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 Prologue

The new national security advisor to the
president of the United States finally was able to see the
classified list of attacks on America and her allies. The list was
shocking but what amazed him was that little of it ever made the
news. It seemed that as soon as the Carter Administration took
office the crap started hitting the fan. He was not surprised that
terrorist and unfriendly countries were making noise around the
world it was expected with a new administration. What was alarming
was the first eight months there were so many. Much more than the
previous two administrations and it was trending up not down. This
president needed to take a stand and not try to ignore them, or it
would only get worse. The problem was how to get a man that
publicly stated there would be no war on his watch to stand up and
risk a war in order to save lives in the long run?

January 8 1977: Three explosions in Moscow. A
bomb was detonated on a Moscow Metro train as it rolled into
Kurskaya station. Seven people died, and 33 were seriously injured
in the incident, attributed to Armenian terrorists.

January 20, 1977 James Earl Carter, Jr. took
office as the 39th President of the United States of America.

January 27: Atocha massacre in Spain. Far-right
extremists killed five people in a shooting protesting the
changeover from a fascist government to a communist government.

March 9: 1977 Hanafi Siege. Three buildings in
Washington, DC were seized by members of the militant
African-American Muslim Hanafi sect, and over 100 hostages were
taken. One bystander was shot and killed, and Washington city
councilman Marion Barry was shot in the chest. After a two-day
standoff, all hostages were released from the District Building
(city hall), B'nai B'rith headquarters, and the Islamic Center.

West Germany, April 7: Federal Prosecutor
Siegfried Buback and his driver were shot by two Red Army Faction
members.

Netherlands, May 23: School hostage crisis in
the Netherlands. RMS activists kept 105 children and five teachers
hostage in a school in Smilde for nearly twenty days.

United Kingdom, June 2: Three members of a Royal
Ulster Constabulary (RUC) Police Force mobile patrol were shot and
killed by IRA snipers near Ardboe, County Tyrone. It was part of
ongoing attacks against police and army.

Netherlands, June 11: Train hostage crisis in
the Netherlands. Near Groningen, a passenger train was hijacked by
members of the RMS, and 55 passengers were taken hostage. In an
army rescue operation, six hijackers and two passengers were
killed.

United States, July 24: The home of Morris
Amitay was bombed in the early morning hours. Mr. Amitay the
Executive Director of the American Israeli Public Affairs
Committee. None of the sleeping family was hurt, and no arrests
were made. It is believed that Muslim terrorists were involved.

West Germany, July 30: Jürgen Ponto, then head
of the Dresdner Bank, was shot and killed by the Red Army Faction
in a failed kidnapping attempt.

United States, August 3: Puerto Rican
nationalist group FALN in Manhattan, New York bombed the offices of
Mobil Oil and a building containing United States Department of
Defense security personnel, killing one person and injuring eight
others in the Mobil offices. In addition, the group warned that
bombs were located in thirteen other buildings, including the
Empire State Building and the World Trade Center, resulting in the
evacuation of one hundred thousand people. Five days later, a bomb
attributed to the group was found in the American Express
building.

Most of these attacks were in the works long
before President Carter took office. The next one was a directed
test of this administration.

Thursday August 18, 1977

Captain Kim ROK Army was the leader of the South
Korean Service Corps Company that maintained the Joint Service
Area. The little island of turmoil between North and South Korea;
it was the one place where both countries occupied the same space
without shooting, sort of. His American counterpart was Captain
Kaleb Arthur USA from Kansas. The duty service platoon leader this
week was 1st Lieutenant Marcus (Bart) Marcus USA. The three men sat
in the cramped office going over the plan of the day.

“Bart, we need to trim that tree today.” Captain
Kim said as he translated the Korean orders to English for his
subordinate.

“I thought that was supposed to be done by
second platoon last week sir.” Bart said as he took a sip of
coffee.

Captain Arthur nodded and smiled. “Bad weather
last week, the ground was a mud pie it took 'til now for the ground
to firm up enough to walk on. So you get the duty.”

“Yes, sir. Has the North been informed sir?”
Bart asked Captain Kim. The North Koreans had been acting
squirrelly lately.

“They were informed and they approved the task
for last week. I don’t see any reason for them to object this
week.” Captain Arthur said getting a nod from Captain Kim.

“Okay, I’ll gather the men.” Lieutenant Marcus
said finishing off his coffee as he left.

Trimming a tree in the DMZ was not as simple as
it seemed. Before anything could be done in the zone, first a
detailed plan had to be drawn up by the KSC, the Korean Service
Corps. Then the plan had to be reviewed by the UNC, the United
Nations Command. Once reviewed and approved by the UNC the plan had
to be translated into Korean and submitted to the North Korean
counterpart as the DMZ was managed by both nations. The plan then
had to be reviewed and approved by the Korean People’s Army and
signed off by General and leader for life, Kim Il Sung. Once all
approvals are granted a date and time had to be mutually agreed
upon. Any deviation required another round of negotiations.

According to the approved plan, a group of five
Korean Service Corps (KSC) personnel escorted by a UNC security
team consisting of the Joint Security Force (JSF) Company Commander
(Captain Kaleb Arthur), his South Korean (ROK) Army counterpart,
Captain Kim, the platoon leader of the duty platoon in the area 1st
Lt. Marcus. Together with eleven enlisted personnel, both American
and South Korean, they went into the JSA to trim the tree as
previously scheduled with the Korean People’s Army (KPA)
delegation. The two captains did not carry weapons, the members of
the Joint Security Area were limited to only five armed officers
and 30 armed enlisted personnel at a time. However, there were pick
axes in the back of the 2½-ton truck. The KSC workers had the axes
they brought to prune the tree branches. The tree had been
scheduled to be trimmed seven days earlier, but rain had forced the
work to be rescheduled.

Once trimming began, 16 KPA soldiers appeared,
commanded by Senior Lt. Pak Chul, whom the UNC soldiers had
previously nicknamed "Lt. Bulldog" due to a history of
confrontations. Pak and his subordinates appeared to observe the
trimming without concern for approximately 15 minutes, and then
Senior Lt. Pak abruptly ordered the UNC to cease the activity “The
tree cannot be trimmed because The Great leader, General Kim Il
Sung personally planted this tree and nourished it and it’s growing
under my personal supervision."

In frustration over Pak’s obvious attempt to
complicate a simple tree trimming, Capt. Arthur ordered the detail
to continue, he turned his back on Lt. Pak Chul to show his
displeasure and lack of respect. He had a job to do and this clown
was not going to annoy him as he had many other UNC commanders.

Lieutenant Pak almost smiled when Captain Arthur
turned his back. It was just as the Great General had said would
happen. Americans showed contempt for the true Korean People’s
Army. Ignored by Capt. Arthur, Lt. Pak Chul sent a runner across
the Bridge of No Return. Within minutes, a North Korean guard truck
crossed the bridge and approximately 20 more North Korean guards
disembarked carrying crowbars and clubs Lt. Pak now with a larger
show of force spoke loudly and clearly. “I demand you stop tree
trimming. You are in violation of the agreement.”

Capt. Arthur didn’t see the tactical
disadvantage he and his company were in. The captain was more
interested in making the point that he was in the right and again
turned his back on him. “Keep trimming.” Captain Arthur
ordered.

Unnoticed by the Americans, Senior Lieutenant
Pak Chul removed his watch, and carefully wrapped it in a
handkerchief, placed it in his left breast pocket, and when he was
ready, shouted "Kill them!" Pak swiftly swung a karate chop to the
back of Capt. Arthur’s neck dropping the captain to the ground
stunned.

Joint Security Force hearing the shouted command
and seeing their commanding officer felled in one blow, the tree
trimmers dropped their axes and readied themselves for a fight.

The men of the Korean People’s Army, using axes
dropped by the tree-trimmers, attacked the two U.S. officers, Capt.
Arthur and Lt. Marcus, while the other members of the KPA attacked
and wounded all but one of the American UNC guards, ignoring the
South Korean contingent who had orders not to be provocative.

While Capt. Arthur died instantly from the axe
attack, Capt. Kim seeing the situation for what it was and seeing
his side was outnumbered, ordered his men to not just defend but
attack the KPA while signaling the UNC guards in the observation
posts to send help.

Lt. Marcus, unarmed and reeling from a glancing
axe blow, jumped a low wall which led into a 15 ft. deep
tree-filled depression. The depression was not visible from the
road or the observation posts. The entire fight lasted for only
about 20–30 seconds before the UNC Force managed to disperse the
KPA guards and place Capt. Arthur’s body in their truck. However,
there was no sign of Lt. Marcus; the two UNC guards at OP#5 could
not see him.

They did, however, observe the KPA guards grab
their wounded by the feet approximately five members of their own
force and drag them back across the bridge. From OP# 4 they
observed the KPA guards at KPA#8 along the UNC emergency egress
road exhibiting strange behavior, in that one guard would take an
axe and go down into the depression for a couple of minutes and
then come back up and hand the axe to another guard who would
repeat the process. This went on for approximately 90 minutes until
the UNC guards at OP#5 were informed that Lt. Marcus was missing,
at which time they informed their superiors about the KPA activity
in the depression. A search and rescue squad was quickly dispatched
and found Lt. Marcus had been attacked with the axe by the North
Koreans.

A helicopter on a training mission was sent to
the location and used for a medevac, but Marcus did not survive his
multiple wounds.

A corporal witnessed the attack from OP#5 and
after hitting the alarm button began to record the incident with
both a still camera and a movie camera.

Ten minutes after the incident, North Korean
media began airing reports of the fight. The North Korean version
stated:

"Around 10:45 a.m. today, the American
imperialist aggressors sent in 14 hoodlums with axes into the Joint
Security Area to cut the trees on their own accord, although such a
work should be mutually consented beforehand. Four persons from our
side went to the spot to warn them not to continue the work without
our consent. Against our persuasion, they attacked our guards en
masse and committed a serious provocative act of beating our men,
wielding murderous weapons and depending on the fact that they
outnumbered us. Our guards could not but resort to self-defense
measures under the circumstances of this reckless provocation."

Within four hours of the attack, Kim Jong-Il
(son of the North Korean leader Kim Il-sung) addressed the
Conference of Non-Aligned Nations in Colombo, Sri Lanka, where he
presented a prepared document describing the incident as an
unprovoked attack on North Korean guards, led by American officers.
He then introduced a resolution asking the conference to condemn
that day's grave U.S. provocation and called on participants to
endorse both the withdrawal of U.S. forces from Korea and the
dissolution of the United Nations Command, which was seconded by
Cuba. With such a short time since the incident, with details still
sketchy, and the nature of Conference of Non-Aligned Nations, the
members of the conference passed the resolution.

The news was flashed to United Nations Command
in New York as well as the National Military Command Center in
Washington DC. But by then it was eleven thirty at night. By the
time all the basic facts were in it was well past midnight. The
National Security Advisor didn’t think the President needed to be
disturbed over an incident that no one could do anything about. It
could wait 'til the morning brief. In the meantime the military and
civilian staff could get a more complete picture.

This was going to be a long administration
filled with many assaults on America only because the president
refused to see that a strong military kept the honest people honest
and the enemies at bay. The national security advisor knew that
Korea and Cuba were the ones that could get away with the most
attacks. They were too small for the U.S. to launch military
attacks without looking like bullies.

Friday August 19 1977 Okinawa, Japan.

After spending twenty-four hours on an airplane
he spent 20 minutes getting his sea-bag and two hours trying to
stay awake while going through the processing center. There seemed
to be a lot of confusion today along with delays. The last time he
was on Okinawa it had only taken fifteen minutes from the time he
got his sea-bag to the time he was on a bus for Camp Schwab. This
would be his second time on the Rock as most people called the
island. Okinawa Japan was a war prize from WWII; though it was one
of the many Japanese islands up until 1971 it was governed by the
United States.

Part of the agreement with Japan at the end of
WWII the United States would have military bases in Japan and in
return Japan would never have an exportable military force. America
would defend Japan as a deterrent to the aggression of Japan as
part of the Axis Powers. On the island of Okinawa, the United
States established the Home of the Third Marine Amphibious Force or
3rd MAF. The United States also placed a Coast Guard Station on the
island since it was controlled by America. To move people in and
out of the island they placed Kadena Air Force Base on the island.
Since Okinawa had the MAF it needed a port to move the Marines by
ship. An Army communication center was needed to communicate with a
lot of places. All of this was on an island sixty-five miles long
and at its widest point only two miles wide. The island was home to
not just the sixty thousand Marines, ten thousand Air Force
personnel, several thousand Navy personnel, and hundreds of Army
and Coast Guards men. It also held just under a million Okinawans
with their own sea port and airport as well as infrastructure. A
quarter of the island was dense jungle and rugged mountains that
were uninhabited; to say the island was a little crowded was an
understatement.

Today seemed like a bad day for everyone. People
were having their orders changed and some voiced their displeasure
as they walked out to join their new unit.

“Sergeant Taylor!”

“Here sir.” Taylor stood and walked to the
captain.

“Your orders have been changed. Instead of Third
Force Recon Battalion you are being reassigned to Ninth Marine
Amphibious Brigade.”

“Yes, sir, may I ask why?” Taylor was used to
changes, being a marine in Force Reconnaissance adapting to change
was a requirement that necessitated the unofficial motto of ‘Semper
Gumby’ always flexible.

The captain looked embarrassed and frustrated,
looking around before he let his frustration out. “Budget cuts. The
MAB is way short of NCOs', Staff NCOs' and officers; you will be
taking over as the supply officer.”

“But sir, I'm recon.” Taylor said with a
bewildered look that matched the captain’s.

“Sergeant.” The captain said in a low voice
trying to control his feelings. “This is a Chinese cluster fuck.
Because of the budget cuts we have people scattered to hell and
back. People that are supposed to rotate back to the states are
going but we don’t have the funds to replace them. It’ll take four
years to unfuck this mess. I just sent a lance corporal to 3/9 to
replace a platoon sergeant, and a corporal is going as the company
gunny.”

“But sir, that’s a staff sergeants billet he’ll
be working four pay grades above their rank.”

The look of strain and frustration was clear on
the captain’s face. “Right.” He said looking for any sign of
sympathy. He was a logistics officer filling in for the personnel
manager because the Major he just replaced was boarding a 747 and
going back to the states. This was going to be a long year
here.

“Fuck me to tears.”

“Well since you volunteered, maybe they will
stop fucking me.” The captain said with a frustrated grin.

“A brigade supply officer?” Taylor said
realizing that the captain was out of his depth and was frantically
trying to adapt and overcome the mess he was now charged with
fixing without any tools.

“Semper Fi, sergeant. Or should I say
captain.”

Do I get the promotion and pay, sir?” Taylor
said jokingly.

“The way things are going you’ll be lucky if you
get sergeants pay. Tell the chief of staff that you’re the best
there is and we won’t see an officer for the MAB for at least six
months. Grab your gear there is a car waiting for you.”

“Aye, aye sir.” Taylor said taking his orders
and walked out of the administration building. He spotted the only
car parked in front of the building. A gunnery sergeant was leaning
against it smoking a cigarette. He looked pissed. “Gunny, you know
where the driver is for the Ninth MAB?”

“That’s me sergeant, my supply officer coming?”
He asked and put out the cigarette stuffing the filter in his
pocket.

“Yes, gunny, that would be me.”

“What!”

“Sorry gunny, the captain just handed me my
orders, SuppO 9th MAB. I swear to Ruby.”

“Trunks open, stow your gear and let’s get out
of the heat.” The gunnery sergeant said in frustration as he got
behind the wheel and started the car.

Taylor slammed the trunk and hopped in the front
seat. The air conditioner was blowing hard and cold. “Mike Taylor.”
He said and offered his hand.

“Burns, I'm the supply officer and you’re my
replacement. The general will shit his pants when he finds out.”
Gunny Burns said with a laugh.

“The general?”

“9th MAB rates a baby general. We are a separate
unit from Third Marine Force, and Third Marine Division, above us.
When the shit hits the fan we go in first. Well second, recon goes
in first.” Gunny Burns said eyeing the badges on Taylor’s
chest.

“You’re the supply officer, what will I be
doing, gunny?”

“Pull your hair out if we go to war. Other than
that its easy duty, you’ll understand when we get there.”

The drive was short from camp Courtney to camp
McTureous, less than a five minute drive. The camp is named in
honor of Robert M. McTureous, Jr., a Marine private who was awarded
the Medal of Honor for gallantry and sacrifice of life during the
Battle of Okinawa. “We have an operation coming up, Operation Team
Spirit in a few months. The car pulled up to a white building with
a red and gold sign over the door, Ninth Marine Amphibious
Brigade.

With a new administration came a new mindset for
the military. The administration believed that a strong military
was the impediment to peace. As long as America looked strong then
the other super powers needed to be strong. By cutting the military
to the bone it was believed that the USSR and the PRC would feel
safer and reduce their threat to America. To that end the president
came up with the zero base budget. It took almost a year to
implement but now that the military budget was cut to disastrous
levels and the military was forced to live within that budget; it
was starting to be clear that this was a huge mistake. The Soviets
and the Chinese were not lowering their weapons build up they
increased it.

At the same time, the U.S. military was doing
everything in their power to maintain at least the appearance of a
strong military, but in reality after the first round of budget
cuts the American military had become a hollow shell of itself. A
paper tiger with threads for claws.

“Home sweet home.” Gunny Burns said. “Go inside
I’ll find a place for you to hang your hat.”

Taylor tried to open the door but it was locked.
He saw the door bell and pressed it. A buzzing sound told him the
door was unlocked, he pushed it open. A marine Lance Corporal stood
behind a counter. Taylor could see him reach for his sidearm as he
shifted to better shoot the intruder.

“Who are you?” The Marine challenged him.

“Sergeant Taylor, checking in.” The marine
looked at a clipboard.

“Sorry your name is not on the list, you have to
wait outside.”

“Could you give this to your admin section?”
Taylor said wondering why all the security.

The marine took the folder with Taylor’s orders
and service record book. But waited until Taylor was outside and
the door locked.

Taylor lit a cigarette and waited. Just as he
finished his cigarette the door opened. Come on in sergeant. The
Lance Corporal said with a smile.

“Not going to shoot me are you.” Taylor
grinned.

“Not today, maybe.”

Taylor entered and waited for the door to close,
and then was led to administration. It looked like a typical marine
admin office, desks in rows, Marines in camouflage uniforms busy
typing, filing or talking on the phone. Most of it stopped when
Taylor stepped into the room. Heads looked up for a moment and then
the heads went back to work. Taylor was led to an office in the
back of the room. It said Chief of Staff on the door.

Taylor hid his surprise when he saw a major
sitting behind the desk. The Chief of Staff billet was usually held
by a full bird colonel. Taylor snapped to attention.

“Sergeant Taylor reporting for duty sir.”

“At ease sergeant, have a seat. My name is Major
Graeser the adjutant, According to your SRB you worked as a supply
clerk when you were recuperating from injuries. Is that right?”

“Yes sir.” Taylor said confused.

“You have a bachelor’s degree in business; think
you can run a supply shop?”

“I'm a sergeant of Marines sir, I can do
anything.” Taylor said with a subdued smile.

“Yes, so it seems from your record. But here we
wear a lot of hats. Currently I'm the acting chief of staff, the
admin officer and the sergeant major. The commanding general for
the MAB is also the assistant commanding general for Third MarDiv.
You will be the supply officer and if we’re lucky you will get a
supply chief in a day or so. Your job will be to get the MAB packed
up and ready to move to South Korea for operation team spirit in
October. That will give you two months to get acclimated to the job
and a week to make the move. You will be completely on your own
until we bulk up.”

“Bulk up sir?”

“Right now, we are the planning staff for all
operations west of the Mississippi to the middle of Iran. We stand
at thirty-four people in our unit from the CG down to the lowest
rank. When we are activated we bulk up from thirty-four to just
over ten thousand. As supply officer, you have to find billeting
for everyone that will be part of our command staff. That is about
a hundred and fifty people. When we move to Korea that number will
jump up to about five hundred officers and enlisted and that will
include supply clerks for your shop. You will need to have food,
water and housing for the five hundred. The units assigned to us
will take care of most of their own needs but you will be ordering
the food and water for the entire ten-thousand-man unit. We will be
conducting training not far from the DMZ so we will need a
contingency of ammunition. You will need to work out a battle plan
for your unit in case the north wants to do something stupid. Get
it to me next week so I can look it over.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Sergeant, you are going to be stressed, if you
need help let me know, I’ll do what I can but for all intents and
purposes, you are the SuppO you will have the authority of your
billet but not the rank to enforce it.”

“Not the first time sir.”

“Good, welcome aboard, Gunny will show you where
supply is.”

“Thanks sir.” Taylor said as he stood. They
shook hands and left.

At the door, he met Gunny Burns. “So, how was
it?”

“I love the Marine Corps.” Taylor said with a
smirk.

“Me too, come on let me show you the ropes.”

They exited and turned left walking up a hill to
the supply area. Three warehouses and a Quonset hut. “We have
morning formation at seven thirty, in front of the headquarters
building. Your room is over here.” Gunny Burns pointed. “Here is
your key; I dropped off your sea bag before I put the car away.
This is our office. I’ll be with you for the next twelve days and a
wakeup.” He smiled.

“Damn Gunny, you're so short I'm surprised you
can get in your chair by yourself.” Taylor said, this was not his
first time on the rock. A short timer was one that was due to
rotate back to the states. Each day meant one day less of his tour
overseas.

“Fucking A Skippy; twelve days and a wake up!
How much supply experience do you have? Please don’t tell me that
drawing duce gear is it.”

“Gunny, I got shot in the Philippines on an
operation, I had a heart attack and died a few times getting to the
hospital. When they let me escape the hospital, I spent a year in
supply recuperating. Duce gear is called duce because in the
national stock number the three digit code in the middle is 782,
for personal combat gear. I was the MAL clerk, and I passed my
FASMO inspection.”

“Thank God! Someone who knows the basics. They
were going to give me Lance corporal Anderson and they wanted me to
train him on how to run a supply and get it moved to Korea. He’s a
03 for Christ sakes.”

“So am I gunny.” Taylor took no offence. 03
meaning his primary Military Occupational Specialty was infantry
while the supply MOS was 30. When the military calls it a specialty
they mean you are a specialist in that field. Cross training to
other fields was rare until the budget cuts forced people to work
way outside their specialty.

“But you actually worked in supply. Anderson’s
supply experience began and ended with drawing his field equipment.
I asked him if he knew out what a dash one was. He thought it was a
new rifle.”

“1348-1 supply requisition form.” Taylor said
with a grin. “Look gunny, I'm beat, I just spent twenty-four hours
on a jet to get here, redirected from recon to supply. On top of
that my chief of staff tells me I have a week to get a battle plan
together in case the North Koreans move south. I need help, and I
need Marine Corps Order P4400.124C so I can bone up on
everything.”

“Let me stop you there. They did away with
Marine Corps Orders for supply; it is now User’s Manual P4400. Not
as thick as the MCO and it gives you a lot of leeway. I will have
everything you need when you come to work in the morning. Take the
manual with you for some light bed time reading.”

“Night gunny.” Taylor said grabbing the manual
and all but ran out the door. It took him a moment to remember
where the barracks was. He found it and was happy to see that it
had been remodeled from a squad bay to four-man rooms. He was the
only one assigned that room. It would be cramped with four people
but for just himself it reminded him of his first apartment. The
communal bathroom was outside but seeing the bed, he had all he
needed for now.

He unlocked his sea bag and started to unpack.
He ironed his cammies and polished his boots. Finally, he made his
bed and collapse on it.

***

August 1977 the new president had been tested,
as all new presidents are, this test came from North Korea. The
report the president’s national security advisor held told of
several American deaths a captain, a first lieutenant and several
enlisted men, all U.S. Army. They had been tasked with clearing the
DMZ of a lone tree that was blocking the field of fire. They had
gone in with a minimal guard of eleven soldiers, two with axes and
the others with an M-16 rifles. The offending tree stood ten feet
tall and almost six inches in diameter. What happened after the
tree was trimmed was amazing. Twenty North Koreans entered the DMZ
and approached the soldiers. They took the axes from the soldiers
and killed the men with them. Then killed the officer a serious
fist fight broke out but no one thought to use a gun. It lasted
less than a minute and then the North Korean troops retreated
across the line with the axes. The surviving soldiers did not fire
because no one had shot at anyone and under strict orders they
could not fire unless he was fired upon or his own life was in
danger. No one in the state department had thought of an axe as a
weapon of war so there were no guidelines to cover it. In not
shooting the soldiers avoided a worse international incident that
could be blamed on the UN.

“What did we do to provoke them?” The President
asked.

“Nothing Mr. President, the North was informed
weeks ago that we were going in to trim it down. We had a small
number of people and they didn’t fight back until the North Korean
soldiers started killing our people. It’s all on film if you want
to see it for yourself sir.”

“Why would they attack us if we didn’t provoke
them?” It made no sense to kill three soldiers for no reason.

“You're the new president sir, each new
president gets tested his first year in office. They want to see
what they are up against. If you make a weak move, you are weak in
their eyes and everyone will be pushing you around. If you make a
strong move you will catch some heat domestically but in the long
run our people abroad will have an easier time.”

“I promised the people that we would not go to
war on my watch. What can we do to send them a message without
starting a war?”

“The DIA wants to do an over flight to get some
pictures of some things in that country. Authorizing that will show
them you are serious. It will be secret so our people won’t
know.”

“What if it gets shot down like the U-2 incident
back in the late fifties?”

“Not a problem we will be using an SR-71, it
fly’s too fast and too high for them to get a shot off.”

“That’s what they told Eisenhower about the U-2.
Let me think about it.”

The National Security Advisor knew that this was
a test, and if the new administration failed the test it would lead
to worse things. Looking at the new satellite photographs of the
North there was something that did not seem right to the analysts
and it was now being brought to the attention of the National
Security Advisor to the President. Ten miles from the DMZ was a
military base. It was an odd place to put the base right against a
mountain but still it was there. It was a very large base with
seemingly nothing but trucks. Even if it were a vehicle depot the
base was ten times larger than it should be. And there was only one
building barely large enough to house two tanks. The satellite
resolution was not good enough to show more than just trucks and
vehicles. The next generation of key hole satellites would fix that
but for now the oddity needed explaining. This was a good time to
approach the president for a probing operation. But first he had to
convince the president that an over flight was needed. The SR71 was
the best platform for a high-resolution camera the country had and
this anomaly was worth the mission.
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With the sudden rise of terrorist acts around
the world, the Joint Chiefs Intelligence of the Pentagon finally
agreed to create the Counter Terror Center and put an old friend in
charge. The CTC will serve as the primary organization in the U.S.
military for integrating and analyzing all intelligence pertaining
to terrorism possessed or acquired by the U.S. government, and
serve as the central and shared knowledge bank on terrorism
information; providing all-source intelligence.

Major General James (Jimmy) Glover USA was in
the catbird seat. He had stayed in the intelligence field for most
of his career. Now only three years from mandatory retirement he
had been chosen to head up the new Counter Terrorist Center out of
the J-2. This would be the crown of his career. He would be able to
select his own team, and he had a list of people he was going to
recruit starting with that Marine chick, she was smart and good
looking. It was amazing that the President had allowed the CTC to
be formed when he was cutting the crap out of everything else in
the military and intelligence areas of government. But in doing so
it made Jimmy’s little center the go to shop in the Pentagon.

Holly received her transfer orders and smiled.
She had heard about the new unit and was glad she was going to be a
plank owner (original member) in the Counter Terrorist Center. The
first day, officers and enlisted stood in the new office. The
center was so new there were not enough desks or chairs for
everyone. Holly quickly noticed that there was an abundance of
females and she was the highest ranking officer. Holly hoped that
meant she would be the assistant deputy commander working directly
under General Glover’s deputy.

General Glover came out of his office to greet
the troops.

“Good morning civilians, soldiers, sailors,
airmen and Marines and welcome to our new home, the Counter
Terrorism Center. Please excuse the mess, we are still getting
things in place but while we are building we still need to work.”
He smiled as he looked over the young faces then continued.

“Our job is to lead our nation's effort to
combat terrorism at home and abroad by analyzing the threat,
sharing information with our partners, and integrating all
instruments of national power to ensure a cohesive effort. We serve
as the nation's indispensable source for counterterrorism analysis
and strategic operational plans, leading the counterterrorism
community by setting the standard for expertise, collaboration, and
information sharing.” Holly realized that he was almost quoting
from the white paper she sent up the chain of command over a year
ago. She felt pride that her work was being recognized.

“The CTC comprises employees from many partner
organizations and will also maintain productive relationships with
our foreign partners. It is the multiplicity of backgrounds and
disciplines fused together in an integrated environment that
enriches the CTC analysis, provides alternative perspectives, and
breaks down cultural and physical barriers. If you notice not
everyone here is in the military. We have people from CIA, FBI and
liaison’s from our European and Asian partners. Our foreign
partners will join us next month. We will freely share all
intelligence gathered; there will be no inter-agency or national
rivalry here. I expect everyone to treat our partners with trust
and respect.”

“The white paper produced by Major West started
people thinking and got the Secretary of Defense to allow us this
experiment. Our mandate is to protect America and our interests
around the world. We won’t be able to stop all terror but we can
analyze the trends and with the help of our partners stop some of
them.” Glover ended his speech and received an enthusiastic
applause. He nodded and smiled to the group then nodded to Holly
and motioned for her to follow him into his office.

General Glover closed the door and took a seat
on the sofa across from his desk. “Have a seat, Holly.” Holly took
the overstuffed chair next to the sofa. “Holly, right now we are
running around like a chicken with its head cut off. Once we get
settled and everything in place I will need a deputy director, I
would like that person to be you.”

Holly was surprised and flattered he wanted her
for the job instead of someone senior in rank. “I'm flattered,
Sir.”

“Call me Jimmy, we will be working closely and I
don’t have time for those kinds of formalities. To be honest there
is pressure to bring on someone of higher rank as my deputy but I
like the way you think and with a little grooming you would be
perfect as my second in command. Right now, it will be unofficial
but when the time is right and if you can prove yourself I will
make my decision.”

“Thank you, Sir… Jimmy, I’ll do my best to prove
your confidence in me.” Holly said humbled.

“You’ve earned my confidence and my trust with
those white letters you’ve sent out over the last year. With our
new president will come challenges, every unfriendly government
will be testing him, but, I believe like you do, they will be using
unconventional tests this time. What I want are daily analytic
products for senior government officials and the broader Counter
Terrorism Community. That means a daily accounting of threat
reporting and actions taken. Along with in-depth analytic
assessments on the full range of terrorist topics.”

“Sir, Jimmy, if I may suggest, it would be best
if we break up into teams of specialists that can work on these
products rather than having people jump from subject to
subject.”

“Holly, I'm just telling you what I want. It is
up to you to figure out how to give it to me.” General Glover said
with a smile.

“How much time do I have on the first
product?”

“Start as soon as we get situated. But before we
can do that we need a lot of administrative stuff done. We don’t
have anything on paper, not an SOP or even a how to document. The
charter I outlined to our people was out of my head on the fly. I
need you to come up with a real charter I can take to the Deputy
Director of Intelligence at DIA.” Holly nodded and stood to
leave.

“Make me proud Holly.” She nodded and
smiled.

Holly entered the main room; everyone was still
standing around. Holly could see that with only a few desks and
chairs there was little for anyone to do. “May I have your
attention people?” All eyes turned to her, and Holly felt nervous,
how was she going to get this done without being officially in
charge? She remembered Arnold saying; ‘Take charge and own it or
plan to fail.’ Holly planned to take charge of everything until she
found her limits.

“All enlisted have the next two days off. Get
rested and ready to come to work on Monday. All officers, meet me
in the Pentagon Conference Center Room A3 in two hours.” The look
of joy on the enlisted personnel’s faces was matched by the glum on
the officer’s faces. Holly had no idea she was going to be saddled
with the responsibilities of second in command, but Marines are
supposed to adapt and overcome all obstacles or die trying.

The first thing Holly did after dismissing the
team, was go back to her old office and scrounge notepads and pens.
Then for the next hour she made a list of what she was going to
need. Then the daily products that would be needed and the weekly
products and the teams that would be needed to accomplish each
task.

Holly knocked on the door. “Jimmy, may I come
in?” Holly said as she pushed the door open.

“Sure, come on in. What do you need?” General
Glover asked as he sipped his coffee.

“I need the personnel files on everyone, so I
know who to assign and where.”

“The files are in that file cabinet, I'm going
to lunch, I should be back by four, feel free to use my office,” He
said and headed out the door.

“Thank you, Sir.”

“It’s Jimmy and your welcome.”

Once the general was gone, she dove into the
files. Going through each file quickly making notes as to who would
be running each section. Looking at her watch she could see that
she would be late for her own meeting. Still she plodded on until
she was sure she had the best people for each section regardless of
rank.

The walk to the conference room was a long one
from where the office was. She had her head buried in the notes
oblivious to the stares she was getting from the male passersby.
Holly stood five foot three in stocking feet her regulation high
heeled shoes gave her another two inches. In her impeccably
tailored uniform, Holly could easily be a model for marine
recruitment posters.

“Holly?” The deep masculine voice called. Holly
continued walking obliviously to the voice. “Major West!”

Startled Holly looked up from her notes. “Hello,
Sir. When did you get back from the Philippines?” Holly said
surprised that someone noticed her. Her former commanding officer
Lieutenant Colonel Arnold Fields smiled at her.

“You look busy. Where are you working?” He asked
avoiding her question.

“I just started my new job on the Counter
Terrorism Center Sir,” Holly said proudly.

“Great, I heard some rumblings about that before
I left town. Who’s running it?”

“Jimmy Glover, he asked me to be his deputy.”
Holly was almost glowing with that news she had to tell
someone.

“General Jimmy Glover?” Arnold Fields asked with
worry on his face that Holly missed.

“Yes, Sir. He says he wants me as his deputy,
and if I prove myself he will make it happen.” Arnold nodded but
said nothing for a long moment.
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