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Disclaimer: This book is a work of narrative nonfiction. All events, operations, decisions, and outcomes described are drawn from declassified government documents, official military histories, congressional records, published memoirs, and publicly recorded accounts. Where dialogue appears, it has been reconstructed from documented sources, participant memoirs, congressional testimony, or recorded public statements. Reconstructed dialogue is grounded in the documented positions and verified behavior of the individuals involved and is used as a narrative device to convey the substance of exchanges for which verbatim transcripts do not exist. No facts have been invented. No characters are fictional. Interior thoughts attributed to individuals are inferences from documented behavior and recorded testimony, not invention. Any errors of fact are unintentional.

Author's Note on Sources and Method

This book is built on the documentary record that exists for Operation Eagle Claw, and that record is more substantial than most readers of popular military history will expect.

The primary sources include the Holloway Commission report, produced by a special operations review group commissioned by the Joint Chiefs of Staff in May 1980 and substantially declassified through the National Security Archive at George Washington University. The Department of Defense Inspector General published a summarized account of the operation that covers the sequence of events in considerable operational detail. Air and Space Forces Magazine published a long-form account drawing directly on Colonel James Kyle's memoir, providing cockpit-level specificity for several critical moments in the Desert One sequence. The memoirs of Colonel Charles Beckwith, founder of Delta Force, and the partially declassified memoir of CIA station chief Thomas Ahern contribute perspectives from inside the planning and captivity experiences. Congressional testimony, anniversary accounts from Air Force Special Operations Command, Headquarters Marine Corps, and the Department of Defense, official casualty records, and the public statements of former hostages and veterans round out the documentary base.

On the Iranian side, this book draws on official statements preserved on Khamenei.ir, accounts in the Tehran Times and Mehr News Agency, Iran Press, and Pars Today English-language publications, and an April 2026 Iranian research publication that examined the operation using U.S. National Archives security files.

Where dialogue appears in the narrative, it has been drawn directly from verbatim records when those records exist, specifically from presidential statements in the Miller Center archive, from Khomeini's and Khamenei's preserved speeches, from congressional testimony, and from ceremony accounts that quote participants directly. Where no verbatim record exists for an exchange, the book describes the substance of the exchange in reported form rather than inventing direct speech. Interior states are rendered as inferences from documented behavior, not as claims about what individuals privately thought or felt.

Conflicting accounts, particularly the dispute between Kyle's post-mission position on the helicopter abort decisions and the positions of the crews who made those decisions, are presented as genuine and unresolved conflicts in the record rather than forced to a conclusion the evidence does not support. Where the historical record is ambiguous or incomplete, this book says so.

The goal throughout has been a narrative that reads with the tension and immediacy of the events it describes, while remaining faithful to what the documentary record actually shows. The events themselves are dramatic enough. Nothing needed to be invented.
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Preface
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The story of Operation Eagle Claw has been told before, in official histories, in Osprey campaign studies, in congressional records, and in Mark Bowden's comprehensive account of the broader Iran hostage crisis. It has been told by the commanders who planned it and the soldiers who flew and marched to Desert One, and it has been told by the Iranian government in a version that differs in almost every interpretive detail from the American one.

What has not been told, at least not in the form this book attempts, is the full arc of what happened before, during, and after a single catastrophic night on an Iranian salt flat, written with the pacing and immediacy that the events deserve, anchored in every factual claim to a source that can be checked and evaluated.

The mission interests me for the reasons it interests everyone who encounters it: the elite soldiers who prepared for years to execute a rescue they believed was achievable, the political leader who had to decide whether to authorize a high-risk operation knowing that failure would be visible and irreversible, the hostages who had been imprisoned for 172 days and did not know that 120 men were trying to reach them, and the eight men who died in a collision on a dark salt flat before the operation they had trained for reached a single enemy.

But the mission interests me most for the reason that most popular accounts do not dwell on long enough: the chain of small, individually manageable failures that aggregated into catastrophe. No single person made a decision that, by itself, caused Desert One. The failure was systemic, which is the most instructive kind, because systemic failures are the ones that institutions can actually learn from and address. And the American military did learn from this one. The creation of Joint Special Operations Command, the 160th Special Operations Aviation Regiment, SEAL Team Six, and eventually U.S. Special Operations Command trace their institutional lineage directly to what went wrong on April 24 and 25, 1980.

This book is about the cost of that learning. The eight men whose names are on the marble column at Arlington National Cemetery paid the opening price. The institutional changes that followed were the response. Both parts of that transaction deserve a full account, told with the respect that real events and real people require and with the directness that readers of serious nonfiction expect.

The night at Desert One does not get easier to look at the more closely you examine it. But the closer examination is worth doing, because the questions it raises about decision-making under pressure, about the gap between institutional design and operational reality, about what leaders owe to the people they send into danger, do not belong only to 1980.

They are current.
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Introduction
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On November 4, 1979, Iranian student activists stormed the United States Embassy in Tehran and took 66 Americans hostage, beginning a crisis that would last 444 days and reshape American foreign policy, domestic politics, and military doctrine in ways that are still visible today.

On April 24, 1980, after 172 days of failed diplomacy and growing political pressure, President Jimmy Carter authorized a military rescue operation code-named Operation Eagle Claw. Eight RH-53D helicopters launched from the aircraft carrier USS Nimitz in the Arabian Sea. Six EC-130 and MC-130 aircraft flew from Masirah Island in Oman and from Egypt. The force was to converge at a remote staging site in the Dasht-e Kavir desert, code-named Desert One, refuel, and proceed in two phases to Tehran to assault the embassy compound and bring the hostages home.

None of that happened. The mission was aborted at Desert One after mechanical failures reduced the available helicopter count below the minimum threshold. A helicopter collided with a C-130 during the withdrawal. Eight Americans died in the fire. No hostages were freed.

This book covers the full story of that attempt: the origins of the crisis, the planning of the operation, the decisions made at Desert One, the aftermath in Iran and in Washington, the institutional reforms the failure produced, and the questions about courage, command, and institutional design that the night of April 24 to 25 continues to pose.

It does not duplicate the strategic and diplomatic sweep of Bowden's "Guests of the Ayatollah," which covers the full 444-day crisis from many perspectives. It does not replicate the compact campaign-format analysis of the Osprey study. What it attempts is something different: a ground-level, character-driven, fully sourced narrative account of the operation itself, told in the order in which it was lived, with enough institutional and political context to explain what was at stake and what the failure cost.

The first chapter opens at the moment of the collision. Everything before that moment is context for it. Everything after is consequence.

That is where the reading begins.
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Chapter 1: Night of Fire at Desert One
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The desert did not feel like a battlefield. That was the first thing you noticed.

No artillery. No tracers cutting the sky. No wire. Just flat black land stretching in every direction, hard-packed salt and grit under boots, and above it all, a ceiling of stars that seemed too low, too bright, almost insulting in their clarity. The Great Salt Desert of central Iran, known locally as the Dasht-e Kavir, had a silence that pressed against the ears. Fifty-eight miles from the nearest town of Tabas, there was nothing out here; no road signs, no lights, no radio towers. There was only the wind, carrying its load of fine powder, and the distant vibration of turboprop engines fading after the first aircraft had touched down and rolled to a stop.

It was April 24, 1980. The official date would later be listed as April 25, since the mission crossed midnight, but the men on the ground were still living in the longest Tuesday of their lives. Their operation had a name that sounded almost majestic: Eagle Claw. They had a mission that felt, in the bones of every man there, like history. And they had a staging ground that the mission planners had coded with a name as plain and unadorned as the landscape itself.

Desert One.

The Ground

The site had been chosen with care. United States intelligence teams had scouted it months earlier, walking the surface in civilian clothes, checking for load-bearing capacity, drainage patterns, anything that might swallow a heavy aircraft or break a landing gear. The salt flat could take the weight of a fully loaded EC-130 Hercules. The dirt road that crossed one end of it was a manageable nuisance. The nearest village was far enough away that, in theory, no one would see a thing.

In theory.

The advance party had already been on the ground for thirty minutes by the time the first Delta Force elements climbed out of the MC-130 Combat Talon and spread into the dark. Combat controllers moved fast, setting up a portable navigation system and small runway lights to guide the aircraft still inbound. Delta operators, faces dark with camouflage, fanned out along both ends of the road with weapons ready, and within minutes they had already dealt with something nobody had planned for: a bus.

Forty-four Iranian civilians on an intercity coach had rolled down that road at exactly the wrong moment. The advance team stopped it with a grenade round fired in front of the vehicle and ushered the passengers off at gunpoint, sitting them in the dirt at one end of the site. Nobody was hurt. Nobody spoke much English. The passengers sat in confusion and some of them wept quietly, understanding only that heavily armed men in a dark desert had taken their evening and had not yet given it back.

Then a tanker truck appeared from the other direction. It did not slow down. A soldier raised an anti-tank weapon and fired, and the truck erupted in a pillar of orange fire that lit a quarter mile of the desert floor. The driver jumped clear and escaped in a pickup that had been following. The fire burned in the open air and there was nothing to be done about it. Anyone within miles who happened to be awake and looking would see that glow. Every commander at Desert One knew it. They accepted the risk and pushed forward because the helicopters were still coming, and the mission was still alive, and a burning tanker truck was not going to stop what they had spent five months preparing.

The Wait

Air Force Colonel James Kyle, standing near his command post beside one of the EC-130s, had already been on the ground for what felt like much longer than the clock showed. Kyle was the on-scene commander for the air mission, a veteran of air commando operations going back to Vietnam, and a man who had helped plan Eagle Claw from the beginning. He had personally called Desert One "the most colossal episode of hope, despair, and tragedy I had experienced in nearly three decades of military service." He had not said that yet. He would say it later, in a book, trying to make sense of what happened when the night came apart.

Right now he was watching and waiting. The helicopters were late.

They were supposed to arrive twenty minutes after the lead C-130. That gap had turned into an hour, and then more. Kyle would later learn that someone in the planning process had miscalculated the helicopter flight time by fifty-five minutes, a quiet arithmetic error that compressed the timeline and added pressure at every subsequent decision point. There was no way to know that at the time. There was only the clock, and the fire from the tanker truck, and the civilians sitting in the dirt, and the question that nobody wanted to ask out loud: where are the helicopters?

Colonel Charles Beckwith, commander of Delta Force, moved among his men with the particular energy of a man who has trained for something his entire career and is now watching the clock eat into the time he does not have. Beckwith was fifty-one years old, built like a former Georgia linebacker, which he had been, with a vocabulary that could strip paint and a tactical mind that had been honed by two combat tours in Vietnam and a year embedded with the British Special Air Service. He had built Delta Force unit by unit, argument by argument, pulling it from institutional resistance and bureaucratic indifference until it was, in his view, the finest small-unit fighting force the United States Army had ever fielded. He had 93 commandos on the ground and more on the incoming aircraft, and he was going to take them into Tehran the following night to bring home 52 Americans who had been held hostage for 172 days.

That was the plan. The helicopters just needed to arrive.

The Helicopters

The eight Navy RH-53D Sea Stallions had lifted off the deck of the USS Nimitz, steaming in the Arabian Sea roughly fifty miles off the Iranian coast, at sunset. They flew in loose formation at 200 feet above the desert floor, navigating visually in the dark with the crude generation of night vision goggles available in 1980, heading inland on a course that would carry them more than 600 miles to Desert One. The plan called for them to arrive in formation, refuel from the EC-130 fuel bladders, load Delta and the support elements, and proceed to a second staging area much closer to Tehran.

The plan did not account for the haboob.

About 100 miles into Iran, the helicopter formation entered a suspended dust cloud so thick that the pilots described it later as flying through milk. Visibility dropped to yards. The cockpit temperature climbed. The night vision goggles, designed to amplify starlight, filled with swirling particles that scattered light in every direction and gave the pilots nothing useful. Flying formation became impossible. The aircraft broke apart and each crew pressed on or turned back according to its own instruments, its own fears, and its own judgment.

One helicopter, designated Bluebird Six, had already turned back earlier in the flight when a cockpit warning indicator suggested a possible crack in one of its hollow rotor blades. The warning system on the Navy RH-53D was more conservative than the equivalent indicator in Marine Corps H-53s, and it did not necessarily mean the blade would fail. The manufacturer had determined the aircraft could fly safely for up to 79 hours after such a warning at reduced speed. The crew of Bluebird Six did not know that. Their Marine training said to land immediately after a BIM alert, and they did, abandoning the helicopter in the desert and climbing aboard another aircraft that set down to retrieve them. The mission dropped from eight helicopters to seven before the haboob had even begun.

Inside the dust cloud, Bluebird Five lost most of its flight instruments to a progressive electrical failure. The pilot, fighting the vertiginous sensation of flying without reliable reference, turned back without knowing he was roughly 25 minutes from clear air. The mission dropped to six. That was the abort threshold. Exactly six, with no margin left.

By the time the helicopters finally reached Desert One, arriving singly and in pairs from different directions rather than in a coordinated formation, they were more than 90 minutes late. Kyle counted them in with the focus of a man watching his options run out one by one. Six aircraft. They were at the line. They could still do this.

Then Bluebird Two shut down its engines.

The crew had discovered a complete failure of the secondary hydraulic system. The helicopter still had its primary system, but Seiffert, the helicopter force commander, looked at the weight his aircraft would carry to Tehran, the altitude and summer heat that would be waiting at the hide site, and the consequences of a control lockup at 200 feet with a full load of Delta commandos, and he refused to continue. Kyle argued. Seiffert did not move. Kyle then turned to Beckwith and asked if he could reduce the assault force and proceed with five aircraft. Beckwith's answer was the same kind of refusal, rooted in the same professional certainty: his plan required a minimum force to storm and hold the embassy compound and he was not going to accept a number that he believed was below that threshold.

Five helicopters. One short of the abort trigger. The mission was over.

The Decision

Kyle relayed the situation up the chain by satellite radio to Major General James Vaught at Wadi Qena in Egypt, who passed it to the Joint Chiefs and the Secretary of Defense in the Pentagon. The word reached the White House. President Carter, sitting in the situation room with his advisers, asked specifically for Beckwith's view. Told that Beckwith believed the mission should be aborted, Carter said: "Let's go with his recommendation."

The decision reached Desert One at a time that felt, to every man who heard it, like something physically breaking. Eagle Claw was done. They were going home.

The tense anticipation of five months of planning, of missed sleep and obsessive rehearsal and the electric certainty that this was finally, finally happening, collapsed in a few words passed over a radio frequency. Men leaned against aircraft in the dark. Some cursed. Some said nothing. The Delta commandos who had been ready to go into Tehran the following night, who had studied photographs of the embassy until they could navigate its corridors blindfolded, sat with weapons across their laps and stared at the salt flat.

Beckwith moved among them the way he always moved, upright, deliberate, a man who would not let them see what this was costing him. Whatever he felt, and there was evidence in later years that the night would revisit him in dreams for the rest of his life, he kept it from his face in those minutes. There would be time for that later. Right now they had to get everyone out of Iran.

The Fire

The problem was a geometry of aircraft and fuel.

The EC-130s needed to take off in a specific order. One of the tankers was running low on fuel after the extended wait, and it had to move first. But the helicopters were positioned in its path. Kyle directed Marine Major James Schaefer to reposition his RH-53D to clear the way.

Schaefer's helicopter had a flat nose wheel. He could not taxi on the ground. His only option was to lift off, hover a short distance, and set down again in the new position. A simple maneuver in normal conditions. In the dust that the rotors kicked up the moment they began to turn, it was a different problem entirely.

The rotor wash tore into the dry salt flat and threw a curtain of fine powder into the air around the aircraft. The landing lights that had guided aircraft in became useless smears. A combat controller who had been marshaling the helicopter on the ground began backing away from the rotor blast, stepping back to get out of the dust cloud. Schaefer, watching through his goggles, had only that controller as a reference point. When the man moved back, Schaefer's perception was that his helicopter was drifting forward. He applied stick correction to push back against the perceived drift.

The helicopter slid sideways.

The main rotor struck the EC-130's vertical stabilizer with a crack that men 200 yards away heard over the engine noise. The blades folded. The helicopter's fuselage dropped into the EC-130's wing root. For a fraction of a second there was just the sound of tearing metal and the scream of engines dying wrong. Then the EC-130's fuel bladder, still carrying thousands of gallons of JP-4 jet fuel, ignited.

The fireball was visible from villages twenty miles away.

Red-hot chunks of both aircraft shot outward in every direction. The three helicopters parked nearby were suddenly taking debris impacts, and their crews ran. Delta commandos who had been boarding the EC-130, settling into the cargo hold for the flight out, came tumbling out of the side door in a press of bodies as the loadmasters and senior sergeants tried to maintain some order in the chaos. Men helped the injured away from the fire. Men carried men. The munitions aboard both aircraft began cooking off, and rounds popped and shrieked outward through the burning dark with no direction and no warning.

Kyle watched it from nearby, and by his own account, it was horror in the purest sense: helpless, instantaneous, and irreversible. He moved toward the fire and the men running from it, pulling the situation back from complete unraveling by force of command presence, directing the evacuation, keeping the remaining C-130s clear, making sure no one who was still alive was left behind.

Five Air Force personnel from the EC-130 died in the fire. Three Marines aboard the RH-53D died with the aircraft. The two pilots of the helicopter, Schaefer and his copilot, survived, badly burned, pulled from the wreckage and carried to the departing aircraft where Delta medics worked on them throughout the flight out. Four men were treated for serious burns that night. Everyone else got out.

They left behind six intact helicopters that could not be destroyed because they were loaded with ammunition and any attempt to blow them would endanger the surviving aircraft still on the ground. They left equipment, maps, and weapons. They left operational documents that would reveal details about the mission and about the intelligence networks that had supported it. They left the bodies of eight men in the fire.

The C-130s lifted off one by one and turned southwest, away from Iran, toward Masirah Island and the long flight home. The salt flat fell back into darkness below them, except for the glow. The glow stayed visible for a long time.

After the Flame

Somewhere on one of those aircraft, in the roaring dark of a cargo hold that smelled of burned fuel and blood and the particular damp of frightened men, someone processed the fact that this had been supposed to be the first step. Not the rescue. Just the beginning. The refueling stop, the junction point, the place where eight helicopters and six transports became a single unstoppable force heading north toward Tehran. A place where 52 people, sitting in rooms they had not chosen and could not leave, were supposed to stop waiting.

The helicopter had never made it past the runway.

Who were those 52 people? What had they been waiting for, in those rooms, for 172 days? And what would happen to them now, when the morning came and the news spread, and the burning wreckage cooled in the desert, and Tehran woke up to photographs of everything the most powerful military in the world had left behind?

The answer to that was still ahead. The cost of it was already behind them, burning in the dark of the Dasht-e Kavir.
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Chapter 2: How a Revolution Took Hostages
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To understand what burned in that Iranian desert in the early hours of April 25, 1980, you have to go back a little over a year earlier. You have to go back to a country that was coming apart at the seams while the world watched and mostly misread what it was seeing.

Iran in the late 1970s was not supposed to break this way.

The Shah, Mohammad Reza Pahlavi, had sat on the Peacock Throne for nearly four decades, sustained in large part by American support and American money, a guarantor of Western strategic interests in a volatile region. President Carter had visited Tehran in December 1977 and offered a toast that would later haunt every diplomat who repeated it, calling Iran "an island of stability in one of the more troubled areas of the world." The words were barely cold before the streets filled with people who wanted the Shah gone, not because he had brought the country too little, but because they believed he had brought the wrong things in the wrong ways at the wrong cost.

The Shah Goes

The Ayatollah Ruhollah Khomeini had been in exile for fifteen years, first in Turkey, then in the Iraqi holy city of Najaf, then in a quiet house on the outskirts of Paris after the Shah pressured Baghdad to expel him. The Shah had imagined this would isolate the cleric, cut him off from the mosques and the whispering networks of the bazaar. Instead, it gave Khomeini something better: French telephone lines, postal connections, and a press corps from every major Western outlet that could reach him by car from Paris in an afternoon. Cassette tapes of his sermons moved by the thousands into Iran, passed hand to hand in markets and mosques, listened to in kitchens with the radio turned low.

On January 16, 1979, the Shah and his family left Iran aboard a royal aircraft. The official story said vacation. No one believed it, including the Shah. He was gone, and he was not coming back. Millions of people poured into the streets of Tehran not in grief but in celebration, and sixteen days later, on February 1, 1979, Khomeini landed at Mehrabad Airport in a chartered Air France Boeing 747 after fourteen years away. The crowd waiting for him was so enormous, estimated at several million people, that his motorcade was overwhelmed and he had to continue the journey by helicopter. Within ten days, Prime Minister Shapour Bakhtiar had resigned and fled to Paris. On February 11, senior military commanders declared neutrality in the conflict between the old government and the revolution, pulled their troops from the streets, and the old order simply ceased to exist.

The revolution had won. The question of what came next, what Iran would actually become, was already producing fractures within the coalition that had toppled the monarchy. Moderates like Prime Minister Mehdi Bazargan, appointed by Khomeini to lead a provisional government, believed the revolution would settle into something resembling a constitutional democracy with Islamic characteristics. They hoped to stabilize the country, maintain some professional relationships with the West, and avoid the kind of radical rupture that would leave Iran isolated and economically broken. Khomeini, watching from a distance that was calculated rather than passive, had other intentions.

The Embassy as a Target

The American embassy in Tehran occupied six acres in the center of the city, a compound of brick and green lawn that Iranians had long associated with the hand of Washington in their internal affairs. That association was not imaginary. The CIA had played a central role in the 1953 coup that removed Prime Minister Mohammad Mosaddegh and restored the Shah to power, and in revolutionary Iran, where every grievance had been waiting decades for a public voice, the compound had become a symbol of precisely the kind of American interference that the revolution claimed to be ending. The students who gathered on the morning of November 4, 1979, were not confused about what they were attacking or why.

They called themselves the Muslim Student Followers of the Imam's Line, a name that made their loyalty explicit from the first word. The plan had been conceived in September 1979 by Ebrahim Asgharzadeh, then a 23-year-old engineering student, who had approached the heads of Islamic student associations at Tehran's main universities and laid out his idea: occupy the American embassy, issue a statement demanding the Shah's extradition, and leave when the authorities arrived to restore order. A sit-in. A protest. Something that would last 48 hours and make the news.

Asgharzadeh remembered years later that a friend went to the Grand Bazaar to buy a bolt cutter for the chains on the embassy gates, and the vendor looked at the young men and said: "You do not look like thieves. You certainly want to open up the U.S. Embassy door with it." Even the shopkeeper could see what was coming. The city was ready for it. The society, as Asgharzadeh later acknowledged, "was ready for it to happen."

On the morning of November 4, 1979, between 300 and 500 students gathered outside the embassy walls after a routine protest on the anniversary of Khomeini's banishment fifteen years earlier. A young woman hid a pair of metal cutters under her chador. At roughly 6:30 in the morning, the ringleaders gave the signal, and the students rushed the gates and climbed the walls. Marine guards inside the compound, under strict orders to avoid a violent confrontation that could escalate into an international incident, did not fire. Some held their weapons up to show they were not a threat. Protesters approaching the building carried placards that read: "Don't be afraid. We just want to sit in."

Sixty-three Americans were taken inside the compound. Three more, including Bruce Laingen, the most senior American diplomat in Tehran serving as chargé d'affaires, were seized separately at the Iranian Foreign Ministry, where Laingen had been attending a meeting when the embassy was overrun. He learned what was happening by telephone and radio, and his first instruction to the staff at the compound was that no one should fire at the Iranians, and that the destruction of classified materials should begin immediately.

Fourteen hostages were released within weeks, most of them women and African Americans whom the student leaders felt were victims of American imperialism rather than agents of it. That left 52 Americans in Iranian hands, and it was in that state that Khomeini stepped in and did what changed a student protest into an international crisis with no visible exit.

He endorsed it.

Khomeini's Calculation

Whatever Khomeini knew in advance, and accounts differ sharply on this point, his public support for the seizure was swift and decisive. He called the American embassy a "den of spies" and the takeover a second revolution, greater than the first. The students had planned a 48-hour occupation. Khomeini had just converted it into something that would last 444 days, because what served the revolution was not just the humiliation of the Americans but the annihilation of the moderate provisional government that was still trying to function. Bazargan, unable to negotiate with his own students and unable to deliver on his promise of stability, resigned in protest the day the embassy was seized. The reins of government passed fully to the Revolutionary Council and to Khomeini's circle. The moderates who had dreamed of a constitutional republic were pushed out of the revolution they had helped make.

The hostage takers demanded three things in the opening days: the return of the Shah to face trial in Iran, an American apology























d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
OPERATION
EAGLE CLAW
(DESERT ONE)

@ Oy s &
5 \.f%/y -
IS B

i

B ’ “
N ‘(‘/b

“THE FAILED us H:GSTAGE; ’
RESCUE MISSION N IRAN

JOHN BLACK





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





