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    Prologue


    On September 11, 2001, nineteen Muslim jihadists with a misguided interpretation of the Koran were hell-bound and hell-bent on US destruction, willing to sacrifice innocent lives and their own for an endless paradise filled with seventy virgins. They intended to break the American spirit and tear our country apart.


    Instead of bringing America to her knees, the attack brought resolve and began the War on Terror that we have been fighting since that fateful day, a war that has spanned the globe and cost many US lives. The United States has waged a continuing fight against what the attackers stood for, and our country has unified under the struggle to protect our freedoms and way of life.


    Now the fight is coming home, as fifty jihadists make their way through our borders in preparation for an unprecedented attack, aimed at bringing about the destruction of the American way of life and an end to the freedoms we enjoy. Their distortion of the teachings of Islam and their belief that paradise awaits have inspired an attack like nothing America has ever seen.


    Prepared to sacrifice themselves to enjoy a martyr’s death, the terrorists are willing to kill men, women, and children in pursuit of their goal: an American jihad.

  


  
    Chapter 1


    09:46:58 (EST)—Boone, North Carolina (Day 1)


    Barely controlled chaos was unfolding, and the height of holiday shopping was underway at the Boone, North Carolina, Walmart. Happy shoppers gathered Christmas gifts and packed shopping carts with games, toys, televisions, and more. Wide-eyed children searched tall racks with wonder, while parents secretly hid items for later purchase. As the carts filled to overflowing, everyone hurried to the front for checkout.


    Off-duty Boone police officers Lance Wilson and George LaGrange started their security shift at 11:00 p.m. the night before and were exhausted. Four shoplifters were arrested, and the officers broke up two fights, one over the last PlayStation and the other when two men wanted the same sixty-inch flat-screen. The first-shift officers were delayed for a traffic accident blocking a busy intersection.


    Removing his cell phone, LaGrange called the relief officers requesting their ten-twenty. He listened and grunted, “Uh-huh,” before hanging up and saying, “They’re waiting on the tow truck to pull a bus. Garrison claims it’ll take fifteen minutes. Of course, that means twenty, the fat bastard.”


    Wilson laughed. “Good. I’m ready to get outta here.”


    “Soon, ma boy, soon.” LaGrange mocked. “I’m getting coffee, you want some?”


    “Nah,” the younger man said, turning to continue a discussion about his favorite subject, guns, with a store employee.


    09:54:53 (EST)—Boone, North Carolina


    The parking lot was packed. Almost every space was filled, and aisles were jammed with cars looking for the first available slot. Shoppers pushed carts heaped with holiday gifts, food, and other Walmart necessities. A steady stream of people moved into and out of each entrance, and some people avoided the busy lot by waiting by the door.


    Two men went unnoticed, as they parked directly in the flow of traffic between the two entrances.


    “Five minutes,” the passenger said, consulting his watch.


    Each man wore Matrix Tactical Systems military-style Kevlar vests carrying Level IIIA body armor plates. Designed for warfare, these specialty vests provided Kevlar protection to the upper arms, neck, chest, sides, and groin area. The combination of Kevlar and armor plating over the chest would provide the highest level of protection against almost any light-arms fire: .357 and .44 Magnum and 10-millimeter.


    As the men sat waiting, each checked his tactical vest straps, zippers, and pockets to ensure everything was in place.


    Each vest was similarly equipped; a high-caliber handgun carried in drop-down leg holsters with extra magazines on belt pockets within easy reach, exactly twenty-four AR-15 magazines with thirty rounds each were positioned in tactical pockets on each man’s chest, and at least twelve tear gas canisters hung from various points on each vest.


    Finally, a full-face gas mask hung from a quick-release clip at each man’s waist, and a shoulder sling was equipped to receive their rifle.


    Their training had been extensive and lasted more than two years, including running in full tactical gear, loaded to capacity; more than one hundred pounds with the Smith & Wesson M&P rifle, each man carried. They ran miles in desert heat carrying full gear, and each man was ready for the attack.


    Without words, each turned to the other to check the other man’s vest, pulling straps, cinching zippers, closing pockets.


    “It’s almost time,” said the passenger.


    09:59:03—Barnwell, South Carolina


    Like Boone, a steady stream of holiday shoppers flowed through the Walmart entrances.


    Beside the grocery entrance, two men were just finishing a final equipment check and preparing for an attack of unprecedented magnitude.


    America had suffered many domestic attacks in the years and even months leading up to Black Friday, but each was perpetrated by untrained, lone, and sometimes crazed gunmen. With a lack of training, even when semiautomatic weapons were used, casualties were minimal. The few with military backgrounds were alone with little chance of success. None had trained like the Black Friday attackers.


    “Thirty seconds,” said the driver.


    Parked close to the grocery entrance, beside two Barnwell County Sheriff vehicles, each man opened their door and stepped from the car. Walking away from the car, they chambered the first round in their respective rifles.


    Walking low, moving fast, and looking like armor-clad SWAT officers, several shoppers turned away from the gunmen, while others were oblivious. Anyone that noticed quickly ran away from the store, some assuming the store was under attack and these two men were the first of a police response.


    They were wrong.


    A woman walking out of the pharmacy side dropped her bag and picked up a small child before running toward the parking lot with a hand cradled protectively over the child’s head.


    The desert camouflage vests were highly visible and did little to conceal the gunmen, but cancellation wasn’t necessary.


    Approaching the doors, more shoppers began to notice and many fled, but most were curious about what was happening. From what many thought was a safe distance, they turned to watch, assuming someone had called the police.


    “It’s a bomb threat,” one man exclaimed.


    “There’s a bomb,” the other man said.


    Almost to the door, each gunman looked toward the other, and one held up his left arm with his hand balled into a fist. Stooped low and looking from side to side, the man raised his first finger.


    08:59:48—Mineral Wells, Texas


    Like Barnwell, the gunmen had exited their car and were standing just outside each Walmart entrance, one man with a hand and finger in the air. A second finger went up, then a third.


    Shoppers had stopped walking in the store, and a small crowd of gawkers was beginning to gather in the parking lot near both entrances.


    Suddenly the man’s fist closed and his arm came down.


    Swiftly moving around a newspaper box and under the “Food Center” sign, the first gunman swept into the store and saw two police officers standing in front of the Subway store. Bringing up his AR-15 and sighting the first officer through his Vortex Red Dot scope, the gunman fired the first shot before he was seen.


    Two shots penetrated the officer’s vest, killing him instantly.


    The second officer removed his weapon from the holster and raised it as he was shot in the neck and chest.


    From the other entrance, several more shots were fired, killing a security guard and store greeter. People were screaming, but no one had a chance to run before the onslaught began.


    Every register was open, and every one had a line of customers waiting to check out. Stunned holiday shoppers stood in shock for several seconds. The acoustics made it difficult to tell where the shooters were, even before the screams drowned out the gunfire.


    It quickly became clear, as display racks and stray bullets sent debris flying, hit registers, and injured shoppers began to flee.


    The gunmen advanced slowly as many terrified shoppers ran toward the exits and directly into the line of fire. Round after round was fired directly toward the fleeing crowd, and some of the high-velocity rounds killed more than one person. Traveling 3,200 feet per second, the armor-piercing Remington .223 ammunition easily went through several bodies before slowing enough to prevent further carnage.


    Each gunman quickly but carefully squeezed the trigger of his gun, firing two rounds per second.


    After the police and security officers, aiming became unnecessary, and the attackers simply fired toward the crowd. Prevented from retreat by the shoppers surging toward the exits, many people tried to hide between registers or behind shopping carts and holiday displays.


    08:00:17 (MST)—Gillette, Wyoming


    There were more than one thousand Black Friday shoppers crowded into the thirty-six-register checkout area when gunfire destroyed the already chaotic scene. Four police officers—two at each entrance—died first, and most people didn’t know where the gunfire was coming from


    People panicked, and many ran toward the exits and their death, as the gunmen fired directly into the surging crowd. Anyone who saw the shooters and tried to stop was forced forward by the stampede.


    By the time the crowd realized they were charging toward gunfire, it was too late, and many had been shot.


    Like the Carolinas and Texas, the gunmen were taking careful aim but firing quickly. It was obvious they were well trained with no compunction about what they were doing.


    To the gunmen, these people were no more than pests being exterminated and it was Allah’s will. They believed it was the beginning of a holy war—a jihad—against the infidel Americans, one that would see an end to the very way of life they tried to inflict on every country around the world.


    Each jihadist emptied their first magazine almost simultaneously and, in unison, depressed the release, removed the empty magazine, and dropped it to the floor. The silence was deafening, and the smell of cordite hung thick and heavy in the air. A thin mist-like pancake of smoke floated around each gunman.


    Moving with the skill of practice and without the need to look at their hands, the men retrieved full magazines from their tactical vests, reloaded the rifles, and continued to fire.


    People ran in all directions, and many were shot in the back, as they turned and tripped over the bodies of those already dead or dying. From each side of the store, people ran toward the opposite entrance, only to be confronted by escapees of the other gunmen. Some were killed in the stampede. Many more were gunned down as one jihadist fired from behind a support column and the other from between two checkout registers. They were careful not to shoot at each other.


    10:00:43 (EST)—Boone, North Carolina


    In less than a minute the eager jihadists emptied the second thirty-round magazine and replaced it, killing without concern for gender or age. Men, women, and children lay dead or dying throughout the checkout area, and the jihadists continued the hunt.


    The gunmen converged near the customer service counter and continued to shoot civilians who were paralyzed with fear and trying to hide. Terrified shoppers continued to run in every direction and were mowed down by the shooters.


    The gunmen continued to search for victims, firing relentlessly at anything that moved.


    Less than a minute into their attack, the shooters released their rifles almost simultaneously, after the third magazine was empty. The gunfire briefly stopped, and each man removed two tear gas canisters from their vests. Each man pulled the first pin and threw the metal can over the registers, one into the jewelry section, and another toward women’s apparel. Before the potassium nitrate–infused charcoal began to smoke, each man had unleashed a second and third canister, throwing each deeper into the store.


    As the smoke began rising, the deafening silence was broken by the sounds of gunfire. The gunmen took aim on anyone running from the smoke. They also stopped to kill wounded shoppers that might have otherwise lived.


    They showed no mercy.


    As the gas poured from each canister, already panicked shoppers tried to flee the smoke. Forced out of hiding, everyone was gunned down as they tried to run.


    10:01:16—Barnwell, South Carolina


    The first emergency call was received at 10:01:16 (EST). The terrified caller was almost incoherent. “There’s shooting at Walmart.” Gunfire cut off the next part. “They’re killing people, and they shot the police.” More gunfire could be heard as the 911 operator tried to calm the caller. “Oh God, they’re coming this way.”


    “Ma’am, calm down and tell me where you are,” the operator said.


    A gunshot ended the response at 10:01:31 (EST). “Ma’am?” the operator asked. “Ma’am? Are you there? Can you tell me where you are? Ma’am?”


    There was no response from the hysterical woman, but more calls were flooding into the Barnwell County Emergency Management call center.


    “Nine one one, what is your emergency?” the operator asked.


    “There’re people shootin’ up Walmart!” a man said.


    “Sir, are you inside the store?”


    “Yeah. I’m behind the counter in the deli area.”


    “Where are the gunmen?”


    The operator was typing frantically, trying to get information to the responding officers.


    “They’re in front of the registers. They got smoke bombs. Hurry!”


    “How many shooters do you see?”


    “Two. Oh, shit. You gotta hurry.”


    “Sir, officers are on the way. Stay calm.”


    “Fuck that. I’m getting outta here.”


    “Sir, stay where you are.”


    But it was too late.


    As the shooters neared the center of the store and their attention was focused on those fleeing the smoke, the scared caller barreled from behind the deli counter, toward the nearest exit. As he turned the corner, his foot slipped in blood, and he went careening through a Christmas tree built from cases of Bud Light, which crashed to the floor, the cans bursting open. As beer and blood mixed, the floor grew more slippery, and the caller fell several times, trying to regain his footing.


    His phone was lying in the blood, a voice still sounding from it: “Sir. Are you there? Are you okay? Sir?”


    The caller paid no attention to the phone as several shots whizzed over his head. One killed a woman crouching by an overturned cart; the other wounded a man who was running away.


    The caller regained his feet and began running toward the door. Then, as his right foot struck the floor, a bullet evaporated his knee. The lower half of his leg was no longer responding to his wishes. He had time to wonder in amazement at the lack of pain, before a second bullet struck him in the arm and passed through his chest, ending his life.


    The man’s body slid a few feet before striking an overturned buggy.


    His phone was a few feet away, and the emergency operator was saying, “Sir, if you can hear me, stay where you are. Help is on the way.”


    With smoke now pouring from the canisters and another magazine empty, the jihadists stopped shooting long enough to don their gas masks. With a practiced movement, each man brought up their mask with one hand and expertly situated the rear web of straps with the other.


    Protected from the gas, each man dropped the empty magazine and quickly replaced it with thirty fresh rounds and began shooting at those who thought the silence meant the shooting was over. No quarter was given, and everyone within range was executed.


    09:01:29—Mineral Wells, Texas


    Dead and wounded bodies littered the front of that peaceful town’s Walmart Super Center. Blood was splattered on almost every register, shopping cart, and checkout aisle, as the gunmen casually continued shooting through the rising smoke, now taking well-aimed and careful shots.


    Almost every bullet found a target, but Texas wasn’t North or South Carolina, and many shoppers carried concealed weapons and a few returned fire. The attackers had been trained well and were expecting Texas cowboys to fight back. Unfortunately, handguns did little against men wearing body armor and firing armor-piercing rounds. Many of the vigilantes died as they fired. Most of the gun-wielding shoppers were untrained and missed their intended targets completely. A few actually hit other shoppers.


    Each gunman was shot while wearing his tactical vests, during training. There was little risk of injury from handguns and untrained shoppers. The jihadists took their time and sighted each vigilante to ensure accuracy. The high-velocity rounds did their job.


    In fact, many of the rounds hit multiple targets. One armor-piercing round hit sixty-two-year-old Julie Wise in the chest, before exiting her back and striking the eighteen-year-old cashier, Sandra Miller, in the throat. The two bodies merely slowed the bullet before it killed eight-month-old Brian Silver, who was being held by his mother. A second shot killed the screaming woman, as she clutched the body of her dead child.


    Jill Londonderry was one of the customer-service managers on duty and hid in the security office. The terrified manager was one of the first to call 911.


    “They’re shooting everyone. Oh, dear Lord, this can’t be happening,” Jill said.


    It took the operator time to calm the manager down.


    “Now, Jill, I need you to look at the cameras and tell me what you see.” Jill was in shock and complied slowly. “Jill, tell me what’s happening?”


    “Uh,” the manager said. “They’re walking in and out of the register lanes and—oh, God, they’re shooting everyone.”


    “Hang on, Jill, help is on the way. Officers will be there soon.”


    “Not soon enough,” Jill replied and began to cry. “Not soon enough.”


    “Are you sure it’s only two gunmen?” the operator asked.


    “That’s all I can see,” she sobbed. “They’re shooting kids, too. Oh, Lord, please help.”


    Bullets tore through the door, killing Jill.


    The emergency operator heard the shots clearly but continued to ask if Jill was there and if she was okay.


    There was no response.


    08:01:49 (MST)—Gillette, Wyoming


    Like Texas, Wyoming is a gun-loving state that doesn’t require a special permit to carry a concealed weapon. And the jihadists killed several would-be heroes.


    Black Friday shoppers with concealed weapons were no match for the attackers with AR-15s.


    Dead bodies littered the checkout area, and high-velocity blood spatter covered everything. Screams, sobs, and tears came from everywhere. Shoppers and employees were never given a chance. They were shot down and died almost instantly.


    Couples died holding hands or hugging, and parents died shielding children. Some died begging for mercy, and others died running for their lives. A few lucky people were able to hide under the dead bodies of fellow shoppers and endure the thick smoke and tear gas.


    The store looked like a war zone.


    Smoke was still rising from the gas canisters as a man stood and aimed a large handgun at the nearest jihadist. Liters of adrenaline were pumping through the man’s heart, and his hand shook like a leaf in the wind. He wrapped his free hand around the one holding the gun, trying to steady his aim. Looking down the long barrel, he gave the gun a hard squeeze and did what so many untrained gun enthusiasts do.


    As he squeezed, the barrel dropped slightly, in anticipation of the recoil. A quarter-of-an-inch drop meant the bullet missed the target by several feet and any chance of surprise was gone.


    Hearing the thunder of the vigilante’s hand cannon, the jihadist brought his gun around just as a second shot from the man’s gun was going wild.


    Months of training had prepared the jihadists for the attack. There was a slight rush of adrenaline but not enough to interfere with their breathing, focus, or aim. As the AR-15 came in line with the hero, the terrorist fired four quick shots and hit the man in the stomach and arm.


    His days of shooting were done. His days of breathing would be done before help arrived.


    07:02:12 (PST)—Yakima, Washington


    Yakima was a large town, for the area, with a population over ninety thousand, and the Walmart Super Center drew holiday shoppers from Ellensburg, Mattawa, Sunnyside, and the Yakama Indian Reservation.


    At the request of off-duty officer Brian Jordan, the Yakima Police had dispatched two officers to the overcrowded store to help contain the growing crowd. They arrived ten minutes before the attack started and were helping direct customers amid the disorder of Black Friday shopping.


    Every register was open, and checkout queues stretched through the clothing and produce sections. Shopping carts were loaded with flat-screen televisions, Xbox and PlayStation consoles, toys, sporting goods, and more. Tempers flared as impatient customers waited to check out, and several customers were yelling at one another when the gunfire started.


    Four officers were walking a handcuffed man and woman toward the security office. They had arrested her for shoplifting. The couple had hidden a cell phone and laptop under their child’s car seat and had tried to leave the store with them.


    Their attention focused on the couple, the officers didn’t notice the gunman until it was too late. All six died within seconds. From twenty feet away, the couple’s three children waited and watched in horror as their parents’ bodies fell.


    Leaving their eight-month-old brother in the car seat and buggy, the twelve-year-old daughter and eight-year-old son ran toward their fallen parents. The two running kids never made it, but their younger brother was later hailed as a miracle baby.


    The child survived two bullets striking his car seat, without a scratch, one just an inch from his tiny blond head. He was found clutching a blood-soaked teddy bear, which his now dead parents had placed on his lap.


    The density of the crowd and velocity of the rounds combined to create a deadly killing ground with easy targets. Many bullets struck someone, and a few hit more than one. At more than three thousand feet per second, an arm, a leg, or head did little to slow them down. The bodies and blood made the store look like a Civil War battlefield that had been transported through time and deposited into a modern setting. Bent, broken, and bleeding bodies lay in every imaginable position, many shot in the back as they fled or sought cover, some children shot through the bodies of their protective parents.


    The gas was beginning to settle, and the attackers were stalking through the scattered bodies, looking for survivors. As they neared, uninjured shoppers ran and were killed.


    07:03:11—Santa Rosa, California


    Retired Army sergeant Gene “Gino” Garofalo thwarted one of the two unsuccessful attacks.


    Working security, Gino noticed the idling Honda because it wasn’t moving and the brake lights weren’t on. In a later interview he said, “If the car was in gear, the brake lights would have been on as if the car had pulled out of the traffic flow. I noticed the tactical vest from the protective collars and knew something was wrong.”


    “We’ve got a suspicious vehicle in front of the store. Need you here, ASAP,” Gino said and clicked off. These were store-provided walkie-talkies, not department-issued radios, but Gino knew his directions would be followed.


    Before retiring from the Santa Rosa Police Department, Gino had worked with Michael “Garfield” Smith for almost a decade. From the time Garfield graduated the academy, they had been partners and friends; Garfield understood the tone of his former partner’s voice and trusted his judgment. He reacted immediately.


    Before Garfield could walk over, the jihadists exited their car. Gino saw the tactical vests, weapons, ammo, gas canisters, and mask. He instantly knew what was coming and responded.


    Gino didn’t hesitate. The first man died with one leg still in the vehicle. He wasn’t an untrained civilian, and the first shot was to the man’s neck. The would-be attacker fell against the car, and Gino’s second shot hit the man’s cheek. Gino’s .45-caliber Smith & Wesson M&P took off most of the first man’s face.


    Gino’s shots were unexpected, and the second man unleashed a barrage of gunfire, as he tried to take cover inside the car. Windows and doors were shot out, and several inflatable lawn decorations lost air, but not one person was hit. The man emptied his magazine, and Gino sprang into action.


    Gino stood from behind a ride-on merry-go-round where he had taken cover and raised his weapon. He knew there was only time for a couple of shots. He squeezed off two smooth shots, and both hit their mark, the first striking the man’s right cheek, just below the eye. The lower half of the gunman’s face exploded in a red mist of blood, flesh, and bone. The second shot was above the gunman’s left eye, and he was dead before his body hit the ground.


    The whole scene took less than thirty seconds to unfold.


    Gino’s partner came running, yelling, and motioning for people to take cover. They weren’t sure if the attack was over or if there might be accomplices. They called for on-duty officers and paramedics, although it was several long minutes before Gino and Garfield were confident the scene was secure.


    Under normal circumstances, the men would be hailed as heroes. Their story would dominate media outlets for weeks. They would provide interviews and might make an appearance on Good Morning America or CBS This Morning. They might write a book, or a movie could be in their future.


    These circumstances were far from ordinary, and the day was only getting started. Local and national news outlets would interview both men, but their story would be largely lost to the horrific story still unfolding across the country.


    07:03:03 (PST)—Hanford, California


    Three officers lay dead inside another Walmart, where two more tactically clad men had entered at 07:00:07. Each walked directly toward the officers, two at one entrance and one at customer service. The first two officers were smiling, laughing, and flirting with the young greeter when the attack began. Neither knew what happened, and each was dead before he hit the floor. The armor-piercing rounds shredded the officers and several nearby customers.


    The third officer drew his weapon and fired six shots before both gunmen put multiple rounds through his Level III body armor.


    This took only a few seconds, and then the attackers’ focus shifted to the shoppers, who were screaming, running, crying, hiding, trying to get away.


    It was early on Black Friday, and the checkout lines were packed as hundreds of shoppers ran in all directions. The gunmen trained their weapons on the checkout area and opened fire. They fired short bursts of two or three shots as the men advanced on the registers.


    Each attacker had been chosen for his commitment to Allah’s will and willingness to sacrifice themselves for the jihad, but also for their accuracy with a weapon. Almost every shot struck its target. Like so many other stores on this horrific day, bodies lay bleeding, from one entrance to the other, across the front of the store.


    Nearly four minutes had passed since the first shot was fired, and the gunmen’s watches began to flash and beep. The smoke was beginning to reach them. It was time to go.


    Together they walked to the exit, where their idling car waited. Along the way, they shot anyone still alive or trying to escape. One gunman killed three people hiding in the McDonald’s as they walked out.


    Walking toward the car, they listened for sirens and heard none, but police would be there soon.


    Shoppers were running from the smoke-filled store, but no more shots were fired. The disciplined men focused on escape. They got in the car and placed their guns within easy reach, then drove away.


    10:03:12 (EST)—Lewiston, Maine


    The store was an absolute bloodbath, with 181 people dead and 136 injured.


    The taste and smell of cordite and tear gas hung thick and heavy, like fog, as terrified shoppers began to make their way out through emergency exits. Some, realizing the gunfire had stopped, made their way back to the checkout area to search for loved ones.


    One woman, seeing her husband, ran to him and knelt in his blood to pray. Bleeding badly, the man raised his hands and grasped his wife’s arms. Her folded hands in front of her face, she sobbed for Jesus to protect her husband.


    Another woman raised her phone and began taking video. The images would be seen by hundreds of millions around the world and come to symbolize the brutality of the attack.


    The man’s hands dropped from his wife, and she bent forward across his body, sobbing uncontrollably.


    Another man picked up the body of his wife and walked toward the exit, swaying as if he were drunk. He staggered and almost fell, but managed to carry the lifeless form outside before collapsing from his own injuries. Ignored by everyone running in all directions, the man quietly spoke to his dead wife. “I’m sorry. I’m so sorry, for so many things. I love you, have always loved you.”


    Blood was coming from two bullet holes in his abdomen, and tear gas made it hard to see or breathe. “Since we were kids, you’ve been my gal,” he said, and slumped beside his wife, gently placing his arm over her. “I’ll see you soon, sweetheart.”


    The man died before the first ambulance arrived.


    The shooters’ car had been idling near the produce entrance and was now passing Burger King as it left the parking lot, thirty seconds before the first police car arrived.


    Inside the store, chaos was still erupting, as screams, sobs, and moans came from all directions. The fire alarm was wailing, and customers were running. Some were comforted by family as they watched strangers die, others by strangers as they watched family die.


    The men praised Allah and drove away.


    09:03:39 (CST)—Lawton, Oklahoma


    One hundred forty-eight holiday shoppers were killed and another 216 were injured before the gunmen finished their attack. As they walked toward the door, gunshots rang out, and one of the men went down.


    The source of the shot was Marcus Jameson, an off-duty Lawton police officer who had been shot twice in the opening exchange. One round destroyed his left shoulder. The other tore through his body armor and ripped apart his kidney before exiting his lower back, and shattering his spine.


    The young officer would never have walked again, even if he had lived.


    As one gunman went down, his fellow attacker turned and raised his rifle, spraying Jameson with the six remaining rounds.


    The injured gunman had been shot in the left hip. Walking would be impossible, but his companion asked, “Can you walk?” The first man shook his head and said, “Ya Allah!” The gunmen locked eyes. The uninjured man leaned down and embraced his companion. The wounded man said, “Get out, before the police come. Masha-Allah.” His English was almost perfect.


    The uninjured man said, “Jazakullah khair,” wishing Allah’s blessing on his partner. He walked away and never looked back.


    The lone gunman walked to his car and stowed his rifle, as sirens were just becoming audible in the distance.


    Stunned shoppers were making their way from the store. The gunman watched as wounded began to exit the store; one man was carrying the body of a small child. Out loud but to himself the gunman said, “Praise Allah.”


    The gunman closed his car door and slowly drove away, praising Allah and asking blessings upon his fellow jihadist.


    Inside, the injured man dragged himself ten feet to the nearest registers and replaced his empty magazine, his last. He withdrew his Smith & Wesson SR40 and waited for officers to arrive.


    He killed three paramedics and two more police officers, before a concussion grenade exploded a few feet away, knocking him unconscious. Before that, he was able to keep officers and first responders at bay for almost thirty minutes, taking shots at anyone brave enough to try getting close.


    After the concussion grenade, officers took no chances. The unconscious man was shot three times by two different officers. Several other officers rushed in and handcuffed the dead body.


    09:03:45 (CST)—Hutchinson, Kansas


    The shooting started before the jihadists entered the store, as two of the four security guards were standing outside, smoking. Neither noticed the gunmen until it was too late. Both died without removing their guns.


    The third and fourth officers emptied their weapons; however, decades of training and muscle memory meant body shots, which had little effect on the men’s body armor. The officers died before reloading, and the shooters were free to rampage through the store on their bloody killing spree.


    As soon as the gunfire started outside, panicked customers began running, and some escaped the checkout area before the attackers made it inside.


    Unfortunately, the huge crowd prevented most people from running anywhere. Instead, they dropped to the floor and tried to hide behind checkout registers or displays. When the gunman made it past the officers, nothing provided substantial protection.


    They shot randomly into the crowd of running and cowering people. One hundred five were dead, with another 180 wounded, before the gunfire stopped.


    The gunmen left a bloody path of death and destruction in their wake, and the day was just starting. There was more killing on the horizon, and each man was reveling in the rampage.


    08:04:52 (MST)—Taos, New Mexico


    In less than five minutes, they killed four off-duty officers and opened fire on the holiday shoppers packed into the Walmart checkout area, emptying 36 magazines—1,080 rounds—into the panicked crowd.


    Terrified men, women, and children ran in every direction, many directly toward the gunmen.


    Eight-year-old Mark Lehmann was standing behind his mother, somewhere in the jewelry section, when she was shot in the shoulder and stomach. He dialed 911 and said, “My mommy got shot, and she’s bleeding in her arm and stomach.”


    Police had already been dispatched, and the operator tried to keep the boy calm and safe. “Mark, you’re being so brave. Can you tell where the bad men are?”


    “They’re over by the arcade, and they’re still shooting,” Mark sobbed.


    “Okay, Mark. You just stay right where you are. Do you see any more men with guns?”


    “No. Just those two.” The boy was sobbing loudly.


    “Okay, Mark. Calm down. Take a deep breath and listen to my voice. Can you do that?”


    “I think so.” He sniffled.


    “That’s great, Mark. How’s your mom doing? Can you see if she’s awake now?”


    Mark shook his mom, and the operator heard him say, “Mommy, wake up. Please, Mommy.” Then Mark picked up the phone and said, “She won’t wake up, and the men are getting closer.”


    The operator was terrified. She was a veteran dispatcher with more than two decades of experience answering all types of calls: accidents, domestic violence, and robberies. But, nothing had prepared her for this day.


    As she spoke to the child, her voice quivered and her hands shook.


    “Listen to me, Mark. This is very important. I need you to do exactly what I tell you.” The operator had heard other callers saying the gunmen were shooting children. “You need to lay down beside your mom and close your eyes. You need to stay very still and keep your eyes closed, no matter what you hear. Do you understand?”


    “Yes,” Mark said, still sobbing.


    “Mark, you need to stop crying and lay down beside your mom. Now repeat that back to me.” Mark didn’t hear the tears in the operator’s voice. Nothing could have prepared her for telling a child to lie down beside a possibly dead parent and close their eyes.


    “Lay down and stop crying,” the boy said.


    “And keep your eyes closed, no matter what,” she said, as tears continued to well up in her eyes. “Now repeat that.”


    “Keep my eyes closed, no matter what,” Mark repeated.


    The boy hugged his mother and said, “I love you, Mommy.” Then he did as he was told. He lay facedown with one shoulder against his mother and closed his eyes, still gently crying. The still-open phone was only a few inches from his ear. Mark could hear the soft voice of the operator.


    “You’re doing great, Mark. Keep still and don’t move, no matter what.”


    Mark’s mother had been knocked over a jewelry display case and was on her back, partially behind the counter. When the boy hugged her, the side of his face was smeared with blood, from his ear to his chin. Tears made his face look like a macabre masterpiece.


    Close to the floor and sheltered behind a counter, the boy was sheltered from the worst of the tear gas. In shock, his breathing was shallow and somewhat filtered by his mother’s sweatshirt, where his face remained buried.


    The gunmen continued shooting, walking between the registers in search of victims. Many victims were still alive, and the jihadists seemed to take pleasure in executing each one. One man tried to run and was gunned down, while another begged for his life and was shot in the head.


    The gunmen turned and walked toward the closest exit and their car. When they got outside, they heard sirens. They were getting close, as the men reached the still-running car and stowed their weapons within easy reach.


    Twenty seconds later, they turned south on Highway 68, as two police cruisers sped past in the opposite direction.


    The men stared straight ahead and continued driving.


    Back in the store, Mark Lehmann was lying motionless beside his mother, who was starting to regain consciousness. Both were coughing from the thick smoke starting to settle all around


    “Mommy?” The emergency operator heard the boy ask, with clear happiness in his voice. “Mommy!” The boy exclaimed.


    When the operator heard a woman’s voice, she began sobbing.


    In the county dispatch center, the seasoned veteran tore off her headset and ran from the room.


    In the store, Mark Lehmann’s mother was comforting her child as best she could and assessing her injuries. With her son’s help, she made it outside and into pandemonium and chaos, as arriving officers were handcuffing wounded men and preventing EMS from attending the victims.


    It took more than ten minutes for police to realize their mistake, but some men remained handcuffed for more than thirty. Officers said it was “for their protection.”


    A police spokesperson would later say, “The officers followed proper procedures in assessing the situation.”


    They did not respond to accusations that more could have been saved by a quicker response. The accusations were lost, as the magnitude of the attack quickly became apparent.


    07:03:57 (PST)—Sparks, Nevada


    Armageddon unfolded in the Walmart parking lot, as Sparks police responded to calls about shots being fired. Two officers arrived just as the gunmen exited the building.


    The gunmen opened fire, and the police cars were destroyed in seconds. Windows were blown out, tires were flat, radiators were steaming, and the two officers were taking cover behind each car.


    Each gunman tossed several tear gas canisters toward the officers, but escape was not their plan. The jihadists were willing to give their lives in the service of Allah. As the first canisters began burning and smoking, more rolled under the cars and toward the pinned-down officers. Their deaths followed quickly, but two more police cars sped into the parking lot.


    Instead of trying to escape, they removed two duffle bags from the back seat of the still-idling car and casually walked back toward each entrance. Approaching sirens were clear and loud. More police would arrive soon.


    One gunman fired several shots at a couple as they ran from the store, striking the man in the leg and back. Falling on his wife, he tried to shield her by lying on her body. As the gunman walked past, a single shot killed them both.


    Back in the store, they opened their duffle bags and removed additional magazines. In short order, their tactical vests were resupplied, and police cars were pulling up outside. Each man emptied an entire magazine through the doors into the parking lot. That would give pause to anyone before charging in.


    From inside one of the duffle bags, each man removed several more gas canisters. Repositioning their gas masks, the safety pins were removed and the canisters dropped to the floor. Soon, each entrance was thick with heavy smoke that would prevent anyone from entering without masks. In less than a minute, the acrid gas was wafting through the shattered doors of both entrances.


    Gunfire erupted from inside, and the police heard screams. The gunmen were continuing their rampage amid the chaos and confusion. The now-unseen killers were shooting cowering shoppers as they methodically walked through the dense haze, looking for more targets.


    The men went in different directions and fired at anything that moved.


    Dropping additional gas canisters as they walked, the store soon appeared to be on fire. Terrified shoppers were forced out of hiding and killed as they fled.


    From a dressing room near the center of the store, a family of four was beginning to cough and choke on the gas. “You take the kids and run toward the back,” the husband said, over his wife’s protests. She didn’t want to leave his side but did what she knew was the only thing she could.


    With one child in her arms and the other’s hand in hers, the mother began to run as fast as her daughter’s small legs would carry her. Almost dragging the girl, the mother made her way through aisles of clothes as gunfire echoed overhead.


    She recognized the bloodcurdling scream of her husband and the gunfire stopped.


    Looking over her shoulder, she saw her husband launch himself on the surprised gunman. As she continued hurrying her daughter, the two men disappeared into a rack of clothes.


    She heard a foreign language and guessed it was Arabic, but never knew what the man said. The next sound to reach her ears came from two muffled gunshots, followed by a burst of more shots.


    Outside, police sergeant James Murphy was preparing to disobey a direct order to wait for SWAT to arrive before entering the building.


    Gas masks were not standard department issue, and Sergeant Murphy wrapped a T-shirt around his face, tying the sleeves behind his head. Several officers were following his example and he said, “Stay here, that’s an order.”


    In unison, almost as if they had rehearsed the lines, two nearby officers said, “No sir, I’m coming with you.”


    Under the T-shirt, Murphy smiled.


    The three officers made their way to the entrance and through the shattered doors, still dumbly sliding open and closed.


    “Go for head shots. That’s heavy body armor these guys are wearing,” Murphy said.


    Gunfire continued inside the store, and screams came from every direction. People lay in various states of life, death, or somewhere in between. Some begged for help. Others cried. Still others stared into space, watching something only they could see.


    A woman reached out and tried to stop Murphy. He said, “Stay with me, guys. The best way we can help these people is to stop the gunmen.”


    The woman didn’t speak. Her hand fell away. She died before help arrived.


    Likewise, Murphy and the two officers died, but not before ending the Sparks rampage with several well-placed shots.


    By far the worst of the initial attacks, 437 shoppers and 6 police officers died before SWAT cleared the scene and paramedics were allowed inside.


    More than 400 victims were transported to area hospitals and urgent care centers, which were not equipped to handle this level of care.


    Even a local pediatric physician’s office became a trauma center, when an ambulance noticed cars in the parking lot and lights on inside. After a few initial protests—the doctor was unaware of the attacks—the staff began treating the injured. The paramedics made a quick radio call, and several other victims soon arrived.


    A few blocks away, a twenty-four-hour emergency veterinarian would find himself bandaging and stitching minor injuries.


    10:04:01 (EST)—York, South Carolina


    The attack lasted almost four minutes and more than one hundred people died. Another 150 were injured, and police arrived less than thirty seconds after the gunmen drove away.


    Inside the store, a fire had started when a stray bullet struck a can of lighter fluid, igniting magazines, candy, and a cardboard display of five-dollar movies. Additional containers of lighter fluid caught fire, and the flames spread fast. The fire spread for several minutes before the fire alarm sounded and the sprinklers came on.


    York police captain Chris Spencer had been off duty when county dispatch broadcast the “shots fired” call at Walmart, and he lived within sight of the store. The captain was the first officer on the scene and took charge of the situation, marshaling victims from the smoke-filled entrance.


    Gun drawn, he was careful to ensure they were unarmed, but didn’t go so far as handcuffing victims like his Taos counterparts.


    Smoke drifted through broken glass, and shoppers staggered through the doors. The captain questioned people about the gunmen, careful not to turn his back on anyone. He directed anyone that could walk to make their way to the parking lot and helped others get away from the still-pouring smoke.


    It was another five minutes before Captain Spencer allowed officers to enter the store, and five more before he allowed fire department and emergency crews inside.


    Still unsure the gunmen were gone, Captain Spencer prayed it was the right decision to allow anyone inside.


    Over the next twenty minutes, ambulances came from Kings Mountain, Gastonia, and Rock Hill. Later, these same crews were summoned in other directions.


    07:04:31 (PST)—Elko, Nevada


    In the deli section, Astrid Cromwell was live streaming the joyful holiday shopping on Facebook, with her mother and two children, when the gunfire started.


    Astrid wasn’t new to social media but had received relative fame by posting live and recorded videos of her kids opening different toys for review. It started at Christmas two years earlier, when she posted a few holiday videos.


    One of the first videos showed her son opening a Paw Patrol Tower House and saying, “This sucks. They won’t stay together.” The child explained, his friend had the same toy and didn’t like it because the plastic track wouldn’t remain attached to the tower. The video went viral, and Astrid’s social marketing career was born.


    Now the mother of two received free toys from companies requesting her kids’ seal of approval.


    As the gunfire began, Astrid was frozen with fear and continued to live stream the warlike scene for nearly thirty seconds before her children’s screams broke the paralysis. She dropped the phone and shoved both children behind the deli counter.


    Eighty-six of Astrid’s Facebook followers watched live as the attack began, and feared the worst when she dropped the phone. Although people could be seen running by the camera, the store ceiling was the only constant.


    Darlene
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