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FOREWORD


Although this is entirely a work of fiction, the events depicted in the book could reasonably have taken place, and the players are realistic portrayals of case officers and other intelligence operatives. I have drawn heavily from my experiences and personal contacts as a CIA case officer to write the book. Some of my old case officer friends will recognize portions of themselves in the characters of the book, and all will recognize the clandestine techniques they, as case officers, have used over the years. In short, the tradecraft is genuine, and the people are reasonable facsimiles of the real thing.


I should say a word or two about just exactly what a CIA “case officer” is. He or she is an intelligence officer attached to the operational (clandestine) arm of the Agency. The case officer typically is a college graduate, fluent in one or more foreign languages, and always a fully trusted American citizen with a Top Secret security clearance. He or she is an individual of exceptional intelligence, integrity, and initiative. The case officer “handles” cases—recruits and directs foreign spies, known as “agents.” The case officer is not an “agent”—the FBI’s staff operatives are known as field agents, but the CIA’s are known as case officers.


I have taken the time to describe what a case officer actually is because so few people ever get close enough to the Agency to know, and because so much “James Bond”-type fiction distorts the truth and misleads the public about these unique individuals. Case officers are indeed the Agency’s elite corps, and they will remain so for as long as there is a need for human agents deep within foreign governments to provide our policy-makers with intelligence information concerning foreign intentions toward the United States.





CHAPTER 1


6 JANUARY 1991—US EMBASSY, MOGADISHU, SOMALIA


The secure “bubble” was located on the top floor of the luxurious, sprawling, state-of-the-art US embassy building in Mogadishu, Somalia. It was a clear Plexiglas conference room assembled within another secure room—a room within a room—located off the hall midway between the ambassador’s office and the entrance to the CIA’s suite of offices. The room was just large enough to fit the country team—ten senior embassy officials and section heads—executive chairs around the conference table. But today there were another dozen embassy staff employees and Marines crowded into the bubble, standing uncomfortably behind the seated country team members.


The ambassador sat at one end of the table, fidgeting nervously with a pencil. Holding it tightly around the middle with his thumb and index finger, he bounced the eraser end repeatedly against the table’s surface. It was already getting warm in the cramped bubble when an armed Marine security guard dressed in camouflage fatigues, helmet, and flak jacket pulled the outer door shut, secured the bubble door with two heavy plastic levers, and activated the sound suppressor.


The ambassador motioned to the CIA station chief seated at the far end of the table. “Okay, let’s have it, Spinelli. What’s the situation?”


“Not good, sir. But the evacuation is going as well as can be expected. More than four hundred foreign nationals were taken out on Saturday on our helicopters and Italian planes, and another two hundred fifty or so Americans and some foreign diplomats and their families have been rounded up from their homes in the city and brought to this compound. They’ll be airlifted out today to the aircraft carrier Guam and the amphibious transport ship Trenton, anchored offshore.”


Spinelli shuffled through his notes, a drop of sweat, then another, falling on them as he did so. Finding what he was looking for, he continued briefing the country team. “The UN Security Council has said more than two thousand people have been killed and another four thousand wounded since the rebels stepped up their campaign a week ago. Siad Barre has reportedly fled the country for Nairobi, but that hasn’t been confirmed. In any event, it’s clear that the rebels have made significant advances and now control most of the city. The areas controlled by government forces are getting smaller and smaller, just little pockets of resistance, and their troops are deserting like rats leaving the proverbial sinking ship.”


The ambassador was now sweating profusely. Beads of perspiration dripped from his bald pate down his hawk-like nose and onto his notepad. “Can’t we get the bloody a/c working in here?” he grumbled to no one in particular.


One of the Marines started toward the door, but Spinelli put an arm out and stopped him. “It’s no use, sir. It’s turned down as far as it will go. There are just too many people in here. I’ll try to make this as quick as possible.”


He returned to his notes and spoke rapidly. “The evacuation operations being run by the Italians, French, and Americans are all reporting ground-fire, but thus far there hasn’t been any significant damage reported by any of the aircraft. They are delivering their evacuees to Mombassa. The airport is still relatively secure, although rocket and mortar attacks are a worsening problem. A couple of Italian planes couldn’t land there today because they began taking ground fire. Fortunately they weren’t hit. It’s getting harder and harder to move about the city; ambushes are set up everywhere, and the favorite targets seem to be our evacuation vehicles.


“The city is littered with bodies baking in the sun, and no one is making any effort to remove them. The stench is horrible. There was one report of about thirty-five dead Somali soldiers lying in a perfectly straight row on a downtown street, rotting. This was apparently done in retaliation for a similar thing done by Siad Barre to the rebels about a month ago.”


The military attaché, an overweight army colonel looking decidedly uncomfortable in his sweat-drenched khaki uniform, asked, “Do you know how much longer the evacuation ships will remain out there?”


Spinelli replied, “That’s a good question.” His eyes locked onto those of the ambassador and held his gaze as he talked. “As you know, both naval vessels, the Guam and the Trenton, were detached from the Persian Gulf armada to rescue us and a bunch of our friends, including several foreign ambassadors and their staffs, from this compound. Most of these evacuations have been completed, and we are basically all that remain. There are only a couple hundred of us left, and we’re all on the compound, fairly safe for now. The ships are urgently needed for Operation Desert Shield, and the military wants us to complete this evacuation ASAP and get the hell out of here so they can return to their bases in the Arabian Peninsula.”


“Sure they do,” snapped the ambassador, jabbing his finger toward Spinelli. “They want us to abandon this embassy and leave it to be vandalized by General Mohamed Aideed’s filthy bunch of murderers. This embassy compound was dedicated on the 4th of July less than two years ago. It was built at a cost of $35 million to the American taxpayer, and I’m not ready to fold the flag and carry it out of here. It’s a veritable fortress . . . the newest and most state-of-the-art embassy in all of Africa. We can stay inside and wait this out. Sooner or later the US government will come to its senses and retake this city, and then we can go on about our business of building a decent government here in Somalia.” He slammed his fist on the table. “That’s what we’re going to do.”


The plastic room fell silent. Spinelli averted his gaze, and no one else made eye contact with the ambassador, now red-faced, shaking nervously, and perspiring profusely. He appeared on the verge of a heart ttack.


The silence was broken by a young Marine officer standing erect in a starched camouflage uniform to the side of Spinelli. “Mr. Ambassador, my name is Captain MacMurphy. I arrived yesterday from Nairobi. I’m the officer in charge of the Marine security guard detachments for the Horn of Africa region, which includes this one.”


The ambassador surveyed the young officer standing at the end of the bubble. He looked cool and composed, while everyone else in the room looked decidedly hot and uncomfortable, a fact that served only to further inflame the ambassador. “So?” he demanded.


“So, with all due respect, sir, I’m here to evacuate my Marines before Aideed’s rabble start climbing over the walls of this compound. Those are my orders, sir. We can’t delay, because if we do, those of us who remain will end up either dead or as hostages. We don’t want a repeat of the Iranian embassy hostage crisis, do we, sir?” His unwavering laser stare impaled the ambassador.


All eyes in the room turned to the young Marine officer.


The ambassador pushed back his chair abruptly and stood, gathering his papers. “This meeting is adjourned. I want to see you, Captain,” indicating MacMurphy, “and you, Spinelli, back here in thirty minutes. That should give the place enough time to cool off. Open the door, Sergeant, and let some of the hot air out of this furnace.”





CHAPTER 2


Thirty minutes later, the CIA station chief and the Marine captain were seated across from one another near the head of the conference table. The ambassador hurried in moments later, secured the heavy levers of the bubble’s Plexiglas door behind him, and took his place at the head of the table. His hands were still trembling, but he had changed his shirt and looked decidedly cooler than before. Spinelli and MacMurphy had been talking in low tones, but now they devoted their full attention to the ambassador.


“Gentlemen,” the ambassador began, “first of all, let me make something very clear.” His eyes locked on MacMurphy’s. “My orders are my orders. Your orders are what I tell you to do. If you don’t like my orders, you can get the hell out of my country. I am the ambassador here. I am the president’s representative to this God-forsaken country, and although God may have forsaken it, I don’t intend to. I give the orders here.” His eyes burned, but MacMurphy held his gaze steady and remained impassive.


The ambassador broke the stare and settled back in his chair as if to say, Now that we have that settled, we can move on. MacMurphy sat motionless, unresponsive, while Spinelli fidgeted. Now, feeling in control of the meeting, the Ambassador continued.


“This is the situation. There are around two hundred souls left in this compound. Most of them will be evacuated by Marine CH-53 helicopters to the Trenton by the end of the day. Diplomats from twenty-nine countries, including Great Britain, Turkey, and the Soviet Union, and all of our non-essential personnel. That will leave a skeleton embassy staff of about thirty officers, a few locals, and your Marine security guard detachment. How many people do you have here at the moment, Captain?”


“Sixteen, including myself, Mr. Ambassador.”


“So we will have around forty-six Americans, and what, another six or seven essential Somali Foreign Service Nationals, and what remains of the local embassy guard force, another dozen or so people. Around sixty-five people. Is that about right, Spinelli?”


“That’s what I have, sir. And I don’t think that number will change much if we stay, because the last local guard who decided to desert was shot by Aideed’s men moments after he left the compound. That’ll deter anyone else from trying to leave by the gates. The only way out of here now is by one of those helicopters.


“Satellite imagery indicates an attack is forthcoming. Aideed’s troops are moving up into positions around the compound. We’ll need to take all the remaining FSNs and security guards with us when we leave. We are burning and shredding all classified material as we speak. Commo gear and encryption tapes will be the last to be destroyed.”


MacMurphy sat silently, but his mind racing. He saw where the ambassador was heading and knew that any further delay in the evacuation would end in disaster. He couldn’t let that happen. If Spinelli wasn’t going to confront the ambassador, he was going to have to do it.


“Sir, the security situation absolutely dictates we evacuate everyone today.” He leaned forward for emphasis and locked his eyes on the ambassador’s. “If we don’t, Aideed’s men will be coming over the walls and we’ll have to start shooting people, and I don’t have enough Marines or ammunition to hold off such a large force.”


Sweat dripped down the ambassador’s face, his eyes locked evenly on MacMurphy’s. “You’re not going to shoot anyone,” he spat. “I will not have any shooting in this compound, no shooting, none, and that’s final.”


MacMurphy leaned back and stared at the ambassador incredulously. “You want us to let them into the compound? Is that what you want? They will come over the walls, you know.” His eyes refused to let go of the Ambassador’s.


“There will be no bloodshed. Not while I’m in command of this embassy. No one is going to be shot.”


Spinelli leaned forward over the table, “But sir, what do you expect us to do? We have to either leave or defend ourselves. We can’t just sit here and be captured. Not by that mob. We’ve got to get out of here while we still have the chance. That mob will hack us up like animals if we stay.”


The ambassador trembled with rage. He wagged a boney finger at them and declared, “This is a fortress. We will remain inside until help arrives. When State sees our situation, they will understand and come to their senses. We cannot abandon this embassy. We will not. Not as long as I’m in charge.”


Spinelli slumped in resignation. MacMurphy shook his head.


“Let me get this absolutely clear, sir. You intend to remain in the embassy with your staff, and you are ordering me and my Marines not to defend the compound when, and I don’t mean if, Aideed’s men attack. Is that correct, sir?”


“That is correct, Captain. Absolutely correct. Our country will not abandon us. We will hole up in the chancery building until help arrives. We will force our government to come to our aid. Those are my final orders.”


The ambassador abruptly rose from his chair, knocking it against the plastic wall, and hustled for the door. With his hand on one of the plastic handles, he turned and glared at the two officers. “When the non-essential people and our friends have been evacuated, you will assemble the remaining people in the chancery with enough food and water to last for as long as necessary. Then you can batten down the hatches, Captain. Is that understood?”


Then he was gone, leaving the door of the bubble open behind him.


MacMurphy and Spinelli remained seated, joined in disbelief, for several moments. The silence blared. Finally MacMurphy spoke. “What are you going to do, Mr. Spinelli? The ambassador has lost it.”


“I know, I know . . . but there’s nothing I can do other than report this to headquarters and hope they can prevail on State to talk some sense into the moron. That’s it. That’s all I can do . . .”


MacMurphy stood as if to leave, and then abruptly turned back. “Maybe there’s something I can do.” He paused and then went on. “Let Washington know about our situation, and meanwhile I’ll try to buy us some time. Either someone has to bring that idiot to his senses, or we’re going to have to arrest him and take him out of here in handcuffs. Please tell your people I said that. This situation is critical.”


“I will, Captain. Just don’t do anything stupid . . .”





CHAPTER 3


MacMurphy walked briskly through the deserted halls of the chancery building, his mind moving faster than his footsteps, which echoed through the marble corridors. Descending the wide staircase, he hurried through the main entrance, waving at the Marine security guard on duty as he passed Post Number One. He entered the numerical code on the cipher lock at the entrance of the Marine Security Guard office and pushed open the heavy teak door.


Gunnery Sergeant Bradshaw had his feet up on his desk, talking to his staff sergeant, a short, stocky fellow named Gillis. Gillis was leaning back in a chair on the other side of the desk. He spat a wad of Copenhagen snuff into a coffee can he held in his lap and jumped up as the captain entered.


“At ease, men.” MacMurphy fell into a chair next to Sergeant Gillis. “We’ve got a problem,” he sighed.


The captain briefed the two NCOs on the events that had occurred during the two meetings with the ambassador. When he had finished, Gunny Bradshaw caressed his shaved head thoughtfully and raised his lanky frame from the chair behind his desk. He turned slowly to his commanding officer. “You have gotta be fuckin’ shittin’ me, sir! That dumb ass wants us to hunker down here while the skinnies out there storm the walls and take over this compound? He won’t let us evacuate, and he won’t let us fight. Is that the friggin’ situation, sir?”


“That’s about it, Gunny. Those are his . . . orders. But Spinelli’s sending a message in his channel outlining the problem and the critical situation, so I think the CIA guys will intervene with State at the highest level. Maybe that’ll help move’em off the dime. I certainly hope so . . .”


“Let’s hope someone grabs that cocksucker by his damn stackin’ swivel and pounds some sense into him,” growled the gunny, his voice resonating like the Parris Island Drill Instructor he had once been. He shook his head. “But I doubt it. Those State Department pogues are all alike. I’ve heard tell that their new hires get their gonads surgically removed during the junior officer training course.”


MacMurphy smiled—the first light moment he had had all day, and it felt good to relieve the tension.


Sergeant Gillis, who had been listening quietly the whole time, flexed his powerful shoulders, spit a wad of brown juice into the coffee can, and said quietly, “There’s another solution.”


“Yeah, what’s that, Sergeant?” asked the gunny.


“We can take things into our own hands. We can’t force him to evacuate like he should, but we can defend ourselves. We can’t let them bastards blast in here without a fight. And they will blast in here if we can’t keep them at bay. But maybe we can slow them down a bit till the godamned ambassador comes to his senses or has someone slam his senses down his throat. Anyway, that’s what I think.”


The gunny and MacMurphy studied Gillis carefully, each wondering what the other was thinking. They looked at each other and nodded.


MacMurphy said, “That’s exactly what I’ve been thinking, but we’ve got to be very careful. It’s mutiny, you know . . . direct disobedience of orders. Let’s head on down to the armory for a little pow-wow.” He turned to Sergeant Gillis. “Assemble the detachment and meet the gunny and me down there right away. I’ve got an idea, but if we’re going to act, we need to move fast. It’ll be dark in just a few hours, and if they decide to attack, that’s when they’re gonna do it.”


“Roger that, sir,” said Gillis. He was out the door before he completed the phrase.





CHAPTER 4


The armory was located behind a vault door in the basement of the chancery building. The windowless room smelled of cleaning solvent and gun oil. Its walls were lined with racks of M-16s, Squad Automatic Weapons (SAWs), a few AK-47s, flak jackets, and various other weapons and combat gear. In the center of the room was a long, dark wood, oil soaked cleaning table surrounded by wooden benches. When the last Marine had entered the room and had settled himself on a bench with the rest of the security guard detachment, Gunnery Sergeant Bradshaw called the meeting to order.


“Where’s Corporal Kelley?” he asked.


“He’s at Post Number One,” a Marine responded.


“Oh yeah, right. Thanks. Okay, listen up. I called you all down here to listen to Captain MacMurphy. He’s going to brief us on the current situation and tell us what he wants us to do about it. Captain, they’re all yours.”


MacMurphy stood. “Thanks, Gunny. Have you got something I can write on, a blackboard or something?” One of the Marines jumped up, pulled an easel with a white pad of paper on it out of a corner, and set it up next to the captain at the head of the table. “Great. This’ll do just fine.” He used a black marker to sketch the rectangle outline of the embassy compound and its relationship to the city and sea to the south and then turned to the group.


“Okay, here we are. Afgoy Road runs along the northern side of the compound. There’s not much beyond Afgoy Road in the way of cover, so I don’t expect much to come from that direction. The buildings housing the Ministry of Resources, here,” he indicated its position on the rough map, “and the Highway Department, here, could provide some cover, so we can’t disregard the north totally, but we should consider it our least vulnerable side.


“According to our best information, including the most recent overhead from just a few hours ago, Aideed’s forces are massing to the south and southwest of the compound, here and here.” He indicated the positions with his finger on the rough sketch. “As you’re all aware, to the south we have the ring road that runs around the compound, then a line of trees—I guess you would call it a windbreak—then the International Golf and Tennis Club sprawling out along here. Then still farther south is the heart of the city and then the coast. At the time of the last satellite pass, Aideed’s main force was concentrated around here, about a half mile to the south of the club, the area between Jalle Siad Road and the club.” He indicated the positions on the sketch.


“There also appears to be another troop concentration here to the southwest, beyond the Somali National University, and here along our eastern side.” He indicated the positions with his finger.


“Along our eastern side, we have another tree line, which runs about fifty meters deep, almost to Digfer Road here. Backing onto Digfer Road is the Fire Brigade Compound, and in front of that is a row of low buildings . . . you know, bars and shops and restaurants, where you guys did not hang out just a few short weeks ago.” His comment drew grins from the Marines around the table. “There appears to be about a company-sized unit bivouacked in the area just behind Digfer Road, here.”


The captain moved closer to the table and rested his hands on its edge. He paused for a moment, making eye contact with each of the Marines in the room. “So, if they are going to hit us, they are probably going to do it with their main force coming at us along our southern flank. I would also expect some activity from the direction of the university to our southwest, and at least some probes along our eastern flank.”


MacMurphy sat back down at the head of the table, studied his fingers for a moment, and then looked back up at the assembled group of warriors. “I see the question in all of your eyes: So then why the hell don’t we bug the hell out of here?”


The room erupted in incredulous agreement. When they quieted down, he said, slowly and pointedly, “Because the ambassador won’t let us—that’s why. So we will stay until he says we can go, or until someone at a much higher pay grade than mine, and his, orders him to evacuate.”


The room erupted again, this time in moans and groans. MacMurphy considered telling them about the ambassador’s orders not to shoot at anyone threatening the compound, but decided against it. Telling a Marine not to defend himself was anathema to him, and he simply couldn’t bring himself to do it. Instead he turned to Gunnery Sergeant Bradshaw.


“Gunny, it’ll be dark in a couple of hours, so we don’t have much time to spare. Pass out rifles and ammo and chow and whatever else you have in this armory of yours, and get your men deployed up on the roof of the chancery building. Set up your SAWS on the south side. Button down this building and prepare for the worst. Assign one Marine with a radio to stick with the ambassador, but get everyone else up on the roof and be prepared to stay there for the duration.”


He turned to the troops. “But hang on . . . Before you’re dismissed, I’ve got one more thing. I’m going out there to recon the area. We need to get a better idea of where they are and what they’re planning for us tonight. I’m going to scout things out a bit. So keep your eyes and ears open and don’t fucking shoot me.”


Sergeant Gillis spoke up. “I’d better go with you, sir. I’ve got some pretty good experience on recon patrols, and you’ll need someone to watch your back . . .”


“Thanks, Sergeant, but this is something I’ve got to do on my own. Our orders are to stay put, and I’m not going to ask anyone else to disobey those orders. Now, all of you, move out.”





CHAPTER 5


MacMurphy sat at the cleaning table, working the bolt of an M-16, when Gunny Bradshaw returned.


“The men are in position on the roof, sir. All but Corporal Kelley, that is. He’s with the ambassador, like you ordered. He’s got direct comm with me, so we can keep track of what’s going on. And I’ve got two more of these little walkie-talkie things left, one for you and one for Staff Sergeant Gillis, who’s on the roof. They’re really trick— encrypted, and they channel-hop in sequence. Almost impossible to intercept—unless you’re NSA, that is . . . and those ignorant fuckers out there ain’t even close. Got’em compliments of Spinelli. He’s got a lot of neat CIA shit in that tech office of his.” He handed one of the devices to MacMurphy.


“Thanks, Gunny,” MacMurphy said, examining the device. It was about the size of a pack of cigarettes, with a tiny earpiece and lapel microphone attached to two thin wires.


“You put the earpiece in and pin the mic to your lapel,” said Bradshaw, demonstrating. “You can whisper and still come in loud and clear. We’ll have good comm.”


MacMurphy slipped the device into his pocket, attached the mic to his lapel, and fitted the earpiece in his ear.


Bradshaw continued. “Don’t have to do nothin’ but talk when you feel like it, and we’ll all get the message. Your call sign is Easy Two. I’m Easy One, Gillis is Easy Three and Kelley is Easy Four.” The gunny demonstrated by calling Gillis, Corporal Kelley, and MacMurphy in turn.


“Got any more tricks up your sleeve, Gunny?”


“Sure do, Captain, sure do . . .”


He walked to a closet in the back of the room and opened the padlocked door with a key attached to a large ring of keys on his belt. He extracted a rifle and some boxed gear and laid them all out on the cleaning table. “You can put that M-16 aside, Captain. I got somethin’ far better right here. You ain’t goin’ to be able to use that noisy sonofabitch out there with all them skinnies all over the fuckin’ place.”


“I’ve just got to make sure they don’t see me. I don’t want to get into a pissing contest with Aideed’s militia. That’s for sure.”


“First of all, I’ve got some eyes for you here.” Bradshaw pulled a pair of what looked like binoculars from one of the boxes. “It’s going to be dark out there tonight. Not much moon left, and there’s cloud cover, too. These night-vision goggles fit over your helmet like this, and then you just flip them up and down as you need them.”


“I’m familiar with them, Gunny. Night vision will be a big help. What else?”


“Well, being that you used to command a sniper platoon, I know you’re familiar with the M40A1 Sniper Rifle.” He handed the sleek, bolt-action rifle to the captain. “I picked this one up during my last job at the armory at Camp Pendleton and made a few minor adjustments to improve its accuracy and allow for a suppressor and night vision scope. Doesn’t have the firepower of an M-16—only holds four in the mag and one in the chamber—but you won’t be needin’ a hell of a lot of firepower tonight.”


“Good work, Gunny.” MacMurphy hefted the familiar weapon, brought it to his shoulder, and sighted along the barrel, getting the feel of it. In his mind’s eye he saw the opposing troops stealthily advancing, felt himself pulling the trigger . . .


“The rifle has a heavy barrel—whole thing weighs fourteen and a half pounds, but you can shoot the eye out of a skinnie at four hundred meters. That’s even with the night vision scope and suppressor. Actually, this suppressor will improve the ballistics of the rifle.” The gunny was clearly proud of his creation. “It’ll also increase the accuracy of the shooter by reducing flash, noise, and recoil. It’s called the Thundertrap. We Marines don’t have too many of them, but the Army Delta guys and the Navy Seals use them all the time over in the sandbox for their counter-terrorism shit.”


He gently removed the 8.5 inch-long, 1.6 inch-diameter, black stainless-steel tube from its cushioned case and laid it lovingly in front of the captain.


“How the hell did you get hold of this?” MacMurphy hefted the artful device, gently fitted it to the muzzle of the rifle and screwed it into place.


“Told you. I was at the armory at Pendleton. I worked on this one myself and wasn’t about to leave it behind for some grunt to abuse. It’s a work of art.”


When the Thundertrap suppressor was attached, the gunny reached for the rifle. “Wait till you see this, Captain.” He opened another box, carefully removed a rifle scope, and snapped it onto the barrel of the rifle. “It’s an AN/PVS-4 individual weapon night sight. It’s a little heavy, adds about four pounds to the rifle, and a bit bulky, but it’s also a thing of beauty. It’s got a magnification of 3.6 power. Range with starlight is about four hundred meters, but with moonlight it can reach out to six hundred meters or more.”


“You’re full of surprises, aren’t you, Gunny? I’m familiar with the rifle. We had them in my scout sniper team, but I’ve never used one with a suppressor and night vision scope.” He hefted the rifle and brought it up to his shoulder, enjoying the feel of it against his shoulder and in his hands. “You’re right—it’s a heavy sucker with all this stuff attached, but still feels balanced and stable. It feels good. A Marine could do some real damage with this weapon.”


“Sure could, and unless you’re standing behind the shooter, you can’t hear squat. They’ll never know what hit’em. But you still got to be careful. If anyone gets behind you or a little off to either side of your rear, they’ll hear a kind of low-pitched wail or scream when the bullet leaves the muzzle and a snap when it breaks the sound barrier. So don’t let anyone get behind you.


“Now, your route . . . Since we think the main body of Aideed’s troops are located near the south and southwest side of the compound, around the International Golf and Tennis Club to the south and the University to the west, I’d suggest you go out from the northeast and circle around in a clockwise direction, taking out any sentries as you go.”


“Kind of like Sergeant York, right? Pick ’em off from the rear to the front.” MacMurphy smiled.


“Exactly. That’s the way to do it. Just don’t let anyone get behind you.”


“By the way, you got any high-speed ammo for this thing?” Mac-Murphy was sure the answer would be affirmative. He also knew the Gunny would want to tell him.


“Nothing but the best, sir. I got about a thousand rounds of M118, 7.62 NATO Match ammo. That round has a 168 grain Sierra Match bullet. It comes out of the barrel at around 2600 feet per second. That should give you enough wallop to snuff all of the skinny little motherfuckers you want, if you have a mind to do so.”


“Okay, let’s gather up this gear and get started. It’ll be dark in less than an hour, and I want to leave about a half hour after that.”


“One more thing,” Bradshaw put a hand on the Captain’s arm. “I want you to wear this.” He picked up a flak vest with metal kevlar inserts that fit over the chest and back. “You’re familiar with this. I know it’s heavy—it’ll add another ten pounds to your load—but you’re not going to be moving very fast out there anyway. And it’ll stop most rifle rounds.”


MacMurphy hefted the bulky jacket. “Yeah, it’s a load, all right. You really think I’ll need this?”


“Up to you, Captain, but I’d wear it. You don’t need to be fast, but you’ll be glad you had it on if you get spotted and start taking fire out there. Our Marine Force Recon guys use’em, for close quarters combat. I think it’s something you should have in this situation as well.”


“Okay, what the hell.” MacMurphy hung the jacket over a chair and busied himself with assembling his gear and unloading boxes of ammunition.


“Can’t I go with you, sir?” Bradshaw pleaded. “Gillis was right. You could sure use someone out there to watch your back.”


“No, you stay here with the men, Gunny. They’ll need your steady hand. Try to keep an eye on me from the roof as best you can. Like I said, no one else will be disobeying any orders tonight. Except . . . just in case you need to hear it from me, you will return fire if fired upon. Those are my orders. Is that understood?”


“Understood, Captain. Understood.”





CHAPTER 6


Two hours later, Gunny Bradshaw cracked open one of the small doors on the northeast side of the compound wall—away from the heart of the city and running along Afgoy Road—and Captain Harry MacMurphy stepped out into the night.


But the night wasn’t dark for him; only for Aideed’s ragtag band of militia.


He stayed close to the shadows of the compound wall, crouched, rifle at port arms, moving slowly eastward in the darkness, until he reached the northeast corner of the compound. He turned south along the eastern wall, toward the city center, which spread out along the coast. He crossed the road ringing the compound and followed a drainage ditch that paralleled the road. Deep in the shadows, he headed closer to the city and where he thought Aideed’s men would be.


He moved stealthily, every hair on his body alert for the presence of the enemy. He whispered his location in his lapel mic and heard the comforting response from Gunny Bradshaw in his ear.


“Got you in sight, Captain. Watch out ahead, there’s movement in those buildings about two hundred meters east of the compound.”


MacMurphy scanned the row of buildings but could see no movement. A few moments later, there was a flash of light in his night vision goggles. He dropped to one knee, flipped up the goggles, and brought the rifle to his shoulder. Through the rifle scope he could clearly see two men standing in a doorway with AK-47s slung upside-down on their shoulders. One was lighting a cigarette with a match. The other was waiting for his turn at the match, cigarette dangling from his lips.


Three on a match, he thought, placing the crosshairs on the mouth holding the dangling cigarette, but in your case, it’s two. The round struck the smoker on his left cheek, knocking him back into the doorway and blowing off the side of his head.


He quickly chambered another round, adjusted the crosshairs just left of the suddenly wide eyes of the other man, and squeezed off another round, hitting the terrified soldier in the nose and sending him sprawling in the doorway on top of his comrade. Smoking can definitely be bad for your health, he thought.


He chambered another round, put the rifle on safe, calmly adjusted his sights one click to the left, and flipped his night vision goggles back down over his eyes.


“Easy One, this is Easy Two, over?”


“Roger, Easy Two. Nice shooting. How’s your situation?”


“Rifle shoots a little right but I fixed it. It’s good now. Two skinnies down. Still quiet out here at the moment. Main force must be hanging back, but they’ve stationed sentries forward. Two I just took out were about two hundred meters down from the northeast corner of the compound, where you saw the movement. This is a great weapon . . . Over.”


“Good work, Easy Two. We’ll keep an eye on you as best we can. If you’re able to take out some more of their sentries you might force them to reevaluate any attack plans they may have for tonight. Over.”


“Roger, Easy One. That’s the plan. I’ll follow this drainage ditch for as far as I can. I’ve got good cover here in the tree line. Let me know if you see anything else, and try to keep me in sight . . . and make sure you’ve got someone posted at the closest doors, just in case I have to make a run for it. Over.”


“Roger that, Easy Two. We’ll keep the campfires burning. Easy One out.”


MacMurphy moved in a crouch, rifle at port arms, south along the east wall of the compound toward the distant lights of Mogadishu. His senses were keen, hearing the rustle of the leaves in the breeze and listening for signs of movement just as he had done when he was deer hunting in upstate New York with his father.


He smelled the salt air coming off the ocean south of the city, and heard the horns of cars on the highway and the muted sounds of the city spread out along the coast only a half-mile away from him. The night was dark, but there was a glow above the city and the quarter moon and stars above gave off enough light to illuminate his night vision scope and goggles.


He stopped frequently to scan the area around him, paying particular attention to the row of shops and bars and two-story buildings that lined the road to the east of him, where the two smokers had drawn their last breaths of nicotine-filled air.


Needing a better vantage point, he left the drainage ditch and moved slowly and silently through the forested area to the edge of the tree line. From there he had a clear view of the row of buildings facing the road and the buildings beyond. He dropped behind a fallen tree, flipped up his night vision goggles, and brought the rifle to his shoulder.


The darkened buildings of the fire station, four hundred meters away, popped into focus. He scanned them from left to right. If Aideed had placed sentries to watch the compound, that would be a good place to station them. There appeared to be activity several blocks behind the buildings and to the south, but the area in front was dark and quiet. He concentrated on the dark doorways and shadowy areas in front of the buildings and then, seeing nothing, brought the rifle up to scan the rooftops where the initial sighting had been.


He spotted the target on the north side of the roof of one of the two-story buildings of the fire station, almost directly above and beyond the doorway where he had shot the two smokers. The sentry was fully visible from the waist up, standing on the flat roof behind the low wall surrounding it. He appeared relaxed, clearly unaware of the sudden deaths of his comrades in front of him, as he surveyed the compound wall through binoculars, a cigarette dangling from his lips.


Do all these fuckers smoke? Good thing, though, because it really illuminates the targets. He adjusted the elevation on his scope to four hundred meters and brought the rifle to his shoulder. This rifle is really a wonder. He placed the crosshairs high on the chest below the cigarette, released the safety, and squeezed the trigger.


The bullet smashed into the sentry’s breast bone under the throat throwing him straight back and down behind the hip-high wall. Three shots, three bad guys. Not a bad night so far, thanks to the gunny’s fine equipment.


He scanned the rooftops of the fire station and spotted two more sentries, one peering over the hip wall of the roof in the center of the building, and the other sitting on the corner of the wall at the end of the roof. He decided to take out the peering guy first, because he might have heard the last victim fall, and because he could pull back out of sight behind the hip wall at any moment.


MacMurphy had a clear view of the sentry’s head peeking out over the wall and took the difficult shot. The bullet smashed through the sentry’s nose and blew out the back of his head. Mac quickly moved his sights to the center mass of the fellow sitting on the corner. The bullet slammed into the sentry high on the chest tearing through his breast bone and threw him back and down sprawling on the roof.


Almost too easy. Don’t get careless. Adrenaline pumping, he slipped farther down behind the fallen tree and quietly removed five more rounds of ammunition from his bandoleer, eased four of them into the magazine of the rifle, and gently slipped the fifth round into the chamber. He spent the next few minutes quietly scanning the row of buildings to seek out any new targets through the powerful rifle scope. None were visible, so he slipped back into the woods and reported in as he made his way closer to the city on the south side of the compound.


“Three more down,” he whispered into the lapel mic. “No more activity visible along the east wall. Heading south. Over.”


“Roger, Easy Two, keep up the good work,” said the gunny.


Still using the cover of the drainage ditch, he reached the southeast corner of the compound. The area in front of him was open for about fifty meters. Next was a line of trees bordering the golf course, and beyond that the occasional lights of the heart of the city. To the right, directly across from the compound, were the darkened buildings of the International Golf and Tennis Club and the red clay tennis courts.


He crossed back over the ring road and darted back into the shadows of the compound wall. He followed the wall toward the west. At the end of the compound, lay the sprawling, unlit Somali National University. He scanned the area in front of him and to his left, looking for possible sentry locations. He knew any main-force troops would be farther to the rear, but he decided to continue to take out as many of the sentries as possible to remove the eyes and ears of Aideed’s militia.


Nothing was visible on the golf course or around the tennis courts, but his attention was drawn to the clubhouse and administration buildings of the Golf and Tennis Club as likely observation posts for sentries.


He needed to get closer to the buildings, so he backtracked over the ring road and darted into the tennis complex. He moved quietly between the chain-link fences separating the courts. Taking advantage of the shadows created by the wind-netting attached to the fences, he was able to move within one hundred meters of the administration buildings. He dropped into a prone position behind a bench and surveyed the buildings through the rifle scope.


He spotted two more sentries on the roof of the administrative building and another in a tall minaret about two hundred meters farther south. He decided to take out the two closest targets first, so they wouldn’t hear the sonic snap of a bullet passing overhead, and hoped that the guy in the minaret wouldn’t see any muzzle flash.


He easily took out the two closer targets with perfect center chest shots and immediately raised his elevation to three hundred meters and sighted on the minaret. The sentry inside was speaking into a walkie-talkie. He decided to hold his shot and watched the guy babble into the handset while frantically looking out over the terrain in front of him. Convinced that he was reporting something, MacMurphy held his fire until the target brought the walkie-talkie down, ending his transmission. The target then turned and looked to his rear. At that point he squeezed off another round. The bullet smashed into the back of the target’s head, and he went down.


MacMurphy chambered another round and continued to observe the minaret. He heard a shout, then more, coming from the general direction of the minaret. Moments later a head appeared, looking frantically out over the edge of the minaret in MacMurphy’s direction. The Marine put a round in his throat, throwing him back and out of sight.


He was definitely blown by now, so he decided it was time to get out of Dodge. He slipped back into the shadows of the tennis courts and reported his situation to Gunnery Sergeant Bradshaw.


“Better get back in here, Easy Two. Your huntin’ days are over for tonight. Return to the compound wall and follow it west toward the University. There’s a small entry door about halfway down, and we’ll have it open for you.”


“Roger that, Easy One. If it’s not open you’ll hear me banging. Watch the area around that minaret. I think all hell is going to break out pretty soon. I’m blown . . .”


The Marine replaced the spent rounds in his magazine and retraced his steps back to the ring-road. He darted across the road to the shadows of the compound wall. There he sat with his back to the wall and directed his attention to the growing commotion taking place in front of him. He heard the sounds of Toyota-4WD pick-ups moving up and shouted commands in the distance. He scanned the area with the rifle scope, paying particular attention to the wood-line on the other side of the road. Nothing . . .


He brought the rifle up to sight on the minaret and, sure enough, two more skinnies. One was scanning the area with binoculars, and the other was talking on a walkie-talkie. He set the elevation for four hundred meters and took out the one with the binoculars first. He chambered another round for the walkie-talkie guy, but he had disappeared. He kept the rifle trained on the spot for several more moments in the hope that curiosity would get the best of the second guy, but it didn’t, so he moved down the wall closer to the door and safety.


Something moved in the tree line in front of him and to his left, near the end of the tennis courts. He dropped into a prone position and brought the rifle to his shoulder. People were moving within the trees, heading toward the road and compound wall. Three of them, carrying AK-47s at the ready, had stepped out of the tree line and were visible targets.


He estimated the range of the closest one at just under two hundred meters, with the other two spread out farther down the tree line at about twenty-five meter intervals. He was still about fifty meters from the nearest entrance to the compound, and he contemplated whether to take the shots or remain motionless where he was.


He decided he couldn’t remain where he was for very long with them coming out of the trees, so he picked off the nearest one with a careful shot under the armpit, chambered another round, and dropped the second one with a chest shot as well. The third started to move, so he brought the crosshairs down on center mass and squeezed off a less carefully aimed shot that caught the man in the gut, bringing him down screaming his lungs out. Shit, that’s not good.


Inserting three more rounds into the magazine, he snapped his night vision goggles down over his eyes. No one was coming out of the trees to check on their dead and screaming comrades, but there was now a lot of commotion coming from behind the tree line all along the road.


He remained quiet in the shadows, scanning the area for a few more moments. Things were coming alive all around him, and he knew he had to get out fast before someone spotted him. At that point, the relative silence of the night was broken by the clatter of a heavy machine gun coming from behind the tennis club. He could hear the snaps of the bullets going over his head and their impact on the compound walls.


The bastards are raking the roof of the chancery. They must think the sniper shots are coming from there. Still in the shadows of the compound wall, he dropped back down to a kneeling position and aimed the rifle at the top of the minaret where he had seen the muzzle flashes from the machine gun. Two of them, one behind the gun firing in short bursts and the other feeding the ammunition belt, popped into clear focus through the night vision scope.


He remembered that his elevation was set at four hundred meters, so he aimed low on the chest of the one feeding the ammo and shot him in the throat. He took out the shooter in the same manner, the bullet hitting him high on the forehead and slamming him back against the far wall, silencing the heavy weapon for the time being.


Now I’ve really got to haul ass out of here. It was suddenly very quiet, except for the moans of the wounded skinny. The gunny’s voice in his earpiece startled him. “Good shootin’ Easy Two. Now get your ass back in here a-sap, before you get yourself killed. We’re waitin’ for you at the door.”


Before he could respond, firing opened up from the southeast corner of the compound, near where he had taken out the guys on the roof of the administration building. He could hear the familiar bop-bop-bop automatic fire from the assault rifles as AK-47 rounds began to splatter around him. Someone had figured out what was going on.


He raised up into a crouch and, hugging the shadows of the compound wall, began moving rapidly, carrying his rifle at port arms, toward the safety of the entrance where the gunny and his fellow Marines were waiting for him.
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