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Prologue


Jacob D’Angelo just stood there stupefied gazing at Mira as she strolled nonchalantly across the meadow into the night taking the path the Walkers just went a few minutes before saying “just remember there is no place I nor my father can get to”. Fredo Demarco moaned and quivered uncontrollably as he laid in the fetal position at Jacobs’s feet. The four bullet holes, one in each hip and knees, would permanently impair his ability to walk and most importantly his ability to take his revenge. As Jacob gathered his senses he immediately started thinking to himself how and when this account will be settled. First was the immediate need of Fredo getting to a hospital that will provide the needed care and not ask too many questions? He knew his old friend in San Felipe can handle bullet wounds but bone injuries were another matter. A specialist will most likely be needed.

As the hired men and his son Tony ran from the ranch house toward Jacob they heard him scream “get a stretcher and warm up the plane”. Tony stopped immediately then turned and sprinted toward the planes at the end of the run way. Not knowing the reason or where they were going he fired up both the Cessna 340 and the Bonanza. 

“Just lay there Fredo and shut up. I thought you were some tough guy from the stories you have told me over the years. The stretcher will be here soon and I will have my pilot take you to San Felipe as quickly as possible. You should be there by sun up” said Jacob. Fighting through the pain Fredo responded “you are going to make them pay for what was done to me aren’t you boss”? “Yes Fredo they are going to pay for this but it is going to take some time. Right now I have no one in mind who can match their skills but I will find someone. There is always someone better” answered Jacob. “There is someone better than me” Fredo said and motioned for Jacob to lean down so he can whisper in his ear, “my son” he continued. Whispering back Jacob said “when did you have a son, I would have known about this. Are you keeping secrets from me Fredo”? “No boss it was just for his and his mother’s protection” whispered Fredo as the stretcher arrived.  

Two of the hired men tried to straighten Fredo out in order to put him on the stretcher. This was met with screams of pain that continued until he passed out. Unfortunately for Fredo this added to his injuries. 


Arriving back from the planes Tony reported to his father he was warming up two planes; the 340 and the Bonanza. This was due to not knowing the destination. Jacob informed Tony that was good thinking since the destination is Doctor Victor Hernandez in San Felipe. “Tony, I want you to make sure Fredo is taken care of. If Victor cannot help him find out who, in Mexico, can and take him there” ordered Jacob. 

“Fredo you just try and get well. We will settle this in due time. First we need to get you fit my old friend” Jacob said softly while Fredo was being loaded into the SUV to transport him to the waiting plane. San Felipe was about two hours south in the 340. Many times Jacob had, and others, went there for treatment for various injuries that would require to many questions to be answered in the United States. Victor Hernandez was a competent physician and had treated many gunshot wounds for Jacob and his friends but nothing ever this serious. 


In order to cross the border undetected they flew due south at the normal altitude of two thousand feet but when within thirty miles, of Mexico, the pilot took the plane down to fifty feet and crossed the border out in the middle of nowhere. Once the 340 was inside Mexico by thirty miles the pilot then turned westward vectoring toward the tiny airstrip just outside of San Felipe. The timing would be perfect since their arrival would coincide with sunrise shedding just enough light on the dirt runway to land on.

Fredo went in and out of consciousness as the plane proceeded to its destination in Mexico. This occurred during the periods of turbulence they experienced when close to the ground in the proximity of the border. 


Jacob had made a call to Victor, just after the plane departed through the usual channel, so the good doctor would be at the landing strip when the plane, with Fredo on board, landed. By giving him a quick examination, at the plane, he determined Fredo was in shock from the pain. Being prepared for this possibility he administered a morphine shot to ease the pain and then transported his patient to his office on the outskirts of the city; not far from the landing strip. 

Responding to Jacob’s phone call Joe Palermo drove out from Vegas to the Mustang Ranch all the while wondering what was going on. The first thirty miles of the drive was easy, since it was on a highway, but once he arrived at the un-maintained dirt road, leading from the highway to the ranch, he knew it would take at least an hour to travel the last ten miles. Something had to be very wrong for Jacob wanting him to come out while it was still dark. To his amazement when he arrived the ranch was lit up and had at least six guards placed outside. He also noticed that one plane was gone; the 340. That must have been an interesting take off with no runway lights thinking to himself. After assessing the situation briefly Joe headed straight to Jacob’s office. 


As Joe moved down the hallway to Jacob’s office he could not help but feel the tension present. All the guards were moving excitedly from one place to another. As he opened the door leading into the office with a very irritated Jacob D’Angelo.

“I have several jobs I need you to take care of” barked Jacob. He then went on to describe the events that just occurred and what had led up to Joe being summoned to the ranch. First Joe needed to recover the men out in the desert and dispose of the bodies with the exception of one; the old man was to be taken to our friend Jerry Christafalo in Vegas to embalm and then ship to Malvern Arkansas. Next he was to contact the daughter of Blake Elliott and give her two hundred and fifty thousand dollars using the cover story that it is his part of the business Blake had invested in some twenty years ago. Lastly, he wanted Joe to find out everything he could about Fredo Demarco and especially who his son is. 

Joe thought he knew everything about Fredo since it was he who recruited him some eleven years ago after he was discharged from the Marines in 1973. Thinking to himself this is going to take an outside contractor to do the background checking needed so as to not alert the other families and he knew just the guy; an old high school friend back in New Jersey, Alex Nunez. As for getting rid of the bodies his usual men would suffice.

“Hello Alex it has been a long time. This is Joe Palermo” said Joe over the phone. “Yes it has Joe. Where are you at now” answered Alex. “Oh, I am out in Nevada working for a casino” responded Joe. “Listen Alex, are still doing private investigation” asked Joe? “Yes I still do it periodically” answered Alex. “I have someone I need the background run on. His name is Fredo Demarco. He was in the Marines in Nam from 1964 to 1973. He says he is from Philadelphia and gives as his birthdate of September 19, 1942. We are looking at him to head our security at the casino so if you could put a rush on it if you can and I would be most grateful” said Joe. “I get two-fifty a day plus expenses and a two g deposit” responded Alex. ‘Done, I will have a friend, in your area, come by and give you the retainer’.

“Yes sir General. I saw it with my own eyes. First he took out two men at over two thousand yards. Then he winged Fredo in the arm at the same distance but in a hurried shot. After tracking Fredo thru the night for about ten miles he then caught up with him and systematically wounded and crippled him, with a shot thru Fredo’s knee, at eight hundred yards while he  was in a dead run” said Nolan Jones over the phone. “You are going to talk with the Walker brothers and Mira at your first chance” responded General Tom Jenkins. ‘Yes sir’. “Oh by the way is Ted Sylkowski oh I mean Fredo going to live? I do not know why I keep using his real name” responded the general. “None of the wounds appeared to be life threatening but it was dark when I observed. Before the sun came up Jacob put Fredo on a plane that went south; maybe heading to Mexico” answered Nolan. “I will get a phone tap going on all of the D’Angelo family phones so we can monitor this situation” said the general as he hung up the phone. 

“Pops, the doctor says he can clean up the two shots to the pelvis but he will need to see someone else for the knees” Tony said over the phone. “How is he doing” asked Jacob? “Fredo is comfortable now since he is getting morphine. None of the wounds is life threatening but Victor says there is a doctor in Cabo San Lucas that can put in new knees. We will be leaving here first thing in the morning and take Fredo there” answered Tony. “Tony you do what ever it takes” ordered Jacob as he hung up the phone. 

All the gunshot wounds on Fredo were thru and thru shots. The bullet must have been of a small caliber and with a ballistic tip since the exit holes were the same size as the entrance; even after passing through the bones. The arm and pelvis shots were easy to clean up. Victor had determined that trying to remove the bone fragments would cause him undue pain and the body would eventually metabolize them. In preparation for the flight to Cabo the doctor cleaned the knee wounds as best he could and bandaged them and placed it into a removable splint to immobilize them.

“General, Walker and Mira just got married. This is going to add some additional problems with recruiting him” said Nolan over the phone. “Just work it out. When do you plan to meet with them” asked the general? “I heard them say they are heading to Arkansas to settle their mother’s estate. They left just a few minutes ago so I will try after their great grandfathers funeral in Malvern” responded Nolan. “We just got on our wire tap that Fredo is being taken to Cabo San Lucas for the wounds to his knees. Apparently the Walkers wanted to punish Fredo for a little while and somebody stopped them before he was killed. Go down to Cabo and make sure there is going to be no future retaliation on the Walkers” ordered the general.

Alex Nunez thought it was quite interesting when a large and what appeared to be an Italian man came to his office to pay the retainer fee for his friend Joe Palermo. The gentleman was definitely Italian thought Alex. His manner of dress and the accent gave it away. Having been in the business for a while he knew, even though his job was to answer questions, asking to many questions about his client was usually detrimental to his health. This definitely caused him to re-evaluate his friendship with Joe since, even with work as innocent as this it to could be detrimental to his health. 

The first course of business in a background check is to verify the existence of a birth records. Once the birth record was located he usually compared that to death certificates as a rule but as of yet he never once came across a discrepancy that he just found. Fredo Demarco was born on September 19, 1942 as he was informed but Fredo had died, in Vietnam, on December 12, 1965. This is very interesting, thought Alex, and this is going to require the contacting of a friend at the Pentagon to answer a few questions. He may not be able to find out the name of the person acting as Fredo Demarco but he could find out why the military sometimes had men continue to serve under someone else’s name. 

There were men in various branches of the military in Vietnam that carried identification of men that had already died in the conflict. This was due to the nature of their missions; which caused the North Vietnamese to put a bounty on their heads. So to protect them and their family during and after the war they covered up their true identity by using someone else’s. His friend did inform him this was primarily reserved for snipers. After revealing the information to Alex he asked what the name was anyway so he could run it and maybe he could get some more information. Alex gave his friend the name and after he made a quick search in the computer Alex was then told to forget everything and leave this one alone. 

“General, somebody just ran one of your operatives name through the Pentagons database just a few minutes ago. It will take me a little while to find out specifically who” said the secretary over the intercom. “Once you have it let me know immediately no matter where I am at” ordered the general. ‘Yes sir’.


“Joe, I have some information that you wanted on Mister Demarco but I do not know how much more I will be able to find” said Alex over the phone. “Just tell me what you have and we will see” responded Joe. “It seems this Fredo Demarco died in Vietnam in 1965. So your boy is using someone else’s name. There are reasons why someone in Vietnam would use a dead persons name; it was primarily done with snipers to protect their families and themselves” said Alex. “That helps us quite a bit” said Joe. “I will have my secretary give you an invoice and refund some of your retainer” responded Alex. “No that will not be necessary; just keep it as a bonus and I am sure we will be able to settle the account in the future” said Joe. After the phone conversation was over Alex had an unsettled feeling in his stomach at what had just transpired. 


“General, Major Fillmore is here to see you with an update on the wire taps” said the secretary over the intercom. “Send him right in” ordered the general. “Sir we picked up a conversation this afternoon between Joe Palermo and a PI in Philadelphia named Alex Nunez. Mister Nunez is running a background check on Fredo Demarco and he discovered that Fredo died in Vietnam in 1965. He also informed him a reason why that this would happen” reported Major Fillmore. “Thank you major that will be all” responded the general. “Arlene do you have that name yet” the general asked over the intercom? ‘No sir, not yet’ responded the secretary. 

“General, I am in Cabo but we have another problem. Fredo is surrounded by D’Angelo men and getting to him looks like it is going to not be possible down here” reported Nolan. “Okay, why don’t you head to Arkansas and take care of the other assignment. I will use a local asset to asses the situation” ordered the general. ‘Yes sir’.


“General, I have the name for you. It is Brady Cox at terminal 212 at the Pentagon” reported Arlene. “Get the US Marshall’s to pick Mister Brady Cox up and bring him here ASAP” ordered the general. ‘Yes Sir’.

Brady Cox was completely surprised when two US Marshalls showed up at his desk at the Pentagon and ask him to come with them. He was even more surprised when they arrived at the destination later that night in Langley Virginia. During the whole trip he repeatedly asked where he was going and why only to be told that he would find out at his ultimate destination. Once they were at the front gate to CIA headquarters the US Marshalls then handed him over to two men waiting at the gate. After being put in the back seat of a late model sedan they took him around back to a parking garage. As the car rounded the last turn on the fourth level down in the garage the headlights shined on what appeared to be a high ranking army officer waiting at the door.

‘Son my name is General Tom Jenkins and I sure appreciate you coming down here to talk with me’ the general said in a southern drawl as he opened the door on the sedan for Brady Cox to get out. “Follow me” the general said as he moved toward and opened the door to go into the building. General Jenkins led the entourage down a hallway with many unlabeled doors on both sides. The hallway seemed like it went on forever until the general stopped and opened an unmarked door revealing a room with a large table and several chairs situated around it. As they went into the room; the general, him and the two men from the sedan, the general said “sit down at the table please”. Brady Cox complied with the general’s request but asked as he sat down in a chair at the table “why have I been brought here”? “Son all your questions will be answered but first I have a couple of questions for you” responded the general. 

“Son, I am going to tell you what I know. This morning you had a conversation with a private investigator named Alex Nunez. This conversation was about a veteran named Fredo Demarco. I want to know the content of that conversation and do not try to lie to me because I have people on your computer right now” ordered the general. “Sir all I gave him was why some in the military assumed dead soldier’s identity and just for GP I ran his name and that’s when I saw the red flag on his file and I cut it off at that point” responded the scared Brady Cox. 

“That is good son. Now this is what I want you to do” said the general. Brady Cox left there with explicit instructions on what to inform his friend about Fredo Demarco when he called Alex tomorrow about some information that he came across, for a price of course, which just happened to be the truth; his real name is Ted Sylkowski Sr. and he has two sons Ted Sylkowski Jr. and Brian Sylkowski which currently are Marine Recon specialists.  


Just as he was instructed Alex Nunez received a phone call from Brady Cox the next day to let him know he found some more information on Fredo Demarco but since he stuck his neck in acquiring it he wanted 10 G’s for his troubles. Alex informed him he would present the proposal to his client and get back with him. It only took two hours and the deal was struck; an asset of the D’Angelo family will deliver the money and acquire the information. 

 
The funeral for the Walker’s grandpa was quiet with only a small group of family and friends. His friend from Vegas and his son was there but none of the three Walker’s talked with Jacob or Tony D’Angelo. At the grave side service Mira noticed a short black man in his fifties walk up to observe. Whispering in Blake’s ear she said “that is Nolan Jones” slightly pointing in Nolan’s direction. Blake nodded and wondered how he had known his grandfather. 


Nolan waited to approach the Walker’s until after all the attendee’s had given their condolences to the family and left. Walking up to the four Nolan said “I am sure Mira has let you know who I am”. “I only need to talk to Blake and Mira” he continued and at that Kyle left and took Billy Stedman home. “Come over here to my car so we can have a quiet discussion” Nolan continued as he led them to a limousine that had not been there at the cemetery at the start of the graveside service. 


Once they were inside the limo Nolan informed them he had observed everything that occurred out in Nevada. He was also in the area during the missions in Beirut and his superiors were quite impressed with Blake’s skill and how well he and Mira had worked together. Blake should not to be concerned about losing his position with the team and they would be working together on some special projects in the future. Finally he said “Here is a credit card. Why don’t you two go and have a great honeymoon on me”.

RECRUITING

For two years their lives were as perfect as one could get while being a member of the team. Mira Walker worked with the team as an instructor, and other elite forces, as a hand to hand combat instructor and liaison with Mossad. Because of their unique situation and abilities Blake Walker remained in the team, as the only married member, and lived in the limited availability of base housing at the Naval Station; no team member was permitted to be domiciled off base for security reasons. 

Coronado’s base housing, since it was very limited at the time, was restricted to officers only. To keep Mira and Blake Walker’s assignment confidential he was promoted, through the LDO (Line Duty Officer) program, to Chief Warrant Officer thus allowing the placement of them into base housing without any questions as to why an enlisted man lived among the officers. 


After the mission in Beirut was concluded and the subsequent bombing of the Marine Corp Barracks the powers at be decided the number of operational teams would increased from two to four teams and conduct missions from a different approach. Missions from a base of operations would be discontinued and be replaced by launch platforms such as: submarines, cargo planes, helicopters, and various ships. This required training them, as well as new team members, to arrive at their missions from different platforms such as: small water crafts, submarines, parachute, and lastly HALO (High Altitude Low Opening).

Blake and Kyle Walker were made responsible for finding and recruiting the three new snipers, for the two new teams, and Billy Stedman’s replacement and new spotters as well. This required them to travel frequently to different Special Forces and units to find the four snipers and five spotters needed. Their first interest was the brother of Blake’s spotter from Beirut, Brian Sylkowski. His brother Ted was the only spotter killed during their last mission in Beirut. Brian was currently attached to Marine Recon as a sniper and a very good one at that. It was going to be difficult to recruit Ted’s brother since the official reason for his death was a training accident. Of course Ted had never divulged to anyone, let alone his brother, what his assignment was in the Marines but it would only be a matter of time until he figured it out. 

Starting with their first prospect Blake and Kyle went after, Brian Sylkowski, was currently at Angels Camp, Marine Force Recon Training Camp, close to Sacramento California. To accomplish this task the Navy provided them with a Black Hawk to make the trip to Angels Camp and various other duty stations. Marines are very nervous about uninvited visitors and especially at training facilities like Angel Camp. Waiting there at the helicopter pad was four armed Marine Sergeants ready to escort Blake and Kyle to the base commander Colonel Tye Barker.

Unlike other marine bases Angels Camp is located out in the hills of California. This provided the snipers experience at gauging distances in real combat scenarios. Range shooting was one thing but combat shots were almost never over smooth terrain with wind coming from one direction. In the field there are many obstructions that can cause wind to come from several directions simultaneously. Additionally it provided situations where the sniper could make a shot over an obstruction; the most difficult shot to make.


“Tell me why the Navy sent you two in here unannounced” said the colonel as the Walkers were delivered to his office. “Sir, my name is Warrant Officer Blake Walker and this is my assistant Chief Petty Officer Kyle Walker and I believe this document will answer all your questions” Blake said as he handed the document to the colonel. It basically contained instruction to give the two Navy personnel complete support and cooperation in anything they may need and ask no questions concerning their visit and it was signed by the Commandant of the Marine Corp. “Of course you will not mind if I verify the authenticity of this document” said the colonel. The Walkers just smiled and nodded indicating their agreement. 


After placing several phone calls with the last one to the Commandant of the Marine Corp the colonel hung up the phone and said “what do you need me to do”. “We would like to talk with Staff Sergeant Brian Sylkowski if you would please Colonel Barker” requested Warrant Officer Walker trying to smooth over any tension they had placed on him. After the colonel got off the phone, to send for Staff Sergeant Sylkowski, he led the Walkers down the hallway to an office with three chairs and a desk. It only took fifteen minutes for them to deliver the sergeant there. Brian looked very similar to his brother Ted but stood a head taller coming in at six foot four inches and around two hundred and twenty pounds.


“Staff Sergeant please come in and close the door behind you” said Blake. ‘Yes Sir’ he responded closing the door and taking a seat. “My name is Blake Walker and this is my brother Kyle Walker. You sure are tall for a sniper” said Blake. “It does not seem to be a disadvantage” answered Brian matter of factly. “I am sure it isn’t. We would like to offer you a chance to be trained to shoot farther than you ever have before. Let me just say this was a school your brother Ted was assigned to attend but never made it there due to the training accident that took his life” responded Blake. “The Marine Corp and my father have taught me to shoot very well” replied Brian. “This school will teach you to take the M-4 to its limit of twelve hundred yards and further and hitting targets under any conditions” retorted Blake. 

“I can shoot over a thousand yards effectively right now” retorted the sergeant. “That is very good staff sergeant. To graduate you must deliver seven out of ten kills at one thousand yards under artificially induced distractions. You might be interested in knowing one of our graduates hit ten out of ten at fifteen hundred yards and has made shots, in the field in excess of two thousand yards; of course that is not with an M-4” answered Blake. “That is interesting. Do I need to give my answer right now or can I think about” asked the sergeant? “By all means think about it. Once you graduate you will no longer be working with Marine Recon but something more stimulating and exciting” answered Blake. 

“Here is my card. We have one more person to talk with while we are here but once we leave if you decide to take the training call the number listed on the card and ask for me but do not take to long since there will only be a small number offered the training” Blake said as he dismissed the sergeant from the room. Now with the interview out of the way the next few days they would observe the sergeant in all his functions as an instructor. Once the sergeant left the building Blake and Kyle went back to see the colonel, at his office, to arrange the observation of sergeant Sylkowski for the next few days. 

Finally the day had come thought Brian Sylkowski. His brother Ted had left Marine Force Recon a little over three years ago for another assignment that he could not disclose, even to his family. Shortly after he died in a training accident his father was shot four times by two men, during some mission, and there names were Blake and Kyle Walker. His father, Ted Sylkowski, apprised him of their abilities but did not know which one of the two had delivered the four shots. One of these two men is an exceptional shot and the only way to avenge what had been done to his father was to take the training, pass it, and then be selected for the team. He must not look to anxious so first he would call his father and apprise him of the situation and then wait two days and call Mister Walker to accept the training. 

After talking with the colonel the Walkers decided to stick around for a couple of days since there was another marine they wanted to look at. Tomorrow, both sergeant Sylkowski and the other sergeant, Art Luna, will be out on the approach rifle range. This will give them a good scenario to evaluate both their abilities to stalk and shoot. The Marine Corp trained their snipers to get as close to the target as possible to ensure a kill; on the converse the team wanted their snipers to take shots out at their limit in order to give them a successful scenario to evade pursuit after the shot; the time when most snipers are killed.

In Vietnam the Marines produced the two best snipers of the time; Nolan Jones and Fredo Demarco. At that time the snipers operated as lone wolfs accompanied only by a spotter to authenticate the kills. As time went on the Marine transitioned their snipers to being part of an insurgent team providing cover fire and also as the point men as they moved toward the objective; used as a complement to the assault team. However, the Navy used their snipers as the prime focus and the team was to cover their escape. This new strategy worked well in eliminating the opposition since, from the beginning of time, militaries viewed snipers as lone wolfs and was there by easily led into a trap set by the cover team.  


Angel camp approach rifle range consisted of about one square mile of rolling knolls and hills covered by plains grass, and the occasional stand of trees and scrub bushes with a moveable target situated in the middle. Sometime the night before several snipers would move into position on the outskirts and when the sun finally rose they would start making their approaches, from different directions, toward the target. The objective was to stalk in as close as possible and then take the shot before anyone detected you. 


Blake and Kyle easily spotted the snipers when they were still over eight hundred yards away. This was due to them being trained in spotting such anomalies as a matter of self preservation. The brothers knew it was not a good idea to embarrass the Marines by exposing them during the stalk so they waited until the exercise was completed and then went out to talk with Sergeant Sylkowski and Luna. 
“Both of you have some exceptional skills in stalking and shooting. From what we could see it took you about three hours to close on your target to a range of about six hundred yards” said Blake. “Thank you sir but how do you know how long it took us? We could have only taken thirty minutes to cover that distance” asked Sergeant Luna. “We do not mean to embarrass you but we had you as you left the tree line at 6:45 am” answered Kyle. “Sergeant Luna you go with Chief Walker and Sergeant Sylkowski come with me. We are going to give you a demonstration in what the training can do for you” ordered Warrant Officer Kyle.

The brothers were now going to give these two marines a demonstration in shooting. After lighting a cigarette and placing it on a stand where the target stood Blake took Brian and Kyle took Art to different sides of the range at a distance of one thousand yards. 

As Blake walked to the station where the shots would be taken Brian asked “what kind of rifle is that? Shouldn’t you be using an M-4”? “The Navy lets me shoot this weapon because I have demonstrated its superior capabilities as you will see here in just a minute” answered Blake. He continued “we are going out to a thousand yards and the object of this game is to shoot the fire off the cigarette but leave it still burning. To qualify in the training you must hit a six inch diameter target at one thousand yards but this is a target about four millimeters in width but only two millimeters in height. Definitely a challenge would you not agree”. “Yes Sir” responded Brian.

When they arrived at the thousand yard mark Blake went on to describe the weapons he and Kyle were using. Blake showed him the Weatherby .257 magnum and illustrated the weapon Kyle was using; a Winchester Model 70 30.06 with a serial number that put its production time back in the 1940’s. Blake’s Weatherby was set up to shoot in excess of fifteen hundred yards and Kyle’s Model 70 had a maximum range at fourteen hundred. “Taking shot number one” came over the radio from Kyle. 


As Brian watch the cigarette, through the spotting scope, he could see the smoke make a jagged line as it was gradually blown south southeast. Then, to his amazement, he say the top piece of the fire nipped of about an eighth of an inch with the rifle report arriving, at their station some eight hundred yards from Kyle, about a quarter of a second later. “He cannot be shooting a standard load through the Winchester. We should have heard the sound at the same time as the target was hit” said Brian. “You are correct. Now pay attention to my shot” responded Blake.


Brian watched closely as Blake went through the sequence of taking the shot. He noticed there was not much elevation in the rifle barrel in relation to the target. Additionally, the Weatherby went off with only the slightest trigger pressure. “You are not using standard loads either and the trigger pressure has to be less than three pounds to” exclaimed Brian. “You are correct. Both weapons have trigger pull poundage set at two pounds. This enables the shooter to be more accurate at longer ranges. You are also correct on the loads to. The Winchester has a muzzle velocity around 4200 feet per second and my Weatherby is up at 4900 feet per second. Once you are in the training there will be many other tricks you will learn so have you made your decision yet or do you still need some time” asked Blake? “No, I think I have seen enough” Brian said with conviction. “Go and get your gear we will be leaving tonight to head back to Coronado” ordered the Warrant Officer. 

After leaving the range Brian first headed to the pay phones at base PX. “Dad I have found out where the Walkers operate out of; it is Coronado in San Diego and I have just said yes to the training to be a member of their team” said Brian over the phone. “That is great son keep in touch as your new assignment progresses” responded Ted Sylkowski Sr. “Oh dad I also received a great demonstration of their abilities which will be useful soon” concluded Brian.

Nolan had warned Ted, through an asset in Cabo San Lucas, not to seek revenge on the Walkers. Now it had been almost two years since the incident in Nevada and surely by now Nolan’s employers must have forgotten the incident since nothing had been done to the Walkers plus the phone taps had produced no new information since then. 


Nolan however had never informed the Walkers of Fredo Demarco’s real name and that his son, Brian, was at least equal to his father in skill; Brian was another person of interest assigned to Nolan. He knew if given the proper training Brian could be just as good if not better than Blake. The general’s order was still fresh in his mind ‘watch this whole situation closely and if Ted or the D’Angelos make any moves toward retribution take them all out’. Since this order was still in place Nolan was constantly on the move watching, from a distance, both the Walkers, Ted and his son, and his friends. 


That evening, just before sundown, Blake thanked the colonel for all his help and discretion in this matter and then boarded the Blackhawk with his brother and the two new trainees heading for Coronado. They were pretty confident Brian Sylkowski would be able to pass the training but Sergeant Luna they were not so sure but they were still going to get the chance. Even if Sergeant Luna did not pass the sniper part he would make a good member of the team and an exceptional spotter. Both Walkers knew they would be busy over the next two weeks since it usually took twenty trainees to get three to pass the sniper training. 

Their itinerary for the next two weeks would include visiting the Army Rangers Head Quarters at Fort Benning Georgia, the Green Berets training facility at Fort Bragg North Carolina, and the closest one was the SEALs right next door on North Island San Diego. When the Walkers had completed their recruiting trips, for snipers, they had a grand total of twenty five trainees to try to complete the training; with a majority of fifteen coming from the Army Rangers. 

The training the men were about to be subject too, to qualify for selection to be members of the teams, had evolved over the last two years since Blake Walker became a member. The Walkers already possessed many skills of evasion, survival, and tracking when they qualified for the team. Since these skills were critical to the survival of them in combat situation it was determined the new recruits would also need these skills. The new trainees would be subjected to twelve weeks of training with the first two, for sniper candidates, on the rifle range testing their abilities to complete tasks while under duress; during this time the other team recruits were subjected to their own variation of weapons training. Then all were moved on to eight weeks of survival and evasion training with the last two weeks working on team dynamics. At the end of week ten the team was pretty well set. Finally to graduate the recruits where then subjected to a two week version of SERE training.

Replacements to team members were rare. This was due to the amount of action they were exposed to and the lack of casualties from those missions; one exception was when they lost a sniper and a spotter in Beirut in the summer 1983. 


Blake and Kyle would be part of the training team for the rifle range but the ultimate responsibility for preparing the trainees for the team rested on Billy Stedman; the Walkers childhood friend which was left paralyzed from the stomach down from the incident in Beirut. He knew all the principles of shooting effectively at long range and was a capable teacher. He had taken over the job when Gunnery Sergeant Russell died in a car wreck four months after Billy was released from Balboa Hospital in 1983.

The twenty five men selected for the sniper training were already at the peak of their physical fitness. The team had strict requirements for its snipers: pulse had to be less than fifty five, percent of body fat between eight and fourteen percent, and cannot wear corrective lenses. 


The first task for them to accomplish is to be able to count their heart beats by using their eyes. Long range shooting with accuracy was completely dependent on taking shots at the most opportune time; when you heart is at rest. Having a low pulse made this task infinitely simpler. This ability is described much like looking at a 3-D poster and seeing the picture contained within; once you have it you can always do it from then on. This requirement usually wipes out half of the trainees and this class was no exception. Brian and Art picked up the ability with ease and thus were back for the second day. 

Day two was spent modifying the M-4’s they were issued. The first modification was to install a thirty two inch barrel with left handed lands and groves. This modification enabled the shooter to take shots out to eighteen hundred yards. The second modification was to change the trigger pull poundage from seven down to two. This made the rifle susceptible to accidental discharge but it also significantly increased the accuracy of the sniper especially at ranges in excess of one thousand yards. The last modifications was the most delicate and took the most time; glassing in the barrel into the stock. 

Combining the rifles modifications with the specials loads the Walkers had worked out many years ago increased the M-4s range out to as much as 1800 yards. Extreme ranges dictated using bullets of 65 and 85 grains in size. Since their muzzle velocities were 4900 feet per second for the .257 and 4200 for the .30 caliber it required bullets with a steel core copper jacketed nosler style to withstand the forces being exerted. The SEAL’s were first to introduce the Teflon coated bullets for armor piercing abilities it also reduced the resistance the bullets experienced making them be able to travel further and hold their rotation significantly longer; all to increase the accuracy and distance that shots could be taken from.


The first hour of day three comprised of sighting in their rifle at three hundred yards and then moving it out, in successive one hundred yard increments, to having it zeroed at six hundred yards. Usually everyone is able to accomplish this since they were all accomplished snipers back at the units and could shoot a minimum of six hundred yards already. The rest of the day was spent finding each shooters baseline or their maximum range at present. From that point they had three days to get to making thousand yard shots accurate seventy percent of the time. Learning to shoot between heart beats coupled with the improvements to their rifles and the loads was usually enough to have them qualify at one thousand yards. After the qualifying shots were taken by all the trainees, at the end of the first week, only eight out of twelve made it through the first week to continue on with Brian and Art still in the running. The ones that did not pass were still valuable assets to their branch of service since they returned with many new abilities and their new rifles.

Week two is where they put on the suit of pain, as it was fondly referred to by graduates, and were introduced to the special eight rooms at the range made just for graduates and week two snipers. After Blake and Kyle were members of the team these special rooms were built so this segment can be accomplished without any possibility of outsiders observing them. The special rooms had four walls insulated with six inches of foam rubber, a terminal board where the suit of pain hooked up, and a window that was two feet high and four feet wide that was opened when shots were to be taken at the targets. Also on the ceiling were four very large speakers like ones you would see at a rock concert. 

When Blake Walker and Billy Stedman went through the sniper training program, back in 1982, they were given one week with noise distractions and an additional week with noise distractions together with artificially induced pain. Now with the course changed up and shortened by a week the noise and pain were intermingled together from the onset. It was discovered that the men they were looking for could already function under pain so the training was shortened so the second week would not be a waste of time. Usually the ones that do not qualify, during the second week, make exceptional team members anyway and are almost always held over for the rest of the training. 

When the trainees were introduced to the suit of pain they discovered it was a very cumbersome piece of equipment that weighed approximately sixty five pounds. This was due to the wires and air bladders contained within the fabric. Many hours of research went into the technology used to give trainees the experience of being shot, suffer broken bones, being crushed, and the sensation of being on fire, and insect distractions of varying degrees without actually suffering real battle occurrences. This training has proven to be very effective in enabling them to complete the mission and saving the lives of the snipers many times, in battle, with Blake Walker incident in Beirut being the most notable.  


Each day required goals to be met for the training to continue. The first day in the suit brought on sensations like being stung by bees and bitten by ants with intense battle noises coming from the speakers. They would start out at the six hundred yard target and move out from there to one thousand yards as their proficiency grew at the shorter ranges. At the end of the day they were required to make seven out of ten kill shots at one thousand yards to be eligible to come back the next day.

Blake was especially interested in the progress that Brian made each day. He reminded him of his brother Ted and how determined he was at succeeding. At that time the teams had their complement of snipers and Ted was waiting for his time but his life was cut short by a grenade at the top of the stairwell at the El Sid hotel in Beirut. Brian was much taller than his dead brother and which required Billy Stedman to modify one of the suits of pain to accommodate his six foot four inch frame; originally the suits were made for a maximum of six feet. Brian’s first three days ended with ten out of ten kill shots but on the fourth day he started to experience trouble. The fourth day is when they started experiencing shooting after being shot, from the suit, with the fifth day having more of the same but the simulation of broken bones. 


Trainees were allowed to continue their qualifying shots all the way up to sundown so on the fifth and final day Brian made his first attempt at 4 pm. Unfortunately he only hit four out of ten on his first try and with the same results all the way up to 6:45 pm. Only four trainees had made it to the last day and it seemed the one the Walkers believed would have no problem suddenly was in jeopardy of not passing. At 6 pm only two were left shooting since the other two had given up already and it was at this point Art Luna made his seven shots with all kills. With the sunset closing fast at 7 pm Brian made his last attempt: first shot was a kill, second shot was a miss, third shot was a kill, fourth shot was a kill, and fifth shot was a kill. He took a little break as he put in his second magazine and then started his final five shots: sixth shot was a kill, seventh shot was a kill, eight shot was a miss, ninth shot was a miss, and finally the tenth shot was a kill and now he qualified to be a sniper on the team. However the Walkers were a little disappointed since they thought Brian was pretty much Kyle’s equal.

Well, thought the Walkers, we got two and it looks like we have to go back out and find two more to fill the amount of qualified snipers needed. Brian Sylkowski had just made it or so it seemed. Now the snipers would join the rest of the team candidates for the next ten weeks of training but they were already selected but the others still needed to qualify. During those ten weeks Sergeant Luna and Sylkowski would come back to the range for two hours to continue to build on their skills. 

After the qualification shots were over Blake and Kyle met with the two qualifiers in the locker room. “Now that you have qualified do you two want to go with Kyle and me to celebrate” Blake asked the two men? Both men gave a nod of yes as they entered the showers. 

During the first six weeks of training the trainees are not allowed off base. This meant their little celebration would be held at the NCO club (Non Commissioned Officers). This meant that Blake would have to change into civilian clothes since officers being seen in the NCO club was frowned upon. The Navy was funny when you were promoted to warrant officer you were in no mans land socially; the officers did not approve of you and neither did the enlisted. It had not been too long since Blake was promoted so very few on base ever saw him in his uniform. Most of the team members wore civilian clothes except when they were taking care of the required functions. 


Since it was Friday night and most of the men went off base for the weekend the NCO club was sparsely occupied. When the four men finally arrived Mira was there already waiting for them. She had been eager to meet the new ones that her husband and brother in-law would be putting their lives in trust soon. She had known Ted Sylkowski for only about three months before he was killed but his brother was much bigger and he strangely looked very familiar. 

Blake introduced them to Mira as a training instructor and with her maiden name. She shook both the men’s hands and the five sat down at a large table to one side of the bar. “Excuse me mam but Mister Walker said you are an instructor” Brian questioned? “That is right. I will be teaching you hand to hand combat” said Mira. “Oh really” exclaimed Brian. “That is correct and you will be pleasantly surprise if you are not her first victim” Blake said interrupting. He continued, “You will see her in week seven, eight, and nine”. He was still in disbelief since she only stood five feet six inches and one hundred and five pounds wet. 


“Where did you learn to shoot before the Army” asked Kyle. “My father taught me and my older brother when we were very young. I only had two years with him until he was killed in Vietnam” responded Brian. “Was he a sniper then” asked Mira. “Yes he was with Marine Force Recon” answered Brian. What was his name I might be familiar with him since I have always been fascinated with the sniper breed” asked Mira? “Ted Sylkowski” answered Brian with a nod. Mira was taken aback mentally, but not outwardly, when he gave Fredo Demarco’s name prior to his last tour in Vietnam. From then on she acted like she knew nothing when she was in the company of Brian. She was definitely going to have to look into this since it might be a prelude to an attempt on their lives but for now she would keep it to herself until she knew more. 

At about 10 pm the five parted ways with Brian and Art accompanied by Kyle headed back to the teams barracks. After each man went to there rooms Brian snuck back downstairs and out of the barracks; he needed to call in to his father and find out if he knows anything about this woman Mira. The closest ones were back by the NCO club. “Hello dad” said Brian. “Hello son, how did it go” asked Fredo? “It went fine. My shoulder got a pounding since I had to just barely qualify” answered Brian. He continued, “Do you know a woman named Mira? She sounds Israeli”. “Yes, she is Mossad. She was also there that night and she actually stopped them from killing me” answered Fredo. “Does she know who you are” asked Brian? “No, she does not know my real name is Ted Sylkowski” answered Fredo. The usual formal courtesies were never said at the end of their conversations since both knew how the other felt.  

The next morning Mira waited for Blake to head down to the team’s barracks before she made her call to General Jenkins in Langley Virginia. He and Kyle were going to visit with the SEALs that afternoon for the next round of trainees. “General I am so glad you are in the office on Saturday” said Mira over the phone. The general had been divorced for the last three years since the CIA always ruins marriages and never went home. “You know I am always here” answered the general. “Yes, I do. I want to inform you that Ted Sylkowski’ son Brian just passed the sniper training at Coronado. Of course I do not have to tell you what this means” Mira said over the phone. “You are correct” responded the general. “Surprisingly he barely qualified” Mira returned. “Oh don’t let that fool you he is a phenomenal shot” retorted the general. 
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