







BEFORE THE TERMINATOR … BEFORE RAMBO … THERE WAS MARCINKO. THE REAL THING.

DON’T MISS MARCINKO’S EXPLOSIVE FIRST BOOK—THE AWESOME #1 NEW YORK TIMES BESTSELLER

ROGUE WARRIOR

By RICHARD MARCINKO and JOHN WEISMAN

Available from Pocket Books

AND HE’LL BE BACK FOR MORE IN

ROGUE WARRIOR III: GREEN TEAM

Coming Soon from Pocket Books Hardcover

ACCLAIM FOR ROGUE WARRIOR II: RED CELL

“ROGUE WARRIOR II: RED CELL is a chilling, blood and guts, no-nonsense look into clandestine military operations told like it should be told. It doesn’t come more powerful than this.”

—Clive Cussler

“Bull’s-eye! Right on target. It makes Tom Clancy’s stuff read like Bambi. It’s rude and crude, gutty and U.S.-Navy-SEAL bad…. Rogue Warrior was a hard act to follow. ROGUE WARRIOR II beats it in bloody spades.”

—Colonel David H. Hackworth, USA (Ret.), author of About Face: The Odyssey of an American Warrior

“Weisman has the voice of the manic professional warrior down cold, and he uses it to tell a terrific tale. ROGUE WARRIOR II skillfully captures the insider’s familiarity with sophisticated weaponry and rapid-fire action.”

—William J. Caunitz, author of One Police Plaza and Cleopatra Gold

“ROGUE WARRIOR II: RED CELL is a fine addition to the series. In their ROGUE WARRIOR books, Marcinko and Weisman achieve a gripping blend of action and suspense.”

—W.E.B. Griffin, author of the best-selling series Brotherhood of War, The Corps, and Badge of Honor

A Military Book Club Main Selection

A Literary Guild Selection

ACCLAIM FOR ROGUE WARRIOR

“For sheer readability, Rogue Warrior leave[s] Tom Clancy waxed and booby-trapped.”

—Los Angeles Times Book Review

“Blistering honesty…. Marcinko is one tough Navy Commando.”

—San Francisco Chronicle

“Riveting, suspenseful and tragic, Rogue Warrior explodes like a hand grenade … a must read. Dick Marcinko is the last of a breed of salty, bigger-than-life characters, and his story is filled with special people who have special courage and spirit. Rogue Warrior is a fascinating book—holds the reader like a vise.”

—Colonel David H. Hackworth, USA (Ret.), author of About Face: The Odyssey of an American Warrior

“Marcinko makes the Terminator look like Tiny Tim….”

—Virginian Pilot and Ledger Star

“Rogue Warrior [moves at] breakneck speed with the punch of a thriller…. you’ll learn more about SEAL TEAM SIX than you’ll get from any top-secret Pentagon briefing….”

—Richard Perle, former Assistant Secretary of Defense

“Richard Marcinko’s bestselling autobiography reads like the plots for about six Arnold Schwarzenegger or Sylvester Stallone movies.”

—Sacramento Bee

“Marcinko’s ornery and joyous agression … brought him to grief and to brilliance in war…. Here, his accounts of riverine warfare … are galvanic, detailed, and told with a rare craftsman’s love…. profane and asking no quarter: the real nitty-gritty, bloody and authentic.”

—Kirkus Reviews

“Marcinko recounts his life story with a two-fisted in-your-face style, liberally sprinkled with profanity, rough humor, braggadocio, and violence both on and off the battlefield…. Despite, or perhaps because of, a personality that could abrade the paint off a battleship, he’s a fascinating man with a compelling tale to tell.”

—Booklist

“One of the first real peeks inside SEAL TEAM SIX.”

—San Diego Union

“Special-warfare devotees will find Rogue Warrior to their liking…. Marcinko’s anti-authoritarian behavior, as he improvises his own doctrine of unconventional warfare, makes for entertaining reading.”

—Publishers Weekly

“Marcinko was too loose a cannon for the U.S. Navy…. Rogue Warrior is not a book for the faint of heart.”

—People

[image: Image]

[image: Image]

Books by Richard Marcinko and John Weisman

Rogue Warrior

Rogue Warrior II: Red Cell

Published by POCKET BOOKS


The sale of this book without its cover is unauthorized. If you purchased this book without a cover, you should be aware that it was reported to the publisher as “unsold and destroyed.” Neither the author nor the publisher has received payment for the sale of this “stripped book.”



This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.





	[image: Image]

	POCKET BOOKS, a division of Simon & Schuster Inc.
1230 Avenue of the Americas, New York, NY 10020
www.SimonandSchuster.com





Copyright © 1994 by Richard Marcinko and John Weisman

All rights reserved, including the right to reproduce this book or portions thereof in any form whatsoever.

For information address Pocket Books, 1230 Avenue of the Americas, New York, NY 10020

ISBN: 0-671-79957-6
eISBN: 978-1-451-60291-3

First Pocket Books paperback printing December 1994

10  9  8  7  6  5  4  3  2  1

POCKET and colophon are registered trademarks of Simon & Schuster Inc.

Cover photo by Kelly Campbell

Printed in the U.S.A.


Once again, to the shooters

And to Everett E. Barrett and Roy H. Boehm, two old Frogs who have always showed by example what leading from the front and creating unit integrity are all about

—Richard Marcinko

—John Weisman

What is the Way of the Warrior? The Way of the Warrior is Death.

—seventeenth-century Japanese proverb

THE TEN COMMANDMENTS OF SPECWAR

According to Richard Marcinko


	I am the War Lord and the wrathful God of Combat and I will always lead you from the front, not the rear.


	I will treat you all alike—just like shit.


	Thou shalt do nothing I will not do first, and thus will you be created Warriors in My deadly image.


	I shall punish thy bodies because the more thou sweatest in training, the less thou bleedest in combat.


	Indeed, if thou hurteth in thy efforts and thou suffer painful dings, then thou art Doing It Right.


	Thou hast not to like it—thou hast just to do it.


	Thou shalt Keep It Simple, Stupid.


	Thou shalt never assume.


	Verily, thou art not paid for thy methods, but for thy results, by which meaneth thou shalt kill thine enemy before he killeth you by any means available.


	Thou shalt, in thy Warrior’s Mind and Soul, always remember My ultimate and final Commandment: There Are No Rules—Thou Shalt Win at All Cost.





Part One
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SNAFU


[image: Image]


Chapter 1
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THE BIG SILVER, RED, AND BLACK JET-FUEL TANK TRUCK SLOWED to about five for the speed bump sixty yards from where I crouched, clutched down, and hump-humped painstakingly, axle by axle by axle by axle by axle, over the obstacle. Then it proceeded at a crawl along the five-meter electrified fence to the unmanned gatehouse, where it stopped long enough for the driver to reach out, insert a pass card, and punch an access code into the electronically controlled, meter-high, ten-ton-defeating ram barrier that barred the way to the ramp closest to Runway 33-W.

That was my cue. I rolled from the culvert like a proper ninja and crabbed my way under the left side of the truck, using the shadows to stay invisible to the surveillance cameras. I slipped between the twin rear axles, pulled myself along the sharp, greasy frame past the trailer hitch, and wedged myself just behind the tractor cab.

Bingo. This was child’s play. Hunkered, I checked my watch. It was 0140. I was right on schedule. Then I ran a quick check. The cargo pockets of my black ripstop BDU held wire snips for cutting through fences and surgical tape and nylon restraints for muzzling hostages. In my jacket were a dozen picklocks, two boxes of waterproof matches, fifty feet of slow-burning fuse, and five timer/detonators, dry inside knotted prophylactics. In a small knapsack, I carried half a dozen IED—Improvised Explosive Device—bombs that would attract attention without doing any permanent damage, and a change of clothes, so I could look like any other civilian whenever I decided to.

Inside my left black Gore-Tex and leather boot, a small dagger sat in its scabbard. Knives are like American Express cards. I never leave home without one. Inside my right boot was a leather sap, just in case I had to reach out and crush someone. My face was blacked out with nighttime camouflage grease. My shoulder-length hair was tied back. Over it I wore a watch cap that could be rolled down into a balaclava.

I was wet and I was cold and my joints were as stiff as a horny nineteen-year-old’s cock. I’d hunkered in the goddamn culvert for three hours, monitoring the traffic, watching as the pair of television cameras atop six-meter poles swept the gate and barrier area, noting the regular rhythm of the blue-and-white security cars as they passed by. I looked down to see that I’d caught my wrist on something sharp between the culvert and the truck and opened a two-inch gash. I wrapped the wound with one of the three dark blue handkerchiefs in my cargo pocket. Goddammit. This was no way to make a living.

But that’s what you get when you’re old, you’re strapped for cash, and the only way you can make a dollar is terrorism.

Or, as my old friend—I’ll call him Tom O’Bannion—put it not seventy-two hours ago, “You may have been a hell of a brain surgeon, Marcinko, but you flunked bedside manner.”

I promptly told him, “Doom on you, Tom.” That meant he should go fuck himself in Vietnamese. Then I proceeded to explain myself in my usual gentle style: “I’ll give you a fucking dose of bedside fucking manner. I’ll make you eat the fucking bed.”

Like me, O’Bannion has a natural way with words. He’s a retarded mick O-6 Orion driver—that’s a retired Navy captain of Irish ancestry who used to pilot P-3 antisubmarine aircraft to you cake-eating civilians—who works these days as an aide-de-camp to an admiral I’ll call Black Jack Morrison in Black Jack’s multimillion-dollar security-consulting business. It was Black Jack who, as the chief of naval operations in 1980, ordered me to design, build, equip, train, and lead the most effective and highly secret counterterror force in the world, SEAL Team Six. He’s the one who’d told me, “Dick, you will not fail.”

Back in the late seventies, O’Bannion was a Sweat Hog—one of the small group of staff pukes working long hours in the Navy Command Center. They’re the Navy’s answer men—they develop an incredible network of sources from E-5 grunts at DIA, the Defense Intelligence Agency, who know how to get answers fast, to master chiefs who can slip-slide the paperwork and get results now.

The vice chief of naval operations needs to know how long that goddamn Russkie trawler from Petropavlovsk’s been trailing a PACFLT (PACific FLeeT) exercise. Call the Sweat Hogs. The secretary of the navy wants to find out how long it’ll take to scramble a platoon of SEALs to take down an oil rig in the Persian Gulf. Call the Sweat Hogs. CINCLANT wants to know—well, you get the idea.

Anyway, O’Bannion, who was a real pig for punishment, spent three years hogging sweat. Then Black Jack plucked him from obscurity, gave him a fourth stripe, the title of deputy executive assistant to the CNO, and ordered him to protect my hairy Frogman’s ass, since he knew so many people and they all liked him, while I, the knuckle dragger with the Neanderthal eyebrows and temperament to match, was persona non grata at most Navy installations.

It didn’t take much ordering either. While O’Bannion’s not a mustang—a former white hat like me who came up through the ranks—he still drinks and swears like a chief and chases pussy like a priapic adolescent. As I built Six, O’Bannion ran interference for me—a Sweat Hog turned offensive lineman. He protected me from the assholes who tried to scuttle me with paperwork or chain-of-command bullshit; he made sure I got all the equipment and the money I needed. He kept them off my tail.

But in doing so, he earned the everlasting enmity of the Annapolis mafiosi who really control the Navy system. Then the bottom fell out for Tom. Black Jack Morrison retired in 1983 and O’Bannion lost not only his one rabbi, but his future, too. Admirals, after all, have long memories. And when it came time to give out the stars, O’Bannion somehow didn’t rate a promotion to flag grade in the post-Morrison Navy.

He didn’t go up, so he got out. Now Tom’s retired, living with his third—or is it fourth?—wife in Hawaii, and working as a factotum, troubleshooter, and cutout for Black Jack Morrison. That is, when he’s not out on his thirty-six-foot Grand Banks humping six-foot swells, trying to catch something bigger and meaner than he is.

A cutout? Yeah. Four-star admirals do not meet with ex-felons, and I am an ex-felon.

Let me explain. Despite O’Bannion’s help, I managed to tread on a shoe store full of toes when I commanded SEAL Team Six. I made more enemies than I could count when I created another unit, Red Cell, at the request of my sea daddy, Admiral James “Ace” Lyons. Ace was then the OP-06, which is Navyspeak for deputy chief of naval operations for plans, policy, and operations. Ace wanted the biggest, baddest wolf he could find to test the Navy’s antiterrorist capabilities.

Enter Canis lupus Marcinko, huffing and puffing and blowing Navy bases down, stage right.

It didn’t take but six weeks for me to prove that the Navy had no antiterrorist capabilities. But I kept demonstrating that happy fact for two years, rubbing their noses in merde time after time and enjoying the hell out of it.

Then, in 1985 I lost my rabbi, too. Ace Lyons was promoted from OP-06 to CINCPACFLT—Commander-IN-Chief PACific FLeeT. He and his beautiful, tough-as-nails wife, Renee, were posted to Pearl Harbor. Thereafter, my ass became grass, with the Navy establishment playing the part of lawn mower.

Because once Ace was gone, all the old farts with scrambled eggs on their hats—not to mention their faces—got even. They called in the best headhunters in the Naval Investigative Service—the Admirals’ Gestapo—and turned ’em loose on me. They code-named the investigation Iron Eagle. In all, the Navy spent five years and $60 million trying to prove I stole $118,000. They failed.

But after I’d been forced into retirement, NIS, which holds grudges, took its case to the feds. And after some prompting, the feds went after me.

A couple of years, a couple of hundred thousand dollars in attorney’s fees, and two trials later, I was finally convicted on one count of conspiracy to defraud the government—despite the fact that there was no concrete evidence against me. And three months after the judge’s gavel slammed down, I was serving a year at the Petersburg, Virginia, Federal Correctional Institution.

Petersburg wasn’t so bad. I’ve been quartered in worse places. There was CNN and HBO on the cable TV, I worked out three times a day on the weight pile, and I even had time to author a best-seller, Rogue Warrior, that spent eight months on the New York Times best-seller list—a month at the No. 1 slot, much to the Navy’s horror. But it was jail. My phone calls were all tapped. There was no beer, no Bombay gin (and worst of all, no pussy), and the money I got for the book all went to pay my lawyer’s fees.

Now I was out, and, like I said, I was strapped. So Black Jack, God bless him, found some work for me.

That was like Black Jack. When he was CNO, we’d been on a first-name basis. He called me Dick and I called him Admiral, and we’d gotten along real well. I admired the former CNO. Unlike most of your Navy four-stars, who majored in diplo-speak or bean-counting and think that war is a dirty word, Black Jack Morrison was a tall, gaunt aviator who’d flown 188 combat missions over Vietnam and been shot down twice.

According to O’Bannion, the admiral had kept track of me from the huge, wood-paneled office in Honolulu with the bird’s-eye view of Pearl Harbor that serves as the hub of his international consulting business. And just a few short days after I said bye-bye to my cellmates at Petersburg, he had Tom O’Bannion call and offer me this here job—a thousand bucks a day plus expenses to play terrorist in the Land of the Rising Sun.

Black Jack, it seemed, had been hired by Fujoki, the Japanese corporation that ran Tokyo’s Narita Airport, to upgrade their security apparatus. Fujoki wanted somebody to makee-makee everything state-of-the-art, and they were paying Black Jack Morrison seven figures to do the job.

As part of his “show-and-tell” security-enhancement package, Black Jack told Fujoki he’d contracted with someone to infiltrate the airport—hired a certified Peck’s Bad Boy who would roam the place at will, leaving calling cards wherever he went, and even plant “explosives” in the most secure areas, to show the Narita folks where, and how, they’d screwed up in the security department. Then Black Jack would explain how he could fixee-fixee makee all better, and in the process he’d charge them another few million, to “harden” the airport properly.

To play the role of chief Pecker, he needed someone who could think and act like the Japanese Red Army or Abu Nidal; someone who didn’t mind getting dirt under his fingernails, or a few bruises if necessary. For some reason, he thought of me.

Which is why Dickie was now wet, cold, dressed in basic black without the benefit of pearls, bleeding, and breaking into Narita to place the IEDs, which I carried in my waterproof ballistic nylon knapsack, where they’d do the most “harm” to the airport, and the most good for me.

The truck turned right, moving southwest onto a well-lit roadway that paralleled the taxiway, heading toward the Number Four Satellite building, which protruded off the south wing of the main terminal. As it slowed past the terminal and rolled through a huge shadow created by a pair of docked, darkened 747s, I let myself slide back through the frame, lowered myself between the wheels, and let the truck run over me.

Then all of a sudden the goddamn knapsack got in the way, I hit my coccyx on the concrete trying to straighten myself out, and my head snapped back and bounced off the apron a couple of times.

Shit—that hurt. I rolled to my left, scrambled to my feet, and hustled into the shadows between the ramps.

Since the planes were empty, there was nobody watching. Narita was no different from the hundreds of other targets I’d hit. Human nature is the same, whether it’s Japanese or American.

Who’d want to screw around with an empty plane, right? Only Dickie and his explosives.

I made my way under the fuselage and climbed into the nosewheel well. A red plastic streamer was attached to one of the struts, a reminder to the mechanics to check for hydraulic leaks. I attached an IED—I chose a yellow smoke bomb with a whistle screamer—to the strut and tied the end of the streamer to the detonator. Whoever pulled on that was going to get a nice surprise.

It didn’t amaze me that nobody’d discovered me yet. I’d simply slipped between the security cracks. Most airports are sieves—Narita was no different, just bigger. It handled an average of three hundred and fifty flights a day from an assortment of forty different airlines. At any one time somewhere close to five hundred security people were at work in and around the grounds. But that didn’t necessarily mean they were on the job.

Why? Segmentation. Each airline at Narita hired its own rent-a-cops, whom they paid minimum wage. Most can barely read and write—they’re no threat to anybody. That’s one. The perimeter of the airport, as well as the warehouses, cargo buildings, operations center, and admin spaces were patrolled by Narita’s private security force—that’s two—while the terminals, concourse, gates, ramps, and other public areas were under the jurisdiction of several Japanese Defense Force units—that’s three. The roads outside the airport perimeter, including the two-lane blacktop that ran along the fence and the Tokyo expressway, were patrolled by national highway police. That’s four.

And, as always, the left hand seldom knew what the right hand was up to. Example: communications. The airline security people had one brand of walkie-talkies, while the Narita rent-a-cops had another. The army and the real cops, meanwhile, talked on two other frequencies. And if an airline rent-a-cop needed to talk to a real cop? Well, there was always the public phone. Sure, there were cameras and electronic fences; there were locked doors and access codes and all the nitnoy dip-dunk security bullshit common from Tempelhof to Taiwan. But none of it worked together, in concert, as a team. Each element was separate—each reported to a different authority.

In the Navy, we called these sorts of organizational compartments stovepipe commands. Like, the hospital at Subic—when we had a base at Subic—didn’t report to the admiral there. It reported to a three-star at the National Naval Medical Center in Bethesda, Maryland. The security officer at Pearl Harbor doesn’t report to CINCPACFLT, he reports to the one-star in charge of Naval Investigative Services at the Washington Navy Yard. In peacetime, this stovepiping creates a paper chain that gives the bureaucrats something to do.

In war, it’s a goatfuck.

In wartime, by the time you say “May I?” to some asshole halfway around the world, the bad guys are pulling your skivvies down around your knees and humping you like a prison ho.

I started to lower myself. Footfalls. Somebody was coming. Back up into your hole, Marcinko.

I squeezed up into the wheel well and tried to make myself invisible.

I saw the back of a head, and a wooden shaft. It was a broom man. At Narita, they’ve got guys who sweep the tarmac clean. Talk about your anal retentive society.

He was sweeping—and doing a great job—when he stopped and peered at something on the ground. I caught my breath when I saw what he was looking at. It was blood. My blood.

Obviously, he thought he’d found an oil leak. He took a rag out of his pocket and wiped the droplets off the concrete, then looked to see where the drip was coming from. He looked straight up at me. The broom clattered to the apron.

His mouth opened in astonishment. But before any sound came out, I dropped on top of him.

“Murrf—”

I cupped a hand over his lips, wrapped an arm around his neck, and began to apply a sleeper choke hold to his carotid artery.

The son of a bitch swiveled, dropped, turned, and threw me over his shoulder. I bounced off the concrete. “Shit.” The little motherfucker knew judo.

He turned to run away and sound the alarm. There was no time to fool around. I tackled him from behind, knocking his legs out from under him. I reached into my boot for my sap as I lay on top of him. Then I let him have it gently but firmly behind the left ear—thwoock.

He collapsed. I rolled him over and dragged him and his broom under the plane. He was going to have a hell of a headache. I hoped I was covered by Black Jack’s insurance—I didn’t want the SOB suing me.

I bound his hands and feet with nylon restraints, gagged him with tape, then tied him to the nosewheel of the 747.1 unpeeled a sticker, which I attached to his overalls. It read, in Japanese and English, “Dead hostage. Security exercise. Fujoki Corp. Have a nice day.”

It was time to say sayonara to the tarmac and do some serious damage elsewhere. My goal tonight was to get into the underground baggage area and leave a series of IEDs to illustrate how terrorists could devastate the entire baggage-handling capability of Narita with one or two well-placed explosive charges. I had a second goal, too: showing how dismal the security of the baggage-transferring system was.

If you can slip a bag into the system and get it on a plane, you can blow up the plane. I was going to scope out the area this evening. Tomorrow, I’d come back with a suitcase and slide it into the system, onto a Hawaii-bound plane, where O’Bannion would retrieve it.

The Narita most tourists see when they arrive comprises only about one-third of the airport. Two-thirds of the huge complex is below ground—three subterranean floors filled with acres of cargo bays, miles of roadway and baggage conveyor belts, endless conduits filled with electrical wiring, air-conditioning ducts, and fuel lines. They prepare all the airline food at ground level, store it two levels down in huge drive-through refrigerators, then truck it out to the planes. All baggage is shuffled, shifted, and transshipped below ground. Freight, too, is moved by a series of underground shuttle trains to one of the five huge cargo warehouses that sit directly to the north of the main terminal area.

I was at the Number Four Satellite, the southernmost tip of the passenger area. I moved under the nose of the plane, walked ten yards, and stared down a long ramp. It was from there the baggage-handling carts, service vehicles, and catering trucks drove up onto the apron. The path was clear. I moved the knapsack, wrapped the kerchief around my hand so I wouldn’t leave a bloody trail for the good guys to follow, and started my descent. This was going to be fun.

Two and a half hours and a $175 cab ride later, I was back in my room on the fourteenth floor of the Okura Hotel, nursing a $15 Bombay and soaking my tired old bones in the huge Japanese tub. My first night on the job had been a success: I’d planted six IEDs without any trouble. That would get their attention. The only snag I’d run into was my bomb-on-the-plane plan.

Narita—like most big airport facilities—had recently installed a sophisticated system for checking cargo and baggage. Using a combination of electromagnetic and sensory devices, any container holding explosive or radioactive components was immediately flagged, isolated, X-rayed, and searched. The system worked on all forms of plastique and nitro-based explosives. It was, I’d discovered, virtually foolproof. Well, doom on me.

After half an hour of hot-water therapy, I dried off, wrapped myself in one of the thick terry-cloth robes that come with the rooms, turned out the lamp, and peered out the window. My room faced north. I could make out half a dozen government ministry buildings and, in the distance, the lights on Uchibori-dori Avenue, which ran around the perimeter of the moat surrounding the Imperial Palace and its formal gardens.

Tokyo hadn’t changed much in the decade since I’d been here with Red Cell. The city was bigger now, and more expensive. But it was still the bustling, hustling city I remembered. Twelve million people lived and worked here, packed like sardines without benefit of oil into a metropolis that had been built for half that number.

I refilled my Bombay from the minibar. Another $15 in expenses added to the Fujoki Corporation’s tab. It would be light soon. Time to grab some shut-eye before writing a few graphs on my night’s work and faxing them back to O’Bannion. I killed the gin and headed for the futon. That was just like the Japs—to name their hard-as-nails bedrolls “fuck you” in French. Devious little sons of bitches.

My head had hardly hit the mat when a Klaxon horn interrupted a perfectly good dream about a perfectly good woman. I groaned and reached for the telephone.

“Marcinko-san? Ohayo gozaimasu and fuck you, you round-eyed, hairy-knuckled son of a bitch.”

I hadn’t heard the voice in ten years, but I knew who it was. “Good morning to you, too, Tosho, you little yellow monkey cockbreath. How the fuck are you?”

“I’m pissing away half the morning on the phone with you, gaijin. Pick your ass up off the mat, throw your body in gear, and haul yourself down to the Terrace Restaurant. I’ll be waiting.”

“Aye, aye, Sergeant.”

“That’s lieutenant inspector to you, dog breath.”

“No shit—okay, Tosho, I’m on my way.”

Toshiro Okinaga was a sergeant—no, a lieutenant inspector, now—with the Kunika, a so-called Special Action Unit of the Japanese National Police. In English, that means he was, like me, a SpecWar operator.

The Kunika used extensive undercover operational, surveillance, and counterintelligence techniques and were targeted against terrorists, guerrillas, and most recently, organized crime. Tosho and I first played together when I brought the Red Cell to Japan to test readiness at the joint U.S.-Japanese naval base at Yokosuka. Tosho was assigned to be my point of contact with the Japs, and we’d worked together like old swim buddies from the very first day.

In many ways he was more like a SEAL than a Japanese cop. He had a roguish sense of humor. He chased women. He liked his whiskey, his sake, and his Kirin Ichiban beer in copious amounts, and he could even be persuaded to take a drink of the Deadly Bombay once in a while.

He was also an expert pistol shot and a seventh-degree black belt, and he’d rappelled down the sides of buildings with the best of ’em. But that was all to be expected of someone who represented what I thought of as classic Jap warrior personality.

What I really liked so much was the fact that there was nothing Tosho wouldn’t do. I’d thrown him out of a plane and tossed him into the ocean, but he just kept coming back for more. He was absolutely fearless.

And he could pull the trigger, too. I respect a real hunter—a man who can kill another man face-to-face. Tosho had gone nose to nose with the Japanese Red Army—twice. The score to date was Tosho three, JRA zero.

He was working on a stack of pancakes and a side of bacon when I got there. No fish, pickled veggies, soup, dried seaweed, rice, and raw egg for Tosho in the A.M. Not when he could be visited by his favorite relative—Aunt Jemima.

He looked up from his syrup-drenched plate and waved me over. “C’mon, c’mon, sit down.”

He hadn’t changed at all. Maybe a tinge of gray around the temples, but he was the same solid, Japanese fireprug he’d been a decade ago. Tosho was built like a running back—five eight or so, 180 pounds, most of it thighs and biceps, a narrow waist, and a bull neck atop which sat a round face.

His unaccented English came from four years at Notre Dame (BA in poly sci), two at Indiana, where he’d received a master’s in criminal justice and married a big-hipped, round-eyed woman named Katie, who was as Midwest as Jell-O-mold salad. Yeah—Tosho’s English was perfect and idiomatic, although he liked to fraunt his ls and rs like a Hollywood Japanese villain, circa 1943, if he thought he could outrage somebody by doing so.

He poured me a cup of ¥1,500 coffee from the ¥6,000 thermos decanter he’d ordered for the table. “So, Marcinko-san, how does it feel to be a convicted felon?”

“You stay current, don’t you?”

Tosho nodded. “Intelligence is the name of the game, bub. Like Sun Tzu said, ‘Every matter in war requires prior knowledge.’”

“Then you already know that it feels lousy.”

He nodded. “I guessed it.”

“Especially because I was innocent.”

Tosho waved his finger at me. “Innocent isn’t a word that could ever be applied to you, you stupid asshole. But I’ll bet you weren’t guilty of the charges they threw at you.”

He had a point. “I wasn’t.”

“I believe that. Want to know why?”

“Sure.”

“Two reasons.” He rubbed a forkful of pancake wedges into the sticky puddle of syrup on his plate, stuck them in his mouth, and wiped a dribble of Vermont Maid off his chin. “First, because you’re such a devious son of a bitch that if you’d wanted to steal money, you’d be a millionaire by now. You were working with a goddamn black budget, for chrissakes—millions of dollars, much of it in cash.”

He was right. If I’d wanted to steal, I’d had ample opportunity: Red Cell carried cash by the suitcaseful. “Thanks for the vote of confidence, Tosho.”

“You haven’t heard the second reason.”

“What’s that?”

“You’re too stupid, Marcinko-san. You could have never carried it off.” He pointed at his forehead. “You have fucking rocks up there.” He laughed. “Rocks. Anybody who thinks throwing himself out of a plane at thirty thousand feet is fun has rocks for brains. And anybody who does it with a stress fracture of their right leg is certifiable.”

What could I say? He was right. I’d once gone seventeen months with a stress fracture in my right leg. “But I let the dentist use Novocain.”

“Where? In the balls? Is that why they call you numb nuts?” Tosho laughed and scooped up another load of pancakes. “So, you’re here on a security detail.”

“Your intelligence net really is working overtime I see.”

Now it was the bacon’s turn to be washed in syrup and consumed. He nodded his head while he chewed. “O’Bannion called. I help him out occasionally. Black Jack was always good to us, so I’m not averse to an occasional favor for the admiral.”

“Ah, so.”

He wrinkled an eyebrow in my direction. “Cut the inscrutable-Oriental shit. Anyway, Tom asked me to keep an eye on you. He wants me to make sure you don’t kill anybody.”

“That sounds boring—”

“Or if you do, it’s legal.”

I laughed. “That’s better.” I sipped the coffee. I hated Japanese hotel coffee. It was so weak I could see the bottom of the cup. “Speaking of killing,” I said, “what’re the chances you can get me a little piece?”

His eyes mocked amazement. “You want to get raid?”

“I always want to get raid. But that’s not what I’m talking about.”

Tosho looked hurt. “You’re asking me, a police officer sworn to uphold the law, to supply a gun to you—a convicted felon?”

“That’s the general idea.”

He smiled. He nodded. “Sure thing. Say, you want a Blowning or a Grock?” Tosho liked to think of himself as funny.

I prayed arong. “I’d rike a Ruger or a Luger, but I’ll settle for a Grock.”

“Glate.” Tosho chortled. I hated when he chortled. “I rike Crocks, too. Accurate. Easy to crean. Rightweight. Big capacity.”

I switched back into English. “And an extra mag or so, if it’s not too much trouble.”

“No prob, guy.” He slurped his coffee. “Now why don’t you give me a dump about your trip.”

“Sure.” I drew him a quick verbal sketch. He liked what he heard.

“It’s about time. That place is a mess. What makes it worse is that we’re not allowed inside—our jurisdiction stops at the fence line. It makes trying to keep tabs on all the bad guys a big prob.”

“Who are they, these days?”

“Same old faces. JRA tangos.” Tosho used the radio slang for Japanese Red Army terrorists. “Heroin smugglers from the Golden Triangle. North Koreans. Our own Yakuza mafiosi, and occasionally some right-wing kooks. The usual cast of characters.”

“My kind of people. Makes life worth living. I’m going back today to walk the concourses, maybe try to get into the food area. Maybe tomorrow I’ll probe the underground cargo areas.”

“Want some company?”

“Do brown bears shit in the woods? Sure.”

“Good. It’s been a while since I got to play those sorts of games with you Amerikajin assholes.”

“Don’t you work with the Cell when it’s here?”

“Yeah.” Tosho’s impassive face screwed up into a frown. “But they don’t get here very often anymore.”

I knew what he was talking about. I’d heard the rumors from other SEALs while I was in prison. They spoke carefully—all my calls were monitored—but I could read between the lines. Leadership sucked. Nobody fought for the men anymore. A CO’s slot was just another ticket to be punched on the way to an admiral’s star. So you took no chances. You saved money by cutting back on travel and training. You played it safe—and you screwed your men.

Tosho cracked his knuckles. “You know that these days they do most of their exercises by building a computer model and playing the war games on a screen. And when they do get a chance to deploy, they’re required to wear uniforms. Polo shirts that say Red Cell, and black hats with some kind of logo on them.”

“That’s crap.” How the hell could they function like that? The whole idea of Red Cell was to infiltrate and exploit the facility’s weaknesses, just like real terrorists would do.

“May be crap indeed. But that’s the way they’re doing business these days. They’ve been cut back to a single squad.”

I knew that.

“Still a couple of your people there, though—Nicky Grundle and Cherry Enders.”

Grundle and Enders were my people. My shooters. I’d raised them from tadpole trainees into Frogman hunters. I’d selected them for SEAL Team Six. Then I’d brought them to Red Cell. “They’re the best of the best.”

“May be. But they’re not doing very much these days. Fact is, Dickie-san, you embarrassed too many base commanders.”

“That was my job.”

“Yeah—but you did it too well.”

He had a point. “Well, it was fun while it lasted.”

“Yeah—but you’re out. Retired. Red Cell’s still limping along.”

“I know. Sometimes, I get to thinking that I’d like to be back in the Navy just long enough to take my shooters on one big, balls-to-the-wall op.”

“So?”

“So—then I come to my senses.”

“Smart, Marcinko-san.” Tosho drained his coffee. “So, how’s about you come downtown with me and we’ll get you your Grock, and we can make some plans for your stay here. Like dinner tonight, followed by a tour of a bar or two. I assume you’ve got a huge expense account.”

“You assume correctly.” I pulled out a two-inch-thick wad of yen notes and dropped ¥17,000 on the table. “That should cover your appetite.”

“Better leave another twenty-five hundred,” Tosho said. “Aunt Jemima don’t come cheap here anymore.”


Chapter 2
 [image: Image]


IT WAS A TWENTY-MINUTE WALK FROM THE HOTEL TO TOSHO’S office. We cut through back streets and alleys, shouldering our way through the crowds on their way to work as we meandered past dozens of municipal and national government agency buildings, high-rises, modernistic office towers, and corporate headquarters. Even the best city maps can’t do justice to Tokyo’s random pattern of streets and avenues—the place is a maze. For a round-eye like me, who’d only been to Tokyo half a dozen times before and had a hard time making sense of the few street signs, the best thing to do was try to memorize landmarks and work from those.

Just south of Hibiya Park we cut into an alley behind the Nippon Press Center and followed it around a corner to a dead end. A windowless, six-story building blocked our way. “Back entrance,” Tosho explained. He slipped a key into a gray steel door, opened it, and bade me enter.

We walked into a dimly lit hallway painted the same dull puke green as the police stations in New Brunswick, New Jersey, when I was a habitual truant and the cops liked to pick me up and give me a hard time. Tosho led the way up three flights of stairs, then past a long line of tiny offices—cubicles really—where dozens of Nip cops in cheap suits plied their trade, tapping endless information into desktop computers, working phones, and shuffling papers. Then it was down another corridor, through a series of security checkpoints, up another flight of stairs, and suddenly there we were, in the Kunika ready room.

The walls were covered with organizational charts and mug shots of the Japanese crime families, as well as national and international terrorist organizations. An HK poster displayed the prowess of SAS troopers using the MP5 submachine gun as they assaulted the Iranian embassy in London back in 1980. A big, framed, black-and white photograph featured Norwegian Jagers on a high-speed water infiltration. Four SEALs, their M16s and MP5s at the ready, graced a U.S. Navy recruiting poster. There were plaques and mementos from Herr Gen. Ricky Wegener’s GSG-9 antiterrorist squads in Germany, an oversize replica of the unit insignia from the Incursari, Italy’s happy-go-lucky, trigger-crazy, hairy-assed frogmen based at La Spezia on the Ligurian coast, and a pair of mounted bayonets from France’s crack GIGN hit teams.

I wrinkled my nose. The familiar, acrid odors of bore cleaner, sweat, and tension were unmistakable. A pair of shooters just in from the range, their countersniper rifles in hard, dull, waterproof black Pelikan cases, still reeked of primer as they climbed out of their black assault coveralls. In the corner, a young pup in spandex cutoffs, Bundeswehr tank top, and net-backed, leather weight-pile gloves was pumping iron, grunting as he worked at what looked to be three hundred or so pounds of plate. He was sweating nicely, too.

A sudden wave of nostalgia swept over me. This place, more than half the way around the world from my home, had the same sights, smells, even the same spiritual gestalt as the locker room at Red Cell’s headquarters at Dam Neck, Virginia, just outside Virginia Beach. I stopped in my tracks, took a deep breath.

God, I missed my shooters. That was a sentiment I hadn’t let myself express until now. Not in jail, and not in the days afterward. But it was true. I missed my men—terribly. Of all the things the Navy did to me, the most severe was that they took away my men. Because I wouldn’t compromise with the system, I was unceremoniously removed from command, first at Six and then three years later, at Red Cell. After my precipitous retirement, both units were turned over to commanders who ordered them to conform to the Navy system, and in doing so they turned my effective, unconventional warriors into conventional sailors who got killed and chewed up in Grenada, Panama, and elsewhere.

Even worse, so far as I was concerned, they’d tried to split the men up, so that the unit integrity I’d inculcated, built, and nurtured would be forever dismantled. During my trial and subsequent imprisonment, I’d been told stories that my senior chiefs were being scattered far and wide, dispersed so they couldn’t operate the way I’d taught them to or pass my values to the next generation of SEAL shooters.

“You okay?” Tosho’s arm dropped onto my shoulder.

I nodded. “Yeah—I’m fine. It’s just nice to see a bunch of working stiffs again.”

“They’re a good group of kids.”

“Seems that way.”

“C’m’on.” Tosho pushed at a door, led me down a carpeted hallway, and plunked me in a six-by-eight office. “Welcome to your home away from home.”

I looked around. No window. The place was barely big enough for a small desk, two chairs, and a tiny bookcase. Tosho pulled open his desk drawer and set a pristine Glock 19 on his oversize blotter. “That’s for you.”

I reached for it, but he covered the weapon with his hand. “Not so fast, Marcinko-san. There are a couple of conditions.”

“Such as?”

“First, that if there’s a chance you’re going someplace where you’ll be using this and I’m not around, you call me so I can come along for the ride.”

“No prob, Tosh.”

“Good. I don’t need nasty surprises at this stage of my career. Then—” He extracted a copy of Rogue Warrior from the desk. “You gotta sign this.”

The sticker told me he’d bought it at the airport book store and paid ¥8,500—more than $65—for the $22 book. To a Japanese cop—even a lieutenant inspector, that was a wad of money.

I was touched. I scrawled a properly obscene inscription and slid the book back to him. In return, he pushed the pistol across the desk.

I opened the slide and locked it to make sure there was no round in the chamber, then I dropped the empty magazine and hit the slide release. The pistol snapped closed with a satisfying whack. I dry-fired it, noting the easy trigger pull. Impressive. Quickly, I field-stripped the gun, making sure that the surfaces were dry and not overlubricated. I checked the barrel, firing pin, and extractor. Everything was perfect. I reassembled it, slammed the magazine home, and pulled the trigger again to put the gun into its “safe action” position. The trigger was smooth as silk—a terrific feel. Probably shot that way, too. “Nice action, Tosho, suki desu—I like it.” I inclined my head in a traditional Japanese gesture of respect. “Domo arigato—thank you. What a great trigger.”

Tosho nodded back at me. “Do-itashi-mashite—you’re welcome. Yeah—Glocks like this normally come with five-pound triggers. But they make a three-pounder for their target model, so I bought a bunch and had our armorer install them instead. It makes a difference—except you’ll probably fire six shots instead of two because it shoots so easy.”

“Not likely.” I slid the gun into my waistband. It fit beautifully. “Now—what do I shoot when I want to wax somebody, or do I just wave this in their direction and say, ‘Banzai’?”

“Ah, of course.” Tosho picked up the phone, punched three keys, and barked into the receiver. In a moment, a youngster with a punkish haircut, leather jeans, and a Ralph Lauren T under his Elvis Presley motorcycle jacket entered the room. He bowed to Tosho, handed him a box of ammunition and a second magazine, said something in Japanese, and left.

“For you.”

It was fifty rounds of Black Talon—Winchester’s police-grade, man-stopping hollow-point. Not as good as the handmade hot loads we’d carried at SEAL Team Six, but it would do. “Who’s the kid?”

“Yoshioka—Yoki. He works the club scene—places in Akasaka like Tangiru, where they do a fifties and sixties number. It’s the latest craze—cocktails and Budweiser beer, and a Wurlitzer jukebox playing lots of Beatles, Beach Boys, Herman’s Hermits, and Dion songs, and a heavy cocaine trade in the bathrooms. We keep an eye on ‘em.”

“Heavy drug problem these days?”

“It’s growing. It’s indicative of what’s happening here. Face it, Dick, we’re losing our identity, becoming just another Western nation, with all the associated problems—drugs, welfare, unemployment—the whole bit.”

“Shit, Tosho, aren’t you overreacting to a couple of fast-food joints, an amusement park, and some Elvis CDs?”

“It’s not just McDonald’s on Ginza Square, or Disneyland at Narita. Or the rock and roll and the Levis, and the fifties clubs. It’s deeper than that. More dangerous.”

“Come on, Tosho—you’re sounding hysterical.”

“Maybe it’s time to get a little hysterical. Look, Dick, for years, we were isolated, self-contained, monolithic. Now we’re a cosmopolitan superpower, and I’m not sure that’s so good. Japanese society is like a sponge, and it’s been soaking up too much of the bad stuff.”

“It isn’t just happening here.”

“No, but it’s Japan that I’m worried about.”

“You’re pretty Western.”

“True. But I’ve been steeped in classic Japanese culture, too. I took a second master’s degree at Kyoto University, in our philosophy and history. I study kendo—the way of the sword—and other classic martial arts two evenings a week now. These things made me change the way I look at the world. In some ways, we have to be Western—in my job, for example. But in others … no. In fact, we’ve got to turn back the clock in a few areas.”

This from a Notre Dame grad who liked his Coors Right? I was amazed. “Tosho—”

“Even here—in my unit—things have changed, too. My men work twelve-hour shifts, six days a week. Now, the government’s telling me I have to give them two days off every week, and I can only work them ten hours a day.”

It still sounded like slavery to me. “What’s so bad about that?”

“They’ll lose their Japanese-ness,” Tosho said wistfully.

“Their what?”

“Their Japanese-ness. Their moral center. The thing that makes us different from everybody else.”

“Tosho—”

“You’re gaijin,” he said, a sad smile clouding his face. “You can’t understand.” He touched his heart. “It is in here. It is the key to our souls.” His expression had become a mask, and I wasn’t about to try to penetrate it.

“Whatever you say,” I said.

The cloud disappeared. “Okay,” Tosho said. “Tell me what you want to do first out at Narita. We’ll grab a car and go have some fun.”

Instead of a car, we grabbed some soup and noodles at a mom-and-pop soba joint around the corner from the police station, slurped our way through two economy-size bowls of broth and noodles, flavored with delicate green onion and a dash of soy. I would have ordered seconds, but mama-san behind the counter’d already poured our tea. We made a quick pit stop at my hotel for some goodies, then headed for Ueno Station to board the Keisei Skyliner express to the airport. Japanese trains are efficient, clean, and—given the astronomical cab fares to Narita—cheap. We paid ¥1,650 a ticket—just over $13. I nodded at the express check-in. Tosho shook his head. He understood. Bags were being checked, but not checked.

It reminded me of one of the major vulnerabilities of cruise ships—the lack of inspection of the on-board luggage. You could put a 40-Mike-Mike mortar in your steamer trunk and no one would discover it until too late. Same thing with the Skyliner—the train was completely vulnerable. Only at the airport would the passengers cue up for a bag inspection—and that would be cursory. I made a quick notation in the spiral book in my jacket pocket.

We wandered the six-car train once during the hour-long trip, but mainly I sat, nose pressed to window, looking at the ever-expanding megalopolis called Greater Tokyo as it passed in front of me at sixty miles per hour. We reached Narita Airport Station within thirty seconds of the arrival advertised in the printed timetable.

There, Tosho and I split up. He would observe, while I did the actual sneak-and-peek. That way he’d get to see how the Nihonjin—Japanese—reacted to this big, ugly, bearded gaijin.

Almost immediately, we realized that the news would not be good: here I was, carrying a pistol and extra magazine, and my suitcase was filled with explosives. But just being a round-eye was apparently sufficient to get me a friendly nod from the airport rent-a-cop, and a quick wave through the security barriers onto the buses that carried commuters and passengers to the other side of the airport and the main terminal. Give that man an F.

The policeman at the gate also flunked—he waved me through, although he searched the Japanese passengers. I saw Tosho grimace in disgust. It was more than evident that despite all the memos about my arrival, not to mention the IEDs I’d left behind the previous evening, the security personnel were still oblivious to their situation.

I abandoned the overnighter next to a trash container and walked to a bank of phones ten yards away. Would someone try to steal the suitcase? Would it flag the rent-a-cops? The answer to both questions was negatory. So, after ten minutes I retrieved it and moved on.

There were, according to the briefing I’d had before I left, roughly five hundred security personnel on duty at Narita, twenty-four hours a day. Were they all asleep? The fact that my actions hadn’t tickled anybody’s sensors seemed to indicate that they were. Their attitude was bad—complacent and self-satisfied.

This is a condition endemic to security directors, who tend to be former cops—in other words, tight-assed, rigid, numb-nutted bureaucrats. They, in turn, hire minimum-wage idiots and don’t bother to train them properly.

What evidence do I have of this? I give you, your honors, a list of hijacked and bombed flights as long as my thirty-five-inch arm, starting with TWA 847 and Pan Am 103. The terrorists could have been thwarted if decent security had been provided by airlines and airports.

There are two airlines—El Al and Swissair—that train and test their security personnel on a continuing basis. The number of Swissair and El Al flights hijacked in recent years is zero.

Thus endeth the lesson.

So, needless to say, my suitcase bomb was still intact and undiscovered. What to do with it? I could have placed it in the temporary holding area within the main terminal and let the timer run off by itself, or been fancier and used a remote firing device, creating casualties in the men’s room or at one of the half dozen bars or restaurants on the mezzanine level.

Moreover, despite the cops, the undercover agents, the JDF soldiers, and the security checkpoints, I was wandering around the terminal packing heat. What Narita needed was metal detectors at all the front doors. That solution, Tosho and I knew, was unlikely.

But that wasn’t the question of the moment. That question was where we’d leave our suitcase bomb to make the most impact.

We linked up, stopped at a bar, and I ordered two Kirins. “Time to place this little toy,” I said. “Any ideas?”

“What are you thinking?”

I suggested the luggage claim area.

“Too obvious.” Tosho also rejected the storage room and the lockers.

“What about hitting them so obviously they’ll never realize what’s happening?”

“Huh?”

“I’m thinking of rent-a-cop HQ.”

“Brilliant. Coals to Newcastle.” Tosho laughed out loud.

Yup—it was a terrific idea. I played with the timer while we sipped our Kirin, then took the suitcase—IED smoke bomb inside and timer set for twenty-five minutes—to the rent-a-cops manager’s office. I knocked. No answer. I walked inside.

“Hello?”

No one answered. I peered into the office. The place was empty. That figured—after all, the door had been open.

I saw a bulletin board, with my picture mounted and a note scribbled in Japanese below it. Someone had left his wallet on a desk. I put it in my pocket. Then I slipped the suitcase next to the desk. It was all so simple. Just like when I was an enlisted Frogman back in the sixties, and we did what they call Zulu-5-Oscar, or Z/5/O, exercises in Norfolk harbor.

Z/5/Os were evade-and-escape drills in which Frogmen like me would try to attach limpet mines to ship hulls, while the ships’ crews tried to catch us in flagrante delicto, otherwise known as bombus interruptus. No matter how hard they tried, they never caught us. Why? Because the officers in charge, just like the security supervisors at Narita, were idiots. They yelled and screamed, but never gave their men any real incentive (such as a twenty-four-hour pass) to catch us.

Here at Narita, things were much the same as they’d been in Norfolk three decades ago. The officers in charge weren’t motivating the enlisted men, and it showed. An example? You want an example? Okay. Your safety depends on the security guards who man the metal detectors and X-ray machines, right? Right. And how much are those people paid? Minimum wage.

So how do you motivate them? I’d give ‘em a big fat bonus for every piece of contraband they discover. But that solution is too simple for most airlines. What they do is yell and scream. So, what you get is a security guard who doesn’t give a rusty fuck whether I’m carrying an attaché case filled with papers or an attaché case filled with grenades.

I armed the timer and closed the suitcase. Well, maybe this would teach them something. Doom on you, assholes.

In less than two minutes I was back at the bar. I gave Tosho the wallet, drained my beer, and stood up. “Time to prowl and growl. Save my place.”

With Tosho watching, I picked a lock and descended two flights into the commissary area. To my right lay the access ramp from the dock where the food trucks drove up and delivered their cargo. A brace of freight-elevator doors sat off to the side—keyless operation, too. That meant anybody could ride them. Down a long passageway to my left, the quarantine area and employee locker room doors were visible.

The main kitchens were straight ahead, through a set of double pneumatic doors. I pushed and stepped inside and was greeted by a blast of frigid air. The temperature must have dropped by twenty-five degrees. No salmonella here. The place was all white tile and bright, green-tinged fluorescent light. It reminded me of the kitchen at Petersburg prison. Well, time to move around. I started toward the big reefers, where I intended to leave one of my MARCINKO THE TERRORIST SAYS HAVE A NICE DAY stickers, but a sumo-sized cook in a white jacket and paper chef’s cap intercepted me before I’d gotten ten feet. He was carrying a cleaver in extra large.

“Sumimasen?”

“Excuse me?”

“Wakarimasu ka Nihongo?”

“Eigo—English,” I said. “No Japanese.”

“No come here,” said Sumo sternly. “No come here.”

Smoke and mirrors time. I bowed. “My name is Marcinko. I’m an American journalist writing a story about airline food preparation in Japan.”

“Oh.”

“Hai—yes.”

“Oh.”

“Can you show me around? I’d like to see the facilities here. I visited Haneda yesterday.” Haneda was Tokyo’s other airport—smaller, and much closer to the city.

Sumo shook his head and explained in halting English that I would have to make an appointment to view the commissary areas with the airport authorities. Furthermore, he explained, I would need a health certificate. “It is too easy to contaminating the preparation areas otherwise.”

He ushered me back up the stairs and opened the door for me. I heard him double-check the lock before he returned to work. That guy would get an A in my memo.

I retired back to the bar in the passenger waiting area. Tosho had moved us to a pair of stools with a better view of the security office.

I checked my watch. “Should be coming up soon,” I said.

Three minutes later, we heard a muffled whomp, and the door flew open to reveal thick yellow smoke. Half a dozen rent-a-cops came stumbling out into the crowded passageway, coughing and gagging. There was screaming and yelling, and within minutes dozens of cops, soldiers, and security people were outshouting each other, while they tried to figure out what the hell had happened to them and who was to blame.

After a few minutes, two blue-uniformed men with oxygen rigs on their backs and fire extinguishers shouldered their way through the crowd and back into the office. Tosho laughed at the mess across the hall. “What a clusterfuck.”

We prowled and growled for another hour. Despite the fact that the airport had been put on alert, it was absurdly easy to penetrate supposedly “secure” areas, and heads would roll when I wrote my report.

Tosho and I took the train back to town. He wanted to spend the rest of the day hitting his favorite bars, but I begged off and cabbed to the Okura, took a shower to collect my thoughts, then wrote another long cable to O’Bannion. At about five I ambled downstairs to the Garden Lounge, where I sat watching the sunset and nursing a Bombay until seven-thirty, when I was accosted by something small, buxom, blond, and Australian. For some wonderful reason, Aussie women just love me. Maybe it’s the way I say “Sheila.” Maybe they think I look like a koala. Maybe I remind them of home. Maybe it’s the promises I make. Whatever the case, half an hour later we were upstairs in my big Japanese tub with a triple order of room-service sake and I was assaulting Mount Suribachi yelling, “Banzai.”

By 0-Dark Hundred—that’s the wee, wee hours of the morning to you civilians—the pressure relieved, I was back in my favorite culvert, dressed in my basic black, cold and wet, watching and waiting.

I slid the Glock from my pocket, checked the magazine, then chambered a round. Better safe than sorry. It hit me that I hadn’t fired the gun, but it was in perfect shape, and what the hell—what’s life without a surprise or two? Then I thought of Tosho—oh, shit, I hadn’t called him. Well, it was better that way. Why keep him up all night when he could be in bed lolling in the hay or whatever Japs do.

I caught a ride on a Coca-Cola delivery truck, jumping for the rear bumper while the driver punched in his access code, and holding on for dear life as he jounced over the speed bumps going down the ramp to the subterranean passageways. He parked near the concourse elevators, so I figured I was right under the main terminal area—the perfect location for ten pounds of C-4 explosive. I rigged an IED so it would go off when the elevator doors were opened, then placed a sticker nearby. Then I wandered along a series of hundred-foot-deep, six-foot-high concrete bays where drivers parked and recharged the electric delivery vehicles that shuttled baggage and packages up and down the three miles of underground highway. Peering and poking at cargo that had been parked between flights, I made my way toward the short-term freight area to do some other damage.

I moved along the walls from bay to bay, using the shadows cast by the crates, containers, and vehicles to my advantage. It took three hours to move the thousand or so yards down the subterranean road, examining each bay for signs of pilferage as I moved through the dimly lit passageway. Nothing. So I affixed my have-a-nice-day stickers to crates and left seven IEDs behind, each rigged with a slightly different booby-trap mechanism. Doom on you, security forces.

It was four A.M. as I eased into the rearmost departure bay. I stopped short. Flashlights shone at the far end and I heard the scraping of wood on concrete. The hair on the back of my neck stood up. My whole body tingled with a delicious mixture of fear, anticipation, and tension. It was like the first patrol in Vietnam, or the first jump from thirty-five thousand feet—a mystical sense of apprehension coupled with the exhilaration of finally being able to get the job done. At last, I’d come upon something unexpected. I moved forward, inch by inch, to see what was going on, easing my way around a pile of six-foot containers, working my way toward the noise.

I squinted in the dim light. By the sound of it, someone was muling around large crates. I didn’t understand why they weren’t using the forklifts I’d seen in the main passageway—except that perhaps they didn’t want to attract attention. I crept closer until I could make them out—four men, jabbering at each other as they worked on a crate with a crowbar.

I watched for a few seconds, wondering whether they were ripping off an incoming shipment or stashing drugs in an outgoing container. I worked my way closer, and all of a sudden the rhythm and cadences of their chattering hit me like a club. Geezus—these guys weren’t Japs, they were Koreans.

Shit. Koreans have no sense of humor. Zero. Zippo. None. How could they? They live on kimchi, which is a foul mixture of garlic-laden sour cabbage laced with hot peppers, poured into a clay pot, buried like a rotting corpse, and left in the ground to ferment for months. It is impossible to eat kimchi and have a sense of humor.

I dropped and scuttled across the floor to get closer. But I wasn’t alone. Mr. Murphy of Murphy’s Law fame had snuck up on me in the dark, and he hooked my foot on a dolly handle as I crawled. Kerrrrang! It hit the hard concrete with a ring that sounded like Big Ben. Doom on you, Dickie.

The Koreans turned in my direction and broke out firepower. I did, too. I raised the Glock. I hadn’t shot a gun since before I’d gone to jail, but what the fuck—they say that shooting is like riding a bike.

As the first of them charged in my direction, I dropped him with a double tap. From my vantage point and pucker factor it looked like a gut shot at four P.M. and a rise to the neck. Was it the surge of adrenaline that made me squeeze and heel? Who cared—the SOB went down.

My heart was doing about a hundred miles per hour. I rolled right to draw fire. It worked—a piece of wood splintered somewhere above my head and I saw a muzzle blast at ten o’clock.

April fool, motherfucker. I rolled again and came up on a knee, my Glock’s night sights three even green dots in the semidarkness.

Bingo. Kimchi Number Two was right in my sight picture six feet away, his round face amazed that this bearded gringo ninja had him and he was about to meet his ancestors.

“Fuck you—” I pulled the trigger three times and rocked him back, a triangle of holes in his chest. Doom on you, asshole.

I rolled again, my shoulder smashing into the concrete as I scrambled for cover, firing wildly down the bay while I shifted. A ricochet came too close and I felt wetness on my cheek. No time to check how bad it was, just move, roll, and fire. Shit—the mag ran dry. I reached for the backup in my pocket.

Goddamn—where the hell was it? I fumbled around, cursing.

The pause to change magazines must have given them a thirst for success or some other damn kamikaze syndrome because I heard a big scrambling of feet, and the next thing I knew, one of them was on top of me. I could see the whites of his eyes as he rounded a crate at full gallop, his hand wrapped around a big knife. My gun was still empty.

I could almost hear the profane growl of my old UDT platoon boss, Chief Gunner’s Mate Everett E. Barrett, in my brain as the kimchi rushed me. Do not be a fucking fumble-fingers, Marcinko. Take the fucking magazine. Now, put it in the motherfucking gun, release the fucking slide, and shoot the son of a bitch. Do not screw up. I said, shoot the son of a bitch, Marcinko, you shit-for-brains no-load cockbreath pus-nuts pencil-dicked asshole geek!

It felt like it took me a week, but I finally wrapped my sweaty fucking fumble-fingers around the magazine, pulled it out of my pocket, slapped it home, dropped the slide, and shot the son of a bitch—all in the space of about a second and a half.

Not a moment too soon, either. By the time I’d loaded and locked he was on top of me, charging like a bull, his face ratcheted in anger or fear or both, knife coming for my eyes, a scream in his throat. I never even had a chance to raise the weapon. All I could do was fire from a crouched position and hope he’d fucking drop like a stone.

It was so easy to pull the three-pound trigger I put five rounds in him before I could stop. Shit—don’t waste bullets, you asshole. What if they had reinforcements outside—what the hell was I going to do, wave my lizard at ‘em?

Kimchi Three went down but his momentum carried him into me. I ducked the blade and hit him in the face with the side of the gun to knock him away. He stopped moving. I rolled him over and shot him again in the head at close range to make sure he was dead. After all, when there’s a question, leave no doubt. I gave the kimchi a quick once-over. I’d walked the rounds from his right thigh through his groin to his heart and then shoulder. It was reflex firing—and lots of luck.

Now on to Kimchi Number Four. There was movement at my two o’clock. I saw him scramble for the main corridor, about fifteen yards away. I tried to get a sight picture but I was so pumped up I was shaking. I braced my forearm on top of the nearest crate, acquired front-sight picture, and squeezed off a controlled three-round burst as the Korean was silhouetted against the passageway light. Controlled burst—like hell. Only one of them hit, but he still pitched forward. Goo-bye.

Sure I shot him in the back. I have no pride about things like that. A back shot is still a shot, and whether you believe it’s fair or not, it does the job—it kills your enemy.

I collapsed, sweaty, bleeding, and still shaking. But as I lay on the cold concrete, I flashed on something great: all the days of stress-firing at SEAL Team Six had paid off. I don’t remember how many times I’d chased through rooms full of furniture and boxes, firing at moving targets, dinging my old shins and brittle elbows on sharp edges, trying to impress my baby SEAL shooters with the importance of being able to shoot when you’re pumped up and under incredible stress, your heart is going a mile a minute, and you don’t know what the hell’s gonna happen to you next.

They’d bitch at me. Complain that they knew all this shit and there was no need to do it again and again and again and again. “Fuck you,” I’d tell ’em. “The more you bleed in training, the less you’ll bleed in combat.” I felt I was right, but I had no proof. But I said it anyway because it made perfect sense.

Now, lying out of breath on my back in the subterranean cargo bay, the pulse racing in my ears, I remembered how, over cold beer with the troops after we’d spent the day stress-firing, I’d count my newly gained scar tissue and wonder if it really was all worthwhile.

Tonight, I could answer that question unequivocally.

Tonight, I’d been alone. Sans backup. Sans friends, allies, or fellow shooters.

It was the edge I’d honed during SEAL Team Six training that got me through.


Chapter 3
 [image: Image]


TOSHO AND A CREW OF SIX ARRIVED IN TIME TO PICK UP THE pieces. It took them less than half an hour from Tokyo, which meant he’d probably scrambled a chopper. Actually, he’d scrambled a pair of them, and as it turned out the expense was worth it. The kimchis turned out to be North Koreans—citizens of a country not recognized by the United States, but legal residents in Japan. The papers they carried indicated they all had jobs. One worked at the North Korean embassy as a clerk. Tosho knew about him—he was an intelligence agent. Another did menial labor in Tokyo. And two carried corporate IDs from Matsuko. I knew that name—and I didn’t like it very much. Matsuko had made millions by selling top-secret, seven-axis milling machines to the Soviets back in the late seventies. The two-story-high, three-hundred-ton tools had made it possible for the Soviet Navy to build eleven-bladed submarine propellers that ran as quietly as the ones on U.S. attack subs. In its quest for profits, Matsuko had forever changed the dynamics of undersea warfare.

Before he got down to business, Tosho gave me a dressing down that would have done Ev Barrett proud. “You dumb cocksucking shit-for-brains asshole,” he began. “What the hell did you think you were doing blowing people away without calling me first?”

He answered his own question. “You were fucking up!” he shouted, his nose about an inch from mine. “You were fucking up and causing me great personal loss of face.” Pause. “Goddammit, Dick—”

I tried to get a word in edgewise. Tosho was having none of it. “Not a fucking word until I see what the hell happened here.”

He calmed down when he discovered what I’d blundered into. The goods the kimchis had been muling around in the cargo bay when I interrupted them was a container of high-speed detonators—electronic switches virtually identical to krytrons, the small, precise electronic triggers used for nuclear weapons.

These were small detonators, the kind that could be used on tactical missiles such as Tomahawks. I’d seen similar ones during Red Cell infiltrations of naval weapons depots. This crate had been innocuously labeled ACME AIR-CONDITIONING PARTS and shipped to Narita through a roundabout odyssey that included London, Frankfurt, and Rome. The final destination on the polyglot manifest stapled to the side of the box was an electronics firm in Hong Kong.

Obviously, I’d interrupted the Koreans playing a Pyongyang version of three-card monte, in which the detonators were the ace in the hole, and the kimchis’ sleight of hand would cause them to end up in the North Korean nuclear program, while the empty crate continued to the Crown Colony.

Two of the tangos were still alive—I guess my marksmanship wasn’t what it used to be—and Tosho had them transferred under heavy guard to a hospital where they’d be patched up before interrogation. I received first aid for the ricochet wound on my cheek, then he and I choppered back to Tokyo, where I debriefed at his HQ and called O’Bannion to let him know about my adventures and the capacitors, so he could inform Fujoki about the Koreans.
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