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			Dedicated to the brave men and women of our clandestine service, their families (including my own), and the people of Afghanistan

		

	
		
			         

			
			Author’s Note and Acknowledgments

			This is a book that the CIA didn’t want you to read. In May 2005, I submitted the manuscript to the CIA’s Publication Review Board for review. I was told it would take approximately thirty days for them to redact those passages that they felt compromised active Agency sources and methods. In working with my co-author, I had been careful not to reveal sensitive material beyond what the CIA had already approved in other books.

			As an experienced CIA Chief of Station and one loyal to the Agency’s mission, I have absolutely no interest in undermining our nation’s intelligence effort. But I also believe that freedom of speech is fundamental to all of our liberties, and that a timely and fair review of manuscripts by the Agency’s Publications Review Board and Clandestine Service is essential if current and ex-Agency employees are to have a relevant voice in our national debate.

			That same month, May 2005, I decided to retire from CIA’s Clandestine Service after twenty-three years of service and an additional four years in the U.S. military. It had been a privilege to serve in the Directorate of Operations alongside brave men and women who helped me combat al-Qaeda and other terrorist groups.

			Despite the fact that the CIA had recently approved another book by a retired Agency officer about the war in Afghanistan and had briefed authors Steve Coll (Ghost Wars) and Bob Woodward (Bush at War), they held up my manuscript for months. Finally in mid-July 2005, in what turned out to be the most surreal and frustrating experiences in my life, I was forced to file a lawsuit against my former employer. When a Federal judge ordered the Agency to release the manuscript in late August, they told me I had to redact over forty pages of material, including the mileage between cities in Afghanistan and the name of CIA officer William Buckley, which has appeared in hundreds of publications since his death in 1987.

			When I asked the Agency to restore some of the material that had already appeared in other publications that had been cleared by them, I had to file another injunction in Federal Court before they would respond. A Federal judge will ultimately rule if segments of the book that have been blacked out by CIA censors will be added to future editions. For the sake of readability, my co-author and I have tried to give the reader a sense of the subject matter of excised material. Blacked out lines of text that run more than two lines often indicate redacted segments which run for several pages.

			I am privileged to have served alongside very brave men from the CIA and the U.S. Military’s Special Operations community while in Afghanistan. As in many past conflicts, many of them were American immigrants—especially, Muslim Americans from South Asia and the Middle East—who stepped up and were the most critical component of our intelligence collection effort. Those Muslim Americans reminded me about how special our country is and the liberties we sometimes take for granted.

			May God bless America and, especially, those who fight and sacrifice to defend it. I would also like to thank my wife and children for their love and support over so many years, and extend thanks to Tim Tyler of DOD and retired Lt. Colonel Mark Brightman for historical and military context.

			Gary Berntsen

			Ralph Pezzullo would like to thank Gary, our agents, Wendy Silbert and Harvey Klinger, our editor, Rick Horgan, and Julian Pavia, Tina Constable, Brian Belfiglio, and the other very capable people at Crown, and his wife, two sons, and two daughters for their love and support.
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   	ADDO 	Associate Deputy Director of CIA Operations 
  	AWACS 	Airborne Warning and Control System 
  	CAS 	Close Air Support 
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  	DDO 	CIA’s Director of Operations 
  	DDST 	CIA’s Deputy Directorate of Science and Technology 
  	EDT 	Emergency Deployment Team 
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   	MOIS 	Iran’s Ministry of Intelligence and Security 
  	NA 	Afghanistan’s Northern Alliance
				
  	NGO 	Non-governmental organization 
  	NID 	National Intelligence Daily 
  	SAD 	Special Activities Division—the paramilitary division of CIA Operations 
  	SAS 	British Special Air Service 
  	SF 	Special Forces, the Army’s unconventional forces; not to be confused with JSOC Special Operations Forces 
  	SIGINT 	Signals intelligence, or intelligence derived from intercepting radio, telephone, computer or other electronic communications 
  	SNI 	Shelter Now International
				
  	SOCOM 	Special Operations Command 
  	SOFLAM 	Special Operations Forces Laser Acquisition Marker 
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			Key Characters

			(*The following names have been changed to guard their identity.)

			(†The following names have been changed at the direction of CIA censors.)

			CIA
   	
						*A.C. 	Black-bearded tech wizard from Science and Technology and member of Jawbreaker. 
  	
						*Amir 	
						Arab-American member of Jawbreaker who was sent to work with Afghan warlord [image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image] [image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image] 
  	
						*Bilal 	
						Arab-American former Marine who deployed with me to [image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image]         in 1999 and later joined Team Juliet in Tora Bora.
					 
  	Cofer Black 	Very capable and aggressive Director of CTC, 1998–2004. 
  	
						*Breen 	My young team leader in Taloqan, assigned to work with warlord Berryelah Khan. 
  	
						*Brock 	No-nonsense team leader of Jawbreaker 2000. 
  	
						*Coleman 	
						Chief [image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image]         in Dar es Salaam, Tanzania, at the time of the U.S. Embassy bombing.
					 
  	
						*Craig 	CIA team leader assigned to work with Hamid Karzai in southern Afghanistan near Kandahar. 
  	
						*Davis 	Blond-haired, blue-eyed former Marine Recon and CIA Case Officer who became my right-hand man in the Panshir and Kabul. 
  	
						†Dawson 	CIA analyst and Uzbek speaker who was sent into Qala-i Jangi fortress with Mike Spann. 
  	
						*Donna 	Bin Laden expert who was part of the Emergency Deployment Team to Tanzania. 
  	
						*Dusty 	CIA contractor and former JSOC soldier who joined Juliet Forward in Tora Bora and directed air strikes on the al-Qaeda camp at Milawa. 
  	
						*Halsey 	Case officer serving in Uzbekistan who became a member of Jawbreaker 2000 deployment and had been a student of mine at the Farm. 
  	
						*Hamid 	Ivy League law school graduate and Muslim-American member of Jawbreaker 2001 used on the Shomali Plains as the primary translator. 
  	Hank 	
						Hard-as-nails director of CTC/[image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image]         (CTC/[image: image][image: image]) formed after 9/11/01.
					 
  	
						*Harold 	Former U.S. Special Forces Sergeant and my deputy in the Hezbollah element of CTC. 
  	
						*Hoss 	CIA Special Activities Division officer and former SEAL who deployed with Billy Waugh. 
  	
						*Johann 	
						East European-born [image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image]         officer who inspected al-Qaeda training, chemical and weapons facilities.
					 
  	John 	
						Hank’s deputy at CTC/[image: image][image: image], who was scheduled to retire after 9/11.
					 
  	
						*Adam Khan 	Muslim-American and Pushtun speaker who played a key role with Team Juliet in Tora Bora, December 2001. 
  	
						*Klesko 	Aggressive Special Activities Division officer and member of Agency Team Delta who captured the number-two and number-three Taliban intel officials. 
  	
						*Lance 	JSOC soldier assigned to Juliet Forward who directed air strikes on the al-Qaeda camp at Milawa. 
  	
						*Lawrence 	Chief in Uzbekistan, who helped abort Jawbreaker 2000. 
  	
						*Marlowe 	Science and Technology expert and former Navy Seal who was a member of Jawbreakers 2000 and 2001. 
  	
						*Mary 	Chief of CIA Career Service Training Program (Recruitment). 
  	
						*McQueen 	Emergency Deployment Team leader from Special Operations who was with me in Tanzania. 
  	
						*Nelson 	
						Muscular African-American [image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image]         officer who inspected al-Qaeda training, chemical and weapons facilities.
					 
  	Jeff O’Connell 	Director of the Counter Terrorism Center (CTC) in 1997–99. 
  	
						*Parker 	CIA officer and former SF officer who entered Kabul with Bismullah Khan’s men and later joined Juliet Forward in Tora Bora to direct air strikes on the al-Qaeda camp at Milawa. 
  	Jim Pavitt 	
						CIA Deputy Director of Operations, 
1998–2004.
					 
  	
						*Phillip 	CIA Directorate of Intelligence South Asia expert who worked with Special Representative James Dobbins. 
  	
						*Reno 	Air Force Combat Controller assigned to JSOC who joined Juliet Forward in Tora Bora and directed air strikes on the al-Qaeda camp at Milawa. 
  	Rich 	Chief of the Bin Laden Group who succeeded me in late December 2001. 
  	
						*R.J. 	Chief of CIA Team in Mazar-e Sharif who worked with General Dostum. 
  	Mike Spann 	CIA first-tour officer killed at Qala-i Jangi fortress. 
  	
						*Stan 	Russian-speaking case officer who originally deployed on the Shomali Plains with Gary Schroen. 
  	
						*Storm 	Big, red-bearded Special Activities Division officer and member of Jawbreakers 2000 and 2001, who led the effect to free the SNI hostages. 
  	
						*Ted (aka FBI Ted) 	FBI detailee to the Hezbollah working group who led Emergency Deployment Team to Nairobi, Kenya, in August 1998. 
  	George Tenet 	Director of the CIA, 1998–2004. 
  	
						*Todd 	Loyal Hooters customer and commo officer of Jawbreakers 2000 and 2001. 
  	Billy Waugh 	Legendary seventy-two-year-old Special Forces Sergeant Major and CIA Special Activities Division contractor, joined Jawbreaker in late November 2001, later deployed south with Team Romeo. 
  	
						*Yale 	Workaholic first tour officer and member of Jawbreaker 2001. 
 
 U.S. MILITARY
   	
						*Colonel Al Alexander 	[image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image]-American SF officer detailed to CIA Special Activities Division, who led SF team into Tora Bora.
					 
  	Master Sergeant John Bolduc 	Leader of Special Forces A Team 585 deployed in Taloqan. 
  	Major General Dell Dailey 	Head of Joint Special Operations Command (Delta Force) and highest-ranking U.S. military officer in Afghanistan during the fighting in Tora Bora. 
  	Chief Warrant Officer David Diaz 	Leader of the Triple Nickel (555) Special Forces A Team members deployed on the Shomali Plains. 
  	General Tommy Franks 	Commander in Chief of CENTCOM. 
  	Lt. Colonel Chris Haas 	Commander of Special Forces A Team 555 (Triple Nickel) assigned to the Panshir and Shomali Plains, and later entered Kabul. 
  	Brigadier General Gary Harrell 	Former commander of Delta Force and CENTCOM’S Director of Security, sent by General Franks to direct humanitarian effort in Afghanistan. 
  	Colonel John Mulholland 	5th Special Forces Group Commander in charge of all Special Forces teams in Afghanistan. 
  	
						*Lt. Colonel Mark Sutter 	Leader of three-man JSOC advance team sent to Afghanistan in late November 2001. 
 
 NORTHERN ALLIANCE
   	Dr. Abdullah Abdullah 	Northern Alliance Foreign Minister; met with U.S. Special Representative James Dobbins in Uzbekistan. 
  	Engineer Aref 	Dapper, suspicious and canny head of Northern Alliance intelligence (aka, the Director). 
  	Mohammad Atta 	Tajik Northern Alliance military commander in northern Afghanistan who helped liberate Mazar-e Sharif. 
  	General Babajan 	Portly Northern Alliance subcommander on the Shomali Plains, under Bismullah Khan. 
  	
						†Babrak 	Pashai warlord who joined the Eastern Alliance and fought in Tora Bora. 
  	Abdul Rashid Dostum 	Hard-nosed Uzbek warlord who led an army in northern Afghanistan that liberated the Uzbek city of Mazar-e Sharif. 
  	Mohammed Qasim Fahim 	Massoud’s successor as the military leader of the Northern Alliance. 
  	Hamid Karzai 	Pushtun leader who led a small army in southern Afghanistan and was named leader of the interim government in December 2001. 
  	Dr. Karim Khalili 	Hazara leader and Northern Alliance commander. 
  	Berryelah Khan 	Northern Alliance commander in the north near Taloqan. 
  	Bismullah Khan 	Commander of Northern Alliance forces on the Shomali Plains. 
  	Ismail Khan 	Northern Alliance military commander in western Afghanistan, near the city of Herat. 
  	
						†Majid 	Massoud’s protge and my main liason with the Northern Alliance; worked for both the foreign ministry and NA intel. 
  	Ahmad Shah Massoud 	Tough, inspirational leader of the Northern Alliance, killed by an al-Qaeda bomb on September 10, 2001. 
  	Jan Mohammad 	Northern Alliance chief of protocol. 
  	General Mohammad Mohaqqeq 	Hazara commander of the Hizb-e Wahadat forces who helped liberate the northern city of Mazar-e Sharif. 
  	
						†Nuruddin 	Pushtun warlord who had been living in exile in France, returned to Afghanistan and joined the Eastern Alliance in Tora Bora. 
  	Burhanuddin Rabbani 	Ex-President of Afghanistan and political leader of the Northern Alliance. 
  	Abdurabab Rasul Sayyaf 	Pushtun warlord and original sponsor of bin Laden in Afghanistan who joined the Northern Alliance and was implicated in the assassination of Massoud. 
  	General Sharifi 	Russian-speaking military subcommander on the Shomali Plains under Bismullah Khan. 
  	
						†Ustad 	Engineer Aref’s intel deputy on the Shomali Plains. 
  	Haji Mohammed Zahir 	Older brother of Pushtun warlord Abdul Haq who was captured by the Taliban and hung in October 2001; became part of the Eastern Alliance that fought in Tora Bora. 
 
 TALIBAN AND AL-QAEDA
   	Qari Amadullah 	Chief of Taliban intelligence. 
  	Mohammad Atef 	Former Egyptian policeman and military commander of al-Qaeda, killed by U.S. airstrikes outside of Gardez, Afghanistan, in November 2001. 
  	Osama bin Laden 	Saudi-born leader and founder of al-Qaeda. 
  	Mullah Mohammed Omar 	One-eyed spiritual leader of the Taliban. 
  	Ayman al-Zawahiri 	Egyptian militant and second in command of al-Qaeda; planned attacks on U.S. Embassies in Kenya and Tanzania. 
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			1

			The Attack—7 August 1998

			“Dawn comes not twice to awaken a man.”

			—an Arab proverb

			* * * * * *

			I jumped out of bed by the second ring and grabbed the STU-III secure telephone from the waist-high dresser. The digital clock read 4:23 A.M. in the dark bedroom of our Reston, Virginia, townhouse. My wife, Rebecca, sat up, rubbing her eyes.

			“Hello.”

			A voice on the other end said, “Gary, it’s Dorothy in the watch office.”

			I recognized her voice immediately. Dorothy was one of [image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image]  officers assigned to my staff in the CIA’s Counterterrorism Center. Our job was to identify, penetrate and disrupt the activities of Islamic Jihad Organization (IJO)—the Hezbollah’s terrorist arm and the most deadly organization of its kind up to that time.
 “One second,” I said, removing the top of a [image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image]  by the phone, extracting a [image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image]  key [image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image]  and inserting the key into the phone. “I’m going secure.”

			“Ready.”

			After pushing the “secure voice” button, a small horizontal panel lit up indicating that the encryption sequence was underway. It took fifteen seconds before the screen on the phone read “TOP SECRET.”

			Dorothy said: “I have you TS.”

			“I have you TS,” I echoed back.

			“Thirty-five minutes ago the U.S. Embassy in Nairobi was attacked with a large explosive device,” Dorothy began. “Ten minutes later our Embassy in Dar es Salaam was also attacked with an explosive device. I just talked to Chief CTC O’Connell [CTC is the CIA’s Counterterrorism Center]. He wants you to come in.”

			“Do you have numbers on casualties? Did we lose any of our people?” I asked.

			Hearing the word “casualties,” my wife gasped.

			“There have been large-scale casualties, including some of our people,” Dorothy answered.

			“Thanks,” I said. “I’m on my way in.”

			I turned the key, extracted it, [image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image] , carefully reset the top and stood for a moment in the darkness. I was one of our country’s most experienced clandestine counterterrorism officers, but news like this still filled me with cold, seething anger. Pictures of the carnage from bombings I’d witnessed in places like Sri Lanka and Nepal flashed in my head.

			My wife understood instinctively that something terrible had happened. “Where?” she asked.

			Being an intense, aggressive guy, I imagined myself rushing to the scene immediately and grabbing the bombers. But I managed to remain outwardly calm. “Nairobi and Dar es Salaam,” I answered. “We’ve just had two Embassies bombed within thirty minutes.”

			After nineteen years married to a CIA officer, my wife knew the drill. “Should I pack a bag for you now?” she asked.

			I thought of practicalities for a second. “I have to go into the building first. If I fly out I’ll come back first and get some things. Why don’t you go back to bed?”

			“Go back to bed?” she asked, incredulously. “I can’t go back to bed now. I’ll make you some coffee and start getting your stuff ready.”

			Using the encrypted phone, I called one of my branch chiefs, Ted—an FBI agent assigned to CTC. The CIA and the FBI, in the spirit of cooperation, had begun placing officers in each other’s counterterrorism units, and Ted was one of the first FBI detailees.

			Ted was one tough guy. Prior to joining the FBI, he’d been a Maryland State Police officer. While working undercover, he infiltrated a motorcycle gang suspected of major criminal activity. One night, they got suspicious, dragged him into a deserted field on Maryland’s Eastern Shore and stuck a gun to his head. Ted didn’t lose his cool. Not only did he talk the gang out of killing him, he eventually locked up sixty of them for crimes varying from grand theft, to drug trafficking, to murder. At the Bureau, he played a lead role in a number of important counterterrorism investigations, including the Iraqi attempt to assassinate former President George Herbert Walker Bush after the Gulf War.

			He was the kind of officer I wanted at my side in a crisis. I quickly filled him in.

			Then I jumped in the shower, skipped shaving and got dressed, foregoing a jacket because it was going to be a hot, humid August day. Exiting the bedroom, I ran into my seventeen-year-old daughter, Alexis, on the landing. The sound of my moving around had roused her.

			She asked, “Dad, what’s going on? Why are you guys up so early?”

			There was no point trying to hide the truth. Alexis already knew that I was one of the CIA’s senior counterterrorism officers, but her thirteen-year-old brother, Thomas, thought I had a desk job at the [image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image] .

			“There were some attacks on our Embassies in Africa so I need to go in early,” I told her.

			“Are you going to Africa?”

			“Maybe, sweetheart, but not right now.”

			After a quick cup of coffee and kisses for my wife and daughter, I started out the door. Over my shoulder, the first reports of the bombings aired over CNN.

			Standing outside our townhouse was my maroon 1987 Chrysler K station wagon—the car my son and daughter teasingly called “the red rocket.” No, it wasn’t an Aston Martin or a Land Rover equipped with surface-to-air rockets, but it got me where I wanted to go. My wife and daughter got the new wheels.

			I’d taken this route so many times I could drive it in my sleep: down the Dulles toll road, onto route 123, a sharp turn into CIA headquarters twenty minutes later. At this hour of the morning the vast parking area was almost empty, except for vehicles belonging to members of the watch office and Directorate of Intelligence personnel who worked on the President’s Daily Brief.

			Passing through the CIA entrance, I swiped my badge over an optical reader and punched in my security code. My watch read 5:05 A.M. as I entered an elevator of the oldest wing of the three-building complex and hit five.

			The Crisis Center consisted of two large rooms—one packed with communications racks with radios and multiple workstations to monitor Counterterrorism Center (CTC) developments around the world. The second room housed a large conference table and chairs.

			CTC is part of the CIA’s Directorate of Operations. The rest of the CIA’s [image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image]  employees are organized under three other directorates: Science & Technology, Intelligence and Administration. Most of them are analysts, scientists and administrators.

			The Directorate of Operations (DO) is the place that employs clandestine case officers like myself. Back in the mid-’90s the Clinton administration had reduced the number of operations officers by twenty-five percent. The DO is responsible for collecting human intelligence and running operations against 6 billion people and governments around the globe who want to harm the United States.

			The FBI, for purposes of comparison, has approximately 10,000 field officers (special agents) covering the United States. There are one thousand FBI officers assigned to New York City alone.

			You could say that working for Operations is challenging. Most of my closest colleagues are type-A individuals who won’t back down from anyone or anything. We accept the fact that we live in a hard world and deal with that reality. It’s dangerous work.

			In the past, I’ve stopped dozens of bombings and assassinations overseas. I’ve also hunted down and captured terrorists from various groups. These are CIA successes that were never reported in the news.

			When we’re portrayed in the media, ninety-five percent of what’s said or written is dead wrong. Books like Tom Clancy’s Clear and Present Danger where the Deputy Director of the CIA personally hunts down terrorists—ridiculous. Movies like Three Days of the Condor where CIA operatives assassinate members of the American Literacy Historical Society—disgusting!

			* * *

			I felt a jolt of energy as I entered the Crisis Center. Chief CTC Jeff O’Connell stood in the dimly lit conference room speaking on a secure phone directly to the White House. Especially at that early hour of the morning, it was an intensely focused group. Ted (my FBI deputy) as well as the top officers in CTC were already there. News reports from CNN were being projected on the wall behind the head of the table.

			O’Connell was around fifty, with slightly thinning reddish blond hair, five-foot-ten and fit. An excellent Arabist, O’Connell had served with distinction in multiple Middle East posts fighting Palestinian terrorist groups like Black September and Abu Nidal. Every time I saw him I was reminded of William Buckley and my early days in the Directorate of Operations.

			I’d met both men in 1984 when—fresh out of training—I received my first assignment in NE Division (Directorate of Operations Near East and South Asian Division) working on Iraqi issues. It was a hell of a time to cut one’s teeth. Two days before my assignment, on April 18, 1983, a van packed with two thousand pounds of explosives blew off the front of the U.S. Embassy in Beirut, collapsing the front portion of the seven-story structure and killing sixty-three people including the [image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image] . In one fell swoop, the crème de la crème of the United States’ Middle East intelligence had been wiped out. A single CIA officer, who happened to be out of the building buying a carpet, survived.

			The attack was the work of Hezbollah, Lebanon’s Shiite Muslim political party (Party of God), under the banner of the Islamic Jihad Organization (IJO). Led by the Shiite cleric Fadallah, Hezbollah was closely tied to the Islamic regime in Iran.

			I’d entered NE Division during its darkest hour. The darkness grew thicker a few months later when the man dispatched as the new chief in Beruit, William Buckley, was kidnapped by Hezbollah. Hezbollah wanted the government of Kuwait to release Mustafa Badr al-Din (the brother-in-law of Imad Mughniyad, Hezbollah’s IJO terror chief), who was responsible for the 1983 bombing of the U.S. Embassy in Kuwait City. But the United States would not allow itself to be blackmailed by terrorists.

			Despite the heroic efforts of many brave men and women to try to rescue Buckley, he was tortured and maltreated and eventually died in captivity. One of my last tasks before being deployed in the field was to review tapes of Buckley sent to the CIA by Hezbollah. As long as I live, I’ll never erase the heartbreaking image of that tired, broken man, dressed in a sweat suit and holding up a newspaper to confirm the date, forced to read Hezbollah propaganda.

			I promised myself right then and there that I’d do absolutely everything in my power to guard against myself or any of my people getting kidnapped by terrorists. Out of the Buckley experience, I derived two important lessons: focus on those groups that pose an immediate threat and strike them quickly; understand that the risks cannot be removed even though CIA and political leadership will always gravitate towards risk-free solutions.

			Most of the officers in the Crisis Center conference room had lost a friend or colleague in the ’83 Beirut bombing. O’Connell lowered the sound on CNN so that it played like a silent horror movie on the wall behind him. I watched as shocked, injured people climbed out of the rubble of the U.S. Embassies. O’Connell pointed out that initial estimates indicated that casualties were higher in Nairobi than in Dar es Salaam. When he mentioned the name of a young [image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image]  assigned to the U.S. Embassy in Kenya, found among the confirmed dead, I felt like I’d been kicked in the chest.[image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image] .

			O’Connell wasted no time. “I think all of us probably sense Hezbollah fingerprints on both these bombings,” he said. “But let’s keep an open mind.” Then he reviewed the bombing report for the Khobar Towers in Dhahran, Saudi Arabia. In 1996, after years of not attacking the U.S., the Hezbollah and the Iranian Government set off a gigantic bomb in a fuel truck that killed nineteen U.S. servicemen in Dhahran, Saudi Arabia.

			O’Connell looked directly at me. “Gary will lead an Emergency Deployment Team (EDT) to Dar es Salaam, Tanzania. Ted will lead a second team to Nairobi. Both of you understand Hezbollah, but I’m going to cover my bets. I’m going to give each of you an officer out of the bin Laden shop in the event bin Laden has decided to go big.”

			The CTC Chief of Operations gave us our air deployments. I would leave that afternoon on a [image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image]  jet. Ted would travel with a big contingent of FBI special agents out of Andrews Air Force Base at noon.

			Ted raised his hand. “Given that initial reports indicated larger loss of life and damage in Nairobi, I recommend that Gary lead the Nairobi team. I can serve as his deputy and you can insert someone else into Tanzania.”
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			O’Connell said, “We’re going to have a massive deployment of the FBI in Nairobi. Ted, I need you to ensure that we do not get off track with the FBI. Any more questions?”

			O’Connell dismissed the group. The Chief of Operations (who was my immediate supervisor), Ted and I waited until the others filed out. The Chief of Operations, a former Marine and experienced Near East veteran, turned to me and said, “Your assuming command of the EDT teams has not been coordinated with the CIA Special Missions folks. I’ll smooth it over. They already have established teams. You’ll be layered on top of the existing structure.”

			“Don’t worry,” I said with a grin. “We’ll work like one big happy family.”
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			The three of us left at 6:00 A.M.—the Chief of Operations for his office in CTC; FBI Ted and I in search of Africa’s Chief of Operations. With twenty years’ experience in the field, the Chief of Operations/Africa quickly described the size of the missions in Nairobi and Dar es Salaam, approximate number of employees. [image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image] 

			“Who’s the CIA Chief in Nairobi?” I asked.

			“ J.T. He’s an intelligence analyst.”

			“An intelligence analyst?” I blurted out. “What the hell’s the matter with you guys sending a DI [Directorate of Intelligence] type to Nairobi?”

			The Chief of Operations/Africa tried to explain: “Dave Cohen [the former Deputy Director of Operations and an Intelligence Officer himself] felt that analysts are Intelligence Officers, too, and should have a chance to lead in the field.”

			“Come on,” I said. “That’s like putting the mayor of a small city in charge of an Aircraft Carrier Battle Group.”

			“J.T.’s a smart guy, but he’s not in-country.”

			“Where is he?”

			“On leave somewhere in the Midwest.”

			“Great.”

			Under former CIA Director John Deutsch (a President Clinton appointee who served from 1994 to 1997), intelligence analysts—whose job was to study open and clandestine source material and write reports—were put through the ops course and sent into the field to run CIA offices. The fact that they had no real experience running agents or managing operations didn’t seem to matter. It’s one of many things instituted by former Director Deutsch and his deputy and successor George Tenet that I felt undermined the Agency.

			By 0700 Ted and I headed down to our offices in CTC. Standing in the doorway was my deputy, Harold—a former U.S. Army Special Forces Sergeant who had entered CTC as an analyst. He looked pissed. “I should kick your ass for not calling me in,” he said. “Do I have typhoid or something?”

			I said, “You do almost everything around here. You have to let me do something now and then.”

			“What kind of bullshit answer is that?” Harold asked. “Now I’m definitely going to kick your ass.”

			“Cool off,” I said. “Ted and I are both leading Emergency Deployment Teams. I need you to run the show here while I’m gone.”

			“Oh, you’re leaving me here to mind the store. Thanks.” Harold quickly changed gears. “Anyone claim responsibility?”

			“Not yet.”

			“I’ll call everyone together for a skull session. I wonder if we’ve seen any movement from Mustapha Badr al-Din.”

			As usual, Harold was right on the money. Badr al-Din was the guy who built the bomb that killed 242 U.S. Marines in Beirut on October 23, 1983. He also constructed the bomb that destroyed the U.S. Embassy in Kuwait. He’d been captured in Kuwait as part of a group known as the Dawa-17, but was released after the Iraqis invaded Kuwait and opened the prisons. [He’s the man Hezbollah wanted exchanged for William Buckley.]

			Instead of fleeing back to Lebanon after his incarceration, Badr al-Din stayed to fight alongside the Kuwaitis against Iraq. It was a strange way for showing his appreciation for being freed from prison, but this was the Middle East.

			The rest of the morning passed in a flash: a quick meeting with McQueen (the regular EDT leader from Special Missions) to assure him we would work in tandem and a final one-on-one with O’Connell in his office. O’Connell again stressed the importance of cooperating with the FBI. “They don’t have the overseas experience you have,” he told me. “But since these were attacks on U.S. installations, they have to treat them as criminal investigations. For purposes of a prosecution they have the lead. In relation to other intelligence issues, it’s your show. But do your best to help them.”

			“No problem,” I said. “I’ve worked closely with the Bureau in the past.”

			It was noon. Rebecca, who had taken the day off, met me with a packed bag and drove me to the airport. Our family had spent a good number of years living overseas in places like the Persian Gulf and South Asia. She said: “My mind’s on the Embassy families in Nairobi and Dar es Salaam and the suffering they are going through.”

			“Mine, too.”

			“I’m glad you can help,” she said kissing me on the lips. “Be safe.”

			A sleek [image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image]  jet waited on the runway. In addition to McQueen (from CIA Special Missions) and myself, the Emergency Deployment Team included a communications officer, bomb technician, computer specialist, military specialist assigned to CTC and the bin Laden intelligence analyst Donna.

			As the jet zipped across the Atlantic at six hundred miles per hour, piloted by a man who lost his leg in Vietnam, I tried to remember what I knew about East Africa. It had been part of the vast Oman Empire, which included the islands of Zanzibar and Pemba off the Tanzanian coast. Until 1963, the ruler of Zanzibar was an Arab sultan and cousin of the current Sultan of Oman, Sultan Qaboos.

			For some reason an image of Humphrey Bogart kept coming to mind. Then I remembered that the film African Queen was supposed to take place in Tanzania during World War I. That’s when it was a German colony. After World War I, German East Africa was transferred to the dominion of Great Britain under the name Tanganyika. In 1964 it gained its independence and, merging with Zanzibar, became Tanzania.

			Despite the fact that it was home to Mount Kilimanjaro and the largest wild animal population in the world—safari groups called attention to its spectacular wildebeest, monkey, antelope, lion, cheetah, crocodile, gazelle and flamingo populations—Tanzania remained one of the poorest countries on the planet. It is largely rural, with eighty percent of the workforce involved in agriculture, even though a mere five percent of the land is suitable for cultivation. Its citizens come primarily from various branches of the Bantu tribe. Most speak Swahili, but English is widely used.

			After its independence, Tanzania had been led by Julius Nyerere, who instituted a unique form of African Socialism tied to community farming, which proved to be an economic disaster. At the height of the Cold War, Nyerere had been a close ally of the Communist Chinese, which put a severe strain on his relationship with the U.S. [image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image] 

			After stops to refuel in Scotland and Athens, the [image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image]  jet started to descend.

			On the ground in Dar es Salaam, I saw nothing. No terminal. Only a single-story building with a few dim lights. As we deplaned, two very determined women strode towards us. One was a light-skinned black woman, the other white. The black woman spoke in perfect American English: “Good evening. Welcome to Dar es Salaam. We’re from the Embassy. Coleman, our chief, is waiting for you at your hotel.”

			During the thirty-minute drive into the city, the African-American woman informed us that ten Tanzanians had died in the bomb attack. Thanks to an Embassy staff meeting that was taking place on the opposite side of the building to where the car bomb exploded, there had been no American casualties. Most of the dead were Tanzanian visa applicants and local Tanzanian guards. “We were real lucky,” she said.

			It was 10 P.M., August 9, when we arrived at the hotel. A six-foot-tall American with salt-and-pepper hair stood waiting with a very tall black woman sporting dreadlocks. The pair introduced themselves as Coleman (the Chief) and his deputy, Patricia. I’d never met either of them before.

			“I’m glad you’re here,” Coleman said. He was from Alabama and spoke with a thick southern accent.

			“Thanks,” I replied, studying Coleman’s face. I knew from experience that people react differently to bombings, murder and unexpected crises. Coleman seemed intensely angry—not sad, not doubting, not questioning himself. That’s good, I thought.

			Coleman said, “I want one thing and one thing only: Find and capture the bastards responsible. I won’t shed any tears if they’re killed.”

			“Understood.”

			As we entered the elevator, a third, light-haired man squeezed in. “Are you part of the State Department Response Team?” he asked me.

			Coleman pegged him right away as a journalist. “Fuck off, asshole.”

			The journalist, shocked by the vigor of Coleman’s response, quickly got off at the third floor. My team rode up to five and six.

			After dropping off my bag, Patricia drove me to the Embassy for a firsthand look. It was dark, but the devastated building and surrounding area were lit with special lights. The bomb had taken a big, savage bite out of the three-story white structure so that a large piece of one side was missing. In its place, directly to the right of the entrance where a concrete guardhouse had previously stood, was a deep, smoldering crater. Charred vehicles littered the property. The bomb had blown open the hoods of every vehicle in the Embassy parking lot.

			Behind yards of yellow plastic police tape Tanzanian soldiers, sporting jaunty berets and automatic rifles, stood watch. A pretty petite blond-haired woman with a big camera around her neck appeared behind us. She said she was an American journalist and wanted to enter the Embassy to shoot photos.

			“I don’t think so, honey,” dreadlocked Patricia said.

			The journalist didn’t want to leave and the Tanzanians didn’t want to let me in because they didn’t know who I was. Patricia pulled out a radio and called for someone. Two minutes later a young [image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image]  Officer wearing a baseball cap, khakis and a T-shirt emerged from the damaged building carrying a shotgun. Patricia explained that I needed entry and that the blonde needed to go. The young officer turned to the journalist and said, “You get your skinny ass out of here.”

			The journalist didn’t move. “The American people have a right to know what happened,” she said.

			He leveled the shotgun at her. “I said, get the hell out of here, bitch!”

			I entered, thinking, These Africa Division people are tough.

			But the journalist wasn’t giving up. She stood behind the yellow tape screaming at the Tanzanian guards: “This is no way to treat an American citizen. I’m going to come back.”

			I surveyed the destruction with an analytical eye. Having served as a firefighter in the Air Force, I was no stranger to the nauseating smell of burnt fuel and human flesh. Before me stood shredded vehicles and a six-foot-deep crater. I figured it had been produced with several hundred pounds of explosives. I’d seen worse in the late ’80s during my assignment to Sri Lanka, where explosive devices of several thousand pounds had left twenty- and thirty-foot craters and hundreds dead.

			Patricia and I stepped around burned-out vehicles and walked through the main entrance. The blast had passed through much of the building and blown out the hardened bulletproof glass structure of Post One—always manned by a U.S. Marine security guard who controlled entry and exit to the Mission.

			“What happened to the Marine on guard inside the building?” I asked.

			Patricia replied: “He’s fine; bit of a headache. Tough fellow.”

			Patricia had been one of a few people who hadn’t attended the staff meeting on the opposite side of the Embassy. When the bomb went off, she and another officer were with the Deputy Chief of Mission in his office on the second floor, toward the center of the building. They were literally launched off the sofa they were sitting on and smashed headfirst into the opposite wall.

			We moved through the downstairs corridor, which looked like it had been struck by a tornado. The blast had thrown furniture into hallways and through walls. It was a miracle that no one inside the structure had died or was critically injured.

			Coleman sat amid the rubble with a laptop hooked to a communications package and antenna and was typing out messages.

			“What’s going on?” I asked.

			Coleman quickly narrated events of the previous morning. “At 0940, a white pickup truck parked approximately one hundred yards down along the side of the road. It was there only momentarily. A fifteen-hundred gallon water tanker was turning around just inside the entrance preparing to exit the Embassy compound. At the side Embassy entrance, the guards initiated the switch to open the gate. The white pickup truck, with covered cargo in its bay, drove rapidly down the road and tried to enter through the entrance. The delta barrier, which is a steel structure that comes up from the ground like a steel flap facing the driver, was up and the white pickup truck could not get in.

			“Inside the pickup were a driver and one passenger. The passenger got out, and started yelling at the guard to let them in. The guard, sensing something was wrong, ran back into the concrete steel security structure alongside the gate to shut the gate. At that moment, the white pickup detonated. The large chassis that you see sitting there next to the building was the water truck. Luckily, it was full of water and absorbed a lot of the blast. Probably saved a lot of lives.

			“The pickup truck is in a thousand pieces. Several of the guards in the guard shack died. The one who refused them entry and ran back to the shack survived. Tanzanian visa applicants waiting in line outside the Embassy were killed outright or terribly maimed.”

			The building across the street from the Embassy had been completely destroyed. It housed the Embassy’s kindergarten and child-care center, which were fortunately closed because of a Tanzanian holiday.

			“I have a lot to do,” Coleman said. “I have to [image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image] , pursue those who have perpetrated the blast and simultaneously deal with a massive FBI investigative element that’s on its way.”

			I understood that he was angry and facing an enormous number of tasks, but the destruction and chaos of the previous day wasn’t going to be neutralized in a day or even a month. I said, “Why don’t you let me get the Tanzanian side of things up and running. Let my team deal with the FBI.”

			“Fine.”

			That’s when the State Department’s Regional Security Officer (RSO) appeared to tell me that his senior Tanzanian local investigator was waiting in front of the Embassy. The local investigator, a former Tanzanian Police Officer, was an acquaintance of the Chief of the Tanzanian Intelligence Service.
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			From midnight until 4 A.M., Patricia and I pored over maps looking at land routes for escape. We studied airline manifests of flights several days proceeding and the day of the attack. I knew that Hezbollah frequently sent a senior member to oversee the planning of an operation, who would then flee before the attack.
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			Back at my hotel at 5:30 A.M., I took a two-hour nap, showered, shaved, then went up to the fifth floor to see how my buddy McQueen and the EDT were making out. Laptops, cameras and scanning devices covered several tables. “We’ve got our communications up,” McQueen reported. He said he planned to rent a helicopter to get overhead photos of the Embassy and blast site.

			As we talked, scenes of the chaos in Nairobi were broadcast over CNN. Uncontrolled crowds swarmed over the bombsite. Bodies were being dragged without stretchers and tossed about.

			“What the hell are the Kenyans doing?” I asked, cringing.

			“The team for Nairobi got stuck in England,” McQueen said. “There’s still no one running the site.”

			From CNN we learned that a building next to the Embassy—the Ufundi building—had completely collapsed. Ambassador Prudence Bushnell, with a bloody bandage on her head, addressed the press.

			I was on my way down to the restaurant, which looked out on an exuberantly green garden. Big game photos lined the walls. My breakfast was interrupted by a tall man in a zebra-striped safari suit. I looked up and smiled at my old friend Nelson.

			“Nice to see you again, Gary,” he said.

			Nelson was an African version of the Harvey Keitel character in the movie Pulp Fiction. Born in Uganda, he spoke fluent English, Swahili and German. If you wanted a revolt started or stopped, an air drop of humanitarian relief or, even, the purchase of a [image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image]  mini-sub, Nelson was the guy to see. [image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image] 

			I said, “Thank you for traveling here on such short notice to help us.”

			“It’s always a pleasure to help out my American friends,” he replied with a big grin.

			“I’m looking for what I suspect are Islamic extremists who fled just before the bombing or immediately after.”

			Nelson said, “I have many useful contacts here. A man named Phillip will meet you at two P.M.[image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image] 

			At 2 P.M. I returned to the hotel restaurant. Waiting was a man who looked like a clerk. “Mr. Gary Berntsen,” he said, “I am Phillip. I will be your working contact.” Phillip was [image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image] . He struck me as low-key and optimistic.
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			Phillip said, “These tasks will require a great deal of time and work. When do you need the information?”

			“Now,” I answered.

			The laid-back Tanzanian screwed up his face. “Sometime tomorrow or the next day maybe?”

			I was firm. “Each hour that passes allows the terrorists to put more time between us and them.”

			After swapping cell phone numbers, we agreed to meet in my room at 7 P.M. Upstairs in the Emergency Deployment Team suite, McQueen had just returned from a nearby airfield. Using a computer, he displayed digital photos taken from a rented helicopter. They showed damage to the buildings around the Embassy. Roofs had been blown off; others were missing beams and tiles.
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			[image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image]  “Given the fact that the attack was conducted via truck bomb they would have needed to assemble the device in a secure location,” I said, thinking out loud. “It’s likely, therefore, that they rented a house somewhere.”

			[image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image] 

			[image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image]  There was a good chance that the FBI would dig pieces of the engine block out of the blast pit and find the vehicle identification number (VIN), which would allow them to track the vehicle from its original owner through purchases to the bomber. But that could take weeks.

			Back in the EDT room, McQueen, Donna (the bin Laden expert) and I dug through the [image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image]  (material provided by Phillip). I was looking for Lebanese and Jordanian names.

			Donna interrupted me at one point. “Have you asked your contacts for a list of non-governmental organizations (NGOs)? Say it’s not Hezbollah. Say instead we’re looking at Sunni extremists like Osama bin Laden. If so, they very likely used NGOs for cover to plan and execute the operation.” Terrorist groups often used NGOs to transfer money and explain their presence in countries other than their own.

			“That’s a good idea. [image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image] .”

			“The Sunni Jihadists in Pakistan and Afghanistan under the famous Palestinian Sheikh Azzam began their anti-Soviet activities out of NGOs,” Donna added. “One NGO of particular importance is Al-Haramain. “

			I’d never heard of Al-Haramain, but Donna was the bin Laden expert. So I added NGOs to our list of priorities.

			* * *

			It wasn’t until dawn of August 10 when four hundred miles northwest Ted and his team arrived at Nairobi International Airport. A bright, hot African sun rose as they dragged their gear from the C-141 aircraft. Dozens of U.S. Embassy vehicles and trucks waited on the tarmac to transport them to hotels. Ted grabbed a car and directed the driver to take him to the U.S. Embassy.

			Leaving the airport, they entered a strip of shantytowns. As Ted looked out on roads clogged with taxis, buses and tens of thousands of people, he noticed something else. Every third person seemed to be wearing some type of bandage on their head, neck, shoulder, arms or legs. “Are those a result of the blast?” Ted asked the driver.

			“Lots of flying glass shards. Lots of injuries. Yes, sir.”

			Closer to the city center, the ratio grew to one of every two people. In addition to the estimated death toll of more than two hundred, more than five thousand people had been injured.

			Unlike the bombing in Dar es Salaam, which took place in a wide-open suburban area with space and trees between buildings, the attack in Nairobi occurred in highly congested narrow streets and alleys. The full force of the blast had literally been trapped. Drivers, pedestrians, street vendors, etc., found themselves assaulted from all sides by pieces of flying concrete, steel, aluminum and glass.

			Ted finally arrived at U.S. Embassy grounds, now protected by Embassy guards and Kenyan police who had gradually established order. A massive rescue effort was still underway at the Ufundi building next to the Embassy. Within the first forty-eight hours one hundred bodies had been removed. At least another hundred were still missing. Anxious, red-eyed family members ringed the area waiting for news of missing loved ones.

			Ted used his credentials to access the perimeter of the U.S. Embassy and found the Assistant Regional Security Officer.

			“I need to get inside the building,” Ted said.

			“Not a good idea. We’ve got to test the structure first.”

			“The thing is, I can’t wait. I need to get on to the fourth floor.”

			“They lost a couple of people up there.”

			“Let’s go.”

			The two men climbed through the wreckage at the entrance and worked their way up a stairwell to the [image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image] . The office space was a mess of broken glass, furniture and partially collapsed walls. Ted couldn’t help but notice large patches of half-dried blood where several Americans had spent the last moments of their lives.

			He saw classified documents scattered among the rubble on the floor. Grabbing a trash can with a plastic liner, he dumped the can’s content and began filling the plastic bag with classified documents. He extracted a classified hard drive from a computer and stashed it inside. He knew that the only reason those [image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image]  officers had left without securing the space completely was because they were busy dragging out their injured and dead.

			From the shattered fourth-floor window Ted watched what appeared to be a never-ending extraction of dead from the Ufundi building next door. Generator engines ripped the air; floodlights lit the pile of rubble and twisted beams. Hundreds of Kenyan workers, many in street clothes, dug through chunks of concrete with their bare hands, only a few feet away from heavy machinery. Rescue dogs and their American handlers searched frantically for signs of life.

			Looking directly below, he saw white rectangles floating in the wind like big snowflakes.

			Realizing they were more documents from the Embassy, he hurried down the stairs. The first two crumpled documents he picked off the ground were Secret [image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image] .

			* * *

			FBI Special Agent Ken Piernick finally arrived with his team in Dar es Salaam late in the morning of the tenth, after the other FBI team got off the C-141 in Kenya. Piernick was a big, aggressive take-charge kind of guy. A former U.S. Army helicopter pilot in Vietnam and twenty-year Bureau veteran of the FBI, Piernick had recently run an FBI gang task force in Chicago.

			His specialty was hunting down criminals. The fact that he’d never led an overseas deployment and had never set foot in East Africa didn’t bother him. He was ready to take action and wasn’t surprised by the bombings. He felt that as the world became more crowded and violent, the U.S. should expect more terrorist attacks.

			Piernick and his team were staying at the handsome Sea Cliffs Hotel a few miles down the coast. Its center lobby was piled high with gray weapons cases. Swarms of FBI agents in short-sleeved shirts with FBI logos were busy dragging the crates to designated rooms. All wore khaki or green tactical-looking pants and boots. Gradually, they became aware of the strange American standing in their midst. The first to make eye contact with me was a dark-haired Special Agent of about thirty years of age.

			I pulled out my [image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image]  passport and approached him. “Excuse me,” I said, “my name is Gary Berntsen, and I’m a U.S. official. I need to speak to whoever is leading this FBI deployment.”

			The young man examined the [image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image]  passport and dialed a cell phone. “Is Piernick available?” he asked in the phone. “This is Donnelly. I have an American official who wants to speak to him.”

			Satisfied with himself, the young FBI officer handed me the cell. I heard a voice say, “This is Ken Piernick.”

			“Hello, Mr. Piernick, this is Gary Berntsen. I was sent by Jeff O’Connell and told to make contact with you on your arrival.”

			Piernick immediately knew who I was. “Great! Let’s meet tonight. I’m conferring with a group of people at the moment so I can’t come down.”

			“Agent Piernick, I have an important meeting with [image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image]  in less than an hour and would like to have one of your officers accompany me.”

			“Who do you want?” Piernick asked.

			“This young fellow standing here with me will do just fine.”

			“He’s yours. Let me speak to him for a second.”

			The confused-looking young FBI agent (Donnelly) took the phone. Piernick instructed him to accompany the man standing in front of him to a meeting, then return with him as soon as possible.

			“What if he doesn’t want to come back?” Donnelly asked.

			“Club him, cuff him and drag him back. See you then.” Piernick hung up.

			The young agent looked even more perplexed. “What is this?”

			“Welcome to the world of intelligence,” I said. “I’m the CIA team leader. You’re coming with me now.”

			“What the hell are you talking about? I’m with you . . . for what?”

			“I’ll brief you in the car.”

			Back at my hotel, we met with Phillip, who handed over more manifests, maps, names of NGOs and hotel registries. When the meeting ended, I took Donnelly upstairs to meet the rest of the Emergency Deployment Team.

			The fifth-floor suite was a beehive of activity with people huddled over computer screens, sifting through documents, scouring maps. I said, “Good evening, everyone. I want you all to meet FBI Donnelly. He’s part of the team now, just a little shy and not sure he wants to work with us.”

			The entire team read the suspicion on Donnelly’s face. “Nice to have you aboard,” McQueen said, cheerfully.

			Donna chimed in: “ Good to have you on the team.”

			The bomb technician, a former Marine, stood up: “Hey, Donnelly, since you’re the new man, go downstairs and get me a cup of coffee. Black.”

			Everyone broke out laughing.

			Donnelly wasn’t amused. “This is just for tonight,” he stammered. Then, realizing that the ex-Marine was pulling his leg, turned to me and asked, “Don’t we have to see Piernick?”

			For the next week, FBI Donnelly would be attached to me almost every waking minute. He would attend meetings with me, read my reports, host meetings for me in a crunch and become fully integrated into the team.

			Donnelly liked the informal way the EDT functioned. He was also amazed at my latitude regarding resources.

			* * *

			On the fourteenth of August—one week after the bombings—an Egyptian named Mustapha [image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image]  entered the embassy of a close ally of the United States and said he had information to sell regarding the U.S. Embassy attacks. The friendly government alerted the CIA.

			It turned out that Mustapha, a man in his early fifties who had spent a considerable amount of time in East Africa and currently managed [image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image]  Corporation in Dar es Salaam, was known to the Agency. A year before, Mustapha had visited the U.S. Embassy and tried to sell information about a planned attack on the U.S. Embassy. Mustapha [image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image]  provided data, some of which was confirmed, but part of which was proven to be false. He was branded a fabricator and sent on his way. Unfortunately, the tip he gave about the bombing of the U.S. Embassy in Nairobi proved to be correct.

			On August 15, Mustapha [image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image]  went to the friendly government’s Embassy in Dar es Salaam for a follow-up visit, only to be shown the door. I stood waiting outside with an Arabic-speaking FBI agent named Joseph.
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			[NOTE TO READER: CIA censors redacted the investigation of Mustapha [image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image]  that later led to this arrest.]

			* * *

			On the morning of August 15, a CIA officer in Karachi, Pakistan, noticed a small article in a side column of a Karachi newspaper. It said that on August 8 (the day after the bombings), an Arab traveling on a false Pakistani passport was arrested at Karachi’s International Airport.
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			[NOTE TO READER: CIA censors redacted this account of al-Qaeda terrorist Saddiq Odeh’s arrest in Pakistan.]

			Seated toward the front of Pakistan’s version of [image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image] , on the Karachi runway. I watched five Pakistani Security Agents escort a scrawny, pathetic-looking figure onto the aircraft. Saddiq Odeh was shackled, wearing handcuffs attached to a belt fastened around his waist, and what looked like twenty feet of tape wrapped around his head and eyes.

			I had to resist the impulse to clobber him. Instead, I watched him take a seat at the back of the jet, between several Pakistani Security Agents. Then the plane took off.
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			The significance of Saddiq Odeh’s confession was profound. It meant that Lebanese Hezbollah was no longer the only terrorist group conducting large-scale bombings of U.S. targets. Osama bin Laden had graduated into the group. I quickly drafted a detailed report that was sent to President Clinton.

			At some point during the three-hour flight, Saddiq Odeh began to realize that he was not being returned to Afghanistan as promised. He started to shake, first gently, then uncontrollably.

			When the aircraft landed, Pakistani escorts led a trembling Saddiq Odeh down the stairs. Waiting on the tarmac was a contingent of smartly dressed Kenyan Police officials. One of them stepped forward and said in perfect English, “Welcome back to Nairobi, Mr. Odeh. We have been waiting for you.”

			Odeh’s knees almost gave out. The FBI wanted immediate custody of Saddiq. But I didn’t doubt that the Kenyans would get him to talk.

			Two Kenyans replaced the Pakistani escorts and Saddiq Odeh was placed in a car and whisked off. He would have a very bad time, and would share everything he knew about Osama bin Laden and the al-Qaeda organization.

			* * *

			Earlier that same day, a twenty-four-year-old Saudi citizen named Mohammed Rasheed Daoud al-Owahali was taken into custody for the Nairobi bombing. On August 7, 1998, the day of the bombing, Mohammed Rasheed Daoud al-Owahali was the only passenger in a white pickup truck that stopped at the entrance of the U.S. Embassy in Nairobi. He got out and approached one of the Embassy’s guarded entrances, with the intention of pressuring the guard to open the gate. But he was so nervous that he had left his gun in the truck. When screaming at the guard didn’t work, he tossed a grenade. The driver of the pickup, seeing that the gate to the U.S. Embassy compound was not going to open, backed up the vehicle and positioned it alongside the Embassy.

			As the driver got ready to detonate his truck bomb, Mohammed Rasheed had a change of heart. He didn’t want to be a martyr. He turned and ran as fast as he could from the truck. The blast blew him off his feet and forward, leaving lacerations and cuts from the back of his head down to his ankles. Returning to his hotel with blood running down his back, he entered and exited several times, acting like a person in shock. Hotel management called the police, who, together with the FBI, tracked his movements to a local hospital. During a search of Mohammed Rasheed’s hospital room, the FBI found bullets in the pockets of his pants. They belonged to the gun he had forgotten in the pickup. Mohammed Rasheed was placed under arrest.

			* * *
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			In the weeks that followed, FBI teams in Nairobi and Dar es Salaam tirelessly dug through blast pits, extracted pieces of engines, identified VIN numbers and ran down the owners of the vehicles. Piernick’s men also hunted down other attackers, including a twenty-seven-year-old

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
		

	
		
			         

			
			*Henry A. Crumpton, “Intelligence and War 2001-2,” in Transforming U.S. Intelligence (Georgetown University Press, 2005), Jennifer E. Sims and Burton Gerber, editors. In this CIA-approved article, Mr. Crumpton describes in detail the strategy of the Afghan War, the deployment of CIA and U.S. military personnel, and the use of money to buy the allegiance of Afghan warlords. Return to Text

			*Henry A. Crumpton, “Intelligence and War 2001-2,” in Transforming U.S. Intelligence. Return to Text

			*The previous section is based on interviews conducted by Ralph Pezzullo. Return to Text

			*This section is based on interviews conducted by Ralph Pezzullo. Return to Text

			*Based on interviews conducted by Ralph Pezzullo Return to Text

			*Based on Associated Press and CNN news reports. Return to Text
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