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“Oliver North's own life reads like a novel, and now he and collaborator Joe Musser have concocted with exquisite timing a sly thriller about terrorism, our new chill war. His hero, Pete Newman, takes up where the actual Colonel North left off: in the innermost of White House concentric rings. Osama bin Laden, the UN, Somalia, the Waldorf, Iraq, the Marines—it's all in there, along with appearances by Ollie North himself! The talk shows will be queuing up for this one.”



James Brady, Parade magazine, author of “Warning of War”





“An exciting, solid, action-packed adventure about a Marine who, like the author, knows the meaning of Semper Fidelis.”



Joe Foss, Brig. Gen. USMC (Ret.), WW II Ace and Congressional Medal of Honor Recipient





“Reader be warned: Once you begin Mission Compromised, you will not be able to put it down until you have finished this amazing drama. I loved this book! Ollie North's new novel is filled with action, intrigue, and events that could have been taken from the headlines. This is a must-read for anyone interested in politics, the military, foreign affairs—but mostly for the millions who appreciate the craft of a well-written novel! I predict that Mission Compromised is going to be a best-seller.”



Sean Hannity, FOX News Channel





“Oliver North's book is more than a superb read; it is also a primer to the hidden works and inner mechanisms of the White House and the National Security Council. North relies on his own vast experience to bring a realism to the reader that can only come from someone who has actually ‘walked the walk.’ This book is a must-read!”



General Charles C. Krulak, USMC (Ret), 31st Commandant of the Marine Corps
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USS Bataan, LHD-5

________________________________________

Arabian Sea

14 December 2001



The Marines and sailors I'm with aboard this 884-foot warship are preparing to go ashore tonight. Within hours they will embark in helicopters and air cushion landing craft and race for a beach thirty miles over the horizon. They will then move quickly inland to a small airfield where they will be picked up by C-130s and C-17s and flown more than four hundred miles to a lonely outpost near Kandahar, Afghanistan. Their mission: to help hunt down the terrorist Osama bin Laden.

Unlike all the other amphibious operations I've been on, this time I'm not in command of anyone. Tonight I'm just going along for the ride—as a war correspondent for FOX News Channel. These brave young men, and the thousands of others with whom I served for more than twenty years, are the inspiration for this book.

I'm grateful to Roger Ailes, my boss at FOX News, for sending me out here. And to Vice Admiral Willy Moore, my Naval Academy classmate and Commander of the Fifth Fleet; Jim Roberts, President of Radio America Network; Griff Jenkins, my radio producer; and Pamela Browne my FOX News producer—all of whom helped to make this trip to the “war zone” possible.

When I started this book, America was at peace. By the time I finished, we were at war. With the war came new demands on my time and energy. This work would never have been finished but for the inspiration, discipline, devotion, and talents of my friend Joe Musser and the willingness of his wife Nancy. If the pen is mightier than the sword, Joe's laptop is mightier than the calendar, and his gift for words has made my military phraseology comprehensible to civilians.

Two years ago, Pastor Ken Whitten put me in touch with David Shepherd, now my publisher, and Ken Stephens, the president of Broadman & Holman. Had they not believed in this project, this story would still be in my laptop.

Gary Terashita, the “editor of editors,” knew when to exhort and when to admonish. For those times (and there were more than a few) when a “kinder, gentler” hand was needed, I could always count on the two Kims: Kim Terashita for proofing, promoting, and prayers, and Kim Overcash for always finding a way for Gary and me to communicate—even when Marsha Fishbaugh, my long-suffering assistant, had to find a way to connect us half a world apart. Thankfully for all of us, project editor Lisa Parnell helped to keep the book on track through the editorial process.

Mary Beth Shaw in Author Relations deserves a medal for keeping me informed, as do Dr. Robert Stacey and Jed Haven of Patrick Henry College who devoted their time and considerable talents to ensuring that I had my facts straight. And Marketing Director John Thompson, Sales Director Susanne Anhalt, Publicity Director Heather Hulse, Senior Publicist Robin Patterson, Duane Ward of the Premiere Group, and Cathy Saypol Public Relations all deserve a Meritorious Unit Citation for making sure that everyone in America got to see Greg Pope's great cover design—and a chance to buy this book.

As in every other part of my life for more than three decades, my greatest inspiration and encouragement came from my wife and our children. Many years ago, Betsy taught Tait, Stuart, Sarah, and Dornin to pray for me—and I am grateful for that and their affection. They are the ones who made it possible for a warrior to live a love story and to see God's love manifest in their lives.



Semper Fidelis,
Oliver L. North
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AmCits. American Citizens

AMEMB. American Embassy

Amn Al-Khass. Iraq's Special Security Services; also SSS

AOB. Advanced Operations Base

AWS. Amphibious Warfare School

Ba'ath Party. Iraqi political party of Saddam Hussein

BUD/S. Basic Underwater Demolition School

Canked. Military slang for canceled

CONUS. Continental United States

COS. Chief of Station, a country's top-ranking CIA official

C & C. Command and Control

CRAF. Civil Reserve Air Fleet

CTG. Counter Terrorism Group

CTOC. Counter Terrorism Operations Center

CT OPS. Counter Terrorism Operations

DCI. Director of Central Intelligence; the head of the CIA

Delta. Elite special-operations unit of the U.S. Army; its existence has never been officially confirmed

DIS. Distribution

DOD. Department of Defense

Drone. Remotely piloted aircraft; also RPV or UAV

DSC. Distinguished Service Cross, the second highest decoration for valor in the Army and Air Force, equivalent to the Navy Cross for sailors and Marines

DZ. Drop Zone, the spot on the ground designated for a parachute drop of personnel, equipment, or supplies.

E and E Escape and Evade

EmCon. Emission Control

E/T. Emergency Termination

E-PRB. An emergency radio beacon that begins to transmit when an aircraft or vessel has suffered a catastrophic event; e.g., a crash or sinking

EWO. Electronic Warfare Officer

FAC. Forward Air Controller

FLOTUS. First Lady of the United States

GCHQ. British Signals and Intelligence Agency, similar to U.S. National Security Agency

GPS. Global Positioning System

GRU. Soviet Military Intelligence Service

GSA. General Security Administration of U.S. government

Gulags. Soviet-era labor prisons

Gunner. Slang for Marine Warrant Officer

Gunny. Slang for Marine Gunnery Sergeant

Gutra. Arab headdress

HA-HO. High Altitude-High Opening parachute deployment.

HARM. High-speed Anti-Radiation Missile

HQMC. Headquarters, Marine Corps

HM. Hospitalman or medical corpsman, the Navy and Marine equivalent of a medic in the Army and Air Force

IAEA. International Atomic Energy Agency, a United Nations organization

Igal. The black, braided cord that holds the Arab gutra or headdress

ISEG. International Sanctions Enforcement Group; a thirtyeight-man, joint U.S.-UK unit

ISET. International Sanctions Enforcement Team; each joint U.S.-UK team has seven men

IT. Information Technology

JCS. Joint Chiefs of Staff

JSOC. The Joint Special Operations Command

KIA. Killed in Action

Klicks. Military slang for kilometers

LIMDIS. Limited Distribution

LTD. Laser Target Designator

MEU. Marine Expeditionary Unit; a reinforced Infantry Battalion of approximately eighteen hundred men

Mishlah. Arab clothing, a long cloak worn over the thobe

MOS. Military Occupational Specialty, the codified list of military job classifications

Mossad. Israeli Foreign Intelligence Service

MoveRep. Movement Report

NCO. Non-commissioned officer

NIC. Nicaragua or Nicaraguan

NMCC. National Military Command Center; located at the Pentagon

NODIS. No Distribution

NOK. Next of Kin

NSA. National Security Agency

NSC. National Security Council

OEOB. Old Executive Office Building

OPSEC. Operational Security

OSD. Office of Secretary of Defense

OTH Imaging. Over the Horizon imaging technology

PAO. Public Affairs Office(r)

PCS. Permanent Change of Station

PFC. Private First Class

PFLP. Popular Front for the Liberation of Palestine

PM. Prime Minister

POTUS. President of the United States

PRI-1. Priority One, the highest priority assigned for the assignment of personnel or the acquisition of military equipment or material

PT. Physical Training

QRF. Quick Reaction Force

R/F. Radio Frequency

RP. Rendezvous Point

RPG. Rocket Propelled Grenade

RPT. Repeat

RPV. Remotely Piloted Vehicle, UAV, or drone

S. Secret

S and R. Search and Recovery

SAM. Surface to Air Missile

SAR. Search and Rescue

SAS. Special Air Service, elite unit of the British Royal Army and Air Force

SEALs. Naval special operations unit: “Sea, Air, Land”

SEAL Team 6. U.S. Navy's crack counterterrorist unit

SecDef. Secretary of Defense

SG. Secretary General (of the United Nations)

SitRep. Situation Report

SOCOM. Special Operations Command

Solidarity. Polish labor and political movement that was opposed to the Communist regime during the 1970s and '80s

SOP. Standard Operating Procedure

SOT. Special Operations Training

SSS. see Amn Al-Khass

STARS. Surface-to-Air Recovery System

SWO. Senior Watch Officer

S-1. Administrative and Personnel function on a military staff or command

S-2. Intelligence and Counterintelligence function on a military staff or command

S-3. Operations and Training function on a military staff or command

S-4. Logistics and Supply function on a military staff or command

S-5. Communications function on a military staff or command

Tagia. Small skull cap that keeps the gutra (headdress) from slipping from the head

“The Tank.” Secure conference room adjacent to the National Military Command Center at the Pentagon, where the Joint Chiefs of Staff and their deputies meet

Thobe. Arab traditional dress, a long, sometimes hooded, sleeved over-garment

TOW. BGM-71 TOW, a short-range, wire-guided, air-to-surface missile.

TS. Top Secret

UAVs. Unmanned Aerial Vehicles, also Drone or RPV

UN OPS CTR. United Nations Operations Center

UNHCR. United Nations High Commission for Refugees, a refugee relief agency

UNSCOM. United Nations Special Commission for weapons inspections in Iraq

USO Club. United Services Organization, an arm of the Salvation Army devoted to serving the U.S. military

USG United States Government

Vetted. Cleared, as in security clearance

VPOTUS. Vice President of the United States

“Wally World.”Slang for Delta Force HQ at Fort Bragg, N.C.

WHCA. (pronounced “wha-cah”) White House Communications Agency

WHDB. White House Data Base, euphemism used to describe the White House computer systems in the 1990s
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PROLOGUE





Paris, France

________________________________________

Friday, 14 November 1986

2130 Hours, Local



When the tiny dart hit Pierre Sirois behind his right ear, his right hand reached up as though to swat an insect. His arm never made it past his shoulder. A terrible gagging sound came from the young Frenchman's throat as the cyanide-toxin mix shut down his central nervous system with lightning speed. His fiancée's smile turned to horror as she watched her husband-never-to-be slump to the sidewalk. Maria Therndola screamed at the top of her lungs.

It did no good. Pierre Sirois, age twenty-nine, a successful multinational investment banker and engaged to one of the most beautiful women in France—and former unilateral asset of the CIA—was already dead. By the time Maria's pitiful cries summoned the apartment building's aging concierge, the nimble, shadowy figure hidden in the boxwood trees twenty feet from the apartment door had already slipped silently into the darkness of the alley behind the building. In another twelve seconds the black-clad perpetrator was in the backseat of a dark gray Citröen, pulling off his ski mask and coveralls. Two other men sat in the front seat with the engine idling.

Well before the discordant warble of the ambulance siren could be heard plying its way on a fruitless mission, the Citröen sped east out of the alley, turning on its lights only when it reached the side street. The auto raced south, down Boulevard de Sebastopol and onto the St. Michel Bridge. At the span's midpoint over the Seine, the car squealed to a stop in the dark space between the pools of light from two street-lamps. The man in the backseat got out, walked calmly to the rail, and dropped a bundle—the coveralls and ski mask, along with a compressed air pistol and the remaining six poison darts—into the water, seventy feet below.

Two young lovers heard the muffled splash and paused in their embrace just long enough to see the faint ripple from the object thrown into the river, but they thought nothing of it. The lovers never knew how close they had come to dying that night. But it didn't matter—the Paris police would never question the couple.

After disposing of the evidence, the shooter quickly rejoined his two comrades in the Citröen, and the car again sped off to the south, past the Montparnasse Cemetery where Pierre Sirois would be buried, and headed onto the autoroute for Troyes.

Shortly before noon the following morning, the three arrived in Marseilles, and by early afternoon were on the afternoon ferry to Algiers. Just after 4:30 P.M., the Marseilles Prefecture Police discovered the still-smoking, burned-out hulk of a 1986 Citröen, reported stolen from a pharmacist in Reims. They dutifully wrote out their report that the vehicle was a total loss and that the Citröen had been “presumably stolen by drug dealers.”

At the hospital where they took Pierre Sirois in a futile effort to revive him, the medical examiner found in the young man's wallet a business card for “William P. Goode, National Security Company” with an American post office box address and a telephone number in the state of Maryland.

The tiny dart that killed Pierre had fallen out of his neck while his body was being loaded into the ambulance and was never found. Nor was the microscopic puncture wound on his neck. There was no redness or swelling around the entry site, so the medical examiner concluded that based on the apparent symptoms, the death was from natural causes.

When Maria came to claim his body, the medical examiner gave her the contents of Pierre's pockets. In the plastic bag were his wallet, some franc notes and coins, a ring that his father had given him, and a tiny metal fish, less than an inch long. He always had the fish with him, and he'd had an identical one made out of gold that Maria wore on a gold chain as a necklace. She had asked him about the significance of the little metal fish, but all he would ever say was, “Someday I'll tell you all about it.” Now he never would.



Lisbon, Portugal

________________________________________

Friday, 14 November 1986

2200 Hours, Local



As he did every night at this time, five days a week, Sr. Alvaro Cabral got up from his desk, closed his office door, bid his receptionist boa noite, and walked out the front door of the Cabral Shipping Company building that his family had owned on Rua Miradouro for nearly three centuries. Alvaro Cabral, age sixty-two, was a man of precision. His family had made its fortune by delivering the goods of a once-proud empire—where they were wanted and when. And he carried on that legacy from his office overlooking the port of Lisbon. From his windows he could see his company's piers and warehouses on the Rio Douro.

Those who thought they knew Alvaro Cabral described him as a careful man, a person of character with no known vices who kept to himself. Few people even knew his political leanings. He steered clear, they would say, of the political firestorms that had swept his country, from autocratic rule to socialism, in the 1970s. Sr. Cabral had no enemies, only competitors. And even his competitors admired how Cabral had somehow saved the family holdings in Angola when the former Portuguese colony was torn apart by civil war in the early 1980s.

As a result of his precise routine, everyone agreed that Sr. Cabral was a man of habit. He arrived at work every morning at precisely 9:00 A.M. At exactly 2:30 every afternoon, following a modest meal, he would take a glass of good wine and lie down for a siesta, rising again at 3:30 to work straight through until 10:00 P.M. And, as was his practice, each and every Friday he would dismiss Paolo, his longtime loyal chauffeur, and drive himself to the palatial home set back from the Avenida da Boavista where he and his wife Marabella had raised seven children. Tonight, as every night, he looked forward to a comfortable and quiet, late dinner with Marabella.

At four minutes past ten, two quick explosions ripped Alvaro Cabral's Mercedes apart, and its only occupant was shredded into fragments along with the expensive automobile. One of the bombs had been placed inside the driver's headrest, the other beneath the fuel tank. It took firefighters nearly twenty-five minutes to arrive and even longer to put out the blaze. By then a positive identification of the victim might have been impossible were it not for the tiny metal fish that survived intact in what was left of the victim's pocket. Everyone who knew Alvaro recalled that he'd had the little metal fish for years. Some speculated that it had been a symbol of Cabral Shipping in colonial times. An hour after the fire was out, the hastily summoned chief inspector of Lisbon's constabulary appeared on the doorstep of the house on Avenida da Boavista to inform Dona Marabella that she was now a widow.

Though the chief inspector's message was the worst news a loving wife could receive, she betrayed little of her horror and dismay as he delivered the awful pronouncement. She was, after all, a lady. And the chief inspector was a mere public servant.

After the police left, but before she called her children to tell them the terrible news about their father, Marabella picked up the phone and calmly dialed a phone number in Maryland, U.S.A. There was no answer at the only number she had for the American named Goode, so she then called her dead husband's friend at the U.S. Embassy in Lisbon. The widow Cabral never told the police or any of the many government ministers who attended her husband's funeral that Alvaro Cabral had, up until a year before his death, provided “delivery services” for the CIA.

The murder of one of Portugal's most successful shipping magnates was never solved. The Lisbon police and investigators from the Ministry of the Interior later told the black-clad Marabella that they suspected her late husband had been assassinated by a bomb intended for someone else, no doubt planted by one of the factions vying for power in Angola. But just in case, they jailed, without trial, Paolo, the faithful family chauffeur.



Warsaw, Poland

________________________________________

Saturday, 15 November 1986

0100 Hours, Local



Father Wenceslas Korzinski shivered. It was a normal condition for anyone north of Warsaw this time of year, even inside. But out here, on the banks of the frozen River Vistula in the middle of the night, it felt like the wind had arrived directly from the Siberian steppes. It cut through a man like a knife.

Tonight's clandestine meeting with the Solidarity organizers had not gone well. There were those in the group who didn't trust him simply because he was a priest. They wouldn't give a cold kielbasa for the fact that he had been a Vatican code clerk, or that he knew the Polish Pope, John Paul II, personally. Some of the men saw religion as a weakness, a view that came as a by-product of living all their lives under Communism—the very system they intended to overthrow. They feared that, if captured, the priest would not have the strength to withhold information about their activities; he might betray them out of this weakness.

Their prejudice troubled Father “Ski.” They really didn't trust him—just because he wore a cassock instead of coveralls. Somehow, thought the thirty-eight-year-old full-time parish priest and part-time spy, I've got to find a way to let them know they can trust me.

Not everyone in the small Solidarity cell distrusted Father Ski. Two among them, Nikolas and Winold, the Krukshank brothers, had helped him divert boxcars from a Soviet munitions train in February. The three of them had braved cold worse than this to disconnect seven cars loaded with AK-47s, mortars, machine guns, and ammunition from the Russian freight train while it was on a siding near Plonsk.

But as Father Ski trudged along with his vaporized breath swirling around his head in the moonlight, he had to admit to himself that stealing the stuff wasn't nearly as hard as shipping it all the way east across Poland, through East Germany, and on to the West. That was the really hard part. And he knew that there were many others who were involved. He prayed frequently and fervently that all involved would be forgiven for breaking the Eighth Commandment. He prayed even more fervently that they would never be caught.

There were times, too, that he wondered why they were shipping Russian weapons to the West. Weren't NATO weapons supposed to be far superior to anything made by the Russians and their satellites? But he didn't let these incongruities or the fear of discovery stop him. If stealing Russian munitions would help bring down godless Communism, so be it.

Some Solidarity members had been picked up by the Ministry of Interior and questioned, but none were from the group that had hijacked the munitions train. Despite the harshness of the regime, cracks were beginning to show like fissures in the ice on the frozen Vistula. Word of an imminent Communist collapse was getting around—it even seeped through the walls of Lud Prison. Sometimes it came all the way back from those who had been dispatched to the gulags, the labor camps in Siberia. He used to report all this information, carefully encoded, to his CIA “handler,” until contact was abruptly severed last December; his CIA interlocutor had been replaced. A new man, named Goode—a man who spoke very poor Polish and cared little about information—had taken his place. All Goode wanted was action—and Russian rifles and grenades.

Goode had told him that he wasn't a part of the CIA. Father Ski didn't know whether to believe that, but there was one thing for certain: Goode's cash was fine. With it, earlier that year, Father Ski had financed the brazen train robbery. He bought train manifests, freight schedules, and even troop deployment orders. Goode's cash had paid for the entire operation and covered the cost of dispatching seven boxcars of Russian weapons on a long journey across Poland, into Germany, south to Austria, into northern Italy, through France, across Spain, and all the way to Lisbon. As much as he understood it, this oblique route was taken primarily to elude the more careful border checks between Western Germany and Belgium, where NATO had its headquarters.

Once the weapons arrived in Portugal, Goode had sent Father Ski and the Krukshank brothers a generous bonus. The priest used the additional funds to buy warm clothing, blankets, and some decent food for the frailest of his parishioners.

Father Ski was almost back to his tiny rectory and still musing about good deeds and forgiveness when they grabbed him. At first he thought it was the police and that he would simply be arrested for breaking curfew. He was about to tell them that he was on his way to visit a sick member of his parish—a story that Mrs. Schotler would verify—just as Goode had instructed. But before he could utter the lie, his head was shoved into a bucket of ice-cold water. They held him as he struggled, but he was not a physically powerful man. He held his breath as long as he could, but finally his instinctive processes overwhelmed the logical ones. He no longer had control over his natural motor functions. His head still submerged in the bucket of water, Father Korzinski sucked in the deep breath that he had to have to stay alive. Instead, water filled his lungs. He struggled some more but not for long. Once he no longer had a pulse, the men poured a little schnapps in the dead priest's mouth and splashed some on his shirt. One of them placed the half-empty bottle in the pocket of Father Ski's overcoat, and then they dumped his body off the riverbank into the icy Vistula.

When a policeman walking his beat found the body at the river's edge just after dawn, he first thought it was just another drunk who had frozen to death, not at all uncommon in Polish winters. When the policeman saw the youthful face and the Roman collar, however, he immediately called his superiors.

Two hours later the priest's body was laid out on a porcelain table in the city morgue. When the aging coroner pried open the Reverend Father Wenceslas Korzinski's frozen fingers, he found a tiny metal fish. Though the body and clothes reeked of alcohol, the coroner found none in the young clergyman's stomach—information he didn't share with anyone. Why offer answers to questions that no one was asking?

The old medical examiner never did believe the story the authorities put in the next day's newspaper about the drunken priest drowning on his way back from visiting a prostitute. But the coroner didn't share that either.



Counter-Terrorism Operations Center



________________________________________

CIA Headquarters

Langley, VA

Saturday, 15 November 1986

1730 Hours, Local



“Uh-oh… go get the boss, Al. We've got a flash-eyes only cable for the director coming in from the London Chief of Station,” Communications Watch Officer Joe Kent said as he waited by a machine that looked for all the world like an ordinary computer printer, quietly chattering as it decrypted and stored the high priority message. But before it could be printed on duplication-proof paper, an authorization code would have to be entered on the keyboard next to the decrypter.

Alvin Dewar had the weekend duty in the Counter-Terrorism Operations Center on the seventh floor of the CIA headquarters building. He groaned, “It's going to be another lousy weekend in the CTOC—I can see it coming.” Then the balding watch officer pushed himself back from his computer console and shuffled down the quiet hallway to a door labeled DEPUTY DIRECTOR FOR COUNTER-TERRORISM. Dewar knocked twice, opened the door without waiting, and said, “Mr. Charles, we have a flash-eyes only coming in from COS London. Do you want me to enter your access code and bring it down?”

Alan Charles, the number-four man in the CIA chain of command, looked up with bloodshot eyes, gratefully distracted from the pile of paper on his desk, and glanced at his wristwatch. He replied, “No, I'll come down and acknowledge receipt. Thank you, Alvin.”

Alvin Dewar shrugged and walked back down the silent hallway to the door marked CT OPS - RESTRICTED AREA. He pressed his palm against the stainless-steel print—reader on the wall, simultaneously pressing his forehead against the optical scanner; he heard the electronic lock snap open.

Meanwhile, Alan Charles pushed himself back from his government issue mahogany desk, hauled his fifty-eight-year-old, six-foot-two-inch frame out of his government-issue leather chair, and took his government-issue headache down the hall to where Alvin Dewar and the communications duty officer were standing. They were looking at the decryption machine as though staring at it would make it function faster or allow them to see the contents of the message for which they weren't authorized clearance.

The CIA's communications system, perhaps the most sophisticated in the world, was designed so that only those with a legitimate “need to know” could gain access to certain messages and information. This message, from the CIA's senior officer in London, was addressed to the director of Central Intelligence and could only be read and printed at the top of the hierarchy—by Director Casey himself or by the Deputy DCI, Paul Mahan; the Director of Operations, Martin Mason; or by the Deputy Director for Counter-Terrorism, Alan Charles.

As Charles bent over the keyboard to enter his access code, Dewar and the duty officer looked away—the way honest people do when the person in front of them at the ATM machine enters their PIN.

In response to the typed-in code sequence, the machine printed out the message it had stored in its memory:



TOP SECRET WINTEL/NOFORN
FLASH
EYES ONLY FOR THE DIRECTOR



DTG:   152330ZNOV86

FROM: COS LONDON

TO:   DCI

SUBJ: EXTREME MEASURES



1. COS PARIS, COS LISBON, AND BASE CHIEF FRANKFURT REPORTING DEATHS OF FORMER REPEAT, FORMER AGENCY ASSETS IN PARIS, LISBON, AND WARSAW WITHIN PAST 12 HRS.

2. COS PARIS REPORTS FORMER ASSET DK LIMA DOA AT PARIS HOSPITAL W/O VISIBLE TRAUMA AT 2200 HRS LAST NIGHT. PRELIMINARY CAUSE OF DEATH: HEART ATTACK OR STROKE. FAMILY HAS REQUESTED AUTOPSY. WILL MONITOR AND APPRISE.

3. COS LISBON REPORTS FORMER ASSET GH WILLING KILLED BY CAR BOMB LIKELY DETONATED BY REMOTE CONTROL. LIAISON W/ NATIONAL POLICE INDICATES INVESTIGATORS SUSPECT ANGOLAN TERRORISTS AND A CASE OF MISTAKEN IDENTITY. WILL APPRISE ON NATURE OF EXPLOSIVES USED WHEN AVAIL.

4. BASE CHIEF FRANKFURT ADVISES THAT FORMER ASSET BT ROVER FOUND DROWNED IN VISTULA RIVER N OF WARSAW. LOCAL AUTHORITIES CLAIM BT ROVER WAS QUOTE A PHILANDERING CLERGYMAN WITHOUT SCRUPLES WHO DRANK TOO MUCH AND WHO FELL THROUGH ICE ON HIS WAY BACK FROM ILLICIT LIAISON WITH A PROSTITUTE. UNQUOTE.

5. REQUEST ADVISE DCI ASAP. ALL THREE ASSETS WERE TERMINATED BY PARIS AND LISBON STATIONS AND WARSAW BASE LAST YEAR AT DCI DIRECTION AND TURNED OVER TO GOODE AT NSC.

6. PER GUIDANCE FROM DCI, THERE HAS BEEN NO REPEAT NO AGENCY CONTACT WITH ANY OF THE DECEASED ASSETS FOR MORE THAN A YEAR. AS DIRECTED BY DCI, GCHQ AND THIS OFFICE HAVE MONITORED GOODE'S CONTACT WITH THESE ASSETS SINCE AND REPORTED SAME VIA BACK-CHANNEL COMMUNICATIONS TO AVOID COMPROMISE.

7. AS DIRECTED, THESE DEATHS NOT REPEAT NOT REPORTED THROUGH NORMAL OPS CHANNELS. BREAK. END TEXT.



Without showing the cable to his two colleagues, Charles thanked them and returned to his office where he sat at his desk. When he had read the message through twice, Alan Charles picked up the secure telephone on his desk and waited for the Director of Central Intelligence to answer. It only rang twice. After Charles read the text of the message from London to the aging spy master, he paused for a few seconds, said “yes sir,” and set the phone back in its cradle.

The CIA's top counterterrorist officer then got up from his desk, went to his door, locked it, and, using a key from his pocket, opened a drawer in his desk and removed a device that looked remarkably similar to a TV remote control. On the plastic shell in small raised letters was the word EncryptionLok-1A.

Charles disconnected the line to his phone and plugged it into the end of the little device labeled OUTPUT. From a jack on the wall beside his desk, he then disconnected the wire running from his computer modem and plugged it into the opposite end of the EncryptionLok-lA labeled INPUT. Only then did he sit down at his computer keyboard.

Typing quickly and flawlessly, the CIA's director of counterterrorism drafted a message that would go only to four men: one each at the State Department, the Pentagon, the FBI, and the White House:



DTG:   151900RNOV86

FROM: DIR CT OPS CIA

TO:   CTG

SUBJ: URGENT TERMINATION NOTICE



1. THREE FOREIGN NATIONALS WORKING IN EUROPE WITH GOODE ON NIC RESISTANCE INITIATIVE HAVE BEEN KILLED WITHIN PAST 12 HOURS. ALL DECEASED WERE ENGAGED IN DIVERSION OF SOVIET-BLOC WEAPONS FROM POLAND TO NIC RESISTANCE LAST FEB.

2. DCI BELIEVES GOODE TO BE IN JEOPARDY AND THAT ENTIRE OPERATION HAS BEEN COMPROMISED. DCI HAS ORDERED URGENT SHUTDOWN OF ALL CTG OPERATIONS IN SUPPORT OF GOODE. GOODE TO BE REASSIGNED TO USMC ON RETURN TO CONUS.

3. GOODE PHONE DROP IN MARYLAND IS TERMINATED EFFECTIVE IMMEDIATELY.

4. ALL CTG CONTACT WITH GOODE TO BE SEVERED EFFECTIVE 0800 HOURS LOCAL 16 NOVEMBER EXCEPT AS INDICATED BELOW.

FOLLOWING GUIDANCE APPLIES AS INDICATED:

STATE: CONTACT AMEMB BEIRUT ASAP AND ADVISE GOODE TO RETURN CONUS DIRECTLY. REQ ADVISE GOODE OF PERSONAL JEOPARDY.

DOD/JCS: REQUEST U.S. MIL ASSIST TO MOVE GOODE FROM BEIRUT TO LARNACA, CYPRUS, FOR TRANSPORT TO CONUS ASAP.

FBI: POST COUNTERSURVEILLANCE LOOKOUT ON GOODE FAMILY IN VA TO ENSURE SAFETY. ACTIVATE PROTECTIVE MEASURES WITH DOD IF THREAT SITUATION WARRANTS.

ALL: DCI ADVISES ALL MATERIAL PERTAINING TO GOODE AND ANY REFERENCES TO SOVIET ARMS DIVERSION AND NICARAGUAN RESISTANCE ACTIVITIES BE PURGED FROM FILES ASAP. ALL FURTHER COMMS RE GOODE AND HIS ACTIVITIES VIA THIS CHANNEL ONLY. NO REPEAT NO COMMS RE GOODE THROUGH NORMAL CLASSIFIED COMMS.

DO NOT PRINT/RETAIN THIS MSG IN FILES.

BT




[image: image]



Ten days later, on Tuesday, November 25, at five minutes past noon, President Ronald Reagan and Attorney General Edwin Meese marched into a crowded White House briefing room to tell the press and the world about what came to be called the “Iran-Contra affair.”

Exactly a month later, the director of the CIA was stricken during a routine medical examination at his office at Langley. He was rushed to Georgetown University Hospital where he was operated on for a brain tumor but never regained consciousness.

The Iran-Contra affair continued with congressional hearings, trials, and investigations well into the 1990s. There was more to the story.


DUTY STATION

1600 PENNSYLVANIA AVE.
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CHAPTER ONE





Office of the National Security Advisor

________________________________________

The White House

Washington, D.C.

Tuesday, 29 November 1994

1000 Hours, Local



Major Peter J. Newman, U.S. Marines, reporting as ordered, sir.”

You don't have to call me, ‘sir,’ Major. I'm a civilian,” replied the President's National Security Advisor seemingly absorbed by the papers on his desk. For more than a minute he never looked up.

Major Peter Newman was a startling contrast to the bloated and disheveled man in the two-thousand-dollar Armani suit seated before him. The Marine stood just over six feet and was trim and muscular. He was thirty-eight but looked much younger. His only “blemishes” were a broken nose that he'd earned during the second round of a Naval Academy boxing match and a two-inch scar above his left eyebrow made from a piece of hot shrapnel during the Gulf War. Major Newman stood at rigid attention in front of the desk.

Dr. Simon Harrod looked up at the ramrod-straight Marine standing in front of him, eyes fixed at the wall in the space above Harrod's head. Harrod was annoyed. Apparently letting this military martinet cool his well-polished heels for two hours in the West Wing reception lobby hadn't done much to instill timidity. He decided to put this Marine in his place right away.

“Look at me when I'm talking to you, not the wall! In this administration, we don't go for all that military mumbo jumbo!” Harrod barked.

“Whatever you say, sir.”

It wasn't that Simon Harrod, Ph.D., disliked military men. Like the President, he loathed them. He'd had his fill of these close-cropped, cleanly shaven boneheads when he had been a professor of international studies at Harvard's Kennedy School. Now the grossly overweight, rumpled, former antiwar activist had a dozen high-ranking Army, Navy, and Air Force officers toiling for him on the National Security Council staff. And he knew that behind his back, they contemptuously referred to him as “Jabba the Hutt.” He didn't care. He was content that now they had to dance to the beat of his drum or their careers were finished.

“Sit down.” The Marine did as ordered, and Harrod went back to perusing the Officer's Qualification Record and Confidential Personnel Summary before him in the disarray of his desk. Newman's “short” bio ran seven pages, and the National Security Advisor took his time with it even though he already knew everything he needed to know about the officer now sitting as stiffly as he'd been standing. Without looking up, Harrod ticked off the high points: “You're a regular military machine aren't you, Newman? Father is a retired Army brigadier… mother was an Army nurse… born at the post hospital at Fort Drum, New York… graduate of the Naval Academy… served in Grenada, Beirut, Panama, Desert Storm.” Newman said nothing as Harrod continued reading.

“It says here that you didn't want this assignment, Major Newman. Why?”

“I'd rather be commanding Marines, sir.”

“I told you not to call me ‘sir.’ I thought Marines were capable of following a simple order.”

“What do you want me to call you—Mr. Harrod?”

“Dr. Harrod will do,” said Jabba the Hutt.

Newman nodded but said nothing, so Harrod went back to the file and the Personnel Summary and started asking questions to which he already had the answers.

“You're married. What does your wife do?” asked Harrod in a more conciliatory tone.

“She's a flight attendant.”

“Children?”

“No.”

“You talk to your wife about your work?”

“Not if I'm not supposed to,” replied the Marine.

“Well, here you're not supposed to. You got it?”

Newman nodded, knowing as he did so that he and his wife were barely speaking about anything of significance anyway, so this directive hardly mattered.

“What year did you graduate from Annapolis, Newman?”

“Class of '78.”

“What was your class standing?”

“Number 143, top 15 percent.”

“It says here you were ‘deep selected for captain and major.’ What's ‘deep selected’ mean?”

“I was promoted early, as they say, ‘ahead of my peers.’”

“Is that because you have the Navy Cross and a Purple Heart from Desert Storm?” Harrod asked with a thinly disguised sneer.

“I don't know.”

“Well, I'm not impressed. If you guys had done the job right, we wouldn't have this mess on our hands with Saddam Hussein.”

Once more Newman didn't reply, so Harrod again buried himself in the officer's paperwork for a full five minutes. The Marine looked around the well-appointed office. Thick carpet. Nice furniture. Three phones. Large mahogany desk covered with piles of paper, many bearing classified cover sheets labeled TOP SECRET. Several bore the additional admonition EYES ONLY FOR THE PRESIDENT. On the walls, an eclectic collection of what appeared to Newman's unschooled eye to be original artwork: he recognized some of them—a Wyeth nude, a Remington landscape, and several modern pieces that he didn't recognize. Behind the cluttered desk was a watercolor of uncertain origin, depicting what could only be the grisly violence of General George Armstrong Custer's final moments at the Little Big Horn.

The National Security Advisor looked up to see Newman staring at the painting. “It's by a Native American artist. I got the idea from Hafez al Assad. In his presidential palace in Damascus, he has a painting of Saladin and the Saracens butchering crusaders. It reminds his visitors whom they are dealing with. I put this one here to remind all you green- and blue-suit types how stupid and costly military operations can be.”

Harrod glanced down at the file and then back at Newman. “Now, it says here that up until yesterday you were assigned to the Operations and Plans Division at the Marine headquarters here in Washington. Is that right?”

“At the Navy Annex, yes.”

“What did they tell you when they ordered you to report to the Secretary of the Navy and SecDef? Did any of them tell you what your assignment here on the NSC staff was to be?”

“No, I was only told that I should report to you for a two-year assignment.”

“You may not last two years if you don't lighten up. You probably know this already, but I want to reiterate—you're the only Marine on the White House staff besides the captain who's assigned as one of the President's military aides.”

“That's what I understand.”

“Do you also understand that as long as you are assigned here you are to have nothing to do with the White House military office or your Marine Corps, and that after today you are not to wear a uniform here, ever, and that as the head of the NSC's Special Projects Office, you report only to me?”

“I do now.”

“Good. I want you to go now and take care of the necessary paperwork to keep the paper shufflers happy. After you've done that, go home and get out of that monkey suit with all those ribbons, bells, and whistles. Medals and ribbons don't impress me or anyone else around here. Put on some civilian attire. You do have real clothes, don't you?”

“Yes,” Newman said to the bloated figure behind the desk.

“Good. After you take care of filling out all the forms and get changed, come back here at 3:00 P.M. sharp. Tell my secretary to take care of getting you a White House ID badge. And tell her I said to get you a staff-parking pass to hang on your rearview mirror so you can park inside ‘the fence.’ That's a big perk around here. And as fast as you can, grow some hair on your head. That GI haircut looks ridiculous. Go.”

Major Newman stood, did an about-face, and left. It felt good to get a final military dig at his new boss.
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Notwithstanding rumors Newman had heard to the contrary about this White House administration, the National Security Council's administrative and security office in the Old Executive Office Building was a hub of efficiency. The people who worked in the third-floor office of this gray stone building next door to the White House were older. He surmised that these were professionals, not political appointees. Unlike others he had seen that morning in the West Wing, the men were wearing coats and ties instead of jeans, and the women had on dresses and skirts. He noted, as any U.S. Marine would, that the men in this office had what he considered to be decent haircuts, and here, at least, it was the women who wore ponytails and earrings.

A woman who introduced herself as Carol Dayton, and identified herself as the NSC's administrative and security officer, handed Newman a checklist of offices to visit, forms to fill out, and documents to sign. In less than two hours, the Marine major had taken care of all the obligatory paperwork, been photographed for the treasured blue White House pass, had his retinas scanned, had his fingers printed, had signed reams of nondisclosure agreements for classified security “compartments” he had never known existed, been issued access codes for the White House Situation Room cipher locks, and been taken on a quick, cursory tour of the old structure so he wouldn't get lost on his way to work. He still didn't have an office, a desk, or a phone, and each time he asked one of the otherwise helpful and amiable administrative clerks where the Special Projects Office was, they shrugged or replied, “I dunno. Guess that's up to Dr. Harrod.”

It was, all in all, relatively painless—even the stop at the small medical clinic on the second floor, where a Navy corpsman drew three vials of his blood. He asked why, given that the Marine Corps already maintained his medical records, but the young man only shrugged and said, “Got me, Major Newman. Guess they just want to have your blood type on hand in case you get a paper cut.”

The corpsman thought this line was hilariously funny. But Newman made a mental note to keep one of his military dog tags, with his blood type stamped into it, on a chain around his neck, even if he wasn't allowed to wear his uniform.

By the time he had finished crossing all the t's, dotting all the i's, and all but signing his life away, it was shortly after noon. Newman decided he had just enough time to race out to his house in Falls Church—where he and his wife sometimes lived together—for a change of clothes.

As he strode out of the towering gray granite structure, a cold autumn rain was being wind-whipped up West Executive Avenue between the West Wing of the White House and the Old Executive Office Building. He turned right, toward the South West Gate, the wind and rain lashing his gray, military-issue raincoat, the drops darkening it as he walked. By the time he reached the Ellipse, where he had left his six-year-old Chevy Tahoe, Newman was soaked.

He found his car and a ticket citing him for parking without a White House sticker. Newman got in, backed out, and wheeled around the circle, south of the white mansion he had already come to dislike, and headed west on Constitution Avenue, across the Roosevelt Bridge, and onto Route 50 into Virginia and toward his home, five miles away, in Falls Church.
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Newman and his wife Rachel had bought the three-bedroom, brick split-level on Creswell Drive nine years earlier—when they were still in love with each other instead of their separate careers. Newman had met Rachel on a blind date arranged by his sister Nancy. She and Rachel had been roommates at the University of Virginia, and they had driven up from Charlottesville on a lark to “meet some Marines” while Peter was attending the Officer's Basic Course at Quantico in September '78, after he'd graduated from the Naval Academy.

Despite their differences, Newman was smitten by his sister's friend. Like Newman's sister, Rachel was a nursing student, but Rachel didn't want to work in a hospital—she wanted to fly. “Didn't you know that the first flight attendants all had to be nurses?” she asked him one day. Besides, she said with her ravishing smile, “Flying is more romantic.”

Rachel really was a romantic. She had grown up on a comfortable farm in Culpepper, Virginia, riding horses and searching for wildflowers in the meadows. Often she'd ride horseback into the countryside with a picnic lunch and spread a blanket to read sonnets or write poetry. He, on the other hand, was both a military man and a sports nut. Many of their early dates consisted of football games at UVA and Annapolis, parades at Quantico and Washington, and visits to the many Revolutionary and Civil War battlefields that dot the Virginia countryside.

After graduating from the Officer's Basic Course, Newman had been ordered to take command of a rifle platoon in the Second Marine Division at Camp Lejeune, North Carolina. And until he deployed to the Mediterranean with the Third Battalion, Eighth Marine Regiment later that year, he spent every weekend when he wasn't on duty somewhere between Camp Lejeune and Charlottesville, trying to be near Rachel while she finished up her last year at “Mr. Jefferson's University.”

When Rachel graduated in June of '79, she did what she said she was going to do: she got hired by TWA and went off to their flight attendant training school. By the time she finished the TWA training course in Saint Louis, Missouri, Newman was deployed with his infantry company in the Mediterranean aboard the USS Fairfax County. He wrote to her every day and proposed to her over the phone from Athens, Greece, while the ship was in port for repairs.

They married in the chapel at Camp Lejeune soon after Newman returned from his first deployment, which coincided with his promotion to first lieutenant. By then TWA had decided that Rachel should be based at Dulles Airport in Virginia—meaning that her flights would originate and terminate there, even though she was trying to make a home for herself with her new husband on the coast of North Carolina.

Rachel had a difficult time adjusting to military life. In fact, she never quite did, though to be fair, she did her best. She watched how many other new service wives reacted to their husbands' line of work, but she never felt like she fit in. No matter how hard she tried, Rachel couldn't tell a corporal from a colonel and wasn't about to surrender her life to simply become an extension of her husband's career. And with deployment following deployment, she figured out why her husband's friends would joke, “If the Marine Corps had wanted you to have a wife, they would have issued you one.” Stuck miles from her family and exhausted from racing up and down Interstate 95 for her flight assignments, Rachel was heartsick and terribly lonely. When he was home, her husband seemed totally unaware of the problem.

Newman wasn't quite as oblivious as he seemed. He just didn't know what to do about his wife's growing unhappiness. He had confided to one or two of his comrades that his wife “wasn't really happy.” One of them had suggested that he might want to try marriage counseling. But to a self-made man like Peter Newman, that implied weakness, and besides, he thought, real men don't need outsiders to solve their marital problems.

By 1985, Newman was a captain—already decorated for service in Grenada, Beirut, and Central America—and on the fast track to future promotions. He was assigned as a tactics instructor back at the “Basic School” in Quantico, where he and Rachel had met seven years earlier. He decided that if they bought a house, she'd feel like she had more ties to him and it might give them a place of their own from which to build a relationship.

They found a place in Falls Church, Virginia. Newman knew it would be a long daily commute for him, but Rachel had loved the place at first sight—it was convenient to Dulles and she'd simply had enough of living in the cramped, run-down quarters on sprawling bases like Lejeune and Quantico.

When they first saw the house on Creswell Drive, surrounded by towering oaks and maples, complete with a fenced backyard and quiet neighborhood, Rachel had excitedly said, “It's perfect for raising a family! We can put a sandbox over there, and you can hang a swing from that branch right there and give our kids lots of rides!” Rachel, the romantic, dreamed about how she could turn a house into a home.

Now, almost a decade later, there was no swing, no sandbox, and no kids. And every time Newman looked at that inviting branch on the maple tree in the backyard, he would think of Rachel's two miscarriages and hate the tree for mocking his virility and his wife's infertility.

After completing his three-year stint teaching tactics to new officers at the Basic School, Newman had been rewarded with a year as a student at Quantico's Amphibious Warfare School. While there, he was deep-selected for major, and after graduation, he was assigned to command the Second Force Reconnaissance Company at Camp Lejeune, North Carolina. He and Rachel rented what they called “the house on Creswell” to a Navy commander assigned to the Pentagon. When Newman and his wife moved back into the house in 1992, he'd insisted on repainting the entire interior. The Navy commander and his family had decorated one of the upstairs bedrooms as a nursery. Newman now used it as his home office.
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As Newman made the turn off Sleepy Hollow Drive, he noticed for the first time a dark-blue, late-model Chrysler sedan making the turn behind him. It hung back about a block, but he saw it as it followed him onto Creswell. And as he turned into his driveway, the Chrysler cruised past, two men in suits sitting in the front seat. Newman memorized the license plate number, make, and model, for later, in case it was something to warrant his suspicion. His first thought was that this was Harrod's way of keeping tabs on him, and he resented it.

He let himself in from the attached garage, shut off the security alarm, ran upstairs to the bedroom that he occasionally shared with his wife, and began changing clothes. He figured that Dr. Harrod wouldn't be hard to please—he'd be happy with anything that wasn't a uniform. He chose a dark blue pinstripe suit and a white shirt. As he was putting a half-Windsor knot in his best blue-and-gold regimental-striped tie, he saw the note on his dresser.



Dear P. J.—I drew this afternoon's flight to Chicago. Tomorrow I fly to San Diego and then back here. I'll stay at the airport and nap. My next assignment is to fly to London from Dulles and the turnaround back here. I should be back Friday night. I left a salad for your dinner. Love, R.



“Great. More rabbit food,” Newman mumbled to himself. For whatever reason, the Rachel who had once loved a good steak had suddenly become a vegetarian. On those rare evenings when they actually sat down to eat together, she would serve him up a big plate of green stuff with the admonition, “If you eat this you'll live longer.”

And he would invariably reply, “If this is all I get to eat, who wants to live any longer?” The humor she initially found in this line was very short-lived.

Knowing that weather or mechanical problems could cancel her flight, Newman flipped over his wife's note and wrote,



R—Couldn't get out of the White House assignment. Don't have an office phone number yet. Will leave a message on your pager when I know what it is. Will probably be late. Don't wait up. Love, P. J.



He left the note on her dresser, wondering as he did so why he even bothered.

After checking his outfit in the mirror, Newman set the security alarm, locked up the house, and eased his car down the driveway onto the street. It was still raining hard, and as he was wondering half aloud if it was going to change to snow, he noticed the blue car easing away from the curb nearly a block away. It followed him onto Route 50 as he headed back into Washington, but stayed a respectable ten to twenty car lengths back all the way into the city. Newman took the E-Street Expressway off the Roosevelt Bridge and soon pulled up to the South West Gate on West Executive Avenue.

A uniformed Secret Service officer came out from the guard booth as he pulled his Tahoe up to the gate. Newman rolled down the window and showed the officer his new White House ID and the “West Exec” parking pass. The guard checked the ID, the parking pass, the car's license, and said, “You're Space 73, Mr. Newman. It's about halfway up on the left, just past the OEOB entrance.”

“OEOB?”

“Old Executive Office Building.”

Newman nodded, wondering what else he needed to know just to work here every day. One thing he had just learned was that the White House Access System computers somewhere in the OEOB had already been updated to reflect his new status. He had been “Major Newman” the first time he'd entered the eighteen-acre White House complex that morning. Now he was “Mr. Newman.”

As he pulled into the numbered space, he noticed that the dark-blue Chrysler hadn't pulled into the gate behind him. Newman couldn't see it turn north on 17th and pull into the garage beneath the modern, red brick façade of the New Executive Office Building, just across Pennsylvania Avenue from the White House.

As he entered the green-canopied West Wing entrance, the civilianclad Marine removed his raincoat and walked up to the Secret Service agent who was seated at a desk just inside the door. Before he could even take out his White House ID, the agent said, “Dr. Harrod will see you in the Situation Room, Mr. Newman.”

Instead of going up the stairs to the National Security Advisor's office where he had been earlier in the day, Newman turned right, down a corridor past the White House Mess—“the most exclusive restaurant in Washington”—and walked up to a massive wooden door at the end of the hallway. Before he could slide his White House pass through the card reader and put his forehead up against the optical scanner, he heard the metallic click of the electronic lock being opened. Somewhere above him there was a camera he couldn't see. And at someplace he didn't know, a person he'd probably never meet already knew who he was—and that he was expected. It made Newman vaguely uneasy.

A cheerful young man greeted him enthusiastically as he entered. “Good afternoon, Mr. Newman. I'm Specialist Jonathan Yardley; welcome to the Situation Room. Dr. Harrod's in the conference room on the phone with the President. He'll signal us when it's time for you to go in.” Yardley gestured to two lights—one green, the other red—above a door in front of them. The red light was illuminated.

“While we're waiting, why don't I show you around?” And without waiting for an answer, the younger man started walking Newman around and introducing him to the five men and two women on duty. The facility was smaller than Newman had thought it would be, but it looked for all intents and purposes like any other headquarters operations center—except that everyone was in civilian clothes.

“This is the second watch. We have five watch sections, seven duty officers, and a senior watch officer for each. I'm the SWO for this watch. Unless there's a major crisis, we rotate the watch every eight hours. Most of us are warrant officers in the military, but some are detailed here from the CIA, NSA, State Department, FBI, Treasury, and Department of Energy. Everyone here has clearances for every security compartment. And nearly all of us have been here for ten years or more.”

There was a quiet hum of activity. Newman noticed that the phones chirped instead of ringing, and that everyone had a computer console in a small carrel. He also saw that the phones didn't have standard dial pads; rather, the dial pad was on the computer screen. Each screen had rows of colored boxes with labels: POTUS, FLOTUS, VPOTUS, STATE, OSD, DCI, NMCC, FBI OPS, JUSTICE, TREASURY, and COAST GUARD. Newman was surprised to note that one of the boxes was labeled: UN OPS CTR.

Yardley continued, “Every department and agency has its own watch center. We can connect with any one of them or contact them all simultaneously in the event of a crisis. Over here,” Yardley gestured to a carrel in the corner, “we're having WHCA”—he pronounced it wha-cah—“install a monitoring system for the watch officer who will be keeping track of you.”

“What's WHCA?” Newman asked.

“Sorry,” responded Yardley. “We get so used to the local lingo, we sometimes forget that not everybody knows it. WHCA stands for the White House Communications Agency. You never hear about it, even though more than five hundred people are assigned to it—mostly from the Air Force and Army—though there are a few Marines, I think. WHCA is responsible for all presidential communications, both secure and unclassified. They handle all of the encryption systems, make sure that the President can launch or stop a nuclear war, and generally install and maintain everything from computers to telephones to secure video links so that the President can be in touch with anyone, anywhere, anytime.”

Before Newman could ask what “keeping track” of him meant, there was an electronic ping and Yardley looked toward the lights over the conference room door. The green light had come on. “It looks like the National Security Advisor is ready for you now. We don't want to keep the doctor waiting, do we?”

“No, I suppose not,” Newman muttered, wanting to ask a litany of questions but knowing that they'd have to wait.

“Well, welcome aboard and good luck,” said the loquacious watch officer, holding out his hand. And then as Newman shook it, “I sure hope you'll fare better than your predecessor.”

Taken aback, Newman started to ask what had happened to his predecessor when the conference room door swung open and Jabba the Hutt bellowed, “I can't wait all day, Newman. What's going on here?”

It occurred to Newman that it was an entirely appropriate question.


MASSACRE
IN MOGADISHU
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CHAPTER TWO





Situation Room

________________________________________

The White House

Washington, D.C.

Tuesday, 29 November 1994

1510 Hours, Local



Nice of you to make it, Newman,” Dr. Harrod said sarcastically. His reprimand was loud enough for the whole staff to hear it. “It might occur to you that I don't have time for you to socialize with these people—they have work to do, and so do I.” Newman's face flushed with embarrassment, and as he entered the conference room, he was aware that Yardley and all of his situation room personnel had their eyes riveted on him.

The National Security Advisor was in his shirtsleeves, his suit coat draped over one of the twenty or so chairs in the room where presidents had been meeting with their most trusted advisors since Dwight David Eisenhower. It was, Newman observed, a very small room for so many big decisions.

As they moved into the wood-paneled conference room, Harrod closed the door behind them and said, “Those are better clothes. Now all you need is hair.” Harrod laughed at his own little joke. Newman did not.

“Sit down.” Newman sat, taking a seat across the smooth, polished mahogany table from Harrod—unaware that the Director of Central Intelligence usually occupied the chair that he had chosen during meetings of the National Security Council. On the table was a file folder with a green-bordered cover sheet. Although it was upside down from where he sat, Newman could read the bold print:



TOP SECRET
CODEWORD ACCESS REQUIRED
EYES ONLY FOR THE PRESIDENT



Harrod, still standing, looked totally unkempt. His tie had been loosened to keep from choking his fat neck, but it still ended abruptly a good four inches above his belt. The National Security Advisor's considerable paunch made the gap between the buttons on his shirt front swell into little ovals, and it seemed to Newman that they were about to pop. And despite the November weather and cool temperature in the room, Harrod's shirt was sweat-soaked beneath his arms. Lighting a cigar, he sat down, shoved several loose pages of paper into the file folder, and looked up at the Marine. “I just got off the phone with the President. He's authorized me to proceed. You are now officially the director of the Special Projects office. I'll give you a list of who can know about this assignment; it'll be short. As far as anyone else is concerned, you're a military assistant to the National Security Advisor. Understood?”

“No, Dr. Harrod, it's not understood. Nor do I understand why I was followed home and then back here by a dark-blue, late-model Chrysler with smoked-glass windows, more antennas than a cell-phone tower, and a D.C. license, ISL-355.”

“Very good, Newman. I'm glad you noticed. I had you followed. The men in that car will very shortly be working for you. I had you tailed for three reasons. First, to make sure that you didn't go running back to the Marines to whine about this assignment; second, it's good training for them; and third, to see how observant you are. You passed. They failed.”

“Exactly what is this job, Dr. Harrod?” Newman asked. There was still anger in his voice.

“Relax, Mr. Newman. This is going to take a few minutes. After I'm finished you can ask all the questions you want. Then I'll take you over to the OEOB, show you your office, and introduce you to your new colleagues.

“You may not want to be here, Newman, but you're here for a reason. Even though you only got your orders last Friday to report to the NSC, you were very carefully selected. You're here because of what happened in Mogadishu, Somalia, in October of last year.” At that, Harrod paused, for Newman reacted just the way he expected—as if he had been struck—though the Marine said nothing.

Quieter, in a whisper that he substituted for sympathy and sincerity, Harrod continued. “I know that your brother was one of those Army Rangers who were killed. I'm sorry. It never should have happened.” Harrod paused again.

Harrod had brought up images and feelings that Newman had tried to repress for more than a year. He moistened his lips but said nothing. His new boss continued. “You're here because we want to make sure that what happened to your brother James never happens again. The President is adamant that those who did it be appropriately punished. We think that you're the right person to make sure that Mohammed Farrah Aidid never commits another atrocity and that he becomes an example to the entire world of what happens to those who kill Americans and UN peacekeepers.” Harrod waited to let his words sink in.

The Marine stared hard at the polished tabletop, struggling for control and adamant that this civilian not see his emotion. It seemed awkward to hear his brother called James. Newman knew his younger brother as Jimmy and then Jim. His brother—not quite four years his junior—had been buried in Arlington Cemetery for a little more than a year.

Peter Newman recalled those events and felt, ironically, that the man responsible for sending his only brother to his death was only one floor above, in the Oval Office. And now Newman would be working for him.

Harrod flicked the ash off his cigar and watched to see if he had wrung any emotion out of the Marine. Only a brief glistening in his eyes betrayed any feelings he'd had over the events of last year. And Newman blinked a few times more than usual. But other than that, Harrod couldn't tell whether he was getting through to the Marine or not—or even how much the Marine cared about his brother.

Harrod was going to change the subject, but the interview was interrupted by a beeping from his pager. “Excuse me, Newman. I've gotta take this call.” He went to the other end of the room and punched one of the numbers listed in the phone's speed-dial list. He droned on for several minutes, his voice just low enough for Newman not to hear. But it didn't matter. The Marine's thoughts were elsewhere.
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If anything, Peter Newman was more proud of Captain James Bedford Newman, U.S. Army, West Point class of '84, than he was of his own military résumé. His brother had indeed been a Ranger, just as Harrod said. But in 1992, after serving in Desert Storm, the soft-spoken, lanky officer with the big shoulders and even bigger smile had quietly volunteered for Delta Force, the Army's elite, supersecret, counterterrorist outfit. The “Dreaded-D,” based at Fort Bragg, North Carolina, selected only the best for its ranks. After months of harsh, grueling training, during which all but 9 of the 103 soldiers in his class dropped out, Captain Jim Newman became a Delta Force team leader. And little more than a year later, he was dead—killed on the night of October 3, 1993, during the bloodiest twenty-four hours of combat that the U.S. military had experienced since the Vietnam War.

The thirty-three-year-old officer had been part of a specially organized unit comprised of more than 450 Rangers from Fort Benning, Georgia; Newman's Delta Force Squadron from Fort Bragg, North Carolina; Navy SEALs out of Norfolk, Virginia; USAF para-rescue jumpers (PJs); and airmen of the 160th Special Operations Aviation Regiment—the “Night Stalkers.”

Dubbed “Task Force Ranger” by the Pentagon, this extraordinary group of highly trained specialists had been secretly dispatched to war-torn Mogadishu, Somalia, in August 1993. Their mission: to capture or kill the murderous Somali warlord Mohammed Farrah Aidid, or, failing that, to disable his brutal Somalia National Alliance (SNA). In his bid for power, General Aidid had declared war on anyone and everyone and didn't care that he was now fighting the most powerful nation on earth.

When Captain Jim Newman and his Delta operators had deployed, he and all those with him were confident that they would deal with this petty, tinhorn despot in short order. It had all seemed so easy when they arrived at the sunbaked airport beside the Indian Ocean, less than 250 miles north of the equator. But when they landed and the airplane's door opened, the rush of hot air—literally like an oven—seemed to suck their breath away.

And from then on, it only got worse. Intelligence on Aidid's whereabouts and those of his key lieutenants was as scarce as a cold drink of water. The CIA and the Army's Intelligence Support Activity, called “ISA” by the Delta shooters, had a presence in Mogadishu, but they weren't located at the airport with Task Force Ranger. Instead, they were at the bombed-out, windowless, and vandalized former residence of the U.S. ambassador.

In his letters to his older brother back home, Jim Newman had written that there were other problems as well—the kind of problems that both Newman boys had learned to avoid at their respective service academies. In one of his early missives, shortly after arriving in Mogadishu, Jim had written, “Get this. We're the only outfit on the ground in Somalia that reports directly to U. S. command authority. All the other military units here report to the UN. God help us if we ever need real backup. I wonder if anyone back there remembers those lessons from Clausewitz on unity of command!” In the aftermath, Peter Newman would re-read his brother's words and wonder if anyone in Washington had had the same misgivings.

In his last note to his brother, written on September 20, Jim Newman had shared more of his concerns and uncertainties than ever before. Newman kept the letter in a folder in his desk.



Dear Pete,

Greetings once again from the armpit of Africa. They are calling this mission “Operation Gothic Serpent.” It's appropriate because this guy Aidid really is a snake. He not only has the home-field advantage, but he's getting outside help. Our intel guys say that Aidid is getting a big boost from a Saudi exile named Osama bin Laden. It looks as though this guy bin Laden has used his own considerable bankroll to send in a bunch of his hired guns, who have been itching for a fight ever since the Soviets pulled out of Afghanistan. The ISA guys say that bin Laden's thugs are the ones who taught the Somalis how to tinker with the fuse on an RPG so that it can be used to shoot down helicopters. It has certainly made life very interesting for all of us.

Last week the blue bonnets at the UN really botched one up big-time. Somebody told 'em that Aidid was holding a big powwow downtown, so the UN—that's right, the UN—sent six gunships in to take the building apart with TOWs and Hellfire missiles. Killed about a dozen of Aidid's cronies, but the boss was a no-show.

Aidid and this Osama guy have now declared that it's payback time and they have their “technicals”—Somalis in Toyota pickup trucks with .50-cal machine guns in the back—racing around town shooting at anything with a UN or U.S. flag As if that wasn't bad enough, when the UN “peacekeepers” from Saudi Arabia, Pakistan, and Malaysia aren't shooting at Somalis, they are holding intramural fire fights with each other. Our boss has asked for some armor to help get things back under control, and your Marines have some offshore, but apparently nobody at the Pentagon's puzzle palace wants to tell the folks at 1600 PA Ave. that this little nation-building exercise is coming unraveled.

That's it from the “war is hell” and the “disasters-in-progress” departments. Give Rachel my love. Tell Mom and Dad when you talk to them that little Jimmy is doing just fine and that, in exchange for two camels and a goat, I have purchased eleven beautiful Somali wives to look after me in my old age.



He had signed it “Rangers lead the way. Love, Jim. “And then at the very bottom of the page, he had penned: “P.S. Tell Mom and our sister that I am saying my prayers!”

Less than two weeks after he sent that letter, forty-two days after he and his comrades arrived in Somalia, Jim Newman and seventeen of his fellow Delta Force operators, Rangers, and airmen were dead and seventy-three others were wounded. The next communication that Peter Newman read about his brother was the stark Mailgram that his parents had received on October 5, the day after a ritual visit by an Army colonel and a military chaplain to their home along the Hudson River in upstate New York. The Mailgram left them with more questions than answers:



DEAR BRIGADIER GEN. AND MRS. NEWMAN:

THIS CONFIRMS PERSONAL NOTIFICATION MADE TO YOU BY A REPRESENTATIVE OF THE SECRETARY OF THE ARMY THAT YOUR SON, CAPTAIN JAMES B. NEWMAN, DIED AT MOGADISHU SOMALIA ON 3 OCTOBER 1993. ANY QUESTIONS YOU MAY HAVE SHOULD BE DIRECTED TO YOUR CASUALTY ASSISTANCE OFFICER. PLEASE ACCEPT MY DEEPEST SYMPATHY IN YOUR BEREAVEMENT.



SINCERELY,
WILLIAM E. WILKES, COLONEL, U.S. ARMY



Peter Newman didn't have to turn to the casualty assistance officer for answers to his questions, for he knew much more about his brother's death than the terse official Army notification had revealed. At Headquarters Marine Corps—“HQMC” to Marines—Newman had been responsible for briefing the Marines' senior officers on all issues regarding “Special Operations,” the euphemism to describe activities conducted by units like Marine Force Reconnaissance, the Navy SEALs, and the supersecret Delta Force.

The military's Special Operations units are comprised of highly trained warriors, all volunteers, handpicked to do the most difficult and dangerous tasks in the U.S. armed forces. They are the ones called upon to conduct deep reconnaissance, collect covert intelligence, rescue hostages, operate “behind the lines,” “take out” terrorists, and succeed in real-life “impossible” missions.

Newman's job at the HQMC had required that he pore over highly classified after-action reports and back-channel cables between the commanders of these units and their home bases, extract “lessons learned,” and incorporate them into Marine Corps doctrine. Many of the reports he had sent in from the field years before, when he had commanded the Second Force Reconnaissance Company, were still in the locked files of his office at HQMC.

Now, thirteen months after his brother's horrible death, here he was sitting in the White House Situation Room while his new boss prattled on over the phone. Newman could still vividly recall how he had learned the terrible news.
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At 6:55 A.M. on Sunday, October 3, 1993, the Marine Headquarters Command Center duty officer had called Newman at his home in Falls Church. Newman was already up, and as was his practice when his wife was out of town, he'd already been out for an early morning three-mile run in the crisp, early autumn dawn.

“Major Newman? Warrant Officer Davidson, here at the command center. Sorry to bother you on the weekend, but NMCC has advised us that a hostile-fire event is going down in Mogadishu. There's a lot of secure traffic coming across, and CMC is going to want a brief on this in the morning.”

“Roger that, Gunner. I'll be there in about forty minutes.” Newman knew that's how long it would take him to shower, change into his uniform, and drive to the Navy Annex, the official name for the five-story World War II—era, faded yellow brick row of warehouses that the Marines called HQMC.

Rachel was due into Dulles that afternoon, inbound on a flight from London, so Newman left a note for her before heading into town. He turned his radio to 1500 AM, Washington's all-news station. There was a report on rumors of a coup being plotted against Boris Yeltsin in Moscow, a story about the President's travel itinerary for a trip to the West Coast, and a sports piece hyping Monday evening's Washington Redskins game in Miami. There was nothing at all in the newscast about events happening a third of the way around the world in Somalia.

It was shortly before 7:45 A.M. when Newman arrived at the HQMC security gate, and it was immediately obvious to him that he wasn't the only one to have gotten a call from the command center. On a Sunday morning in peacetime the headquarters parking lot should be nearly empty. Instead, several dozen cars were parked inside the fence surrounding the building. He noticed that his boss, Lieutenant General George Grisham, the deputy chief of staff for Operations and Plans, was already there. Clearly, something big affecting the U.S. military was happening. Newman recognized the feeling that was growing in his gut. It wasn't hunger from not eating breakfast. It was dread.

Newman bounded up two flights of stairs to what everyone else in the world would have called the third floor. But not the Marines. In keeping with the tradition of the naval service, the ground floor was known as “zero deck,” the second floor was first deck, the third floor was known as the second deck, and so on.

Most of the “heavies,” or the general officers, had their offices on the second deck, as did the commandant, the top Marine. Because the corps was so very small, they all knew Newman, and even though the assignment was highly classified, they also knew he had a brother serving with Delta who had been dispatched with Task Force Ranger to Mogadishu. Newman went immediately to the command center and presented his ID card to the sentry, a Marine corporal.

After checking the ID card against a list of names on a clipboard and making sure that the photo on the card matched the officer standing in front of him, the corporal hit a button beneath the counter. There was a buzzing sound as the electronic lock on the door opened and Newman stepped into the command center.

Inside, he was greeted by a quiet hum of activity and a dozen people—five more than the usual contingent of watch officers, noncommissioned officers, and communicators. Two technicians were bent over one of the secure video receivers. The screen was mostly a mass of visual static, but occasionally it would shimmer with the aerial view of a sunbaked city and its streets and buildings. Even from the intermittent images, Newman knew what he was seeing: the city of Mogadishu from several thousand feet in the air, captured by high-powered video cameras mounted on a Navy EP-3 Orion surveillance aircraft. The images flickering on the screen were beamed from the plane flying at ten thousand feet over eastern Africa, up to a satellite, and back down to U.S. military commanders and intelligence centers at the airport in Mogadishu, and to intelligence and command centers in Florida, North Carolina, Washington, and other sensitive military installations.

As Newman leaned over the monitor in hopes that the adjustments made by the two techs would bring up a steady picture, his boss hung up one of the secure phones—the direct link to the National Military Command Center at the Pentagon.

“Pete, I'm glad you're here,” said General Grisham. “I'm not going to beat around the bush. About two hours ago your brother's Delta team was sent into the Black Sea in Mog to snatch a couple of Aidid's thugs. His D-boys got to their objective and took the target subjects into custody, but two Black Hawks have gone down and now ninety-nine Delta operators and Rangers are stranded in a really bad part of town.”

“Bad part of town” was putting it mildly. The Marines, first sent to Somalia in 1992 and then pulled out in May of 1993, had irreverently started calling the area around Mogadishu's Bakara Market the “Black Sea.” It was a stronghold for Mohammed Farrah Aidid and his Habr Gidr clan, and the place where he recruited thousands of young fighters for his so-called Somali National Alliance. The “Black Sea” handle stuck, and it was now commonplace to refer to the neighborhood by its racially tinged nickname. It was not the place for a gunfight.

Newman listened as General Grisham continued. “I've reminded the Joint Staff that in addition to help from the Tenth Mountain Division Quick Reaction Force, they also have a Marine Expeditionary Unit with tanks, light armored vehicles, helos, gunships, and Harriers aboard the amphibious ready group offshore. It's almost 1600 hours out there now. They think that they will be able to get everyone out before dark, but I'm not so sure.”

Newman wasn't so sure either. He had been to Mogadishu twice with his Force Recon Teams—but that was before the new commander in chief had rolled into town with his team of “nation builders.” Since then, things had gone from bad to worse in Somalia, and now, of all things, the UN was in charge!

The general looked down at his notes, then back at Newman. “The chairman has called for a planners' meeting in the Tank at 1300. I want you and Colonel Weeks to work up some options for us, and let's see if we can help them figure a way to get your brother out of this mess without getting him or any more Americans hurt.”

The next twenty-four hours were the worst that Peter Newman had known in all his thirty-seven years. He'd been shot at and hit more than once during his fifteen years in the Marines. Yet, even when things had been critical in combat, he felt like he was always able to do something to alter the outcome, no matter how dire the circumstances. But now he was in an intolerable situation: stuck in a high-tech command center in Washington, but unable to command anything. The room was full of electronic gadgets that allowed him to monitor events as they occurred; yet he was helpless—relegated to playing the role of a long-distance, impotent witness to a personal horror. For only the third time in his life, he thought to himself, If I knew how to pray, I would.

For the rest of Sunday and on into the predawn hours of Monday, Newman spent nearly every minute in the HQMC command center, piecing together bits of message traffic, fragments of desperate radio calls, and occasional pictures on the secure video link. By the time General Grisham had returned from his meeting at the Pentagon, it was dark in Mogadishu, and the intermittent signals received on the secure video link were no longer in color. Instead, the infrared, heat-sensitive cameras mounted on the EP-3 surveillance planes sent video pictures that showed up on the monitors as an eerie, green monochrome. Yet, because of its resolution and clarity, thousands of Somali guerrillas and civilians could be seen moving around the tiny perimeter in the heart of a hostile African city where Jim Newman and ninety-eight other Americans were slowly being cut to pieces by Somali machine guns, AK-47s, and rocket-propelled grenades (RPGs). It vaguely occurred to Newman that William Travis and his 182 Texans hadn't been this outnumbered at the Alamo.

General Grisham called Newman aside and said quietly, “This is a real mess, and it's gonna take a lot of prayer to get those boys outta there. Even though the White House sent the D-boys and Rangers in to get Aidid, they are now saying that the UN needs to find a political solution!” Then he added, “I wish that the guys who think they're running this war knew what end is up. From the beginning, the troops in Mog have had no decent intel, and every time the orders are cut, they get conflicting signals. Now that we've got a bunch of troops on the ground in big trouble, nobody over at the White House seems to know what to do. All they seem to know is what they don't want us to do—and that's send in a whole lot more Americans to rescue the Rangers and Delta. When I suggested that we land the MEU sitting offshore, the chairman called over to the White House, and the National Security Advisor told him to let the UN work it out. They're smoking something other than tobacco at 1600 Pennsylvania Avenue if they think the UN can get their act together in time to save these guys in the Black Sea!”

After delivering this appalling assessment, the general turned to Newman and the senior watch officer, Warrant Officer Bill Sturdevan, and said, “I'll be down in my office. Let me know if there are any developments.” Newman went back to his lonely vigil, monitoring the satellite communications and incoming cables, and hoping that his brother would come out of this alive.

Shortly before dawn in Mogadishu, a rescue force of Rangers, Delta Force specialists, Tenth Mountain Division soldiers, Malaysians, and Pakistanis punched through the three miles from the airport to the surrounded Rangers and Delta Force operators dying in the “Black Sea.” But by then, though his brother didn't know it, Captain James Newman, dehydrated, bloody from wounds received during nearly eight hours of battle, hoarse from shouting above the din of nonstop gunfire, was dead. He had been killed instantly by the earsplitting, flesh-searing burst of a rocket-propelled grenade. As the blast of the RPG snuffed out his life, James Bedford Newman was trying to protect one of the grievously wounded crewmen from the first of the two downed Black Hawk helicopters.

At the Marine command center, the watch officers and duty section shifts had changed three times by early Monday. But other than taking time out to refill a large mug with coffee and the inevitable call of nature that it produced, Newman stayed glued to a communications console in the corner of the room. In addition to all the secure communications gear, the center had several standard television sets tuned to normal cable and network broadcasts, which stayed on, muted in the background, throughout the long day and night.

But until early Monday morning there had been no mention of the horrible battle underway in Mogadishu.

And even the first news broadcasts simply said that “several American soldiers” had been killed and others wounded in an “exchange of gunfire” in Somalia. There were no names or units and no footage, only a map on the screen so Americans wouldn't have to consult an atlas while they prepared breakfast.

At the Pentagon and other military command centers in the U.S., casualty reports had been coming in throughout the night—with estimated numbers of killed and wounded but no names. Then, just before Monday's sunrise in Washington, the National Security Agency alerted all U.S. military commands that a European TV crew was sending video to their network in Paris on a United Nations press uplink. The message simply stated, “The video purports to depict U.S. casualties.” No one, certainly not Peter Newman, was prepared for what was on the video.

Less than five minutes after NSA's alert notification, the intercepted signal came up on one of the command center's secure video links. The audio portion was unintelligible, but the video was unmistakable and grotesque: the bodies of two American soldiers were shown being dragged down dusty streets and mutilated by mobs of jeering Somalis. In the two-minute-forty-second-long videotape, the cameras captured the unforgettable images of enraged crowds jabbing the corpses with AK-47s, beating the bloody bodies with sticks, kicking them, all the while chanting and screaming. Some were laughing crazily.

The entire command center duty section gathered in front of the monitor and watched in horrified silence, utterly sickened. Master Sergeant John Murphy, a tough veteran infantryman who wore a Silver Star and a Purple Heart from Vietnam along with a Bronze Star from combat in the Gulf War, sat at one of the consoles and said, “Oh, dear God—how can this be happening? We were sent there to help those people!” Newman felt bile rising in his throat as his near-empty stomach reacted in revulsion to the images on the screen, his heart racing with adrenaline as he peered at the bodies, telling himself that neither looked like his brother.

When the transmission was over, Staff Sergeant Janet Howard, the only woman on this watch, had tears flowing down her face. Her husband, a gunnery sergeant, was assigned to the MEU aboard the Navy Amphibious Ready Group lying off Mogadishu. “They won't let those pictures be broadcast here, will they?” she asked no one in particular.

“Top.” Murphy looked up and with burning cynicism born of too many years in uniform replied, “That videotape will be on every network by tonight's evening news.” But he was wrong. Every network had the tape by noon and repeated it ad nauseum for days.

Just before noon the first confirmed names of the casualties came in on a classified message from the Joint Special Operations Command. When the message popped up on the screens in the center, there was a sudden hush as though all the air had escaped from the room. Everyone knew why Major Peter Newman had been there day and night for almost thirty hours.

The message was preceded by the ominous admonition:



CONFIDENTIAL
CASUALTY REPORT - NOT FOR RELEASE TO PUBLIC AFFAIRS.

And immediately below:

WARNING: UNDER NO CIRCUMSTANCES MAY SPECIAL
MISSION PERSONNEL BE IDENTIFIED BY UNIT.
ALL PERSONNEL SHALL BE DESIGNATED AS
“RANGERS” IN NOK NOTIFICATIONS AND ANY
SUBSEQUENT PAO RELEASES.

Finally, just above the list of names:

THIS CAS REP IS ACCURATE BUT INCOMPLETE.



His heart racing, Newman scanned down the alphabetical list to be used for notifying next of kin of those who were killed in action. His emotions were both hopeful and fearful. And then his eyes stopped, and he read the horrible words: NEWMAN, JAMES B., CAPT. U.S. ARMY, KIA. NOTIFY NOK.

Peter Newman had been in the Marines too long to hope that this was some kind of error. He stared in shock at the screen for a moment and then, without a word to the others in the command center, got up from the communications console, and with his jaws clenched, bolted for the men's head down the hall. He held himself in check until the door swung closed behind him. First his stomach ejected what little it had in it. Then came the tears.

When he regained his composure, he went down the hallway to his office, ran an electric razor over his face, and walked down the corridor to General Grisham's office. He was ushered in without fanfare. That kind of word spread quickly in the Corps, the “Band of Brothers.”

“Pete, I'm sorry about Jim. He was a good soldier,” said the general. His face was a mask of sorrow and sadness.

“Yes sir, he was, and a great brother too. I think I'd better take a day or two of leave and go up to New York and see my folks. I'd like to be there when the casualty assistance officer makes his call. My mom is going to take this awfully hard.” Newman's voice, despite his efforts to control it, cracked as he spoke those last words.

“Go ahead, son. Have Staff Sergeant Winsat take care of the paperwork. Please give your parents my sincere regrets.”

Newman went back to his office. While he waited for Winsat, who was the Ops & Plans administration chief, to bring down the leave papers, he called TWA Operations, Rachel's employer, at National Airport to see if they could help him make reservations for the next available flight to Albany, New York. He had no trouble getting a seat on such short notice. One of the advantages of marrying an airline crewmember was the courtesy extended to employees—even of a different airline—when there was a legitimate emergency. The death of a brother certainly qualified as such a priority.

After reserving his seat, Newman drove home, shaved and showered, and packed an overnight bag. Before heading to the airport, he wrote a note to Rachel, informing her what he was doing. They had talked on the phone briefly when she had returned the night before from London. Now she was at a special crew training session out at Dulles Airport. Newman decided that he wanted to deal with his brother's death alone, and instead of asking her to go with him, he merely wrote:



Rachel,

Thanks for calling last night when you returned from your flight. I just learned that Jim was killed in Somalia. I'm headed to Albany to break the news to Mom and Dad. Hope to be back on Wed. morning. I'll try and call you tonight. Love, P. J.



He contemplated calling his parents to tell them he was coming but decided that such an unexpected call would forewarn them that something was wrong. They knew that their youngest son was in Somalia. They watched the news. They also knew Jim had been doing dangerous things. Though Newman dreaded the task, he knew that he should be the one to deliver this terrible message.
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Pete and Jim Newman had been inseparable as kids. Though three and a half years is not a small gap between siblings, the brothers had hiked, hunted, fished, and canoed together from the time the younger one was old enough to keep up. There was hardly a spot in the Hudson River Valley, the Adirondacks to the north, the Berkshires to the east, or the Catskills to the west that the boys hadn't explored.

The Newman boys grew up outdoors. They were both Boy Scouts; Jim had gone all the way to Eagle. Their career military father taught them how to bait a hook with a worm or a minnow, how to tie flies, and how to cast them into the riffle of a quick, cold stream so that the wild trout would invite themselves to dinner. He taught them how to lead a fast-flying pheasant with a shotgun, how to stalk a deer in the cold autumn air, and how to dress out the game they bagged.

When they weren't in the woods, the brothers engaged in various entrepreneurial ventures: they shared a paper route, mowed lawns together in the summers, raked leaves in the fall, and had a thriving walk-shoveling business every winter. They pooled the money they earned and bought a third-hand, wooden-strake Olde Towne canoe and more hiking, camping, hunting, and fishing gear than a small sporting goods store could hold. When they were older, they acquired an old 1951 Ford from a junkyard. To their mother's great anxiety, they abandoned their bicycles to become amateur automotive engineers and vacant lot stock-car racers.

The boys were indivisible until Peter went off to the Naval Academy in 1974. When Jim graduated from high school three years later, he enlisted in the Army, qualified for Jump School, and earned an appointment to West Point from his father's World War II outfit, the Eighty-second. And even then, whenever they managed to get home together on leave, Pete and Jim put on their backpacks and took off for days to hike the Appalachian Trail. On each of those treks, they renewed their pact to someday hike the whole 2,043 miles of the trail, from Maine to Georgia. They just couldn't figure out when. Now it would never happen.
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Before boarding his flight at National Airport, Newman tried to call his sister in Newport, Rhode Island, to tell her the awful news about their brother. Nancy had followed her mother's footsteps into nursing—but in the Navy instead of the Army. Now Nancy was a lieutenant in the Navy and was running a ward at the Naval Hospital where her husband was a doctor. Newman secretly envied his sister for finding a mate who seemed to love her as much as she loved him, for being able to see each other every day, and for having two great kids. Trying hard not to let the sadness in his heart be heard in his voice, he left a message on Nancy's home phone, asking her to page him as soon as she got the message.

Exhausted from his desperate all-night vigil, Newman did what most professional soldiers do aboard ships, planes, or vehicles in which they are merely passengers: he was asleep before the wheels were up on the U.S. Air commuter jet. He awoke with a start almost two hours later as they began their descent into Albany. Whether it was the brief nap or the effects of the adrenaline that had been coursing through him for the previous thirty-two hours, Newman felt strangely alert. It was the kind of thing he'd experienced in combat—an extra measure of awareness, a sharpening of focus. Colors were brighter; sounds he would normally have ignored in the background were pronounced.

When the cabin door opened, Newman grabbed his overnight bag out of the overhead compartment and made his way to the Hertz counter. He signed the paperwork and walked hastily outside into the crisp, early autumn air. Finding the numbered space for the car he'd rented, he threw his bag into the Pontiac and exited the airport toward N.Y. Route 9, heading south for Kinderhook and a meeting that filled him with dread.

It was almost 4:00 P.M. when he pulled into the driveway of the little farm he still thought of as home. The sun, almost down in the west, was hitting the two big maples that stood like sentinels at the entrance to the drive. The trees were just beginning to change from green to what would soon be riotous hues of red, orange, and yellow. How many times did Jim and I rake those leaves together? he thought to himself.

As Newman rounded the curve in the drive, he could see the old, white farmhouse surrounded by the white picket fence that he and Jim had been press-ganged into painting during a high-school summer vacation. There was the red barn where he and his brother had played in the loft, and from which they had been summoned to meals, arriving with hay hanging from their hair. Behind the house and barn was the little apple orchard where on long summer days the Newman boys had played soldiers, cops and robbers, cowboys and Indians, and capture the flag—always on the same side against other boys in the neighborhood.

Newman felt a deep sickening feeling in his gut as he remembered his brother, and he choked back the sob that caught in his throat.

And then he noticed the strange car in the driveway. It wasn't his dad's big Lincoln or his mother's red Jeep Cherokee. If they were home, their vehicles would be, in accord with “Newman Family Standard Operating Procedures,” parked in the garage.

Newman pulled up beside the dark-green Ford Crown Victoria. The plate on the back read, U.S. Government GSA-3721. But on the door in small block printing it said, U.S. Army. He felt at once sick and then a little ashamed. He felt guilty because he had a sense of relief that he didn't have to be the one to tell his parents that their son was dead.

Instead of going around to the front entrance, he let himself in the back door without knocking and walked into the “the boys' mud room” as his mother called it. Once inside, he walked quietly through the kitchen, dining room, and front hallway into the living room. His father was seated on the couch, leaning forward, elbows on knees, talking quietly to two men in Army dress green uniforms who were seated on straight-back chairs. His mother was nowhere to be seen, although Peter could detect the faint scent of the only perfume he could ever remember her wearing, Chanel No. 5. He recalled that when he and Jim were little boys, they would chip in every Mother's Day to buy her a bottle of it.

All three men looked up and rose as one when Peter entered the room. The younger Newman walked up to his father, and without a word, embraced the older man as both began to cry unashamedly.

Neither of the Newman boys had ever seen their dad cry. He was their hero. He had been wounded leading a platoon of the Eighty-second Airborne Division in France in World War II. During Harry Truman's “police action” in Korea, a Chinese communist bullet had punched a hole in his gut and a grenade had mangled his legs. While the doctors were trying to patch him back together in a hospital in Japan, a pretty Army nurse named Alice Atkinson was working to mend his shattered spirit.

By the time Major John C. Newman was well enough to go back to the States, he and the pretty nurse were in love. And even though she was almost nine years younger than the badly wounded soldier, she agreed to marry him. Alice Atkinson and John Newman were married in the chapel at Fort Meyer, Virginia, in April of 1955. His colleagues from the Army staff, in their dress uniforms, formed an arch of swords for the bride and groom to walk beneath as they exited the chapel under a hail of rice thrown by her fellow nurses.

The birthplaces of the Newman children reflected the nomadic odyssey of a typical American military family. Peter was born the following May in the Army hospital at Fort Drum, New York. Nancy, the only girl, arrived in 1957 in the Army hospital at Crailsheim, Germany. And Jim was born in 1960 in Italy while their dad was commanding the Airborne Brigade at Livorno.

When the Vietnam War began in earnest in 1965, the now Brigadier General John Newman volunteered to lead one of the first Army units to deploy from Fort Benning, Georgia. But when he went to get his predeparture physical, the doctors found that adhesions from his old stomach wounds were obstructing his intestines. Two bouts with the Army surgeons were followed by a quiet retirement ceremony and a family move to a small farm along the Hudson River, north of Kinderhook, New York. The reluctantly retired brigadier general took an executive position with General Electric in Schenectady.

Now, holding his father this way—feeling the convulsions of the older man's chest against his, his dad's once-powerful shoulders shaking uncontrollably beneath his arms—it abruptly occurred to Peter Newman that his father was suddenly an old man. It had been only four months since they had last seen each other. His father and mother had stayed with Peter and Rachel for a night when they were in Washington for a reunion of the Eighty-second Airborne, the unit he'd fought with at Normandy. In the brief time since he saw him last, Brigadier General John C. Newman had seemingly aged dramatically and was now showing every one of his seventy-two years.

The two men stood like this for several moments, and then, despite their grief, began to collect themselves. Still holding the older man, Peter spoke over his father's shoulder. “I'm so sorry, Dad,” he said, the tears still streaming down his own face.

He could feel his father's whiskers against his cheek, his father's hair against his forehead. The hint of Old Spice mixed with the witch hazel his father always wore as an aftershave reminded the younger man once again of countless camping and hunting trips with “the three Newman boys” huddled against one another in the darkness.

“Thank you for coming, Peter. Your mother will be pleased. She's upstairs in the bathroom. She'll be back down in a few minutes,” the old man said, his voice constricted, barely controlled and hardly above a whisper. And then, after standing this way for a few more moments, the officer and gentleman in him reasserted control over the grieving father, and he broke the embrace with his son and said, just barely composed, “Gentlemen, this is my son, Peter. He's a major in the Marines. Peter, this is Colonel Edward Robertson. We served together in the Airborne. He's now the chief Army inspector at the GE plant in Schenectady. Major Olson here is the chaplain for the Army Reserve district in Albany.”

The two men in uniform shook hands with the younger Newman, and they all sat back down, Peter taking a place on the couch beside his father. Colonel Robertson spoke first, following a script as old as warfare itself: “Major Newman, I am the casualty assistance officer for your brother. As you apparently already know, Captain Newman was killed in action last night by hostile fire in an engagement in Mogadishu, Somalia. The Secretary of the Army extends his sincere condolences…”

Peter sat numbly through the ritual: the intonations of sympathy, the declaration that details would be forthcoming, the chaplain's offer—politely refused—to pray with the family, and finally the promise to be in touch to make arrangements for interment.

Then, just as the two uniformed officers stood to take their leave, Alice Newman entered the room and choked back a sob as she saw her sole surviving son. Peter rushed to her, and the tears came again as he embraced his mother, her head on his chest. The colonel and the chaplain stood, looking down at the carpeted floor as the son tried to console his mother.

Alice Newman had opened the door to the two officers a half hour before Peter arrived. Even before the sad-eyed Colonel Robertson could utter a word, she knew why he and the chaplain were there. She had spent too many years as the wife of a career soldier to have any hope that this was anything but the worst news a mother could ever get—that one of her cherished children had preceded her in death.

With a gasp, her hand flew to her breast where she had nursed her children, and she turned and shouted in a voice that sounded almost strangled, “John, come quick! Oh dear, John… hurry! Something terrible has happened!” And then, with the two officers still standing silently outside the door, the afternoon sun shining on their uniforms, she leaned against the door and began quietly sobbing.

Brigadier General John Newman had rushed to the front door from his study off the living room. When he saw the two officers, he too knew in an instant the purpose of their visit, but other than putting a consoling arm around his wife, his demeanor hardly changed. “Gentlemen, please come in,” he said as he escorted them to chairs in the living room.

Alice Newman had quietly endured the terrible, emotionally wrenching brief from the colonel and the chaplain for fifteen minutes, saying nothing as her husband, a comforting arm around her shoulders, asked questions about their son's death, for which these officers, as yet, had no answers. Then, convinced that a mistake had not been made, she had excused herself. “I must get another handkerchief,” she said, holding out the balled-up white cloth she'd been using to soak up her tears.

Alice Newman had gone upstairs and sat on the bed she shared with her husband, cried some more, then gone to the bathroom, washed her face, applied some fresh lipstick, a touch of color to her cheeks, and had come back down to attend to the men in her living room as was expected of a general's wife.

Now, in the arms of her oldest son, she was crying again. It broke Peter's heart to hear his mother cry. And again, just as had happened minutes before when holding his grieving father, Peter Newman realized that his mother, now sixty-three, would never be young again.

His mother's greatest happiness had always been her children. Even when her “kids” were grown, she still craved the holidays—especially Thanksgiving and Christmas—times when they were all together, when parents and children, and now grandchildren, gathered with joy and laughter in her big country kitchen. They would all take turns chiding Jim about getting married before he got too old. Now he never would, and those family gatherings would never be the same. They would always be tinged with sadness from the searing loss of Alice Newman's second son.

And in that instant, arms around his devastated mother, anger began to merge with the grief in Peter Newman's heart. A two-bit African gangster had stolen his only brother and his mother's happiness. It was then that a craving for vengeance began to smolder in his gut.

For the Newman family, the next ten days were a haze of tears and grief. His sister Nancy paged him that Monday evening, shortly after the colonel and the chaplain had departed. On Tuesday, October 5, mother, father, and son drove to the Albany airport and met her when she arrived on a flight from Providence, Rhode Island. The Mailgram from the Secretary of the Army was waiting for them when they got back to the farm.

Later that night, after their parents had gone to bed, Nancy confronted Peter in the kitchen. “Why didn't Rachel come up with you?”

“She had crew training. I didn't have time to track her down.”

Nancy glared long and hard at her older brother, who finally said, “Sis, this isn't the time to talk about it.”

She continued to stare until the Marine shrugged and went upstairs to bed.



[image: image]



“P. J., I'm so sorry about Jim,” said Rachel as she came out of the kitchen to greet her husband when he arrived home from the airport.

“Yeah, so am I,” Newman replied, brusquely brushing by his wife who had reached up to embrace him.

She reacted with anger at the rejection. “Why, P. J., why? You didn't give me a chance to go with you on Monday. I should have gone to your parents with you,” Rachel said as he walked upstairs to change into his uniform.

“You had crew training,” he replied without stopping.

“Crew training! Sure I had crew training, but if you had simply paged me at Dulles, you know that I would have met you at National and flown up with you. I loved Jim, too, you know,” she said, following him into their bedroom.

“Look, this is a family matter,” he stated with a flat tone of finality, not noticing the tears starting to well up in his wife's eyes.

“A family matter! What are you saying? I'm a Newman, too, for heaven's sake. I'm your wife, Peter! Your sister introduced us! What could you have been thinking by shutting me out of your life at a time like that?” Rachel picked up a book from the dresser and threw it at her husband. It hit him squarely in the chest, but he merely caught it and tossed it onto the bed, acting as if it had never happened. In her rage, Rachel turned and left the room, crying. He heard the front door slam as he buttoned up his uniform shirt. He checked the alignment of his shirt, belt buckle, and trousers in the mirror and headed back down the stairs, out the door to his car, and set off for HQMC. He noticed as he backed out of the driveway that his wife's Chevy Blazer was gone.
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The funeral service for Captain James Bedford Newman was held October 14 at the Old Fort Meyer Chapel—where John and Alice Newman had been married thirty-nine years before. It was a cool, clear day, and the church was filled with his parents' friends and comrades from wars and duty stations past. Jim's Delta Squadron commander was there, along with a heavy contingent of generals and colonels—some retired, others still on active duty—with whom father and son had served. The Secretary of the Army offered a eulogy and read Jim's citation for the Distinguished Service Cross. The blue-and-white medallion and a Purple Heart were affixed to the American flag that draped Jim's government-issue, gunmetal-gray coffin.

The words of the presiding chaplain weren't much of a solace to Peter, although he noticed that his mother and sister somehow seemed buoyed when one of his brother's fellow Delta troopers described how Jim had “come to know the Lord” a few months before his gruesome death in Somalia. Newman vaguely wondered what the young man meant.

As they always do on these solemn occasions, the Army's old guard provided a fitting send-off for one of their own: the pallbearers and honor guard in dress uniform; the horse-drawn caisson with the flag-covered casket aboard; the Army band, slowly leading the entourage through Arlington Cemetery's winding roads, flanked by row after ordered row of white stone grave markers. “So different in life, so much the same in death,” they seemed to say.

When they arrived at Jim's gravesite, Peter and his father were seated beneath a white awning on either side of the grieving mother. Nancy and her husband, Dan, in their Navy dress uniforms, sat to her father's right. Peter in his Marine dress blues and Rachel in a black dress sat to his mother's left. After the chaplain read again from the Scriptures, they concluded with the Lord's Prayer. Then a bagpiper—a tradition in Jim's Delta Squadron, one of his mates said—played “Amazing Grace.” As he did so, the captain in charge of the honor guard presented Nancy and Rachel each with a rose from the floral display at the foot of the bier.

Immediately after the piper's rendition of the ancient hymn came three volleys of gunfire—the final salute for a fallen warrior. Then, in the sudden silence, the mournful, haunting sound of “Taps” wafted over the green hillside where Jim's body would be laid to rest. As the bugler played the last, lingering notes of the military requiem, Peter could feel more than hear his mother weeping silently beside him. His father, stone-faced and wearing his dress uniform with a brigadier's single silver star on each epaulet, held her hand.

Peter watched, almost detached, as the honor guard smartly removed the colors from atop Jim's coffin, folded the flag in a ceremonial triangle so that only the white stars on the blue field showed, and handed it to Lieutenant General Paul Stenner, the commanding general of the Joint Special Operations Command, one of the Army's most distinguished soldiers. The general gently reattached the Distinguished Service Cross and the Purple Heart to the folded flag and then bent over and presented the banner to the grief-stricken mother. Only then did he speak, and his words surprised Newman: “Your son was a very good and brave man, Mrs. Newman. You have much to be proud of. We shall miss him, as I know you will. I look forward to seeing him again. Until then, I shall pray that our Savior—in whose presence your son now rests—will ease our pain and grief.”

At that, the highly decorated officer, who had bent before the weeping mother who clutched the flag to the front of her black dress, stood erect and saluted. As he did so, Peter noted that the tall, thin general had two thin trickles of tears running down his face.

Although he had been present at a number of military funerals, Peter had never before seen a high-ranking officer make such deeply personal spiritual comments. It made him a bit uneasy.
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There was no obituary published for Captain James Bedford Newman, or for any of the other Delta operators who died in Somalia. The government that had sent them there wasn't willing to admit, even when they were dead, that their unit even existed.

The week before Jim was buried, the President ordered fifteen thousand U.S. reinforcements—including a new Delta squadron—to Somalia. But it was all for show. By the time the leaves from the trees in Arlington Cemetery had fallen onto the fresh sod covering Jim Newman's remains, the withdrawal of those same units would be underway and a new UN emissary would be negotiating with the brutal warlord, Aidid.

Before those same trees over Captain James Newman's grave would bear the first buds of spring, the “massacre in Mogadishu” would have far-reaching consequences. The Secretary of Defense, who had presided over the debacle, would resign in disgrace. Mohammed Aidid, the target of the operation, would be invited to Egypt to present his ideas for “peace” in Somalia. And Osama bin Laden, the mastermind of the carnage in the “Black Sea,” would quietly return to Khartoum, Sudan, to plot his next assault on the Americans, whom he described as “Satan's agents in the world.”
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Back at his desk at HQMC, across the street from his brother's grave, Peter Newman was still filled with quiet rage. Even more than a year following his brother's death, he couldn't decide whom he despised more, the politicians who had sent his brother to his death and then abandoned the mission, or the man whose thugs had killed him. He did not know then that there might be another target for his willful vengeance—a charismatic Saudi millionaire and militant Islamic radical who had declared jihad, a “holy war,” against the United States.
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