sure
enough to voice it. Gunny Baker knew Colonel West was not one to
run off half-cocked and was not trying to kiss ass. Everything she
saw on the threat board seemed a local problem but now she was
starting to get paranoid.

It was the plane hijacking that woke the Gunny
up. She was stunned as she read the after-action report. The
counter terror unit of the Army; called the Delta Force, had been
called in, but by the time they were on the scene, the terrorists
had moved to another country. And when the Army was ready to strike
again the terrorist had faded into the background noise. They were
called the delta farce because of it but now the Gunny was
paranoid. This was the second time the terrorists had gotten out of
the way of the Army just in time to make America look like a fool.
As much as she hated the Army, mostly because they were, well, ARMY
said it all; Ain’t Really Marines Yet. Grudgingly pushing that
aside she could see it was not their fault. Someone had taught the
terrorists how to duck the power of the military and turn the
tables on them without losing a single terrorist. The counter
terror units were not ready for this. No one expected a bunch of
poorly trained radicals to have this much sophistication. The Gunny
also knew that the bureaucracy would take years to absorb and
counter this. The units were too new and still learning.

Lieutenant Colonel, (Colonel, selectee) Holly
West was one of several military personnel that worked for the
National Security Advisor. Holly’s specialty was terrorism and
counter-terrorism. When she had gotten into this aspect of
intelligence, it was not sexy, and mostly overlooked by the
military brass and politicians. The sexy jobs were in countering
the Soviet threat. The only reason she had been chosen for this new
posting was the hostage takeover in Iran, and the help she had
provided during that and the operation in the Philippines the year
before. It was the only successful hostage rescue by the U. S.
Military. The problem was that it was not from the Special
Operations Units of the Army. It was a mission, which was mostly
done on the fly without all the bells and whistles. The new
Commandant of the Marine Corps wanted something that moved a lot
faster than the “certified” special operators that took too long to
get organized to do anything useful. Holly had written several
papers pointing out the problems and pitfalls of having this large
unit with massive equipment. Those articles were mostly ignored by
the bureaucracy because it took most of the bureaucratic
decision-making out of the loop. The papers did catch the eye of
the National Security Advisor. He pulled her out of the Pentagon
bureaucracy because her ideas were fresh and to some extent
radical. He thought her ideas would help shake up the status quo
and force a new way of thinking on terrorism.

Holly was curious and awestruck as she entered
the White House grounds. It was her first time and just passing the
gates was a thrill for her. She showed her I.D. and was cleared to
park; the Marine at the door looked at her pass and opened the door
for her. Someone met her and led her to the office in the west
wing. She almost hoped to see President Reagan walking the halls
and laughed to herself. She was on the President’s staff and had
never met the man. Holly was ushered into the office, this man she
knew. He offered her a seat. Holly knew time was short. Most
meetings with her boss were under five minutes. Not because she was
not worth the time but because his time was at a premium, five
minutes was a long meeting. “This paper you wrote on
counter-terrorism caused a bit of a flap Holly.” He said as she
took her seat.

“Well Sir, we need to think in different
directions and unconventional ways. I took the Soviet model for
dealing with the terrorists and applied it to what we can do. This
plan is faster and more efficient than the Special Operations
Command that they are still trying to set up.”

“So, you propose we spent a few million dollars
more that we don’t have to set up this network that is just like
what we spent a billion dollars for?”

“Sir, Special Operations Command is a good
thing, a great thing, but it will take years to work out the bugs
and get it working properly, look at the last operation and how
long it took to get permission to move. By the time they got
permission to go they lost half a day, then to get the airlift in
place and load the equipment and personnel took another half a day.
By the time they got to the Med, the situation was out of control.
Until we can work out all the in-fighting and turf wars, we will
continue to look stupid and weak to the enemy. They see it as a
victory and proof we are weak; they don’t see it as a learning
experience for us and that we are experimenting. We know that when
we get the formula right, Special Operations will be a deadly and
formidable force. Until then, we will look feckless. Do you want to
continue to look like the Carter Administration is still here?”

“The Boss agrees with you, work out a plan and
get it back to me next week.” The meeting ended and Holly stood and
left. Her first White House meeting was not as thrilling as she had
hoped but she could now say she had been to the White House. She
and Colonel North were the only ones out of the bullpen that could
say that now.

Back at her desk, she began to work out her
plan, taking her white paper and expanding it until she had created
a monster that was a mirror of the Special Operations Command. The
problem was that if she had a large enough force to do the job she
needed an infrastructure that was twice the size to move it around
and support it. If she went with smaller units, she ran into the
problem of being under supported. She needed to find the right mix
that allowed for mobility and speed. She thought back on what the
Commandant had done last year with operation Silent Thunder, that
operation was quick. A force of twelve men jumped into the fray and
came back with no casualties and the response was faster than the
terrorists thought possible, catching them off guard. That is what
she needed to strive for. She picked up the phone and called her
friend and mentor.

“Colonel Fields.” He said in his deep masculine
voice.

“Arnie, it’s Holly, how is my most favorite
colonel in the entire Marine Corps?” She said with a smile in her
voice.

“What do you want now?” He said with a grin; he
knew that tone and knew what was coming.

“Can’t a friend call to see how you’re doing?”
She said still smiling. Ever since Arnold had saved her career
Holly felt indebted to him. She trusted him and whenever she had a
problem he was her go to person. Somehow Arnold Fields had not just
stopped a sexual predator from demanding sex from Holly but had
Naval Investigative Services watch over Holly in her last posting
and in the end gotten her a promotion ahead of her class. So
instead of getting promoted to lieutenant colonel this year she was
now fast tracked to full bird colonel, one of the few women
colonels in the Marines. There was an outside chance that she might
make general officer if she didn’t screw up.

“Yeah, right, what do you want now?”

“Come on Arnie, I don’t always call because I
want something.” She said with a guilty giggle, usually she called
because she had run into a problem she could not deal with alone,
and no matter how difficult the problem he always seemed to guide
her in the right direction.

“Right, sometimes you call because you need
something.”

“Well since you mentioned it, I do have a small
problem I could use your help with.”

“Since you called me on a secure line I figured
that out already, get to the point.” He said with a grin. Holly was
an excellent officer, and a good friend he had been grooming and
watching over since she was major, but like most women, she seemed
to take forever to get to the point. The banter did help him clear
his mind of the mundane intelligence work. The Soviets were still a
threat but there was something coming he couldn’t see yet. Nothing
firm but it had his senses twitching.

“That white paper I wrote last month seemed to
catch the attention of the President. I am trying to get force
structure together and I keep running into the same problem as
SOCOM.”

“Wait! Why don’t you come to my office and we
can discuss this?” Arnold said with his command voice. It was a
secure line but even those were monitored and recorded.

“I can be there in an hour.” She hung up before
he could protest. She gathered her papers together and headed out
the door; twenty minutes later she had parked in the Pentagon
parking lot G and walked in. Getting into the Pentagon was no less
easy as getting into the White House. In a building filled with
general officers a lieutenant colonel was no big deal. But when she
walked the halls people noticed. Her uniform was tailored to
perfection and her high-heeled shoes clicking on the marble floors
announced her presence, causing the men to glance as she approached
and stare as she passed. Holly West could have been a poster girl
for women Marines.

The tiny cramped office that Colonel Fields
shared with six other colonels and staff was as unimpressive as her
own. They hugged as close friends do, and Holly took a chair next
to his desk. “How are Linda and the kids?” She asked.

“They are fine, want to come over for dinner?”
He offered.

“Nope but thanks.”

“Okay so you’re not fishing for a free meal.
What have you got?” He said adjusting his glasses.

“I have to have an op plan ready for my boss by
Monday and I keep running into a brick wall. When did you start
wearing glasses?”

“Six months ago. If you bothered to come over
for dinner you would know that. Run it down for me.”

“The problem is we keep getting nibbled at by
the terrorists. They know our response time to any crisis and seem
to know when to call it quits just as the cavalry arrives. We both
know that it will take years for Special Operations Command to get
all the pieces in place to work properly and in the meantime, we
keep looking stupid and ineffective.” Arnold nodded, though he
worked military intelligence he understood the problem the new
command was facing but hadn’t given it much thought, it was outside
his area and he had real stuff to work on.

“The problem we have is that the last
administration was trying to do crisis mitigation and it failed.
Their idea of crisis management was ignoring the problem until it
became a crisis then try to mitigate it. My idea is crisis
management. I want to plant teams of people around the world like
we are doing with our ships. You know, like the prepositioned
maritime ships are doing with equipment. This way when the feces
hits the oscillator we have people that can recon the area,
evaluate the situation, and if it is too big for them to handle
pass on the intel to SOCOM. If it can be managed by a smaller team,
they do it and keep it out of the papers. The terrorist love to
splash their attacks in the news, and the war in Afghanistan shows
the world how brave and bold they are; even their failures prove
they are doing something. Keeping their attacks out of the media
will hurt their recruiting and save lives. That’s the basic plan
but I run into support issues. To support groups of people you need
to have the basics like beans, Band-Aids, and bullets stored all
over the place that they can access quickly.”

“Not to mention the cost.” Arnold said with
glazed eyes. Holly could see he was thinking. “Have you run this by
DIA Operations?” He asked.

“No, I wanted to have it all ready before I
bring it to anyone to shoot holes through it.”

“How big do you plan on the teams being?” His
eyes were still glazed and unfocused.

“Four to six people per team. I figured that we
could model it after what you did on the Philippine operation.”

Arnold turned to her his eyes narrowed. “How did
you hear about that?” The operation had been so secret that few
even knew he was involved.

“I was in the tank when it was going on.
Remember my specialty is terrorism. You were there, how did you
marshal so much so quickly?”

“I had a don’t fuck with me letter from SecDef.
You know the one that starts with, To: all Commanding Generals,
Commanding Officers, Commanders of ships and stations. The fool
holding this letter speaks for me.”

“That’s how you cut through the red tape?” She
said taking notes.

“Yeah, I pissed a lot of people off with it but
we accomplished the mission.” He said with pride clearly showing on
his face.

“So how do I work out the logistics?”

“I have a friend at DIA that can help with that
as long as you keep the team’s small. Are you going to do payback
as well as crisis management?”

“I don’t know I wasn’t thinking that far
ahead.”

“Better plan on it because someone will, and you
don’t want to lose control of it, that’s what happened to the CIA
in the 60s and early 70s.”

“What do you mean?” Holly had been so immersed
in terrorism she had not paid much attention to agency news.

“Remember the Church Commission. Back in the
mid-70s, the Vietnam War was really unpopular and everyone hated
the government. The Congress to save their ass, decided that it was
time to show the people that the era of minimal oversight was over.
Congress was determined to pin it all on the Nixon administration.
Making the screw ups of the last two decades all his fault, they
wanted to show the world the extent to which the nation’s
intelligence agencies had been involved in questionable, and
outright illegal, activities. In doing so they crippled the
intelligence community making it possible for the terrorists in
Iran to oust the Shah and start funding terrorism. Thank God, we
still have Anwar Al Sadat keeping a lid on things for us; if we
lose him we’ll be well and truly screwed. Congress thinks that the
Soviet Union is our only real enemy, and because of that, we have
neglected terror even though it was started by the Soviet Union, so
they could attack us and remain blameless. They thought they could
control it and they did for about a week. Well, that’s not fair,
from the mid-sixties to the late seventies they were really hurting
us.”

“Now that Iran is running around supporting
terror organizations all over the world with our oil money, they
have started to attack the Soviets as well.”

“I remember that. Some teacher was kidnaped and
the KGB found out who did it and grabbed an uncle of one of the
terrorists and started mailing body parts back to the family until
their guy was released.”

“Right. They have not been messed with since.
The Soviets created a monster and we are stuck with clean-up duty
as usual. Anyway, back to the Commission. They revealed to the
world how we manipulated whole countries into doing our bidding and
because of that; we made a lot of enemies out of our allies. If
your idea gets put into practice, plan on some knucklehead usurping
the teams to start a revenge campaign doing on small scale what the
CIA did on a larger scale. Also, you need a contingency plan to
deal with some idiot congressman or senator leaking what we’re
doing just to hurt the President or some staffer trying to show off
his knowledge to impress the press.”

“So, I have to keep it in the military, no
outside agencies.” Holly said as she wrote a paragraph of
notes.

“Even if you keep it in the military, you still
have to worry about some idiot trying to settle a petty score. No,
what you need is to keep the information tightly held. If someone
needs to know you only tell what they need to know. Ben Franklin
said it best. “Three people can keep a secret if two of them are
dead.” What I suggest is, you use the teams for crisis prevention
and the special operations people for crisis management. Use both
CIA and DIA to back you up on intelligence and target selection.
Say, get confirmation from CIA on any DIA target and vice versa.
But most important of all is you have to keep what you’re planning
out of the papers. Any leak and your people will become instant
targets overseas and probably subject to arrest once they come
home. Americans love a winner but if there is blunder, they will
hate you with the same level of intensity as the love they had for
you. Keep your people in the shadows at all cost. Let others get
the credit and the blame. School’s out, go home, think it over and
if you need more help let me know.”

“Wait, what about logistics?” Holly said almost
in a panic. That was the part that she needed help with.

“Simple, we have embassies all around the world
with a military liaison in each one. Ship your supplies to the
military attaché in diplomatic pouches and have him make the
distributions. This way you can funnel money and weapons in the
diplomatic pouches without inspections. The Soviets do it all the
time for their agents; we might as well start doing the same thing.
So, who are you screwing the life out of this week?” Arnold asked
with a smile.

“Jim Hathaway but I think he is trying to avoid
me, he said he needs his rest; he can’t go to work after a night
with me.”

“Why don’t you find a nice man and settle
down?”

“Because I don’t like people.” She said with a
frown. “When the sex is bad it is always great for them. They have
that stupid smile on their face and I just lay there bitter as
hell. The longer I lay there the more bitter I get. They always
snore. I hit them and pretend to sleep. They wake up and suddenly
catch the hint and leave. Once I tried that and we were at his
place. He was half way dressed before he realized he was home.
Almost worked,” she said with an evil grin on her face.

“When the sex is good, well, I’ve never found
anyone good enough to say the sex is good, ‘cause even when it
is getting good, the sex is over.’ “What I need is a sweet
21-year-old with the stamina of a bull in heat, no that won’t work
I need two of them, twins. That way one can rest and fix me a
sandwich. Although, that might be seen as child abuse.” She said
with a laugh.

“You sound like a sergeant I know. When was the
last time you had a long-term relationship?”

“Jim is long-term; I spent the night, twice, at
his place.” Holly said in her defense. “He didn’t snore and he made
me breakfast.” Holly smiled.

“Why not at your place?”

“Cause he doesn’t know my real name yet. How can
I tell him where I live? He might get the idea that we were serious
or some such foolishness.”

Holly left with her head buzzing as she tried to
put it all together. It could work; she just needed to figure out
how to put a round peg into a square hole.

***

Ernst Stolpernficke knew what was coming down as
soon as he received the bad news from Lebanon. It was not his fault
that the idiots got out of hand. Ernst also knew he was not safe.
He had cobbled together RAF and the Italian Red Brigade and both
had been wildly successful. But with the kidnapping of the Soviet
teacher, Ernst knew that the little money, weapons, and training he
was receiving was going to not just dry up, but come to a sudden
end along with the lives of everyone trained by the Soviets.

The Soviets had extensive files on all the
people they had trained and finding them would be easy. Thankfully
none of his people were directly involved, but the idiots had used
some of the safe houses and training camps. The Soviets had made
the mistake of handing out money and training to anyone with an
anti-American cause, thinking that they could control them with
tiny amounts of money.

The Soviets had been too niggardly with their
money, causing most groups to seek funding elsewhere. Some, like
the RAF robbed banks, while others had asked for help from
unofficial government sources. Those non-government sources quickly
saw the potential and co-opted them, learned the lessons and
secrets the Soviet Union had so carefully guarded. Now the genie
was out of the bottle and no one with any wisdom was in control. It
was like giving an eight-year-old a loaded machine gun and
believing the child would act responsibly. The anarchists like RAF
or the Red Brigade and Red Army were easy to control, but the
Muslims were another matter. They believed in God and the religious
leaders were telling them that God wanted them to kill anyone that
was not a Muslim. The result was that the Muslim terrorists had
turned on their Soviet masters and the wrath of the Soviets was one
to be feared.

Ernst knew that if he were to survive he would
need protection from the Soviets. He had skills; he just had to
find the right country that would hire and protect him.


 Chapter
Two

He was known as the Samaritan, though young he
was fiercely devoted to Islam and with the guidance of his mentor
Imam Azzam, he learned how to run an organization, but the
Samaritan saw something his mentor had missed. This gave him an
idea and the strength to discuss his plan with the Doctor. “The
foolish infidels thought they could turn us into weapons for their
use. Allah has given us a great weapon against the cross worshipers
and the filthy Israelis, a new way of thinking and fighting.” He
reasoned with his other mentor called the Doctor; an Egyptian
physician and Islamic theologian deep within the leadership of the
Muslim Brotherhood. His fervent desire to defend the faith made the
Doctor a calm and trusted man of reason within the Brotherhood. It
was an honor discussing strategy with the Doctor. The Samaritan
could see that unlike Azzam, the Doctor understood that this jihad
was more than just freedom for their brothers in Palestine; the
whole world needs to be brought to Allah for there to be peace.

“Azzam thought that we could win with armies,
but our weapons are not as strong as the Israelis’ or Americas’
(the Great Satan). We thought that the Little Satan (the USSR)
would help us with their war machines but we were defeated more
than once. We cannot fight them directly, but this new way to make
war that the Little Satan has shown us, can work. It will take time
and effort but we will win. I studied how the Israelis won, and how
the Great Satan won over the British, both times, a hundred years
apart. Each time it worked. We shall do the same thing in a new
way. Instead of taking on the military we will go after the
civilians; it is the civilians that foolishly control the military,
and Americans have no stomach for a war. We will give them a long
bloody war so when they give up, they will order the military to
give up. With the help of this German infidel they had someone that
could set up the training of the officers. Azzam doesn’t see past
Palestine and Afghanistan. We need this German for now; his
understanding of the infidel will help us in ways that will be more
effective. Look at what he has done for the Little Satan and our
brothers in Iran.”

The Doctor nodded. The young man was right in
many ways but it would take permission from the Council to bring
the German on board. The talk of Azzam was disturbing but he still
served the cause well. “What you say has merit but the Brotherhood
needs time to think over your proposal.”

***

Holly presented her basic plan on Monday to the
surprise of her boss. He had not thought she could punch out a plan
this detailed so fast. He liked the idea and promised to pass it
onto the Boss in the next meeting. Besides keeping the President
apprised of national security threats before they happened, he also
had to suggest plans on how to deal with those threats by listening
to people pitch proposals and ideas, but this one seemed to be able
to work.

Holly was still working out the details in her
mind as she went back to her office. She had given him a rough plan
but she was very light on the specifics, just strong enough to show
that she knew where she wanted to take this operation including the
end game. That was the important part; she did not leave it as an
open-ended operation. Holly knew that she had better have some
details ready if the President approved her outline. She spent the
next two months working out her plan as best she could. While doing
this in her spare time since she was also required to continue her
regular duties reporting and following the growing terrorist threat
that no one else seemed to care about. In one of her briefs to the
National Security Advisor, Holly warned that a little-known cleric
named Sheikh Omar Abdel-Rahman had put out a fatwā on Egyptian
President Anwar Sadat. “What the hell is a fatwā?” He asked.

“It is a formal religious decree issued by a
religious leader; it means it’s now religiously permissible to kill
President Sadat even though he is a brother Muslim.” Holly said,
and watched the worry spread over the man’s face. They both knew
that President Sadat was the last chance of maintaining peace in
the Middle East. If he were killed, Iran and the Palestinians would
run wild and another threat would be added to the threat board
along with the Soviet Union and its surrogates.

***

At 0605 October 6th 1981 Holly’s beeper went
off. She was just coming out of the shower after long night. It was
the watch officer’s number. She called it. “Colonel West, please
report to the office.” Holly understood the phrase, it meant that
the information was classified and could not be discussed on the
phone, or a crisis was building and she was needed right away.
Holly was dressed and on the road ten minutes later. She entered
the office and everyone was standing around the television in
stunned silence. “What have we got?” She asked.

Gunny Baker spoke without turning from the TV.
“Ma’am, approximately 1400 local time Sadat was assassinated; we
have some Americans wounded as well.”

“Shit!” Holly said in frustration and headed off
to her desk. It took almost an hour for her boss to call.

“We’ve confirmed that he is dead, our people
will live.” Her boss said. “Who did it and why?” It wasn’t that the
National Security Advisor didn’t know; it was a question to find
out if there was something he was missing.
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