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 Prologue

James Earl Carter Jr. had been elected the
thirty-ninth President of the United States because he was an
outsider, not a Washington politician. This was to put to rest the
disgrace of the Nixon administration and punish the Republicans.
President Carter was perceived to be everything Richard Nixon was
not, Mister Carter was honest, principled, and as moral a man the
Democrats could find to represent the party. As an officer in the
nuclear navy, he could not be called a dove by the hawks. As a
successful businessman, he put the business community at ease.
Being a former governor of the great state of Georgia showed that
he could lead a racially diverse state and still get things
done.

If President Carter had a real shortfall as the
President of the United States, it was that he believed in the
ideals of the Democratic Party that he grew up with. Mr. Carter
assumed that the people the party had suggested he accept into his
administration believed the same things. He was too honest to play
the dirty tricks that his party loved to play. When he realized
that his beliefs in the party’s ideals were not the ideals the
party had any more it was too late. His administration was riddled
with people who had agendas that did not coincide with what was
needed to heal America. The good liberal Democrats of Washington,
DC did their best to make his faithful staff from Georgia look like
country bumpkins because they did not belong in “official
Washington.”

What the President had, was a true
representation of the party, a loosely organized coalition of
people with differing agendas that were often in conflict with one
another as well as his own views and goals for the nation. To get
elected Mr. Carter had to take these people onto his staff and
cabinet, some who were politically acceptable insiders to get
things done most efficiently, but those insiders also had their own
agendas.

One group of advisors saw a chance to advance
their agenda and constrain the seemingly all-powerful out of
control and abusive CIA. Another group took advantage of the bitter
anti-war sentiment in the country. Others wanted to reign in the
military and make them pay for the humiliating loss in Vietnam. The
Congress of the United States was under the control of the
Democratic Party, which should have made it an easy ride for the
President. Instead, the party was sharply divided by various
liberal causes that got them elected. Some in the Senate, unhappy
that Jimmy Carter had beaten Ted Kennedy did what they could to
hurt the President in little ways. While others in the house and
senate only backed the President when it came to their pet
causes.

Each faction in the Carter administration had
conflicting agendas often making the President look inept even when
dealing with his own party as well as with regional and world
leaders. This caused a lack of confidence by the American people
making it impossible to mobilize public support. The President’s
policies of sacrifice and restraint he believed were needed to get
out of the recession were ignored. Americans did not want to
sacrifice anything for a leader that did not seem able to lead.
America always loved a winner but with the internal conflicts
played out in the press for all to see, showed that the President
could not lead and could not get anything done for them.

Young, idealistic people were put in positions
of power just as it happened when JFK won the election. They were
needed and relied upon by the President to give him good
information and advice to run the country. Some of these people
drunk with power believed it was up to them to save the country
from its self. Though not elected by the people they were going to
make the country right in their eyes. They took it upon themselves
to right the wrongs of the Nixon administration’s long years of
abuse. Some advisors who were heavily influenced by the human
rights organizations did their best to distance America from
dictators, despots, and people of low moral character. The idealist
believed these people were not of the highest principles for what
America, as they saw it, stood. That pressure forced the CIA to
ignore the people that could keep America informed of dangers
before they were a problem. To replace those unsavory elements in
the CIA, those advisors showed the President the technological
wonders of satellite intelligence gathering. Promising the ability
to see through walls and listen in on phone conversations and see
what America’s enemies were doing without putting an American at
risk in any country. The logical conclusion was to pay for the
great and promising technology they would cut staff at CIA and
other intelligence organizations. The goal was advertised as a
noble one, the use of technological wonders, though expensive,
would keep Americans out of harm’s way and save the nation
embarrassment when a spy was caught as one was in 1975 in the
Soviet Union.

If the satellites could do what the case
officers could do, then the number of case officers that were in
foreign countries should be scaled back. The spy networks
established by these case officers were scaled down or abandoned
entirely. Some of these agents were arrested, and with not even a
hint of help from America, they told all they had done before being
jailed or in most cases executed. This served as a great warning to
all who thought that America stood for something and supported its
friends and allies no matter what. It also made it harder, if not
impossible, for the CIA to get people to help them protect America
forcing the agency to rely more and more on national technical
means, as opposed to people recruited who wanted to help. ‘National
Technical Means’ is the term used to describe Satellites, spy
planes and other technological wonders that were being discovered
through smaller faster computers. Technology that would not be
fully ready for deployment for two decades at the earliest, if the
budget does not get cut by the next administration or the
administration that came after that one. Space technology was
expensive and still had many unknowns. None of this was discussed
with the President when he made the logical decision to gut the CIA
for a safer non-intrusive way to gather information.

Another faction within the White House was to
decimate the military with strong support from the antiwar segments
in the house and the senate. They had been, like Nixon, elected to
end the war in Vietnam and though the war was over, they still
blamed the military, not the politicians for losing the Vietnam
War. The ideological school of thought was if there were no
military there could be no war so they did what they could to make
the military an institution no one wanted to be in except the poor
and ignorant. The reason most poor people joined the military was
to get a chance to better themselves while serving their country.
These people were taught discipline, honor, accountability, and
responsibility. Things that should have been taught in elementary
schools but was deemed irrelevant and discarded in the mid-sixties
because it caused people to make judgments on people and people
should not judge others.

The GI Bill was one of the greatest draws into
the military. What better way to better yourself while helping to
pull the nation’s economy out of a recession? After risking your
life in serving your country, you went to college where you
received a better education. That education allowed you to demand a
better job with higher wages and paid higher taxes because of
higher wages that fueled the government and the economy. It worked
with the World War II veterans causing a boon to the country and
causing a huge surplus in tax dollars that President Johnson spent
to fund his “Great Society” as well as the Vietnam War. In one
generation the nation pulled out of a depression as a debtor nation
to having a half-trillion-dollar surplus.

The GI Bill was eliminated to save money, but
the Great Society organizations created with that surplus money
were not. The Tax cut that President Kennedy forced through
Congress was eliminated. Higher taxes were used to try to make up
the shortfall for social programs that did nothing for the nation
but guarantee votes for the incumbents from the poor. It also
guaranteed the inflation caused by the war in Vietnam to continue
with no politically advantageous way to bring it under control. No
elected government official in their right mind was going to stop
the flow of government money into their state or district with the
economy the way it was. It was easier to cut back on the military,
the CIA and raid social security money. That way no one would
notice, and you did not even have to raise taxes that much.

The military only had one job, to protect
America from all enemies. With shortsighted budget cuts, the
military had been reduced to a paper tiger, which if the truth were
known could only fight one enemy, the Soviet Union. It would be a
war that all knew no one would win, so both sides chose not to
fight. If war broke out with the Soviet Union, it was theorized to
go nuclear quickly. Everyone knew this, so having a large number of
baby killing, anti-feminist, conservative, homophobic soldiers on
the federal payroll was stupid, when their pay could be used to
help fund more social programs. Money for training was halved then
slashed again; money for repair and replacement parts came next.
The need for new weapons was laughed at since the only war that
would be fought would be against the Soviets, and we had all the
nuclear weapons needed to destroy the entire world several times
over.

With the CIA and FBI prohibited by law in
sharing information and the severe budget cuts on the CIA it
effectively left the United States blind to most serious problems
around the world that did not have to do with the Soviet Union. All
of this was done to punish the Republicans in power at the time in
the most shortsighted haphazard way. The enemies of The United
States saw the weakness and within two years had exploited the
weaknesses with swift action.

By 1976, when President Carter was elected no
one could see the trouble on the horizon. President Carter hammered
by events beyond his control: the energy crisis that triggered
double-digit inflation. President Carter’s refusal to support
dictators hastened the fall of the Shah whom he considered a
dictator. This act gained him great favor with the liberals who
wanted to undo every dictatorship installed by America since the
1950s because all dictators were bad, and America should never
support them under any circumstances, while ignoring the
dictatorships installed by the Soviet Union because communism was a
peace loving idea that when properly employed worldwide will be the
savior of mankind bringing equality to all. The fall of the Shah of
Iran brought about the rise of Islamic fundamentalism in Iran and
the seizure of the American Embassy, Embassy personnel became
hostages in Iran. Finally, the chill in Soviet-American relations
following the Soviet invasion of Afghanistan and the installation
of a puppet dictatorship did not seem to outrage anyone outside of
the president himself. In retrospect, many of the crises President
Carter confronted were not as unsolvable as it had seemed had his
administration not sent mixed messages letting the Soviets think
they could get away with Afghanistan and other adventures.
Alternatively, had the Carter administration realized that some
dictators are better than others and worked to slowly change them
instead of just withdrawing American support leaving a vacuum to be
filled by another dictator. Had the President not been advised to
gut the military and the Intelligence community, most of his
problems would have been seen ahead of time, at least, giving the
President a range of options to solve them. The President’s style
of hands-on management led an ill at ease American public to hold
him personally responsible for the failures of his administration.
The seizure of American hostages proved his final undoing. The
Democratic Party, seeing whom the grass roots voters faulted,
blamed the President for what they had done to America even before
he had taken office. Americans' increasing frustration over the
nation's visible impotence to affect the hostage release rightly
focused their anger and frustration upon President Carter. He was
the man in charge of the country. When an attempted rescue ended in
scandalous failure in early 1980, his fate as President was
hermetically sealed. The vice-President did his best to distance
himself from the ruin by stabbing his boss in the back at every
occasion. The congress followed suit while on the surface showing
tepid support.

The man who had the best opportunity to energize
and heal the nation to bring it out of its economic dormancy and
unite the nation became a joke on both sides of the political isle.
No one in power wanted to notice that the social programs of the
“great society” were strangling America. No one in power noticed
that the programs started with good intentions did not work as
advertised. Instead of providing short-term help to get people on
their feet the programs became an industry that recruited more
people into them instead of helping people get out of the
programs.

Without a credible intelligence-gathering agency
America could not see the dangers coming down the road, and without
an effective military, the nation could not react to the problems
forcefully when they were finally seen. The short answer was to
blame the President since he was in charge. This left everyone else
blameless and pure in the eyes of the even shorter sighted voters
who believed that the government was a source of income. They did
not understand the cash came from the people in the form of higher
taxes and less service. Social programs designed to help people in
hard times began to recruit people into the welfare system to keep
government employees employed. In doing so they took people out of
the job market, fewer tax payers meant higher taxes meaning more
people forced out of work because more people had to work two jobs
to make as much as they made working one job. There were fewer jobs
to go around, and more people were forced into the welfare
system.






20:00 Thursday, January 17, 1980, Georgetown
Maryland United States of America

“Dad I think it would help if I could go along
with you on your next trip,” Patrick said as he passed the potatoes
to his father. “I mean next year I’m taking a course on
international studies. It would help if I got to see the real
world, you know, outside of the United States.”

His father thought it over for only a second and
agreed. “Hell, son might as well see the world. I have a trip
scheduled for the end of May. I’ll make arrangements for you to tag
along.” It would be nice to have his son with him on the business
trip. I only wish you had asked last year when I went to
Moscow.

"Well, last year I was not thinking about going
into the family business. This year I am, and figure I should see
what I’m getting myself into," Patrick answered pleasantly.

“Well, there are only two ways to see the world.
One is with me; the other is in the military unless you want to pay
for it.” His father humorously replied.

“No military for me dad; I’m no baby killer.”
Patrick had missed Vietnam by a deferment his father had gotten for
him.

“Good to hear son, you make me proud.” His son
hated the military as much as he did and that was smart. There was
no reason to like the military at least ‘til his son was too old to
go in risking his life for strangers, that was something that his
family had avoided since his grandfather’s youth. Fighting and
dying for your country was for fools, not for smart people like his
family.



 Chapter
One

New Bee

10:00 January 18th, 1980 camp Schwab rifle
range, Henoko, Okinawa, Japan.

“That kid has a good eye.” Sergeant Sotomayor
said. He and Corporal Tanner sat with telescopic scopes watching
one of the new kids as he made his tenth bull’s-eye in a row. The
grouping was within the diameter of a quarter.

“Sergeant Sotomayor, What’s his name again?”
Corporal Tanner asked.

“Green, Lance Corporal Taylor Green.” Sergeant
Sotomayor said. “Yeah, he has a good eye man, maybe better than
you.” Corporal Tanner gave him a look that showed exactly what he
thought of that remark.

Green cleared his rifle he turned to Sergeant
Sotomayor. “How was that?” Green asked knowing he had qualified
with a good score.

“Not bad, new bee, let’s see what you can do at
twelve hundred yards,” Sotomayor said in deadpan humor.

“Cool!” He looked around for the twelve
hundred-yard line marker and quickly realized that behind Sergeant
Sotomayor and Corporal Tanner was the parking lot. “Hey, this range
only goes to eleven hundred yards.”

“You new bees are observant too. I’m impressed.”
Sotomayor said with a sarcastic chuckle, Corporal Tanner just shook
his head.

“Sergeant, why do people keep calling us new
bees?” Lance Corporal Green asked.

Corporal Tanner handled that one with a smile.
“What kind of bee can’t fly?” He called out.

“A new bee!” The rest of the platoon replied
with laughter.

“You see we’re getting short and we will soon be
flying home while you new bees will be stuck on the rock.” Sergeant
Sotomayor said with a smile.

When the last man had finished firing, Sotomayor
ordered them to clean their weapons and return them to the armory.
Then, get ready for lunch.

Sergeant Sotomayor reported to his Lieutenant,
"Sir, all the Marines have re-qualified with the M-40, and the M-4
is there anything else you need before I send them to lunch?”

“No Sergeant, but I need to talk to you. Have a
seat. My monitor tells me that my orders are coming down the pipe
and I got a cut. I will be off the rock on 31 May; the problem is
so will Staff Sergeant Harris. I have recommended you as acting
platoon Sergeant. That means with me gone you’re going to have to
take over as the platoon commander as well. It’s only going to be
for a week or so. They’re having trouble getting Staff NCOs over
here. The one they had slated for us got busted, now they’re trying
to find someone to fill the gap.”

“Damn sir, we’re short across the board on staff
NCOs I was down at Camp Hansen last week, and they had a Corporal
as a platoon commander.”

“Yeah, too many are getting out and not enough
people are enlisting. We’re short all over the Corps, and with the
President cutting the military budget, no one wants to come in the
military.”

“I can handle it sir, but remember we’re slated
for air alert in June.”

“We know. Our platoon will be in the best shape
out of the battalion, ‘‘til the middle of June you will be the
senior sergeant in the battalion. Then we’ll have enough money to
transport the rest of the replacements in and you salty dogs back
to the world.”

This was one of the problems with sudden and
drastic budget cuts. No one had thought far enough ahead to cover
personnel rotations to foreign bases. Military strategy and
doctrine dictated that the military maintain bases on foreign soil
allowing rapid military response to emergency situations, but the
cuts in the budget never addressed unit rotations and transfers.
Fed up with poor treatment and inadequate pay, people from all
branches of service were leaving the military in droves leaving
gaps in manpower reducing the military readiness of some units to a
below combat ready status. For some, it was embarrassing to be a
government employee and still fully eligible for welfare and food
stamps. Married Corporals and Sergeants were forced to break the
law by taking part-time jobs just to afford housing for their
families. After three years of budget cuts, the people in the know
knew that if anything other than nuclear was declared America would
lose.

09:00 Friday, January 18, 1980, Villa Rica
compound, Angeles City, Republic of the Philippine Islands

Imam Emilio Janjalani traveled three days by
foot to reach the outer limits of Angeles City from his jungle
tribe. Just after the end of World War II, his father the Imam had
moved a group of Muslims from the city out to the jungle. He
believed they could live in the jungle without persecution, as
opposed to in the heavily catholic dominated cities. Only three
percent of the nation’s population is followers of Islam. With the
way the Japanese had treated all Filipinos, he believed that the
anger would turn to non-Catholics after the war. Imam in ISLAM is a
recognized leader or a religious teacher. Any pious Muslim may
function as imam. The term is also used as a synonym for the
caliph, God's vice-regent. Some in Islam held the belief that a
hidden or unrecognized imam, or true caliph (the MAHDI), would
return at the end of the world to restore the true Caliphate. This
imam did not believe he was such a person, but he did rule his
tribe.

Though it was nowhere near as bad as what
happened to the Jews in the war, there were some problems. His
father felt it would be safer in the jungle than in and around
cities. The idea did not catch on as well as his father had
believed, and the persecution he had feared did not happen. Now
almost forty years later the tribe had winnowed down to sixty
people. The young ones wanted to go to the cities and see the
world. Some came back with wives and husbands, but most did not.
The world had changed a lot, from an agrarian society to an
industrial one allowing the young ones to find jobs that permitted
them to afford luxury items, such as apartments with running water
and electricity. Some of the young ones had gotten political,
wanting more “say” in the way the government was being run and to
try to gain more freedom for Muslims. This was how the imam had
gotten involved in this whole mess. His sons, Abdurajak, and
Khadaffy had left the tribe and gone to a school where they learned
how the Muslims had not been fairly treated by the government or
the people. Instead of coming back to the tribe, they chose to
remain in the city trying to build support for their cause. The
Imam did not see the need to bring the tribe out of the jungle. It
had become their home and living in the city with all those people
had become too much of a strain. He was on the outskirts of Angeles
City looking up at Mount Pinatubo on the far side of the city. The
Imam had become acclimated to jungle life. The city made him
nervous and uneasy. There were just too many people he did not know
and did not trust.

Lieutenant Ramos spotted the Imam and walked
over to him. It was easy to spot the Imam. He looked so out of
place with his shabby clothes and wary look. They did not shake
hands though they knew each other. Lieutenant Ramos led the Imam to
a jeepney and drove to a safe house where they could talk
privately. Rose served glasses of cold water. It was her house and
providing a safe place for the meeting was what her part of the
operation. Lieutenant Ramos had made his desires of Rose known, but
she was not interested in him. He was stupid in her eyes. She had
her master’s degree in business while he did not even have an
associate’s degree. Beggars on the street had an AA degree. It was
a poor country without free public education, but 97% of the nation
is literate. Rose was not a snob she just needed an excuse not to
like him. She had a boyfriend, an American Colonel.

“What we ask is that you and your people help us
with an important mission.” Lieutenant Ramos said wishing for
something stronger to drink. But he did not wish to offend the Imam
with the consumption of alcohol during the meeting. Lieutenant
Ramos was hopeful Rose had some Red Horse in the freezer for
him.

“How much danger to my people?” The Imam asked.
He knew that any important mission these people were doing would
mean angering the government leaders who would send the military to
punish all involved. The Imam had to know what dangers were
involved. The Imam would not risk his tribe and had made that clear
many times in the past. He was responsible for his people’s safety,
and the Imam took that responsibility seriously.

“Almost none Imam.” Lieutenant Ramos said. “All
we are asking is that you let my people stay with your tribe for a
week. For that, we will pay you two sacks of rice a week from now
until the mission is over.”

“When will that be?” He sipped his water and
waited for the answer. He knew he would accept the offer. There was
little risk in helping this New People’s Army, and his tribe needed
the rice. Helping the communists was better than helping the
government, they, at least, spoke of equality, and he would be paid
for it. His sons were already members of the Moro National
Liberation Front, one of the two major Muslim separatist movements
in the southern Philippines, which were then trying to come to
terms with the central government in Manila.

“We do not know. We are still planning the
operation, but at this point, we need to know where my people can
stay if it works. Your promise of a safe place for my people allows
us to advance the planning.”

“How many of your people will be our
guests?”

“No more than ten, all men and we will be there
for five or six days at the most. After that, we will leave.”

“When will you know if you will need our
help?”

“We don’t know. But when we do know, we will
tell you in plenty of time.”

“Will there be any shooting?” The Imam was not a
violent man his people were not militant enough to engage in the
fighting they only killed for food, but the tribe would support the
cause of freedom. He understood that the NPA were very violent
people.

“No, our people will be armed, but we don’t
think there will be any shooting around your people.”

The Imam nodded, he had never been lied to by
the NPA, and this man had never lied to him in the year he had been
dealing with him. The Imam stood ending the meeting.

Friday, January 18, 1980, Tokyo Japan

Tokyo, the capital and largest city of Japan, is
located in east-central Honshu, at the head of Tokyo Bay. Greater
Tokyo consists of an urban area, farms, and mountain villages they
form the world's most populous metropolitan area. Tokyo is the
administrative, financial, and cultural center of Japan. It is also
a major industrial and transportation hub, with the world's first
public monorail line and high-speed “bullet trains” that link it
with other cities. A world economic center, Tokyo rivals New York
and London. Founded in the 12th century as Edo, it was the capital
of the shogunate from 1603 to 1868, when the emperor was restored
to power and made Edo the nation's capital, renaming it Tokyo. In
1923, an earthquake and fire destroyed nearly half the city. Heavy
Allied bombing in World War II devastated much of Tokyo, including
nearly all of its industrial plants. Left intact were the imperial
palace and surrounding embassies, the diet (government) building,
and many office buildings. Frequent rebuilding in the wake of
disasters has made it one of the world's most modern cities. It was
all of this that elated Matthew Uno and caused him to work very
hard to get an assignment to Japan. The rich culture and friendly
smiles on the travel posters had lured him into seeking out his
heritage.

Matthew was a third generation Japanese American
and had to learn Japanese from the Berlitz language school. His
parents could not speak the language fluently enough to pass as
Japanese citizens. His parents believed that if you are an American
citizen, you should speak English as your first language.

Matthew was quickly disillusioned upon arriving
in Japan. Japan was a nation of xenophobes that did not look kindly
on foreigners. Though he was of Japanese ancestry and spoke the
language passably, they spotted him as an outsider quickly. He
acted American standing out in ways that the Japanese did not. As
the new Associated Press reporter, it was his job to find news and
report it to the world. Courtesy was the nation’s culture, not like
in America where if someone smiled and agreed with you, it meant
something. Here if you asked for something that was embarrassing to
the person, they would give you the answer you want then do the
opposite. A polite yes means no, but as to not to insult you, I
will agree with you.

Learning the culture was a lot harder than
learning the language. It had taken Matthew months to work his way
in to see the people that mattered in the Japanese government. He
had missed some really good stories along the way. His bureau chief
understood Matthew’s problem and had helped him along the way as
best he could. Matthew had only gotten puff pieces until he met the
secretary of the deputy minister of foreign affairs. She was a
beautiful and wonderful woman who mistakenly had fallen in love
with him. It had to be a mistake, Japanese were xenophobic and very
nationalistic, and to date, a foreigner was not socially acceptable
in a nation that demanded that all fit within the norm, only very
bold or very foolish women dated foreign men. Japanese men, on the
other hand, were allowed to date but not marry foreign women.
Matthew had gone to interview her boss who refused to see him at
the last minute leaving him with no story for the day and an angry
editor. She had seen someone give him the bad news and unlike other
Americans, he bowed, thanked the flunky assigned to brush him off,
and smiled. Michiko, her name was Michiko, for her to boldly flirt
with Matthew by inviting him to coffee was stepping way across the
lines of acceptable behavior for their culture.

Michiko had taken a liking to Matthew the first
time she had seen him. When she found out that he was an American
it only fueled her desire to meet him and with her desire to learn
more about Americans. She pursued him for a month before they
actually dated.

Michiko had heard rumors about Americans and
found out what made Americans different was that American men were
more concerned with the woman’s pleasure than Japanese men. In
return for his abilities outside of his journalistic duties, she
took pity on him and gave Matthew a list of questions for his next
interview with her boss. He submitted them a week in advance as she
suggested. Something an American journalist did not normally do. To
his surprise, the Deputy Minister gave him a private interview. In
going down the list of questions, the Minister gave seemingly
canned responses for his tape recorder but when Matthew left was
given a typed transcript. The answers did not match what the
minister had said on the record. The answers to some of his
questions were more verbose and contradicting some of the taped
interview. His typed statements were slightly more pro-American and
even hinted to a slight change in trade relations with America.

He asked Michiko about the differences at lunch.
She explained that the interview was for local consumption and the
transcript was for the American audience. She told him that as long
as he stayed with the transcript, the deputy minister would not
object to the leak, but it was to be used as background information
not coming directly from the minister himself. This was something
no other news organization would know for twenty-four hours. She
told him that if he handled it well, there would be more
information later. Then Michiko gave him the name of an English
language Japanese newspaper where he could sell his taped
interview. AP had no problem with him making some money on the
side, as long as the big news item was broken by AP.

Matthew broke the story using the interview to
back up his supposedly secret source. The story turned out to be
larger than it seemed causing ramifications worldwide. Matthew’s
bureau chief seeing that he could finally stand on his own left him
to operate independently. From then on, he was breaking stories
covering most of Asia from Japan almost monthly just ahead of his
competition. It was not until his sixth month that he learned that
his girlfriend was not the deputy minister’s secretary, but the
deputy minister’s daughter who truly loved her American lover. By
this time, he had gained a reputation that other more seasoned
reporters respected.

20:00 Friday, January 18, 1980, Kobe City Hyogo
prefecture, Japan

Even with the minor geologic fault that ran
under the city, Kobe remained the capital of Hyogo prefecture, in
the southern end of the island of Honshu. Honshu is the largest of
Japans four main islands. The City of Kobe is also a leading
Japanese seaport, industrial center, and railway hub, supported by
its shipyards, steel mills, vehicle-assembly, and food-processing
plants, and many factories. Sato seafood Ltd. had merged with Mako
fruits forming S&M foods Ltd. Using the Sato’s larger corporate
office building in the center of the Kinki district of Kobe made
economic sense. The hard part was mixing the corporate styles into
one and remaining profitable.

Shinichi Fuchida had been promoted to middle
management just before the merger giving him a less stable position
with the new company. Unlike in America, he did not fear being
fired or laid off, loyalty in a Japanese run company ran in both
directions. Once hired in an established company you were
guaranteed lifetime employment. He did not fear being fired. He
feared being put aside in some glossy office with a cute secretary
and no real responsibility or serious pay raise whereby the most he
could expect would be a cost of living raise. That was the Japanese
version of being laid off. Although employment was guaranteed, pay
raises were not. If he lost face with the new owners, he would not
be promoted again.

Kobe has suffered many violent earthquakes in
its history and was heavily bombed and nearly destroyed during
World War II. After the war, Kobe was rebuilt and enlarged. Many in
the city blamed the earthquakes on the American bombing. Kobe had
its cultural center, with colleges, universities, temples, and
shrines for the tourists. The nightlife catered to the tourist as
well as the overworked salary man who was duty bound to drink with
their supervisor after a long day’s work.

This night there would not be the normal
drinking session. Tonight the peers alone would drink in memory of
a friend and coworker. Heru Okuda had worked for eighteen years
with Mako fruits and suddenly died of a heart attack. Tonight they
would toast him. Kenji Kobayashi had worked with Heru and had been
friends with Shinichi since college. Both were looking at being put
in glossy offices though nothing had been said to either of them.
Shinichi knew he could not go on the next tour and had missed the
last one. Anyone who missed the company sex tours would not be
thought of as a team player and his loyalty to the company would be
questioned. In the old company, he was allowed to get away with it
but not now. Promotion would depend on him proving his manhood by
going on tour to a foreign country and having sex with copious
amounts of women. Drinking until after midnight with his coworkers,
and the obligatory mistress to prove he was a real man that can
handle work a family and a girl on the side he would be considered
ripe for promotion, because he was not spending more time with his
coworkers than his wife and children all chances of promotion were
dashed. It also meant that he would not end up like Heru Okuda dead
at thirty-nine looking fifty the day he died.

Kenji ordered another drink for himself and his
hostess, a woman who worked in the bar to provide female
companionship for single men so they would not look like losers.
The more money you had, the better looking the woman was, and if
you were rich, you had two women who catered to you. You paid for
the women's time and their drinks, which would be added to your bar
bill at the end of the night.

“Fuchida Shinichi-San I don’t know what we can
do. With the new management team in place, we finally get to work
together, but it will be in a glass office.”

Shinichi nodded his head as he took another sip
of his scotch. “We should quit.” He said knowing it was almost
sacrilegious to say aloud. In bars, such things could be said and
blamed on the alcohol. To give up lifetime employment meant that he
was ungrateful and would have a very hard time finding another job
if at all. No respectable company would hire a disloyal person.

“If you quit what would you do?” Kenji asked
wondering if his friend was serious or not. They had finished the
third drink allowing them to speak freely and blame the alcohol if
any insults slipped their lips.

“I would sell fruit. The market is good, and the
profits are there if you know how to get them.” Shinichi said
starting to take the crazy idea seriously.

“Do you have a farm that you did not tell me
about?” Kenji said with a laugh that was dutifully joined by the
hostess.

“No, but I do the purchasing for S&M, or I
used to, and the profits are huge. I was talking to my friend,
Yanagisawa, at the ministry of Agriculture, Forestry, and
Fisheries. He said if I want to start a business, he could show me
a way to do it that would help the nation.” Shinichi said, pushing
as far as he dared. In adding that the venture would help the
nation made his idea seem less disloyal and more patriotic.

Kenji nodded. “I tell you what I would do if I
could start over, I would have my own business. Do you know how
hard it is to buy mycaroo? (There is no word in the Japanese
language for a personally owned motor vehicle, so the Japanese used
the American English words “my car.”) I save and save to buy
mycaroo, and now I need another two million-yen just to rent a
place to park it at night before they will sell it to me.” The
building started to sway then the sound of rattling that lasted
just long enough to make people tense then stopped.

“I must go Shinichi said when the building
stopped shaking. Sometimes the tracks will misalign, and I will
have to spend another night in that coffin hotel.” Shinichi would
rather stay at home with is family than drinking with his friend,
and the minor tremor was an acceptable excuse to leave.

20:00 Thursday, January 17, 1980, Camp
McTureous Okinawa Japan

“I’ll kick his ass back to the states!” Staff
Sergeant Taylor shouted as the three-armed guards dragged him out
of the Commanding Generals conference room into the hallway.

“In my office Staff Sergeant!” The Colonel
demanded.

“Yes, sir.” Staff Sergeant Taylor followed the
Colonel into his office closely followed by the armed security
force and shut the door.

“Sir, I.”

“Shut the fuck up Staff Sergeant!” Colonel
Fields shouted. “I could have covered your ass if you had kept your
hands to yourself. Now your ass belongs to the General, and for
some foolish reason he doesn’t like it when one of his junior Staff
NCOs beats the shit out of one of his officers while he is standing
there!”

“Colonel, he was wrong, and you know damn right
well he was. The chicken shit son of a bitch should be shot with
shit and killed for stinking. The motherfucker almost got the team
killed. He’s damn lucky I was out of ammo and out of reach of him,
or he never would have come back.”

“Are you finished staff Sergeant?” The Colonel
asked as his eyes flared with frustration and anger.

“Sir.” Staff Sergeant Taylor tried to continue
then stopped when he saw his colonel’s reaction.

“Thank you very much; can I be in charge for a
while?” The colonel asked sarcastically.

“Sorry, sir.”

“That motherfucker as you call him is a second
Lieutenant in the United Stated Marine Corps. The rank is given to
him by Congress! Who the fuck are you to say shit to him? His rank
alone deserves respect if not the man. He was wrong and cowardly,
but it is up to the Corps to take care of him, not you! In ten
minutes, you will get your paperwork. As of today, you’re a
Corporal.”

“Sir, you can’t do that without courts
martial!”

“You want one? If you do, your ass will be sent
to Leavenworth where they will put you so far under the prison,
they’re going to have to mail you fresh air and sunlight. Then when
your time is up, booted out of the Corps with a dishonorable
discharge. What is happening is the CG knows what went on and will
take care of the dipstick Lieutenant. However, cause you acted like
a fool in front of the Commanding General and the other witnesses
at the debrief he has to do something to you. It is the best he can
do for you so take it, and for once Mike, shut up.”

“Colonel Morgan broke his hip in a training
exercise while you were gone. He is being relieved, and I am taking
over as CO for 4th Marines up at Camp Schwab. I’m having you
reassigned as my driver ‘‘til I can find a billet for you. Keep a
low profile and work your way up again. You made staff Sergeant in
two years you can do it again. As my driver, you get to keep your
security clearance and your PRP certification, but your special
duties are over for a while.”

Taylor calmed down and thought it over. “Thanks,
Arnie you saved my ass again.”

“Mike you’re a smart kid, and when you’re calm,
you think so far ahead, and so fast it scares the shit out of me.
Learn to keep your temper in check, your mouth shut, and you’ll
make it. Linda sent a case of wine. Want to split a bottle
tonight?”

Taylor did not have to think that one over.
“Sure, if you don’t mind drinking with a lowly Corporal. How’s your
wife and my kids?”

“They miss you more than they do me, Mike,”
Arnold said sadly. Taylor had spent so much time taking care of the
colonel’s children they adopted him, as their surrogate father. At
first, Arnold thought it was funny then, it dawned on him that
between work and his drinking he was not spending enough time with
them. While Mike took the kids to the movies and out of the house
to give his wife some time off, he should have taken advantage of
that time to be with his wife. Arnold resolved that when he got
back to the states, he would spend less time at work.

“Well in eleven more months we will be off this
rock and back in the world. You can make it up to them then.”
Taylor could see his friend still had a drinking problem. Whatever
it was that caused it Taylor was not aware, but the Colonel had the
ability to cut through his stupor almost at will to solve problems
and go back to being just as drunk minutes later. Taylor did not
have such ability and usually shied away from heavy drinking.
Tonight would be an exception he would have three glasses of
wine.

Taylor looked at his Colonel and wondered what
demons he tries to drown each night after work. His weathered lined
face gave no indication of anything that might be wrong. He had a
lovely wife, two good kids and a career that was moving along well.
Yet, he drank like a fish every night.

Arnold decided that Mike would take half a
bottle to get the anger and frustration off his chest, which meant
he would have to open two bottles of his wife’s wine.
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