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CHAPTER 1



The desert was old, so much so that it seemed beyond age. Timelessness blew across the sands and gravel plains with the wind that moved the grains of sand together. The grinding sand created dust, and the dust lay thick. The sand had seen Noahs flood, felt the footsteps of Alexander the Great, the marches of the Roman legions, the sandals of Christ, the hoofbeats of the Crusaders, the treads of British tanks, and the thud of German bombs. It was the desert, and it took no notice in the affairs of what moved across its sands.

April 1987
 1247 ZULU 
33 31' North, 43 12' East
 Southern bank of the Wadi Haurn
 Al Anbar Governorate, Western Iraq

The scene on the undulating gravel plain was one that had remained almost unchanged for hundreds, if not thousands, of years. A family group, a clan, of Bedouin nomads were moving with their flocks and herds through the desert. Even in the turmoil-riddled Mideast, flocks were moved from grazing land to grazing land, and borders were crossed for trading livestock. Jordan was a place where the healthy camels accompanying this particular Bedouin clan would be more appreciated than in the bazaars and souksor marketplacesof Iraq.

The patriarch of this particular Bedouin clan was Abdulla Waheed. The members of the clan were few; only ten people traveled with the handful of camels and dozens of sheep and goats. But the pride of the Bedouins ran strong in the family, and nowhere stronger than in the veins of Abdulla, whose eyes had been looking out over these sands for more than seventy years.

Few things could impress the old desert dweller. He had seen soldiers clash and cannons roarbut that power was nothing compared to the terror of a desert sandstorm. At night the clear skies and myriad stars showed why Arabia had been the birthplace of astronomy in the Western world. The makings of man were inconsequential compared to the marvels of Allahs creation.

The Waheed clan had been traveling these desert lands since the days of Muhammad, Allahs blessings on his name. And if Allah so willed, the clan would continue to travel with their flocks and herds for several hundred years yet to come.

The furrows of the heavily lined face of the old Bedouin deepened as he quietly smiled to himself. It was good to be free in the desert. As his eyes glanced over to where his youngest son was driving the herd along, the smile in Abdullas face widened in pleasure. It was good to have sons, even if the ways of the Bedouin might be fading into the past.

The modern age was going to come, no matter what it seemed. Only the desert remained the same. His brother had long ago left the desert life of the nomad and settled in to take up date farming and establish another branch of the clan. The fact that he was in one place meant that his sons could be educated in the schools of the towns and cities, but Abdulla considered that a small payment for the cost of giving up the freedom of the desert.

Saddam Hussein might be the leader of Iraq, but he had also been raised a Tikrit city dweller who had no real grasp of the desert life that had existed for millennia. But he did do some good for everyone in the country, even the Bedouins who had settled down. Saddams own upbringing had been hard. His stepfather had forced the future president to work the farm and flocks rather than attend school and get an education. Saddam now wanted his people to have the opportunities that had been denied him when he was younger. His many changes to Iraq included making schools, and even universities, available to allor so he said.

The smile passed from Abdulla Waheeds face, leaving only a hardened line of the lips and eyes behind it. Abdulla had more than just his youngest son, but Fouad was the only son he had left in the clan at the time. The voracious appetite of Husseins army had taken several of them. The old Bedouin could only pray that Allah looked over his sons as they served. The war with Iran had been raging for years. It could easily happen that the army came for the youngest male Waheed before many more years passed.

In the old mans opinion, it was far better to face the clean harshness and trials of the desert than to fight in another land. The Persianshe still thought of the Iranians as such, just as his father and grandfather hadwere little more than rug merchants. What did they have that the Iraqis needed?

His brothers eldest son had no need to serve in the military. He had not only completed school, he had gone on and become some kind of doctor. That kept him from military service. But no Bedouin of the Waheed clan had ever taken up such work. Even a farmer spent the day under the sun of Allah, all praise be on His name. But a doctor! He must work inside with the women! Not a proper place at all.

But there was no need to think of such things now. Even the freedoms of the desert were tempered by its heat, sand, and gravel. They were traveling southwest, along an ancient trading route to the markets of Jordan. The Wadi Haurn off to their right was dry and would seem to have seen little if any of the winter rains of just a few months earlier. But only a few kilometers aheadin fact eight, though the measurement of distance meant little to the Bedouin Arabwere the ruins of Muhaiwir. The village had been in ruins for ages, but there was drinkable water in the old wells nearby.


Abdulla knew that Muhaiwir would be a good place to stop and camp for the evening. There should be sufficient fodder for the herd, and the camels could of course feed on whatever grew. There would be further water a days travel to the southwest, an underground pipeline with a pumping station along the path of the Wadi Haurn. And then there was Rutba, farther to the southeast. But other Bedouins traveling through the area had said that something was going on in the stony waste near the water source.

Iraqi construction and military units had been seen along the highway that traveled between Baghdad and Amman in Jordan. In the desert half a day northwest of Rutba, the Iraqi military had driven some of the Bedouin clans from the trading paths they had traveled for generations.

Allah, all praise be upon His name, put these trials in front of man for him to prove himself worthy of paradise. But He also allowed a man to go around a serpent laying on the trail in front of him. It would be better for the clan to take the western trail after they left Muhaiwir. There was no need to force a confrontation with the military. Let the desert have them. They were

With a sudden crashing thud, something came down from the sky and smashed into the desert only a few hundred meters to the north. The camels honked and brayed, bolting in the opposite direction. As the herds scattered, there was a thunderous crashing boom echoing across the cloudless sky, increasing the panic of the sheep and goats.


In spite of the modern military forces in Iraq, Jordan, and Syria all about them, the Bedouins had never experienced a sonic boom beforethe kind of boom a missile traveling at Mach 6 would make after it had passed.

The herds ran faster, but were heading straight toward whatever it was that had hit the ground. Fouad was scared by the sudden noise and commotion, but his clans wealth was represented in no small part by those sheep, and they were his responsibility. The young man started after them, hoping to stop them before they ran too far.

Abdulla had his hands suddenly occupied with trying to control a panicking camel. He hauled back on the reins and pulled the creatures head to the side to finally stop its panicked run across the desert. When he looked back, he could see that the clan was trying to stop the animals flight. And Fouad was still running up to the front of the sheep.

What Abdulla also saw was a strange pink cloud rising from the spot from which the thud had come. Whatever this beast from the sky was, Abdulla thought, Shaitan himself must have sent it. And what was that cursed pink cloud doing?

As the cloud drifted along toward Fouad and the panicked sheep, the sand it touched blackened instantly. A thornbush shriveled and shrank as the cloud passed. And as the first sheep contacted the edge of the cloud, it fell to the ground, kicking and struggling. Within seconds it was still in death, its wool blackening and crisping.

Abdulla screamed a warning at Fouad, but the young man stood gazing in shock at what he had just seen happen to his sheep. The boy was too far away, and Abdulla knew he wouldnt reach him before the cloud did. But he didnt notice how close he was getting to the lethal pink gas himself.



A small black dot appeared in the sky to the south. The dot quickly grew and transformed into the wasplike shape of an Aerospatiale SA 319B Alouette III helicopter. On the sides of the tan-colored bird were the markings of the Iraqi Air Force. As the aircraft approached the area where the bodies could be seen, it turned and began to circle the area.

The man seated to the left of the pilot looked out from the cockpit at the scene below. His dark blue coverall-type uniform showed that he was assigned to one of the special weapons units of the Iraqi military. The devices on the shoulder boards and collar of the uniform were the three stars of a naqiba captain with the insignia of the Iraqi Air Force.

With binoculars to his eyes, Captain Adnan al-Majid examined the scene of horror below him with the clinical detachment of a soldier. Bodies of several people could be made out among the carcasses of a number of animals. Whoever they had been, it was just their fate to be in the very wrong place at the worst possible time.

The concern of the Iraqi officer was for the additional difficulty this made of his immediate mission. His thoughts for those dead on the ground  were fleeting and of less concern than he would have for a good meal. In the helicopter, he had measuring and marking equipment, but not the kind of protective gear he would prefer to have available right then.
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SCUD MISSILE

Tariq, set us down, Captain al-Majid said to the pilot. Set us down upwind and well away from the burned area. Those fuel fumes will have dissipated by now, but the ground could still be contaminated.

Muktar, the captain said into his headset to the man in the back of the helicopter, youre going to get out here and stand guard. That damned missile had a lot more fuel in it than we were prepared for. We have to go back for some protective gear before we can examine the impact site.

The helicopter swooped down low and settled easily onto the hard-packed gravel. The ever-present dust of the desert swirled and roiled away from the downwash of the helicopter blades. As Muktar unbuckled his safety belt and prepared to open the door to the cabin, Captain al-Majid turned to the backseat and shouted over the noise of the engines.

Muktar, he said, you make sure no one approaches the site until I return from the base. The recovery truck will probably get here before then, and I dont want any accidents. If anyone comes back for those bodies, you make sure they do not take anything away.

Muktar answered with a quick Yes sir as he grabbed up his AKMS-47, where it had been secured for the flight.


Captain al-Majid turned to the pilot as soon as Muktar had secured the cabin door and moved away from the helicopter. Back to the base, he said. This damned thing hit more than ten kilometers from where it was supposed to, and I want to examine it before anyone tries to move it.

Nodding, the pilot twisted the throttle in his hand while pulling up on the collective lever to which it was attached. With a screaming roar from its turbine engine, the helicopter lifted off in a swirl of dust. The pilot quickly climbed up and away from the dust, turning back toward the south and the direction from which they had come. Below them the youngest and oldest males of the Waheed Bedouin clan lay unseeing on the ground, the dust and sand stirred up by the helicopter now settling down around them.

September 1987 
1400 ZULU 
Ministry of Industry and Military Industrialization Headquarters 
Baghdad, Iraq

The entire military procurement system for Iraq was controlled in the 1980s by a single organization, the Ministry of Industry and Military Industrialization. Iraq was in the middle of a war with Iran, and the development of the armed forces, as well as supplying them with materials, weapons, and ammunition, made MIMI one of the most important and powerful ministries in Iraq. The desire of Iraqs president, Saddam Hussein, to arm his country with missiles, weapons of mass destruction, and especially a nuclear weapon, gave MIMI even more status.

The collapse of the worlds oil prices in 1986, and the military victories of the massed armies of Iran, cut heavily into the economy of Iraq. But with over forty percent of the countrys budget going to military procurement, literally billions of dollars were under the control of MIMI and the man who headed the ministryAbdul Talfaq.

The son of President Husseins mothers brother made Abdul Talfaq a member of Saddams own family. This allowed him to be put in a position of trust within Iraq. But it was Talfaqs own abilities that made him a close confidant of Saddam.

In addition to being in charge of MIMI, Talfaq was also the head of the Iraqi Secret Service Organization. The SSO had the direct responsibility of protecting Saddam Hussein. It also oversaw the operations of all of the Iraqi intelligence organizations. As the head of such an empire, Abdul Talfaq wielded great power and influence in Iraq, and he liked showing it.

Some of the offices of MIMI in Baghdad were opulent, which fitted their location on the banks of the Tigris River, on the grounds of the Presidential Palace off Kindi Street. Abdul Talfaq had a reputation for bestowing largesse freely. People and officials who pleased him, or his uncle, often found themselves in possession of a new Mercedes-Benz or fancy home. But the dark side of the Hussein connection also moved just below the surface.


Abdul Talfaq was a physically strong man, as befitted the second most powerful man in Iraq. When a rage overtook Talfaq from the failure of an underling, he was well known for beating men senseless with his fists. At a military camp near Taji, north of Baghdad, the SSO had a torture and interrogation center. It was rumored that Talfaq would conduct his own special interrogation on those who failed him, so they could learn not to displease him in the future.

The men gathered in the posh surroundings of a conference room at MIMI headquarters were not worried about a possible failureor at least they werent too worried. At the meeting, they would be presenting Talfaq, and MIMI, with the results of their latest tests of a new missile for Iraq.

Project 144 was to be the development of a missile with much greater range than those Iraq had been able to purchase from their allies in the Soviet Union. And a longer range missile would have a direct effect on Iraqs war with Iran.

A number of engineers, officers, and technicians surrounded a long polished teak table in the posh conference room. All of the high-backed antique chairs around the rich brown wood table were filled except for the one immediately to the right of the head of the table. Around the room the lower part of the cream-colored walls were of white marble, while the upper part was covered with paintings and ancient tapestries. But the attention of each man at the table was centered on the squat black-haired individual who sat at its head.


Abdul Talfaq focused his attention on the air force officer in charge of the recovery of the test missiles. His reports indicated that the new designs could have the range that was demanded by military necessity. Captain Adnan al-Majid knew he was in the spotlight, and there was nothing he could do about it.

And there was a problem with the first tests back in April? Talfaq asked.

The soft tone with which he asked the question did little to mask the menace radiating from the person behind the voice. But Captain al-Majid knew that Talfaq had read the reports that were stacked up on the table in front of him. A straight answer was all that could save, or damn, him at this meeting.

Not a problem exactly sir, he answered. The first missile went off course and impacted some distance away from the expected target. The range we achieved indicated that the design was on the right track, we just needed to increase the accuracy of the system.

And for some reason that first missile had a live chemical warhead? Talfaq asked with a raised eyebrow.

A live warhead? al-Majid asked in a puzzled tone. No, sir. It was carrying only a concrete weight in the nose. The weight was balanced to replace what a real warhead would be, that was all.

But the report reads that there were casualties at the test site, Talfaq went on.

Oh, those, sir, al-Majid said, with some relief slipping into his voice. There were some Bedouins in the area of the missile impact. There wasnt any kind of warhead in the system. But a lot of the unused fuel remained in the tanks and they burst on impact. To keep the range of the missile down enough to keep it in the test area, the burn of the engine was much shorter than normal. When the missile impacted, it sprayed TMI85 and AK27I over the hot sands.

TMI85 is simply a formulation of kerosene. But AK27I is a Soviet formulation of inhibited red fuming nitric acid and additives. It makes a very lethal cloud when it vaporizes. Thats what killed the Bedouins and a number of their livestock.

And you dont think the survivors would be a serious security risk? Talfaq said in a more menacing tone than he had used earlier. Not having an eye for security strikes me as a flaw in a military officer.

Now, al-Majid felt the sweat start breaking out on him as it had when he was in the western Iraqi desert. I dont think any survivors would be much of a risk, sir, Majid continued.

You dont?

No, sir, for the simple reason that we couldnt spot any survivors. And we flew over the area before we landed. The cloud of acid would kill anyone or anything that contacted it almost instantly. I seriously doubt that those Bedouins ever even knew what had killed them. The bodies were pretty severely burned when we found them, and they died very fast.


It is a good thing that my security people agree with your estimate of the situation, Talfaq said with a smile and a more relaxed posture.

Relief flooded through Captain al-Majids system at Talfaqs words and reaction.

I understand the tests last month went much better? Talfaq asked.

Yes, sir, Dr. Hamza al-Banna, one of the chief designers for the new missile, answered. The modifications we added to the design have extended the range of the Soviet R-17what the West calls the Scud Bmore than double what it was originally.

Our first test flight back in April, the doctor continued, gave us an extended range of 450 kilometers. The original missile only gave us a 280 to 300 kilometer range. The new design we launched last month gives us a range increase to 650 kilometers. Though this is at a cost in payload weight, the new missile can still deliver a substantial load of high explosives, between 300 and 350 kilograms.

The new missiles may have to carry something other than high explosives, a new voice added from the far end of the conference room, but that project isnt your concern.

Striding into the room from the silently opened door beyond him was Saddam Hussein himself. The medium-height, thick-bodied ruler of Iraq took in the entire room with his eyes as he strode to the table. Behind him, armed Republican Guards took up positions on either side of the door. Even in their absolute stillness the two guards showed more life than shined out of the round face with the brush mustache, topped by a thatch of oiled black hair.

The military men around the table immediately leaped from their seats and snapped to attention. The civilians got to their feet only slightly slower than their military counterparts. Abdul Talfaq got up the slowest of all, a wide smile on his face at the discomfiture of the others.

As Saddam took his place at the head of the table, Talfaq moved and sat down to his right. Saddam indicated that the others should take their seats, and he looked at the doctor who had been speaking and asked, As I understand it, theres a problem with the accuracy of the new missiles?

Uh, no, sir, the doctor stammered, momentarily flustered. He gained control of himself and continued, There is presently a tendency for the new design to vibrate heavily in flight. That will possibly cause a breakup of the missile, but we believe that the problem will be solved very quickly. We expect the CEP of the new design

The CEP? Talfaq questioned quietly. He knew that Saddam hated to be reminded of any possible ignorance on his part, and that even he could suffer if Saddam flew into a rage.

Oh yes, sir, Dr. al-Banna said, explaining quickly. The CEP is the Circular Error Probability. Thats the area where we would expect fifty percent of the missiles to land. The CEP of the new design is estimated to be 500 meters at maximum range.

Half a kilometer! Saddam said loudly. And only half the missiles would be expected to hit that? If I hunted as well as you scientists made your weapons, I wouldnt have a trophy to my name.

But no matter, Saddam said in a calmer voice. Your work for the greater good of Iraq will not go unnoticed.

Talfaq was the only man in the room who knew Saddams outburst was an act to demonstrate his control over the people around the table. Saddam was a master at using the stick and carrot approach in controlling people under him. The loud voice and the fear it induced was the stick. Soon it would be time for the carrot.

A destructive enough warhead will not need great accuracy to destroy a target, Saddam continued. But that will be a problem for others to deal with. I want you men to perfect your design and get this new missile into production as soon as possible. I have decided to name your new weapon after the Shia martyr Imam Hussein. I want the al-Hussein missile to be ready to rain down on the heads of our enemies within the year.

From what I have been told, Saddam went on, your new missile uses parts from other ones to complete your design?

Thats true, AlzaIm, Abdul Talfaq said, using the latest term for Saddamthe leaderprinted in the Iraqi papers. They can make two of the new al-Hussein missiles from three of the older R-17 designs. The fuel tanks of the new missile are lengthened with sections from the old models.

Yes, yes, Saddam said with a curt wave of his hand. Im sure these wise men around this table realize that they will be consuming weapons that could otherwise be used in the defense of Iraq to create the al-Hussein. It does seem a possible waste to me.

Another wave of fear went around the room as the men at the table thought they were about to see another outburst from the most powerful man in Iraq. Talfaq suspected Saddam was now going to use the carrot part of his motivation system. As he saw the benevolent smile cross the Iraqi leaders face, Talfaq knew he had been correct.

But Im sure the people of Iraq will have their trust in you men upheld. Saddam said as he got to his feet.

The rest of the men around the table stood immediately as their leader rose.

I will leave you to the direction of my most trusted aide, Saddam said as he nodded to Talfaq.

When the Iraqi leader left the room, a Republican Guard officer returned and placed a small box next to each of the men sitting at the table. Then, without a word, he turned and left.

The men looked at Talfaq, and he indicated that they should open the boxes. Inside each one was a set of car keys. By the insignia on the key ring, they were to one of the new model Mercedes-Benz cars that were known to be parked in ranks in the palace garages.

You each have a gift from President Hussein, Talfaq said to the stunned men around the table. The guards outside will show you to the cars outside. I will expect regular reports on the progress of Project 144. Good day.

With that, the stocky man left the table and moved to a side door that led to his private office area.

For a moment the men around the table stood and looked at one another, most of them holding the keys to their new cars. Some of them wondered just how different things would have been if Saddam and Talfaq hadnt liked the results of their project so far. Just what would the small boxes have held then?











CHAPTER 2



The Iraqi biological weapons research center was housed in a new facility. Though the bioweapons program had existed for years, it languished as a poorly funded, low priority project until Iraq suffered defeats on the battlefield with Iran. Then the search for all kinds of new weapons became urgent, leading to the conclusion that a functional, deliverable biological weapon would have the same effect as a small nuclear device. The Iraqi high command, and Saddam Hussein, invested in facilities and personnel for a bioweapons program. But the prestige of the program depended on its delivery of a weaponsomething it hadnt done by the end of the war with Iran.

Biological weapons were tricky and difficult to work with. Using them meant aiming a disease or natural toxina poisonat a given target. Though diseases had been a scourge of mankind over the millennia, nature had her own way of spreading them. The few biological organisms that could be developed as weapons were a lot harder to manipulate than the metal and explosives of a common munition. They were living organisms, or their products. And they didnt respond well to being produced in bulk, stored, or packed into a warhead, bomb, or shell.

Concerning the effectiveness of a final product, Saddam had been told that a single warhead for a Scud missile could carry enough sarin nerve gas to contaminate an area of more than 230 square kilometers. But botulinum toxin was almost three million times more deadly than sarin. Under ideal conditions, that same Scud warhead filled with botulinum toxin could cover 3,700 square kilometers, an area sixteen times greater than that covered by the sarin warhead.

Nerve gas killed in seconds, minutes at the most. Botulinum toxin could debilitate troops exposed to it in a few hours. It could kill them starting at twelve hours after exposure. And the symptoms of botulinum toxin were not uncommon, so by the time they were noticed, it would be too late to treat the victim.

A botulinum toxin bomb incapacitated and killed quickly enough to be used as a tactical weapon. Commanders in the field could use weapons carrying such a payload to break up troop concentrations, contaminate supply dumps, and generally destroy the enemy. But biological weapons also offered a strategic value.

The anthrax disease could kill within two to four days, and the symptoms of an anthrax infection were not recognized for what they were by most doctors in the world. Furthermore, the spores that spread anthrax were persistent. They could contaminate a huge area for years, decades, unless destroyed by very difficult means. And the same warhead that carried botulinum toxin would contaminate a much larger area if loaded with anthrax.

These were the kind of weapons that Saddam Hussein very much wanted. But he wanted them delivered in a usable form, as the scientists described it to him. Saddam hated germs and had a personal fear of being infected or poisoned. He couldnt imagine that anyone else wouldnt share such a fear. And that fear made his fascination with a biological weapon all the greater.

Such fear was a weapon itself, and Saddam believed he needed all of the weapons he could get. Iraq had been in a state of war with Iran, its neighbor to the east, since late September 1980. Instead of a quick, decisive set of battles, Iraq was bogged down in a ground warone it was losing. Saddam wanted weapons capable of destruction on a massive scale. If he couldnt have a nuclear bomb, he would settle for the chemical and biological weapons of mass destruction that killed people and left material alone. The Iraqi army was not facing what they had expecteda disorganized mob with poor leadership. Instead, the Iraqi military was fighting thousands of fanatics who had no fear of dying if it meant eliminating even one Iraqi.

Iran had been swept by a wave of Islamic Fundamentalism that threatened to engulf the entire Arab world. The religious revolution that put the Ayatollah Khomeini in power in Iran had gutted the Iranian military of experienced officers. Anyone suspected of having loyalties to the earlier ruling regime in Iran was quickly thrown in prison by the PasdaranKhomeinis Revolutionary Guard.

The Pasdaran were a corps made up of the faithful. What they lacked in specific military skills they made up in loyalty and religious fervor. Even the Pasdaran leadership consisted of religious mullahs, men with little or no military experience at all. Thus, the Iranian military was led by junior officers, at best, and the religious mob of the Pasdaran looked their shoulders, which led Saddam Hussein to believe that his well-armed and organized army could roll over the Iranians. In one major action, Saddam felt he could capture a larger area of the Persian Gulf and eliminate the danger of Khomeini exporting his Islamic revolution into Iraq.

Iraqs army of over 190,000 men, 2,200 tanks, and 450 aircraft were ready when relations between Iraq and Iran deteriorated past the point of repair by the spring of 1980. The leadership and command in Baghdad sent the military into Iran, and soon learned that the Iranian Air Force was still a strong force to be reckoned with.

When it looked like the Iraqis would overrun a major air base, the Iranian president released pilots from jail. Even though the pilots were suspected of still being loyal to the previous regime, Iran needed their skills. And their skills greater than that of the Iraqis.

By November 1980 the last major capture of Iranian territory by the Iraqi forces was complete. From that point on the war went against the Iraqis. The Pasdarans proved to be a formidable foe, not because of any military skill on their part, but simply because they were more than willing to die if it meant helping to defeat the Iraqis.

The Pasdaran forces were soon augmented by 100,000 Basij, or Peoples Militia, volunteers. The Iranian forces, committed to driving out the Iraqi invaders, were known to carry their own shrouds into battle with them. They welcomed martyrdom and fought bravely.

In 1981, Iran introduced their human wave assault strategy, in which thousands of volunteers would charge the Iraqi lines. The Iraqis were not willing to accept the same level of casualties as their foes. And the Iranian Air Force, though limited in the number of planes was, successful in attacking Iraqi targets.

By 1982 new offensives by the Iranians had begun to seriously drive the Iraqi lines back. Entering Iraq itself, the Iranian forces continued to use their human wave attacks. Thousands of volunteers, ranging in age from nine years old to well over fifty, swept into the Iraqi lines. Paths were cleared for the few Iranian tanks by the simple expedient of mobs of people setting off the mines before the tanks reached them. In spite of horrendous losses, the Iranians forced the Iraqis back.

In 1983 over 6,000 Iranians were killed in a single battle, with almost no gains at all by the Iranian forces. The Iranian human waves were broken by Iraqi armor and mechanized units, but not without high losses among the Iraqis as well. Tens of thousands of children were noted as being in the human waves thrown against the Iraqis in 1984. But those sacrifices were mostly in vain.

The Iraqis did find the weapons to defeat the human wave attacks, with limited risk to their own forces. Thanks to his engineers and chemists, Saddam had his initial aslibatal dammar el shamalweapons of mass destruction. Mustard gas, which caused severe burns and blistering of the skin, as well as death, was the first Iraqi chemical weapon to be used in combat.

Iraq employed chemical weapons against Iran early in the hostilities between the two countries, and as the Iraqis became more sophisticated in making, loading, and using them in the field, they employed them more often. Rockets, aerial bombs, aircraft spray tanks, and artillery shells were loaded with mustard and nerve gases and sent out onto the battlefield. Tens of thousands of the Iranian forces who charged the Iraqi lines were felled by chemicals.

Baghdad and Tehran are a little over 700 kilometers apart, but Baghdad is less that 125 kilometers from the border with Iran, while Tehran is almost 600 kilometers within Iran. Both countries obtained whatever weapons they could from outside suppliers, and both ended up with supplies of Scud ballistic missiles manufactured in the Soviet Union or North Korea.

The NATO designation of the Soviet R-17 missile is the Scud B. Similar in design to the German V2 of World War II, the Scud B has a maximum range of around 300 kilometers. With both sides having the same weapon during the war, Saddam Hussein soon discovered that the Iranians could shell Baghdad with the 1,000 kilogram high explosives of the Scud warhead, while Tehran was well out of reach for retaliation.

In 1982, Iraq fired the first Scud missile into Iran. Over the next six years of the war, Iraq fired 172 Scuds into Iran, while Iran fired forty missiles into Iraq. In 1988, Iraqi technicians, aided by advisors from the Soviet Union and other countries, had changed the design of the Scud missile, more than doubling its range.

On February 29, 1988, seventeen Iraqi missiles rained down on Tehranwhat would come to be known as the War of the Cities had begun. Before it was over, Iraq had fired a total of 189 Scud missiles into Tehran, and the Iranians retaliated with seventy-seven missiles of their own. The accuracy of the Iraqi Scud variant was poor, but the volume of missiles that the Iraqi military industrial engine had been able to produce helped overcome that inaccuracy.

Saddam Hussein freely used mustard gas and nerve agents as part of his new offensive launched in March 1988. Though his technicians were not able to successfully mount an effective chemical warhead to the new al-Hussein missile, the missiles helped break down the morale of the Iranian people. All that could be heard around Tehran as the missiles passed overhead was an eerie howl. Then the supersonic missiles would come down and explode, and only after the warhead had detonated would people around the impact site hear the sonic boom of its travel.

The human wave attacks by the Iranian zealots had proved crushing against the Iraqis. No matter how many bullets were fired, shells launched, or bombs dropped, the Iranians accepted the losses and kept coming on. But the chemical weapons, the nerve and mustard gases, broke the back of the human wave attacks. The final straw for Iran had been the impacting of missiles on Tehran itself. It seemed that the mullahs and ayatollahs were willing and able to exhort thousands of their followers to their deaths, but when the risk was to their own mortality, the situation changed.

With the flow of the war changing in Iraqs favor, Iran saw there was little that could be done to reverse the situation. In four major battles in 1988, between April and August, the Iraqis routed or defeated the Iranian forces. Iran finally accepted UN Security Council Resolution 598 in August 1988. The cease-fire took effect on August 20, and eight long years of war were finally over. The Ayatollah Khomeini died on June 3, 1989, and the threat of the Islamic Revolution spreading out over the Persian Gulf states lost some of its urgency.









CHAPTER 3



1989 
0425 ZULU
 Exit 120, I-395 Northbound 
Alexandria, Virginia

Lieutenant Greg Rockham drove his 85 Silverado Suburban northbound up Interstate 395 past Alexandria, Virginia. One thing about traveling 395 into D.C., Rockham thought, it didnt seem to matter what time of day you were heading in. You always hit some kind of rush hour. It was nice of the Special Warfare Command people to schedule a meeting at 1000 hours, rather than earlier, so everyone could hit the heavy traffic. But Rockham wanted to be sure to get to the meeting early, so he had planned to be at the Pentagon by 0900 EST.

No good deed goes unpunished, Rockham said out loud as he stepped on the accelerator to get around a slow sedan with Kentucky plates. He was right in the middle of the morning traffic crush. Just trying to read the proper turnoff signs was hard enough; the scattering of tourists to the nations capital certainly didnt help the traffic flow.

Finally reaching the turnoff he needed, Rockham headed around the Pentagon to the north parking area. The guys back at SEAL Team Four who had spent time in D.C. had told him that it was easier to just park away from the Pentagon and walk up to it rather than search for a closer parking space in the south lot. And by the looks of the parking areas, they had been right.

A quick trot by the very fit SEAL officer put him at the river entrance to the Pentagon in just a few minutes. His cushion of time was being eaten up fast. A flash of his ID to the guard at the doorway, and he was inside the huge five-sided buildingthe nerve center of the military might of the United States.

That sounded pretty grand, but it seemed that the whole building had been built to withstand an invasion. Not that it would be that hard for a determined enemy to get inside the buildingno, that would just draw the unwary into a trap. The trap was the labyrinth layout of the interior of the WWII-era structure.

Not including the basement, the Pentagon basically had five floors. Each of the floors was divided into concentric rings around the central courtyard of the building. The rings were labeled A to E from the center of the building out. Ten corridors, like the radiating spokes of a wheel and numbered one to ten, interconnected the rings. To further confuse things, the Pentagon basement had two additional rings, F and G. Knowing how to get around the Pentagon without asking directions was almost an art form.

But his old platoon chief had taught the SEAL officer well. Remember the six Ps, Rock, Chief Monday had said. Prior planning prevents piss-poor performance.

So Lieutenant Rockham had put that six P mantra into play two days earlier, when he received the orders to report to the Pentagon, and had taken detailed directions from Ed Shepherd, a friend of his who was the intel officer at SpecWarGroup Two. Ed had pulled a tour of duty at a staff position at the Pentagon, and he knew the layout well. What Rockham had to find was the way to Room 3D526. According to Ed, that meant the room was on the third floor, D ring, off Corridor 5, Room 26. Sounded easy enough. Yeah, right.

The interior of the building was confusing, to say the least. Legend had it that there were still people wandering the corridors who had died decades beforenot even their ghosts could find the way out.

Now Rockham walked at a quick pace through the Pentagon, down Corridor 9 to its end at the A ring. Stairs gave him access to the third floor. Then it was around to the right on the A ring, almost halfway around the building, until he came across Corridor 5. Now it was back out toward the outer wall of the Pentagon, until he came to the D ring.

Access to where he had been ordered to report was restricted. The Marine sergeant sitting at the desk at that section of the ring blocked Rockhams further progress. It took an examination of Rockhams ID against a list on a clipboard to get the SEAL officer down the ring. Room 26 wasnt hard to find; the young Marine standing guard outside the doorway was a good landmark.

The Marine guard on duty looked young, tall, fit, and spotlessly dressed in his uniform. He was practically a clone of the Marine sergeant at the desk not a hundred feet away. The guards high and tight haircut was trimmed with only a short bit of his brown hair showing above the almost bald sides of his head. For all of his showpiece appearance, Rockham imagined that the holstered M9 Beretta at the mans side was just as spotless, and ready for duty, as the Marine was himself.

Sir, the Marine said as he stepped in front of the door at Rockhams approach, would you please wait here.

Greg was all of ten minutes early; so much for hitting the head and then getting a cup of coffee from the cafeteria he had passed. He hadnt expected this much security, even at the Pentagon. But the SEAL stood, as hed been asked to, while the young Marine knocked and then opened the door.

The Marine leaned forward and spoke to someone in a quiet voice. In a few seconds he straightened and closed the door. Theyll be calling for you in just a moment, sir, he said, turning to Rockham.

Greg didnt have to cool his heels more than a few minutes before a Navy yeoman came to the door. CHIEF YEOMAN BARNHART, according to his uniform insignia, came out and asked Rockham to enter.

It turned out 3D526 was a conference room, or perhaps some kind of briefing room, to Rockhams glance. At the long table that took up the center of the room were nine people, all but two of them in uniform. The yeoman chief sat at a desk just to the side of the door Rockham had entered. On the far walls were maps of the world and various close-ups of areas unfamiliar to Rockham. Across the long conference table were scattered file folders, notepads, and the occasional coffee cup.

By all rights the room should have been sinking slowly from the weight of all the gold braid he saw around the table, Rockham thought. Quite a bit of rank to face as a lieutenant. Mostly flag-rank officers, five admirals, two captains, a man in a gray business suit with his head down as he read papers, and a honey-blond civilian woman who was very familiar to him.

Drawing himself to attention, Greg spoke to the rear admiral (upper half), the highest ranking man in the room, who was sitting at the head of the table. The admiral was someone Rockham recognized immediately as being the vice commander of the United States Special Operations Command (USSOCOM). He was the Navy man in command of all of the Navys Special Operations Forces, the SEAL Teams, SDV Teams, and the Special Boat Units, and he was the highest ranking SEAL in the Navy. Whatever was going to happen in this room, they certainly had brought out the big guns for it. Lieutenant Greg Rockham reporting as ordered, sir, Rockham said.

At ease, Lieutenant, Admiral Cromarty said. Take a seat, please.

As Rockham sat down, he came to eye level with the civilian in the business suit. Now he recognized Peter Danzig, the CIA case officer who had been with him and his platoon almost a year ago. Their mission then had been to rescue a Soviet defector, and Operation Endurance had quickly turned into a mini-invasion of Soviet territory for Rockham and his SEALs. Was this meeting some kind of further debriefing on that op? Because Sharon Taylor had also been aboard the submarine during that op, and she was sitting right there next to Danzig.

Okay, Lieutenant Rockham, Admiral Cromarty said, I understand introductions to our two representatives of the Intelligence community here wont be necessary.

No sir, Admiral, Rockham said, I remember Mr. Danzig and Miss Taylor very well.

Sharon Taylor put on a wry smile at the Miss designation from Rockham. Admiral Cromarty looked down at an open file on the table in front of him and continued.

Youre presently undergoing a tour of duty as the operations officer at SEAL Team Four, as I read things, Admiral Cromarty said as he looked up from the table directly at Rockham.

Yes sir, was the only answer that came to Rockhams mind.

By the look of things, youll be going on from there to a shore tour, probably on the Staff at Special Warfare Group Two, Cromarty continued.

Yes sir, Rockham said again.

We may be going to change that, Lieutenant, Cromarty said. You have been brought here because of your unique qualifications, as well as your special operational experience. Cromarty paused.

When I saw Mr. Danzig and Miss Taylor here, sir, Rockham said, I suspected that something was going on in relation to just where I received that special operational experience.

You can be certain of that, Lieutenant, Cromarty said. But probably not in the way you think. Out of the whole Navy, theres only four officers with some of your unique qualifications.

The United States is going to be meeting a very different class of enemy soon, Lieutenant. And some of us think that meeting will take place much sooner than others plan. This enemy is going to be one you and your SEALs have faced before. There isnt anything new about Naval Special Warfare taking on terrorists wherever and whenever they find them. What those of us around this table are concerned with is just how some of those terrorist groups will be armed, and how the Navy will deal with them.

Your mission last year went far to prove that the Soviet Union has a very well-developed and sophisticated biological warfare establishment. Theres more than a few rogue states and major organizations that the Soviets have used as surrogate forces in the past. It doesnt take much of a stretch of the imagination to consider that some of those surrogates would be able to field a weapon of mass destruction.

Whether biological, chemical, or even nuclear, there are terrorist groups who wouldnt hesitate to use such a weapon to further their own aims. If those aims happened to match up with those of the Soviet Union, they could possibly obtain such a weapon.

Even if they cant get such a thing from the Soviets, who have enough problems of their own right now with a collapsing economy and a defeat in Afghanistan, there are more than a few governments that are working hard to develop such weapons. Libya, North Korea, Iraq, Iran, and a few others who dont think that much of us, have ongoing chemical, nuclear, and biological weapons programs.

Run-of-the-mill terrorists are something the SEALs have dealt with. But theres a new class of terrorist coming up in the world whos a different kind of animal. This terrorist is educated, smart, fanaticaland he could be armed with weapons of mass destruction.

A subdued murmur went around the conference table. A few of the assembled officers moved in their chairs, and others turned their heads to get a better look at the young SEAL officer sitting at the opposite end of the table. But if they were hoping to see some outward sign or reaction from Rockham, they were disappointed. His gray eyes remained locked on Admiral Cromarty, Rockhams attention focused on the admiral.

Part of what were looking for, Cromarty went on, is to establish a special detachment of men trained and equipped to deal with just such terrorists. Of all the people in Navy Special Warfare today, only a few are particularly qualified to be in our planned special detachment. Most of those men are the ones you led on that mission last year, Rockham.

And how is that sir? Rockham asked, puzzled.

According to Dr. Taylor here, the admiral nodded to Sharon Taylor, all of your SEALs are presently immunized against anthrax and other biological weapons.

We did undergo a long series of shots and tests, Admiral, Rockham agreed. But that should hardly make us special. The entire crew of the Archerfish had the same thing done to them.

No, Cromarty disagreed. It seems that it takes almost a full year for the whole series of shots to immunize a person against anthrax. It just isnt a common immunization in the serviceyet. All of our intelligence indicates that anthrax is one of the more popular biological agents to be weaponized. And you and your SEALs have all completed the entire series of shots. Like it or not, Lieutenant, right now youre the man on the spot.

What we want you to do, Lieutenant, Cromarty said, is to build what we are calling a Navy Special Materials Detachment. It will be a composite unit, but the core will be the SEALs you pick from the Special Warfare community. For the time being, the list of possible candidates for the detachment is necessarily short. You only have the choice of the men from your old platoon, and those from the SEAL delivery vehicle and dry deck shelter units who were also assigned to your operation. Bringing in new people will have to be kept at a minimum since they wont have the time to build the same level of immunity you and your men enjoy.

Each member of the detachment must volunteer, including yourself. As the mission dictates, you will have specialists from the rest of the militaryas well as intelligence, scientific, and industrial communities, assigned as needed. But the ultimate success or failure of the detachment will rest on the shoulders of yourself and the SEALs you lead.

You will be outfitted and trained to handle any contingency and you and your men will have to learn the special counterterrorist training and skills theyve developed down at SEAL Team Six. There will also be courses of training in biological and chemical weapons in the mix. Its going to be a high-speed and very demanding curriculum, Lieutenant.

It will do us no good at all to have the very best technicians available if we cant put them on the target and give them the time they need to do their work. Thats going to be the primary mission for you and your detachmentto gain access to the target, secure the area, and control the situation. The SEALs already have a well-earned reputation for working in any environment on the planet. You proved that yourself in the Arctic last year. So were going to put you in the most hostile environment any of us can imagineright next to a possibly live biological or chemical weapon.


Now for the bad news, Cromarty said with a smile. The Joint Chiefs and I want this detachment to be operational in under a yearsix months would be my preference. Your commanding officers have assured me that you are a man who likes challenges, Lieutenant. And both Mr. Danzig and Dr. Taylor were very impressed last year with your ability to think on your feet.

Now theres a carrot attached to this stick Im waving around, Lieutenant, Cromarty continued. You can probably expect to make lieutenant commander a bit ahead of your contemporaries if youre successful at this assignment. On the negative side, youll be dealing with some of the most lethal weapons on the planet. Screw up just once and well probably be planting you with full honors next door at Arlington Cemetery.

This is going to be a very difficult assignment, the kind that can make or break a young naval officers career. Every mission you undertake will be classified. Damned few people will ever know if you were successful on an operation. Fail just once, and thousands may die along with you. But you get to build and lead a unit that you handpick every member of. Not many young officers in the Navy have been given that opportunity. So, Lieutenant, do you want the job?

You have your first volunteer, Admiral, Rockham said simply.
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