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AUTHOR’S NOTE

      Some names, places, times, and tactics have been changed or omitted to protect operators and their missions.

   
      
      
GLOSSARY
      

      AC-130 Spectre: It superseded the Vietnam-era AC-47 gunship a.k.a. “Spooky” or “Puff the Magic Dragon.” The spectre is an air force plane
         capable of spending long periods of time in the air, sometimes carrying two 20 mm M-61 Vulcan cannons, a 40 mm L/60 Bofors
         cannon, and a 105 mm M-102 howitzer. Sophisticated sensors and radar help it detect enemy on the ground.
      

      AK-47: The name is a contraction of Russian: Avtomat Kalashnikova obraztsa 1947 goda (Kalashnikov’s automatic rifle model of year 1947). This assault rifle fires a .308 (7.62 × 39 mm) round up to an effective
         range of 330 yards (300 meters) and holds 30 rounds. It was developed in the Soviet Union by Mikhail Kalashnikov in two versions:
         the fixed-stock AK-47 and the AKS-47 (S: Skladnoy priklad) variant equipped with an underfolding metal shoulder stock.
      

      AT-4: An 84 mm, one-shot light antitank rocket.
      

      Agency: Central Intelligence Agency (CIA). Also known as “Christians in Action.”
      

      Asset: Local personnel providing intelligence.
      

      BDU: Battle Dress Uniform.
      

      Blowout kit: Medical pouch.
      

      Booger-eater: Generic term for “bad guy.”
      

      BS: Bull excrement. A synonym for “dishonesty.”
      

      BTR-60: Brone-transporty or “armored transporter,” an Armored Personnel Carrier, the last one in the series was the 60PB, which had a boatlike hull
         and sloped armor.
      

      BTR-60PB: Soviet eight-wheeled (8 × 8) armored personnel carrier armed with 14.5 mm KPVT heavy machine gun (500 rounds), and PKT coaxial
         7.62 machine gun (3,000 rounds). It was replaced by the BTR-70.
      

      BUD/S: Basic Underwater Demolition/SEAL Training.
      

      CAR-15: Colt Automatic Rifle-15. One of the family of AR-15 (Arma-Lite Rifle) and M-16 rifle-based small arms. Later versions of the
         AR-15/M-16 assault rifles were short-barreled. Typically 11.5 inches for a Colt Commando (Model 733), a 14.5 in. barrel for
         the M-4 Carbine, and a 20 in. barrel for an M-16. The CAR-15 is an earlier version of the M-4 assault rifle with a retractable
         telescopic buttstock, firing .223 (5.56 mm) rounds, and holding 30 rounds in the magazine. Colt wanted identification of the
         CAR-15 with its other products, but the CAR designation eventually wound up as a law-enforcement weapon and the M-16 as a
         military small arm.
      

      CCT: Combat Control Team/combat controllers. Air force special operation pathfinders who can parachute into an area and provide
         reconnaissance, air traffic control, fire support, and command, control, and communications on the ground—particularly helpful
         in calling down death from above.
      

      CO: Commanding officer.
      

      CQC: close quarters combat.
      

      CVIC: Aircraft Carrier Intelligence Center. The first C actually stands for “cruiser.” The V comes from the French word voler, meaning “to fly.” Used together, CV is the navy hull classification symbol for “aircraft carrier.”
      

      Cadre: Instructors. Sometimes means leaders.
      

      Cammy, cammies: Camouflage.
      

      Caving ladder: Portable wire ladders for climbing.
      

      Chemlights: Glow sticks. Light sticks containing chemicals activated by bending.
      

      Christians in Action: Nickname for Central Intelligence Agency.
      

      Correct dope: Adjust the scope to adjust for windage and distance.
      

      Cutvee: a cut down Humvee without a top, doors, or windows; a.k.a. M-998 cargo/troop carrier.
      

      Dam Neck: Dam Neck, Virginia, home of SEAL Team Six.
      

      Delta: Delta Force. The army’s tier-one commando unit tasked with conducting counterterrorism and counterinsurgency.
      

      Deuce-and-a-half: A truck that carries 2.5 tons.
      

      Dope: knowledge, intelligence, poop (Navy Slang). Also see Correct Dope.
      

      E&E: Escape and evasion. Getting out of Dodge.
      

      Exfil: Exfiltrate.
      

      External fixator: A device used in treating fractures. A surgeon drills holes into the uninjured part of the bone near the fracture, then screws
         pins into the bone. Outside the limb, a metal rod attaches to the pins to hold them in place. The pins and rod make up the
         external fixator. A.k.a. “halo.”
      

      Fantail: A ship’s stern overhang.
      

      Fast-rope: Kick a thick rope out of the door. Then, wearing special gloves to prevent burning the hands, grab the rope with hands and
         feet while sliding down.
      

      FFP: Final Firing Position; a sniper’s hide, i.e., the camouflaged pit or tree blind from where a sniper fires.
      

      Fireflies: Handheld infrared strobe lights.
      

      Flashbang: Stun grenade using a nonlethal flash of bright light and loud blast to disorient enemies.
      

      FOB: Forward operating base.
      

      Full package: In Mogadishu, this was at least a hundred men, including a Humvee blocking force, Little Birds with Delta snipers, and Black
         Hawks with Rangers and Delta operators.
      

      HAHO: High Altitude High Opening; a parachute jump by personnel at 25,000 to 35,000 feet wherein the parachute is opened quickly
         (while high in the air).
      

      HALO: High Altitude Low Opening; a parachute drop made delivering supplies, equipment, or personnel by freefalling until the dropped
         objects are low enough to open the chute and safely land on target.
      

      Helo: Helicopter.
      

      HRT: Hostage Rescue Team.
      

      HUMINT: Human intelligence. Intelligence gained and provided by human sources: agents, couriers, journalists, prisoners, diplomats,
         NGOs, refugees, etc.
      

      IED: Improvised explosive device. A homemade explosive device used in unconventional (illegal) warfare.
      

      JOC: Joint Operations Center.
      

      JSOC: Joint Special Operations Command.
      

      KIM: Keep In Mind; memorization games for scout-snipers.
      

      Khat: A flowering plant native to Somalia, which contains a stimulant that causes excitement, loss of appetite, and euphoria (a.k.a.
         African “speed”).
      

      KN-250: Night-vision rifle scope. Night vision amplifies available light from sources like the moon and stars, converting images into
         green and light green instead of black and white. The result lacks depth and contrast but enables the sniper to see at night.
      

      Knot: One knot equals roughly 1.15 miles per hour.
      

      LAW: Light Antitank Weapon that fires one 66 mm unguided rocket. Replaced by the AT-4.
      

      Little Bird: Special operations light helicopters. The MH-6 and AH-6 (attack variant) were both used in Mogadishu. Armament includes guns,
         rockets, and missiles.
      

      LST: Lightweight Satellite Terminal; an encrypted radio that can send burst packets to a satellite for fast relay.
      

      MRE: Meal, Ready-to-Eat. Field ration in lightweight packaging. Sometimes referred to as “Meal, Refusing-to-Exit” because the low
         dietary fiber content can cause constipation.
      

      Macawi: A colorful Somali kiltlike garment.
      

      NOD: Night Optical Device.
      

      NVA: North Vietnamese Army—the regular Communist military that fought the South Vietnamese and Americans during the Vietnam War.
      

      OP: Observation post.
      

      Op: Operation.
      

      Ouija board: Flat surface on which miniature airplanes or other objects are moved around to indicate position and status of aircraft on
         the deck of a carrier.
      

      P-3 Orion: Navy spy plane.
      

      PJ: Air force pararescue special operations unit focused on rescuing pilots downed in enemy territory and providing emergency
         medical treatment.
      

      PLO: Palestine Liberation Organization. A political, paramilitary, and terrorist organization recognized by a hundred states as
         representative of the Palestinians.
      

      PT: Physical training.
      

      PTs: Gym shorts and T-shirt worn during PT.
      

      Pasha: Code name for our safe house in Mogadishu.
      

      QRF: Quick Reaction Force made up of the army’s 10th Mountain Division, 101st Aviation Regiment, and 25th Aviation Regiment.
      

      Rangers: A rapid light infantry unit that can fight against conventional and special operations targets. The Army Rangers in Mogadishu
         came from Bravo Company, 3rd Ranger Battalion.
      

      RPG: Rocket-propelled grenade.
      

      SAS: Special Air Service, Britain’s tier-one special operations commando unit. Australia and New Zealand derived their SAS from
         this British unit.
      

      SATCOM: Cryptographic (scrambled) portable satellite communication radio used by SEALs.
      

      SEALs: The U.S. Navy’s elite SEa, Air, and Land commandos.
      

      SERE: Survival, Evasion, Resistance, and Escape.
      

      JSOC: Joint Special Operations Command, located at Pope Air Force Base and Fort Bragg in North Carolina. JSOC commands Special Mission
         Units that include SEAL Team Six, Delta, and the air force’s 24th Special Tactics Squadron.
      

      SIG SAUER P-226 Navy 9 mm: Schweizerische Industrie Gesellschaft—German for “Swiss Industrial Company.” Pistol with phosphate corrosion-resistant finish
         on the internal parts, contrast sights, and an anchor engraved on the slide. Holds fifteen rounds in the magazine. Designed
         especially for the SEALs.
      

      SIGINT: Signals Intelligence. Intelligence gathered intercepting signals between people (communications intelligence) and electronic
         signals (electronic intelligence) not directly involved in communication such as radar. Also the people responsible for gathering
         such intelligence.
      

      Staph infection: “Staph” is short for “staphylococcal,” a strain of bacteria that produces toxins similar to those in food poisoning, which can kill.
      

      Task Force 160: Nicknamed the “Night Stalkers,” this army helicopter unit usually operates at night, flying fast and low, to avoid radar detection.
      

      Thermite grenade: Grenade containing thermite, a chemical that burns at approximately 4,000°F/2,200°C.
      

      UDT: Underwater Demolition Team. The frogmen, ancestors of SEALs.
      

      UNOSOM: United Nations Operation in Somalia.
      

      Unit: U.S. Army Delta Force.
      

      VC: Vietcong. Guerrilla and regular Communist units that fought the South Vietnamese and America during the Vietnam War.
      

      Whiskey Tango Foxtrot: Like other military units, SEALs often use the military phonetic alphabet “Whiskey Tango Foxtrot”—WTF to mean “What the f***?”
      

      Win Mag: Winchester Magnum. The .300 Win Mag holds four rounds of .300 ammunition. Usually used with a Leupold 10-power scope. For
         evening, a KN-250 night-vision scope slides over the top of the Leupold.
      

      XO: Executive officer. Number two man in charge of a command. The number one man is the commanding officer (CO).
      

   

      

      
PREFACE


      SEAL Team Six are the Jedi Knights of the United States Navy Sea, Air and Land Teams. They are reported to have worked with

         the CIA and others to kill Osama bin Laden. Having been awarded the Silver Star while operating as a SEAL Team Six shooter,

         I know firsthand how Team Six counters terrorism.

      


      Before becoming part of this elite unit, I had to pass some of the toughest schooling in the world, starting with Basic Underwater

         Demolition/SEAL training. After service in combat with SEAL Team Two, I volunteered and was selected for Green Team, the training

         wing for the legendary SEAL Team Six. Green Team’s curriculum ranged from practiced land warfare to unarmed combat. We didn’t

         learn how to pick the locks off doors. We learned how to blow them off their hinges.

      


      All SEAL training involves continual repetitive work, and the lead-up to the mission that resulted in bin Laden’s death would

         have been no exception. While I was in SEAL Team Six, we shot thousands of rounds a day. It has been said that in one year

         we spent more money just on 9mm pistol ammo than the entire Marine Corps spent on all their ammunition. But we didn’t shoot for kicks. By performing repeatedly through a variety of situations, operators can function

         on muscle memory, which is especially useful during sensory overload in the chaos of battle.

      


      SEALs also learn the importance of intelligence gathering. This process can be extremely tedious and time-consuming, filled

         with political obstacles and other disappointments. Analysts try to piece together human and technical intelligence. Although

         technological gizmos and doodads are useful in intelligence gathering, they mean little without brave human beings to infiltrate

         the enemy’s territory and ask the right questions—human beings who can see and hear what technology can’t, who can extract

         meaning from the surrounding context—a job CIA officers are particularly skilled at. Months after bin Laden masterminded the

         September 11th attacks, Delta Force Commander Dalton Fury, using intelligence from the CIA and others, cornered him in Tora

         Bora, a cave complex in the White Mountains of eastern Afghanistan; however, a lack of support from United States Central

         Command left the back door open for bin Laden to escape to Pakistan.

      


      But two years later al-Qaeda’s third in command Khalid Sheikh Mohammed was captured and after the CIA interrogated him they

         realized that although bin Laden’s top commanders didn’t know his location, his courier had to, in  order to deliver messages. Find the courier and you would find bin Laden. The al-Qaeda leader was believed to have been hiding

         in caves near the Afghanistan and Pakistan border, but the CIA followed his courier to a place near the Pakistan Military

         Academy in Bilal Town, Abbottabad. There sat a $250,000 headquarters protected by walls topped with barbed wire. The house

         had two security gates. It had no phone or internet connection. The people who lived there burned their trash, instead of

         setting it out for garbage collection like their neighbors. Some locals thought the mysterious residents were drug dealers.

      


      By the beginning of April 2011, at Camp Alpha, a restricted area of Bagram Air base, Afghanistan, Joint Special Operations

         Command (JSOC) had created a replica of bin Laden’s probable headquarters for SEAL Team Six to use for dry runs.

      


      Vice Admiral William H. McRaven, commander of JSOC, which oversees Special Mission Units such as SEAL Team Six and Delta,

         writes in his book Spec Ops that a successful mission needs to be made simple by limiting the number of objectives, gathering good intelligence, and

         achieving innovation. Although this was a high-risk operation, the objectives were few and simple: capture or kill bin Laden

         and gather intelligence. The innovation element would become clear later, in the air.

      


      No matter how meticulous the planning has been, the final days leading up to the capture or killing of a terrorist can be

         frustrating. You gear up and rush towards the helicopters only to hear “Stand down.” The target is not home. Information cannot

         be verified. The source is unreliable. Again and again.

      


      But on Friday, April 29th 2011, President Obama made a decision to launch Operation Spear, to capture or kill bin Laden. For

         a Special Operation to succeed, security is critical, so no foreign officials were contacted, nor was anyone outside of a

         small circle in the U.S. government.

      


      For SEAL Team Six it was game on. There was little moonlight in the dark sky. Wearing night-vision goggles, each SEAL carried an M4 rifle with hundreds of

         rounds of ammunition and a SIG–Sauer 9mm pistol on his hip as a backup. Twenty-four SEALs could take down bin Laden’s hideout

         with four helicopters: two snipers in one, two more snipers in the second, ten assaulters in a third helo, and ten in the

         fourth. In the mission to get bin Laden, the 160th Special Operations Aviation Regiment is said to have used secret stealth

         helicopters. Air Force pararescuemen would have their own backup helos—just in case. The helos lifted off from Jalalabad in

         eastern Afghanistan, using state-of-the-art technology to fool Pakistan’s radar systems. Other technology would cut off cell

         phones and electricity in the target area.

      


      I know what it’s like to be the rope man on such a mission. You sit inside the helo door in the middle of a coil of rope.

         When the helo takes flight, you hold on to the rope with your left hand so the wind doesn’t pull it out of the door. The helos

         fly low to the ground, so they’re harder to detect.

      


      “Fifteen minutes.” The air crewman’s voice in the headset relays information from the pilot.


      “Ten minutes.” Surprise, speed, and violence of action will be paramount.


      “Five minutes.” The atmosphere is intensely charged and focused, but not tense. The operation tempo will have been high, but

         after countless missions in Afghanistan and Iraq all of the Team Six guys assaulting bin Laden’s residence were probably hardened

         combat veterans.

      


      “Three minutes.”


      “One minute…”


      Suddenly, one of the helos is struggling to maintain altitude. High temperatures and high walls block the rotor downwash.

         One of the rotors grazes a wall, breaks off, and the helo hits the ground in a controlled crash. The element of surprise is

         lost, but the men still have speed and violence of action in their favor—and a strong belief in seeing justice served for

         all those who perished in the 9/11 attacks.

      


      The uninjured bird flares its nose up at an angle as the pilot puts on the brakes. Once the helo is in position above Bin Laden’s compound, the ropeman kicks the 90-foot rope out

         the door. “Rope!” The helo won’t be landing.

      


      “Go!” The ropeman grabs the rope and slides down like on a fireman’s pole—except a SEAL is carrying 100 pounds of gear. He

         has to hold on tight to keep from splattering into the ground, but he daren’t go too slow either, and delay the guys above

         him. His gloves literally smoke on the way down. The pilots have their job cut out for them too: while under enemy fire their

         payload suddenly lightens each time 200 pounds of SEAL and his 100 pounds of gear hit the deck, and the helos try to leap

         into the air in response—with a risk of dislodging the next SEALs sliding down the rope.

      


      Outside of bin Laden’s compound, more special operators protect the assaulters from outsiders who might come to assist the

         enemy.

      


      At 0100, one team of SEALs blows a hole through the wall of the separate guest house. The SEALs enter, peeling left and right,

         smooth is fast. Bin Laden’s courier, armed, tries to resist and is killed. His wife, although unarmed, also tries to resist

         and is killed.

      


      The other team enters the main building where bin Laden lives. Blasting through doors, they clear left and right, rounding

         up whoever they can. As much as some people like to focus on the killing side of a SEAL’s job, terrorists are often more valuable captured alive than dead—especially for gathering

         intelligence.

      


      On the main floor of the main building, a relative of the courier opposes the SEALs and is gunned down. From the staircase,

         Bin Laden’s son also refuses to comply and is shot dead.

      


      As the SEALs burst into bin Laden’s room, his fifth wife, Amal Ahmed Abdul Fatah, rushes them—the commandos shoot her in the

         leg to stop her. Instead of surrendering, bin Laden chooses the path of resistance—and takes SEAL bullets in the chest and

         head. Nearby rests an AK-47 and a Makarov pistol. Five hundred euros and two phone numbers are sewed into his clothing.

      


      A SEAL radios, “Geronimo, E-KIA.” Bin Laden, enemy, was killed in action.


      The teams use high-strength plastic handcuffs, like zip ties, to secure the eleven others in the compound. After making the

         area safe by clearing weapons stashes and other dangers, they seek and gather all possible intelligence: hard drives, other

         electronic equipment, DVDs, USB sticks, papers, and so on. Then they leave the handcuffed detainees for Pakistani forces to

         find.

      


      Outside, the SEALs blow up the downed helo to protect its classified equipment, and they load bin Laden’s corpse with them on a helicopter.

      


      The assault team is in and out in less than forty minutes. Later, they fly bin Laden’s body out to the USS Carl Vinson in the North Arabian Sea. His identity is confirmed by body length, biometric facial recognition tests, and genetic testing.

         The body is washed, wrapped in a white sheet, placed in a weighted bag, and given an Islamic burial at sea.

      


      Meanwhile, the SEAL Team Six operators return to their base in Virginia Beach, Virginia, take off their gear, clean it, then

         make sure their weapons are loaded and everything ready to go again. Now they debrief. They discuss with their leaders what went wrong, such as the helicopter crashing,

         and what went right, such as the completion of their mission. Later, President Obama privately congratulates them. In light

         of the treasure trove of intelligence they’ve brought back with them, those same SEALs stand by, ready again to go get the

         next terrorist in line.

      


      Unlike the operation to capture or kill bin Laden, most SEAL Team Six missions remain classified to the general public, their

         own families, and even fellow SEALs.

      


      I was a Team Six sniper. Beyond this page is my story.


   
      
      
PART ONE

      
      
         I like shooting, and I love

         hunting. But I never did

         enjoy killing anybody.

         It’s my job. If I don’t get

         those bastards, then they’re

         gonna kill a lot of these

         kids dressed up like Marines.

      

         —Gunnery Sergeant Carlos Hathcock,
 MARINE CORPS SNIPER

      
   
      
      
      
1.

      
      Reach Out and Touch Someone

      
      When the U.S. Navy sends their elite, they send the SEALs. When the SEALs send their elite, they send SEAL Team Six, the navy’s
         equivalent to the army’s Delta Force—tasked with counterterrorism and counterinsurgency, occasionally working with the CIA.
         This is the first time a SEAL Team Six sniper’s story has been exposed. My story.
      

      
      Snipers avoid exposure. Although we prefer to act rather than be acted upon, some forces are beyond our control. We rely on
         our strengths to exploit the enemy’s vulnerabilities; however, during the war in the Persian Gulf I became vulnerable as the
         lone person on the fantail of an enemy ship filled with a crew working for Saddam Hussein. On yet another occasion, despite
         being a master of cover and concealment, I lay naked on an aircraft runway in a Third World country with bullet holes in both
         legs, the right leg nearly blown off by an AK-47 bullet. Sometimes we must face what we try to avoid.
      

      
      In the morning darkness of September 18, 1993, in Mogadishu, Somalia, Casanova and I crept over the ledge of a retaining wall
         and climbed to the top of a six-story tower. Even at this early hour there were already people moving around. Men, women,
         and children relieved themselves in the streets. I smelled the morning fires being lit, fueled by dried animal dung and whatever else people could find to burn. The fires heated any food the Somalis had managed to obtain.
         Warlord Aidid knew fully the power of controlling the food supply. Every time I saw a starving child, I blamed Aidid for his
         evil power play that facilitated this devastation of life.
      

      
      The tower we were on was located in the middle of the Pakistani compound. The Pakistanis were professional and treated us
         with great respect. When it was teatime, the boy in charge of serving always brought us a cup. I had even developed a taste
         for the fresh goat milk they used in the tea. The sounds and scents of the goatherd in the compound reached my senses as Casanova
         and I crawled onto the outer lip at the top of the tower. There we lay prone, watching a large garage, a vehicle body shop
         that had no roof. Surrounding the garage was a city of despair. Somalis trudged along with their heads and shoulders lowered.
         Helplessness dimmed their faces, and starvation pulled the skin tight across their bones. Because this was a “better” part
         of town, multilevel buildings stood in fairly good repair. There were concrete block houses instead of the tin and wooden
         lean-to sheds that dominated most of the city and countryside. Nevertheless, the smell of human waste and death—mixed with
         hopelessness—filled the air. Yes, hopelessness has a smell. People use the term “developing countries,” but that is bullcrap.
         What developed in Somalia was things such as hunger and fighting. I think “developing countries” is just a term used to make
         the people who coined it feel better. No matter what you call them, starvation and war are two of the worst events imaginable.
      

      
      I calculated the exact distances to certain buildings. There are two primary considerations when making a sniper shot, windage
         and elevation. Because there was no significant wind that could throw my shot left or right, I didn’t have to compensate for
         it. Elevation is the variable considered for range/distance to the target. Since most of my potential targets were between 200 yards (garage) and
         650 yards (intersection beyond the target garage), I dialed my scope in at 500 yards. This way I could just hold my rifle
         higher or lower depending on range. When the shooting began, there would be no time to dial in range corrections on my scope
         between shots.
      

      
      We started our surveillance at 0600. While we waited for our agent to give us the signal, I played different scenarios over
         in my mind: one enemy popping out at one location, then another popping up at another location, and so on. I would acquire,
         aim, and even do a simulated trigger pull, going through my rehearsed breathing and follow-through routine while picturing
         the actual engagement. Then I simulated reloading and getting back into my Leupold 10-power scope, continuing to scan for
         more booger-eaters. I had done this dry firing and actual firing thousands of times—wet, dry, muddy, snowbound, from a dug-in
         hole in the ground, from an urban sniper hide through a partially open window, and nearly every which way imaginable. The
         words they had drilled into our heads since we began SEAL training were true, “The more you sweat in peacetime, the less you
         bleed in war.” This particular day, I was charged with making sure none of my Delta Force buddies sprang a leak as I covered
         their insertion into the garage. My buddies’ not bleeding in war was every bit as important as my not bleeding.
      

      
      Our target for this mission was Osman Ali Atto—Warlord Aidid’s main financier. Although Casanova and I would’ve been able
         to recognize the target from our previous surveillance, we were required to have confirmation of his identity from the CIA
         asset before we gave the launch command.
      

      
      The irony wasn’t lost on me that we were capturing Atto instead of killing him—despite the fact that he and his boss had killed
         hundreds of thousands of Somalis. I felt that if we could kill Atto and Aidid, we could stop the fighting, get the food to the people
         quickly, and go home in one piece.
      

      
      It wasn’t until around 0815 that our asset finally gave the predetermined signal. He was doing this because the CIA paid him
         well. I had learned firsthand while working with the CIA how payoffs could sway loyalty.
      

      
      When we saw the signal, Casanova and I launched the “full package.” Little Bird and Black Hawk helicopters filled the sky.
         During this time, the Delta operators literally had their butts hanging out—the urban environment provided too much cover,
         too much concealment, and too many escape routes for the enemy. All a hostile had to do was shoot a few rounds at a helo or
         Humvee, jump back inside a building, and put his weapon down. Even if he reappeared, he was not considered hostile without
         a weapon. Things happened fast, and the environment was unforgiving.
      

      
      Delta Force operators fast-roped down inside the garage, Rangers fast-roped around the garage, and Little Birds flew overhead
         with Delta snipers giving the assault force protection. Atto’s people scattered like rats. Soon, enemy militia appeared in
         the neighborhood shooting up at the helicopters.
      

      
      Normally, snipers operate in a spotter-sniper relationship. The spotter identifies, ranges the targets, and relays them to
         the sniper for execution. There would be no time for that on this op—we were engaged in urban warfare. In this environment,
         an enemy could appear from anywhere. Even worse, the enemy dressed the same as a civilian. We had to wait and see his intention.
         Even if he appeared with a gun, there was a chance he was part of a clan on our side. We had to wait until the person pointed
         the weapon in the direction of our guys. Then we would ensure the enemy ceased to exist. There would be no time  for makeup or second shots. Both Casanova and I wielded .300 Win Mag sniper rifles.
      

      
      Through my Leupold 10-power scope, I saw a militiaman 500 yards away firing through an open window at the helos. I made a
         mental note to keep my heart rate down and centered the crosshairs on him as my muscle memory took over—stock firmly into
         the shoulder, cheek positioned behind the scope, eye focused on the center of the crosshairs rather than the enemy, and steady
         trigger squeezing (even though it was only a light, 2-pound pull). I felt the gratifying recoil of my rifle. The round hit
         him in the side of the chest, entering his left and exiting his right. He convulsed and buckled, falling backward into the
         building—permanently. I quickly got back into my scope and scanned. Game on now. All other thoughts departed my mind. I was at one with my Win Mag, scanning my sector. Casanova scanned his sector, too.
      

      
      Another militiaman carrying an AK-47 came out a fire escape door on the side of a building 300 yards away from me and aimed
         his rifle at the Delta operators assaulting the garage. From his position, I’m sure he thought he was safe from the assaulters,
         and he probably was. He was not safe from me—300 yards wasn’t even a challenge. I shot him through his left side, and the
         round exited his right. He slumped down onto the fire escape landing, never knowing what hit him. His AK-47 lay silent next
         to him. Someone tried to reach out and retrieve the weapon—one round from my Win Mag put a stop to that. Each time I made
         a shot, I immediately forgot about that target and scanned for another.
      

      
      Chaos erupted inside and outside of the garage. People ran everywhere. Little Birds and Black Hawks filled the skies with
         deafening rotor blasts. I was in my own little world, though. Nothing existed outside my scope and my mission. Let the Unit
         guys handle their business in the garage. My business was reaching out and touching the enemy.
      

      
      This wasn’t the first time I’d killed for my country. It wouldn’t be the last.
      

      
      A few minutes passed as I continued scanning. More than 800 yards away, a guy popped up with an RPG launcher on his shoulder,
         preparing to fire at the helicopters. If I took him out, it would be the longest killing shot of my career. If I failed…
      

      
   
      
      
      
2.

      
      One Shot, One Sill?

      
      A year earlier I’d been stationed at SEAL Team Six in Virginia Beach, Virginia. While on standby, I wore my hair longer than
         standard navy regulations, so I could travel anywhere in the world at a moment’s notice without being marked as military.
         Usually I stayed clean-shaven. When I deployed with SEAL Team Two to Norway, I wore a beard, but normally I didn’t like wearing
         facial hair.
      

      
      Waiting for a callout, I practiced my skills in a building called the “kill house,” used for urban counterterrorist training,
         and on the shooting range.
      

      
      After standby would come three months in individual training phase, when we could go off to school: Bill Rogers’s shooting
         academy, driving school, free climbing, or whatever we put in for. The great thing about being at SEAL Team Six was that I
         got to go to almost any of the best schools anywhere I wanted. Training phase was also a good opportunity to take leave, maybe
         a vacation with the family, especially for those returning from an overseas deployment. Then came three months of getting
         together for Team training: diving, parachuting, and shooting school—each part of training followed by a simulated operation
         using the skill recently trained in.
      

      
      * * *

      
      One night I was sitting in a pizza place called the Ready Room (the same place Charlie Sheen and Michael Biehn stood outside
         of arguing in the movie Navy SEALs) talking about golf with my seven-year-old son, Blake, and a playful grizzly bear of a guy nicknamed Smudge. In the background,
         a Def Leppard tune was playing on the jukebox. We inhaled a pepperoni, sausage, and onion pizza—my favorite. When on standby,
         I wasn’t allowed to drink more than two beers. In SEAL Team Six, we took the limit seriously.
      

      
      Our drink was Coors Light. Whenever traveling in groups, my Teammates and I used the cover story that we were members of the
         Coors Light skydiving team—our explanation for why thirty buff guys, most of us good-looking, would walk into a bar wearing
         Teva flip-flops, shorts, tank tops, and a Spyderco CLIPIT knife in our front pocket. Every time we walked into a bar, the
         men started changing their drinks to Coors Light. Then the women would begin drinking Coors Light. Coors should’ve sponsored
         us. The cover worked well because if people asked us about skydiving, we could answer any question. Besides, our story was
         too preposterous not to be real.
      

      
      At around 1930 hours, before I finished my pizza and Coors Light, my pager went off: T-R-I-D-E-N-T-0-1-0-1. A code could mean “Go to the SEAL Team Six compound.” Or a code might tell me which base gate to use. This time, I had to
         go straight to the plane.
      

      
      My bags would meet me on the bird. Each bag was taped up and color-coded for its specific mission. If I didn’t have everything
         packed up correctly, I just wouldn’t have it. On one op, a guy forgot the ground liner to put on the outside of his sleeping
         bag to keep the water from getting in. His good night’s sleep wasn’t very good.
      

      
      During standby, we were on a one-hour leash. No matter where the heck I was, I had one hour to get my tail on the plane and
         sit down ready for the brief. Now, time was already ticking. Blake and I hopped into the car, a silver Pontiac Grand Am, and
         I drove home, just down the road from the Ready Room. Inside the house, my wife, Laura, asked, “Where you going?”
      

      
      I shrugged my shoulders. “Don’t know.”

      
      “Is this the real thing?”

      
      “Don’t know—and if I did, I couldn’t tell you. See ya later.”

      
      That was another nail in the coffin for our marriage: leaving at any time and not knowing when I’d be back. Who can blame
         her? I was married to the Team way more than I was married to her.
      

      
      Smudge picked me up at home and dropped me off at Oceana Naval Air Station’s airfield. My eyes scanned the special blacked-out
         C-130. Some have jet-assisted takeoff (JATO) bottles on them for taking off on short runways and getting in the air a lot
         quicker, a good thing to have when people are shooting at you. If I’d seen JATO bottles, I would’ve known our destination
         wasn’t going to be good, but there were no JATO bottles this time.
      

      
      I boarded the plane well before my 2030 drop-dead time. The inside was darked out. Under a red light, I made sure my bags
         were there, made sure they were the right ones, and made a mental note of where they were so I knew where to return when I
         needed to start gearing up.
      

      
      Three SEAL snipers joined me: Casanova, Little Big Man, and Sourpuss. In the Teams, many of the guys went by nicknames. Some
         guys called me Waz-man. Others had tried to call me Howie, but that didn’t stick because I wouldn’t answer to it. Sometimes
         a guy gets his nickname for doing something really stupid—there’s a reason a guy gets named “Drippy.” Other times a difficult
         name like Bryzinski becomes “Alphabet.” A Team Two friend of mine was called “Tripod.”
      

      
      Casanova was my shooting buddy. We’d been together since sniper school in Quantico, Virginia. He was the ladies’ man. More
         panties were thrown at him than onto a bedroom carpet. Little Big Man had a bad case of the small man complex, which is probably
         why he always carried that big-ass Randall knife on his hip. Everybody teased him, “Little man, big knife.” Sourpuss, the senior man, had zero personality—the one guy in the group who wasn’t a cutup,
         fun-loving type of guy. He was too interested in getting back home to “Honey,” his wife, and didn’t seem to care about the
         op or what any of us had going on. He whined a lot, too. None of us really liked him.
      

      
      We sat down in front of a flip chart near the cockpit. Just the four of us. Probably a real-world op. The guy giving the brief was someone I’d never seen before—someone from Joint Special Operations Command (JSOC). He was all
         business. Sometimes in the Teams there’s a little chuckling during a brief. The SEAL briefer might crack a joke about the
         guy with the weak bladder: “OK, we’re going to patrol in here about two clicks. This is where Jimbo will pee the first time.
         Then, over here, this is where Jimbo will pee the second time.” Now, there were no jokes. We kept our mouths shut.
      

      
      After the 1980 failed attempt to rescue fifty-three American hostages at the American Embassy in Iran, it became clear that
         the army, navy, air force, and marines couldn’t work together effectively on special operations missions. In 1987, the Department
         of Defense grafted all the military branches’ special operations onto one tree—including tier-one units like SEAL Team Six
         and Delta. SEALs and Green Berets are truly special, but only the best of those operators make it to the top tier: Team Six
         and Delta. JSOC was our boss.
      

      
      Mr. JSOC flipped the chart to an aerial photo. “OK, gentlemen, this is a TCS op.” Major General William F. Garrison, JSOC
         commander, had called us out on a Task Conditions and Standards (TCS) operation. General Garrison had thrown the BS flag.
         Could we do what we advertised—anything, anytime, under any conditions—including an 800-yard killing shot on a human?

      
      Mr. JSOC continued, “You’re going to do a night HALO onto a known target.” HALO meant High Altitude Low Opening: We would
         jump from the airplane and free-fall until we neared the ground and opened our parachutes. It also meant that anyone on land might have a chance of seeing or hearing the plane flying so close
         to the area. On a High Altitude High Opening (HAHO), we might jump at 28,000 feet, fall five seconds, open our chutes, and glide maybe 40 miles to the landing
         zone—which allowed us to avoid detection more easily. On a training jump over Arizona, both Phoenix and Tucson, over a hundred
         miles apart, we looked barely separated. The bad thing about a HAHO is how bitterly cold it is at 28,000 feet—and it stays
         cold. After landing, I would have to stick my hands under my armpits to thaw them out. Because this jump was a HALO, the cold
         would be less of a factor.
      

      
      Mr. JSOC showed us the plane route, the drop point, and, more importantly, the landing point—where we needed to park our parachutes.
         He told us where to stow our chutes after we touched ground. In hostile territory, we would dig holes and bury them. This
         was a training mission, though, and we weren’t going to bury parachutes worth a couple of thousand dollars each.
      

      
      “This is the route you’re going to patrol in.” He gave us the time for a ten-minute window of opportunity to take out our
         target. If we were late and missed our window of opportunity or missed the shot, there would be no second chances. One shot,
         one kill.
      

      
      We stripped off our civilian clothes. Like every other SEAL I know, I went commando in my civvies—no underwear. For sniper
         work, I put on North Face blue polypropylene (polypro) undershorts, also used in winter warfare, to wick moisture away from
         the body. We put on woodland cammies, camouflage tops and bottoms. I wore wool socks. After going through winter warfare training
         with SEAL Team Two, I learned the value of good socks and spent money on the best civilian pair I could find. Over the socks
         I wore jungle boots. In one pocket I carried a camouflage boonie hat for the patrol in and patrol out. The boonie hat has
         a wide brim and loops sewn around the crown for holding vegetation as camouflage. In a knife case on my belt, I carried a
         Swiss Army knife, my only knife on sniper ops. I used a cammy kit, like a pocket-sized makeup kit, to paint my face dark and
         light green. I painted my hands, too, just in case I took off the Nomex aviator gloves that kept my hands warm. I had already
         cut out the thumb and index finger at the first knuckle on the right glove. This helped when I had to use fine finger movement
         for things like adjusting my scope, loading ammo, and getting a better feel for the trigger.
      

      
      My sidearm was the SIG SAUER P-226 Navy 9 mm. It has a phosphate corrosion-resistant finish on the internal parts, contrast
         sights, an anchor engraved on the slide, and a magazine that holds fifteen rounds. Designed especially for the SEALs, it was
         the best handgun I’d ever fired, and I had tried nearly every top handgun there was. I kept one magazine in the pistol and
         two on my belt. My gear included a map, a compass, and a small red-lens flashlight. In a real op, we could use GPS, but this
         time General Garrison wouldn’t let our map and compass skills go untested. We also carried a medical pouch, called a blowout
         kit.
      

      
      We didn’t wear body armor when doing a field sniper op like this over land, relying instead on being invisible. If we were
         doing an urban op, we’d wear body armor and helmets.
      

      
      Each of us carried water in a CamelBak, a bladder worn on the back with a tube that runs over a shoulder and can be sucked
         on (hands free) to hydrate.
      

      
      Our long guns were the .300 Winchester Magnum rifle. Wind has less effect on its rounds, the trajectory is lower, the range
         is greater, and it has a hell of a lot more knockdown power than other rifles. For hitting a hard target, such as the engine
         block in a vehicle, I’d choose a .50 caliber rifle, but for a human target, the .300 Win Mag is the best. I already had four
         rounds loaded in my rifle. I would put a fifth round in the chamber when I got on target. On my body I carried twenty more
         rounds.
      

      
      My sniper scope was a Leupold 10-power. Power is the number of times the target appears closer. So with a 10-power, the target
         appears ten times closer. The marks called mil dots on the scope would help me judge distance. We had laser range finders
         that were incredibly accurate, but we wouldn’t be allowed to use them on this op. Over the Leupold scope I slid a KN-250 night-vision
         scope.
      

      
      Although SEAL Team Six snipers sometimes use armor-piercing and armor-piercing incendiary ammunition, for this op we used
         match rounds—projectiles specially ground to be symmetrical all the way around. They cost nearly four times more than regular
         bullets and came in a brown generic box that read match on the outside. These rounds shot nearly the same as the Win Mag rounds
         made by Winchester.
      

      
      For other missions, we’d carry an encrypted satellite communication radio, the LST-5, but tonight was a one-night op, and
         we didn’t have to report back. Go in, do the hit, and exfiltrate. We carried the MX-300 radio. The X didn’t stand for “excellent”; it stood for “experimental.” Our radios could get wet and cold and they still worked. From
         our sniper positions, we could quietly speak into the mike and pick each other up crystal clear. SEAL Team Six was always
         trying the latest and greatest stuff.
      

      
      As the jumpmaster, I had to check everyone’s parachute—the MT-1X. Again, the X didn’t stand for excellent.
      

      
      “Thirty minutes!” the loadmaster called.

      
      If I had to urinate, now was the time to do it, in the piss tube mounted on the wall. I didn’t have to, so I went back to
         sleep.
      

      
      “Ten minutes!”

      
      Awake.

      
      “Five minutes!” The ramp on the back of the C-130 lowered. I gave a final look over each sniper’s parachute. We walked to
         the ramp but not on it.
      

      
      With the ramp down, it was too noisy to hear anymore. Everything was hand signals now. At three minutes, I got on my belly
         on the ramp. Remembering the aerial photo from the brief, I looked down to make sure the plane was over the area where it
         was supposed to be.
      

      
      “One minute!” Everything on the ground looked familiar. I could’ve just trusted the pilots, but I’d done a lot of walking
         in the past, so I wanted to confirm the drop point.
      

      
      “Thirty seconds!” The plane was a little off course. My left hand steadied me on the ramp as I used my right hand to signal.
         Looking into the plane, I flashed five fingers and jerked my thumb right, signaling the loadmaster in front of me. The loadmaster
         told the pilot to adjust the nose of the aircraft 5 degrees starboard. If I flashed two sets of five fingers, he would adjust
         10 degrees. I never had to adjust more than 10 degrees. Some jumps I didn’t have to adjust at all. It was nice to have great
         pilots.
      

      
      The light on the ramp changed from red to green. Now it was my decision whether to jump or not. It’s going to take about five seconds to get everyone out of the plane.
      

      
      I signaled the guys. Little Big Man took the first step off the plane—12,000 feet above ground. We usually jumped in order
         of lightest to heaviest, so the heaviest jumper wouldn’t land away from everybody. Next jumped Sourpuss, then Casanova. I
         jumped last because as the jumpmaster I had to make sure everyone exited the plane, help cut away anyone who got hung up,
         etc. In the air, our rucksacks hung from a line attached to our chests. There was a time when I’d think, I sure hope this crap works. Probably for the first hundred jumps I pleaded, God, please. Please let it open. Now I had hundreds of free falls under my belt, and I packed my own chute. Some guys experienced malfunctions with their
         primary parachute and had to go to their secondary, but not me. My chute always opened. I never so much as sprained a toe—even
         after 752 jumps.
      

      
      I positioned my body so I could fly closer to the landing zone. After free-falling for a little under a minute, I pulled at
         3,000 feet. At 2,500 feet I was under canopy. I looked up to make sure the chute was OK and loosened the straps attached to
         my rucksack, so the straps weren’t cutting off my circulation. My feet helped support the weight of my rucksack. I flipped
         on my night optical device (NOD). An infrared chemlight glowed on the back of each of our helmets. These are known as glow
         sticks in the civilian world; just bend the plastic stick until the fragile glass container inside breaks, mixing two chemicals
         together that glow. Invisible to the naked eye, the infrared lights shone in our NODs. We stacked our canopies on top of each
         other. Behind and above Little Big Man descended Sourpuss. Behind and above Sourpuss came Casanova. I descended behind and
         above Casanova. Our parachutes looked like stairs as we flew into the target.
      

      
      Nearing the ground, I flared my parachute, slowing my descent. I eased my rucksack down, so it wouldn’t trip me up on my landing.
         Little Big Man landed first. Without the rush of wind, his 10'–12' canopy immediately collapsed in the dirt. He quickly got
         out of his parachute and readied his weapon as Sourpuss came down next. Likewise Sourpuss released his chute and prepared
         his weapon. Casanova and I came down on top of Little Big Man’s and Sourpuss’s parachutes. The four of us had landed together
         in an area the size of a living room. Little Big Man and Sourpuss guarded the perimeter, each covering 180 degrees, while
         Casanova and I took off our chutes. After we concealed our chutes, I took the point, leading us out. JSOC’s lane graders were
         out looking to see if they could find us taking shortcuts. It was tempting to cheat—all four of us could put our chutes away
         at the same time without having two on security and maybe shave five minutes off our time—but it wasn’t worth the risk of
         getting caught by the lane graders. We knew we’d better be playing the game like it was hostile territory. The more you sweat
         in peacetime, the less you bleed in war.
      

      
      The wind blew rain at us. Perfect weather to forgive tactical sins—a noise here, a sudden movement there. We patrolled a little
         over half a mile, then stopped at a rally point. Little Big Man and Sourpuss held security while Casanova and I reached in
         our rucksacks and pulled out our ghillie suits, camouflage clothing that looks like heavy foliage, made from loose burlap
         strips. Each of us hand-made our suits and owned two, one for green foliage and one for desert. This time we used the green
         type. I replaced my camouflage boonie hat with my ghillie suit boonie hat. For clothing, it’s important to blend into the
         environment. In urban environments, colors become darker close to the ground, so two-tone clothes work effectively: the darker
         jungle camouflage trousers and lighter desert camouflage top.
      

      
      Casanova and I checked out each other’s war paint: hands, neck, ears, and face. When painting the skin, it’s important to
         appear the opposite of how a human being looks: Make the dark become light and the light become dark. That means making sure
         the parts of the face that form shadows (where the eyes sink in, etc.) become light green and the features that shine (forehead,
         cheeks, nose, brow, and chin) become dark green. If the sniper’s face is seen, it shouldn’t resemble a face. Disappear and
         remain invisible.
      

      
      We separated into two teams and took two different routes to the target. Even if one team got compromised, the other pair
         could still complete the mission. Casanova and I stalked through the night to our objective. Each of us slowly lifted one
         foot and moved it forward, clearing obstacles with the toes straight to the front, feeling for twigs or anything we were about
         to step on. Taking short steps, I walked on the outside edges of my feet, slowly rolling between the balls of my feet and
         the heels, gradually shifting my weight forward.
      

      
      At what we determined to be 900 yards to the target, we arrived at a partially open area. Casanova and I lay flat on the ground.
         Maintaining separation so we wouldn’t look like some moving blob, we low-crawled. We had to move slowly enough not to be seen but fast enough to arrive in time to take our shot. I was careful
         not to stick my rifle muzzle in the dirt, which would degrade its accuracy, and careful not to stick it in the air, which
         would expose our position. Remaining flat, I slowly pulled the ground with my arms and pushed with my feet, face so close
         to the ground that it pushed mud. Six inches at a time. I became one with Mother Earth and cleared my mind of other thoughts.
         During stalks, I often told myself, I am one with the ground. I am a part of this dirt.

      
      If I saw the target or a roving patrol, I wouldn’t look directly at or think about it. A buck deer will snort and stomp the
         ground because he can smell you but can’t locate you. He’s snorting and stomping the ground trying to get you to move so he
         can locate you. Humans don’t have a buck deer’s sense of smell, but they do have a sixth sense—they know when they’re being
         watched. Some are more attuned to it than others. When you think you’re being watched and you turn around to find that someone
         is looking at you, you’re using that sense. The sniper tries not to arouse this sense and avoids looking directly at the target.
         When it comes time to take the shot, of course, I look at the target in my crosshairs; even then, the concentration is on
         the crosshairs.
      

      
      I paused for a moment. Then moved again.

      
      Finally, at what we estimated to be 500 yards to the target, we arrived at our final firing position (FFP). Time: 0220. I
         pulled my green veil over my scope to break up the outline created by my head and night-vision scope. If you’ve never lain
         down in a puddle wearing a soggy ghillie suit with the rain pounding down and the wind howling, and all the while trying to
         stay on your scope and do your job, you’re missing out on one of the best parts of life.
      

      
      Ahead of us was an old house. Somewhere inside was our target. Casanova and I discussed range, visibility, etc. We used color
         codes for each side: white, front; black, rear; green, the building’s own right; and red, the building’s left. The color coding for the sides originated with ships, which use green lights for the right (starboard)
         side and red for the left (port). The phonetic alphabet designated each floor: Alpha, Bravo, Charlie, Delta… Windows were
         numbered from left to right: one, two, three… If someone moved in the front left window on the second floor, I’d report the
         window: White, Bravo, One. Thus we cut down on needless chatter, making communication concise and streamlined. It was also
         universal among Team Six snipers, allowing us to quickly understand others we may not have worked with before.
      

      
      We also kept a log, which included the enemy’s size, activity, location, unit, time, and equipment (summarized as SALUTE).
         Patrol information is important for an assault team. For example, the assault team might want to go in immediately after the
         enemy patrol reentered the house. If the patrol is only two people, the assault team might decide to abduct them during their
         patrol. Or three snipers might simultaneously shoot the two patrol members outside and the target inside. If this were a hostage
         situation, we would note where the hostages were, where the terrorists were, the leadership, eating times, sleeping times,
         etc. We were soaking wet, cold, and miserable, but we didn’t have to like it; we just had to do it.
      

      
      I mil-dotted the window. Knowing that a typical window is one yard tall, I multiplied that by one thousand. Then I divided
         by the mil dots on my scope to figure out the range.
      

      
      A lane grader appeared. “What’s the range to the target?”

      
      “Six hundred yards,” was my updated response.

      
      A figure wearing a balaclava on his head and a big army trench coat appeared in the window—the target, which was a mannequin.
         Usually only one sniper in a pair takes the shot, and the other logs information, spots the target, and guards the perimeter.
         This time, all four of us would fire. General Garrison wanted to know if each, or any, of us could do what we claimed. I heard
         a shot from the other pair. Each would only get one try—cold bore. This first shot is the worst because the round has to travel through the cold
         bore of the rifle. After that round warms up the barrel, the next one fires more accurately—but General Garrison wouldn’t
         give us second shots. Neither would the enemy.
      

      
      A lane grader checked the target but didn’t tell us the results. Then the second shot went off. Again, my team didn’t know
         the results.
      

      
      It was our turn now. Casanova lay to my right close enough so I could hear him whisper, if needed. Close enough so we could
         look at a map together. His position also helped him spot the vapor trail of the bullet downrange, helping him see the bullet
         splash into the target so he could give me correction for a second shot—but today was all or nothing. It had only been about
         six hours ago when I was having hot pizza with my son in the warmth of the Ready Room. Now I was in the cold, damp woods in
         the middle of nowhere taking a cold-bore shot at my target. Most people have no idea of the degree of training and commitment
         required for sniper work.
      

      
      The butt of the rifle rested tightly in my right shoulder pocket. My shooting hand held the small of the stock firmly but
         not stiffly, and my trigger finger calmly touched the trigger. My rear elbow gave me balance. Cheek firmly contacting my thumb
         on the small of the stock, I inhaled. After a partial exhale, I held my breath, a skill that frogmen excel at, keeping my
         lungs still so they wouldn’t throw the shot. I had to stop breathing long enough to align my crosshairs over the target, but
         not so long as to cause blurred vision and muscular tension. My finger squeezed the trigger—bang.

      
      I still didn’t know if I’d hit the target or not. It’s not like the movies, where the shot disintegrates the target. In reality
         the bullet goes through the body so fast that sometimes people don’t even realize they’ve been shot, as I would later witness
         in Somalia repeatedly with the .223 rounds.
      

      
      After Casanova took his shot, we crawled out of the area using a different route from the one we’d taken to come in. Anyone
         who found our tracks and waited for us to return on the same path would be waiting a long time. We patrolled near the designated
         landing zone and waited there until dawn.
      

      
      In the morning, we headed out for the helicopter pickup. A lane grader gave the code that the op was officially over: “Tuna,
         tuna, tuna.” We could relax: stand up straight, stretch, crack our knuckles, relieve ourselves, and joke around.
      

      
      A Black Hawk helicopter picked us up in an open field and shuttled us to a nearby airfield, where we boarded a plane.

      
      After returning to SEAL Team Six, the four of us wouldn’t get to go home yet. We had to debrief, then downstage our gear by
         cleaning it, inspecting it for damage, and repairing it if necessary. Then we had to upstage our gear, preparing for the next
         callout, whether practice or real world. After three hours, our gear would be ready for when the balloon went up again.
      

      
      The four of us walked into the briefing room for the debrief at 1100 feeling like hammered turds. General Garrison, along
         with our SEAL Team Six skipper, our Red Team leader and Red Team chief, and eight or ten other key brass in their entourage,
         sat in front of us. William F. Garrison didn’t choose the military; the military chose him. Drafted during Vietnam, he served
         two tours as an officer, earning a Bronze Star for valor and a Purple Heart for combat wounds. He had operated in the Phoenix
         Program to dismantle the Vietcong’s leadership infrastructure. Later, he worked in the U.S. Army Intelligence Support Activity
         and Delta from 1985 to 1989. A tall, slender man with gray hair in a tight crew cut, he chewed half an unlit cigar hanging
         out the side of his mouth. He was the youngest general in the army—ever.
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