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PREFACE

The stories in this book are told by and
for Arny platoon |eaders.

W share our true stories wth you
because we | ove our country and the men and
wonmen who volunteer to defend it wth their

lives. Qur Sol di ers deserve gr eat
| eadership! We hope that you wll Ilearn
from our experiences and beconme a nore
effective |eader, sooner. If you're |ike
many of wus, the first time you neet your
platoon wll be downrange, where vyour
deci si ons will have l'ife-or-death
consequences.

In these pages, we don't talk nuch about
i ssuing FRAGOs, executing battle drills, or
formally counseling our subordinates. The

school house prepares wus well for those
types of tasks. Instead, we use this
opportunity to share sone aspects of our
conbat deploynents in lraq that have

surprised and chal | enged us.

Some of these stories are ones we tell
only to our closest conrades. Sone are told
with tears streanmng down our faces. Sone
we are proud of; others we are not. Each is
true, but none is universal. Mst of the
time, we share our real nanes.

Pl ease resist the tenptation to judge us.
It’s easy for a future PL to inmagine that
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she’ll lead perfectly or for a past PL to
forget his many nistakes. W share these
stories as current PLs in conbat in Iraq
where we have no such ill usions.

Pl ease accept our invitation to
experience (vicariously) a tour of duty in
Ilrag with us as we lived it in 2006-07.
Each of us has our own story, but together
we tell a larger story of what it’s like to
be a platoon leader at war. Think of this
as an extended right-seat/left-seat ride
with conbat-tested PLs from nore than 20
battalions. Qur stories are sequenced to
roughly mrror a deploynent, divided by
nmonth, although not every story follows
from the one before it. W hope it nakes
sense.

The bottom line is that we wll be
thrilled if our stories becone catalysts
for conversation and pr of essi onal

devel opnent for all platoon |eaders—past,
present, and future.

It is an awesone responsibility and
privilege to | ead Anerican Sol di ers
anytinme, but especially in war. W are
honored to present this «collection of
stories to you. May God bl ess you now and
in the nonths ahead.
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These conbat-tested platoon |eaders shared
their experiences in order to advance the
know edge of our profession. Although many
do not have a story included in this
particul ar book, their input inpacted its
devel opnent :

dint Aki ns, Chris Al exander, Jesse
Al |l geyer, James Anderson, Dave Andros,
Matt hew Angoy, Eric Anthes, Craig Arnold,
Andrew Artis, Randy Ashby, Travis Atwood,
Nick Auletta, Casey Baker, Bernie Balsis,
Dan Baringer, M ke Baskin, John Beaty, Paul
Benfi el d, Joshua Best, Patri ck Bi ggs,
Justin Bl ades, M ke Bl ake, David Bopp,
Jesse Bownan, Tommy Brananti, Tom Broeker,
Aaron Brooks, Justin Brown, Hernman Bulls,
Matt Burch, Jordan Burfield, Rob Burke, Sam
Cartee, Greg Cartier, Stuart Chapnman, Paul

Char bonneau, Dan Ciccarelli, Brian Cooke,
Greg Coppo, Eroch Cordts, Chris Crofford,
Bryan Crossman, Jake  Czekanski, Paul

Daigle, Matt Dawson, Chris Dean, Chris
DeFiori, Chris DeRuyter, John Dolan, John
Dudi sh, Steve DuPerre, Jon Edds (RIP), Ryan
Edwards, Patrick Engeman, M chael Evans,

M ke Faber, Steve Ferenzi, Paddy Finnerty,

Chris Ford, Jim Freeze, Tom Garvey, Keith
Gaut hi er, St acy Cervel i s, St ephani e
Gllespie, Mke Glotti, A Gonez, Colin
G aeta, Keith Grant, Brendan Giswold, Jim
GQuggenheim M ke @unther, Neil Harber, Ryan
Har bi ck, Bri an Haas, Kai Hawki ns, Pat
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Henson, Adam Her ndon, M ke Hess, Tom
H ckey, Terry Hildebrand, Pat Horan, Tucker
Hughes, Brian Hurley, Mke Hutson, WIIliam
Irwin, Kyle Isaacs, Bryan Jackson, Paul
Janker, Pete Jodko, Phi | Johnson, M ke
Johnst on, Shawn  Joki nen, Austin Jones,
Kelly Jones, Pat Kaine, Leigh Kennedy, Ed
Kim Anna King-MCrillis, Erik Klapneier,
Steve Klocko, WII Kobbe, Ryan Krackow,
Bradl ey Krauss, Dan Krentzman, Nick Kron,

Brett Kronick, Ron Kubacki, Moonerah Lao,
Bri an Lar son, Chris Lar son, Bri an
Lebi edni k, Jeff Ledbetter, Geg Liem Doub
Livernore, Bill Lord, Chris Lowy, Chris

MacDonal d, Grant MacDonal d, Matthew Mackey,
Dave MacPhail, Ryan Maravilla, Tina Martin,
Greg Martin, Matt Martinez, John Mauro, Ben
Meyer, Mke MCarty, David MCollum Pat
McGor man, Br ad Mel |'i nger, Ben Mel t on,
Curtis Mnor, Kyle Mssbach, Travis Moen,
Graham Morris, Billy Mss, Hector Myano,
John Moyni han, Adam Napi er, Matthew Nel son,
Mat t hew Neyl and, John Nguyen, M ke Nor nmand,
Ryan Nugent, Joe Nussbauner, Jared O en,
Aar on Pearsal |, Russ Per ki ns, Gl en
Pet er son, Cinton Pierce, Larry Pitts,
Travis Pride, Joel Radunzel, Mke Rash,
Terry Redd, Tad Reed, Neal Rice, Dan
Riordan (RIP), Erich Roberts, Ted Roberts,
Qui nn Robertson, John Rogers, Josh Rowan,
Matt Rowe, Raul Salinas, Mitt Schade, Phil
Schnei der, Dave Shansi , Jon Sherrill,
Matthew Silva, Lee Small, Andrew Smth,
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Bryan Snith, Patrick Smith, Joe Snhowden,
David S., dint Speegle, Mrgan Spring-
d ace, M ke Steele, Kevin Stein, Ryan
Sti dum Davi d St roud, W | Sul I'i van,
Jonat han Sweirat, Derek Syed, Tracy Taw ah,
Harris Teague, John Thomas, Richard Tilly,
Joe Tonmsello, Travis Toole, Jeff Trinidad,
Vi ktor Tsuber, Mguel Uc, MKke Valentine,
Ben Wakley, Jeff Waver, Laura Wi ner,
Thad Wescott, Jon Westbrook, Tom Whitfield,
John WIlliams, Megan WIIlians, Schuyler
WIlliamson, Alex WIson, WIson Wnters,
Dan W se, Ceci | Wl bert on, El i zabet h
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PROLOGUE

Li eut enant Adam Herndon and his platoon
rolled through the city streets in their
up-arnored Humvees. Their mssion that
nmorning was to provide convoy security to
an ECD team

“One-Six,” cane a report from the |ead
vehicle, “W have a dead body in the road.”

Herndon  wasn’t surprised. Sectari an
fighting was littering the streets of
Baghdad wi th bodi es.

“Check it out. W'IIl report it to the

I Ps,” Herndon ordered.

The convoy halted. The platoon's turret-
nmount ed gunners scanned the buildings on
both sides of the street for threats. The
Soldiers inside the trucks scanned the
nearby curbs and street posts for any
i ndi cations of an | ED

“One-Six,” reported the NCO “This guy’'s
still alive. He's bleeding pretty bad and
screaming like crazy. He's lying in the
street all alone. Wat do you want to do?”

“Let’s get a CLS out there with him and
call the IPs to take him to a |oca
hospital ,” replied Herndon.

The platoon and its EOD attachnent
maneuvered to secure the site, stopping
traffic in both directions during rush
hour. Horns blared as |Iraqi conmmuters



protested the inconvenience along the
t hor oughf ar e.

Herndon disnounted and noved forward
along the street to the wounded nan, who
had been shot four tines in the gut and was
writhing in pain. Interspersed with prayers
and noans, the panicked man explained
through the interpreter that strangers had
driven by and shot him with AK-47s for no
apparent reason.

“l got a video caneral!” yelled a squad
| eader. “Twel ve o' cl ock, 300 nmet er s,
hangi ng out of that doubl e-decker bus!”

Everyone knew what that neant. The only
thing the insurgents valued nore than

killing an Anerican was capturing the
killing on video. The Sol diers took cover.
“I have a clean shot,” reported the
pl at oon’ s best mar ksman, who had
i medi ately gotten the drop on the
caner aman. The rul es of engagemnent
permtted Sol di ers to kill anyone

vi deot api ng an att ack.

Iragi Arny soldiers arrived, entering
the platoon’s perineter over the escal ating
blare of horns and idling engines of the
piled-up traffic. They began noving the nman
into the back seat of his own car so they
could drive himto a hospital

“l see a guy videotaping us,” confirned
Her ndon’ s pl at oon sergeant, | ooking through
bi noculars. “PID.”

Her ndon | ooked down hi s ACOG to
positively identify the target. He saw

10



someone | eaning outside a wi ndow on the top
| evel of the bus, |ooking straight back at
himw th a blue video canera.

“Hey, sir, can we shoot hinP”
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MONTH ONE

1. MATT MARTI NEZ

Li eutenant Matt Martinez and his wfe
meandered through the old German city
square, admring the gothic architecture
around t hem

Matt’'s new cell phone rang in his pocket,
aring so foreign to himhe barely realized
it was his.

“Hel | 0?”

“Li eut enant Martinez, this is your
company conmmander.”

“Yes, sir.”

“What are you doing? Are you far?”

“Just taking in sone history, sir.”

“I know | told you the other day that you
weren't going to the field, but things have

changed. | need you to conme in. You're
about to deploy.”
“Roger, sir.”

The new yweds had yet to find a place to
live, their car was on a boat sonewhere
bet ween Anerica and Germany, and they were
still awaiting the bulk of their household
goods to arrive from the States. Matt
hadn’'t even drawn equi pnent from Cl F.

Wthin two weeks, Mttt was in Kuwait,
preparing to go to war in lraq.
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2. JI' M FREEZE

W |eft Kuwait about a week ago, flew to
Balad Air Base, then took a helicopter
flight to Canp Taji, where | currently am
In a few nore days, we'll nake our first
drive outside of the canp to our base, FOB
Warhorse. Many of wus are anxious to get
started naking a difference, but we also
have the marathon m ndset that we’ re going
to be here for 14 nore nonths, so what's
t he rush?

3. CGREG CARTI ER

Lieutenant Geg Cartier felt soneone
shake his shoul der, waking him from a deep
sl unber. Looking up, he vaguely recognized
a company conmander from the BSTB.

“Cone on a walk with ne,” the captain
sai d.

Geg willed hinmself up from the cot he
had collapsed onto just a few hours
earlier. He and his Infantry rifle platoon
had arrived in Iraq from Kuwait at 0400
t hat norni ng.

Exiting the tent, Geg' s eyes were stung
by the bright early-norning sun. He
followed the captain across the unfamliar
dusty terrain of Canp Striker. They didn't

speak.
The captain came to a halt in a notor
pool . He pointed towards sone |arge,

strange vehicl es.
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“You see that?” he said. “That’'s a
Buf f al o. You see that?” pointing to
another. “That’s a Husky.” Looking at G eg,
he added, “ haven’'t trained on them
either.”

He escorted Greg over to a static display
of various types of |EDs.

“See t hese? These are | EDs, " he
deadpanned. “This is what we' re |ooking
for.”

The confusion on Geg's face nust have
been obvi ous.

“Lieutenant Cartier,” the captain said,
“effective immediately, your platoon is
attached to ny conpany. | just found out

too. Welcome to the Engineers. W start
right-seat ride tonorrow with the route-
cl earance conpany.”

“Roger, sir,” Geg replied, trying to
hi de his frustration.

4. JI M FREEZE

Hey all,

W’ ve been keeping very busy the |ast
two weeks we’'ve been here, which is good

It makes time go by faster, | think. Right
now, we're primarily responsible for two
t owns. They each have their own
personalities, which I'm trying to figure
out, but | already have sone goals I'd |like
to accomplish while | have responsibility

and influence in them The smaller town has
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a problem with sewage. Basically they have
a drainage ditch of sewage that runs right
through the mddle of their town. [|I’'m
working with a GCvil Affairs group and the
| ocal |eadership to get sonething started
that will provide the town with work and a
cl eaner town. Regardless, | hope to nake
positive changes and enpower the |[ocal
| eaders in the towns to take responsibility
for issues that seem basic to us. W feel

safe in the towns and the Ilocal |eaders
assure us that we should, so that’s a good
thing, but we still stay on guard and keep

focused at all tines.

5. M KE VALENTI NE

Two weeks into his first deploynent,
Li eutenant M ke Valentine felt good about
nmost aspects of his unit’s R P/ TOA into
sector, but one thing was bothering him He
decided to act on it.

At t he concl usi on of a conpany
| eadership neeting, Valentine approached
his commander. H's platoon sergeant and a
fellow platoon |eader stood with him as
support.

“What’' s up, guys?” asked his CO

“Sir,” said Mke, “Can you hear us out
on Battle Position 451? W all think it
deserves re-visiting.”

The commander slowly shook his head but
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kept |istening.
“Sir,” Valentine said, “After the TQOA

the BP will be manned with our Bradleys,
whi ch don’t have t he commander’ s
i ndependent viewers that the outgoing
unit's Bradleys have. In their Bradleys,

the crew has 360-degree visibility, day and
ni ght, independent of the main gun sight.
W won't have that with our Brads. There
will be dead space behind and between our
vehicles that wll [|eave them vul nerable.
W’'re just asking for your permission to
adjust the vehicle positions on the BP to
elimnate the blind spots.”

“You know we can't do that,” his
commander replied. “The guidance from
Hi gher is clear. W adopt all the TTPs of
the outgoing unit for at least the first 30
days. Then we can assess them and decide if
we want to change anything. There's a good
reason for that policy.”

“Wth all due respect, sir,” interjected
the platoon sergeant, “I’ve been on
Bradleys for 15 years and | don’'t see how
we can secure that position the way they
have it without the conmander’s independent
vi ewers.”

“ Ser geant, I  fought from Kuwait to
Baghdad to Fal | uj ah in a Bradley,”
countered the commander. “lI know how they
work. But | also know that we're in the

Army. Wirk with the current TTP for 30
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days, and then I’'ll be nmore than willing to
hear what you recommend, based on what
you’' ve |earned on the ground here and now.
Every rotation is different.”

Two days later—on the first day that his
unit's vehicles were mnning the BP-
Valentine was returning from a nounted
patrol when he heard the first reports.

“Massive explosion reported vicinity BP
451..no0 conmuni cations with the crew.Bradl ey
engul fed in flanes.”

Three Soldiers-two from Valentine' s
conpany, one from the outgoing unit-were
killed in the attack. I nsurgents had
slipped an anti-tank mne underneath the
Br adl ey.

6. M KE FABER

Typical mess hall sights, sounds, and
smells greeted Lieutenant Mke Faber’s
senses as he wal ked between the tabl es.

It was all famliar to him Mess halls
seened to be the sane everywhere—ncl udi ng
the nmess hall conversations. A Soldier is
conpl aining about a policy. A few others
are poking fun back and forth. Faber
recognized a few of his own Soldiers and
took the opportunity to walk past their
table—a chance to get a sense of his new
pl atoon’ s noral e.

A particularly rowdy bunch of Soldiers
caught his attention. In the center of the
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group, a private held a slice of hamin the
air, dangling it in the face of his
buddi es.

Faber gathered from the few words he
heard that the Soldiers were discussing
throwing ham at the Ilragi kids while on
patrol. The hamw elding private m m cked
| ooks of horror and shock. The table
erupted into | aughter.

Faber stopped wal king. He turned to face
the group. The young Soldiers’ bant er
subsi ded.

Faber took a seat at the table. After a
few nmonments, the new platoon |eader broke
t he awkward sil ence.

“Someone want to tell me what’'s so
funny?”

7. STEPHANI E G LLESPI E

Li eutenant Stephanie G|l espie was being
sent to take charge of a platoon that had
not been led by an officer for five years.

“Ma’am” explained her command sergeant
maj or, “The Sol diers need | eadership. They
have earned the unfortunate reputation of
bei ng  undi sci plined, to include poor
uni form discipline outside the wre. They
can be better than what they have shown so
far.”

“Roger, Sergeant Mjor,” she replied. “I
appreci ate your insights.”

The norning of her platoon's first
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m ssion after her arrival, GIllespie took
the patrol |eader aside and rem nded him of
the uniform standard—Kevlar, |BA, DAPs for
gunners, gl oves, eye and heari ng
protection, el bow and knee pads.

Several hours later, the Soldiers showed
up for their patrol brief and rehearsal.
The only protective gear they carried was
their Kevlars and | BA.

Gllespie could feel her hear t beat
increase. She <called the patrol |eader
aside and remnded him that the Soldiers
had to wear conplete wuniforns on the
m ssi on.

“I't can’t happen, na’am” said the NCO
“There’'s not tine; we can't mss SP.”

The mssion was set to begin in two
hours, and the platoon’'s barracks were a
mle away from the notor pool they were
assenbl ed in.

“It can’t not happen, ” i nsi sted
Gllespie as calnmy as she could. *“You know
the uniform standard. | rem nded you of the

standard earlier today. And it’s your job
to enforce the standard, Sergeant. You have
trucks to nove everyone back and forth to
the conpany area. There is tine to get in
uni form and acconplish the mission. Now
stop arguing with me and do your job.”

The scene back at the barracks was
chaotic. Stephanie saw Sol diers scranbling
to the platoon connex to unpack gear from
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their |ocked duffel bags. She heard their
frustrated voices: “lI need knee pads, man,
anyone got a knee pad?...Wo took ny
fucking gloves?...Can | get a hand putting
on these DAPS?”

It was painfully clear that these
Soldiers had not worn the prescribed
uniformin a long tinme, if ever.

At the SP, the patrol noved out, on
time, inuniform for once.

8. BRI AN LEBI EDNI K

Li eut enant Brian Lebi edni k knocked on the
door again. It was his first-ever house
search in lragq, and the resident had just
sl ammed the door in his face.

Lebi edni k knocked agai n. The man returned
to t he door, obvi ously pertur bed.
Lebi edni k' s interpreter restated their
purpose there. The house owner seened
reluctant in stepping aside, but he all owed
the American |ieutenant to enter

Lebi ednik strode into the hone and then
stopped as if he'd forgotten sonething. He
| ooked at the doorway just behind him He
saw, and snelled, his footprints |eading
from the door to where he stood. Sewage
resi due.

“I"'m sorry about that,” he said to his
interpreter, who passed the nessage to the
house owner. The man responded with

gestures indicating that it didn't matter.
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Nonet hel ess, Lebi edni k realized t hat
tracking human trash and excrenent into
sonmeone’s house isn’'t good for Wwnning
hearts and m nds.

“Are there any weapons in your house?”
Lebi edni k asked. The |ocal shook his head,
no.

“Wll, we have to do a quick search
anyway. Please nove your fanily and al
other personnel outside the house.” His

translator converted the nessage and the
Iragi noved upstairs, corralled his famly
and led a line of wonen and children
outsi de. Lebiednik signaled his platoon to
start searching.

Wthin seconds of searching, one of his
Sol diers came downstairs with an infant in
his arns.

“Sir, | think the man mght want his
baby,” the Sol dier joked to his PL.

Lebi edni k sunmoned t he honmeowner again

“Why didn't you take your child outside
when | told you to nove your famly
out side? The child could have been hurt.”

After translation, the lraqgi returned a
confused expression

“For the record, this counts as a person,
too,” Lebiednik said, handing the child
over to the local. The man took his child
outsi de, and the search resuned.

M nutes | ater, several Soldiers cane down
the stairs, carrying a stack of various
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weapons. Lebiednik called his interpreter
and summoned the el dest mal e yet again.

“Wy didn't you tell me there was a
Kal ashni kov in here? You said you had no
weapons.”

The Iragi stunbled through his reply. The

i nterpreter pi eced it t oget her and
summari zed the stammering: “He says it’'s
for per sonal pr ot ecti on. It’s not a
weapon.”

“Can you tell me what this is?” Lebiednik
asked, pointing at the shotgun. Hi s
transl ator answered w thout consulting the
| ocal

“That’s for hunting,” he said. “Wen you
say ‘weapon,’ he thinks you nmean °‘pistol’
for executing people.”

Lebi edni k rubbed his tenples, and thought
through every possible phraseology that
m ght avoid the confusion

“Ask him if he has anything else in the
house that can be used to kill people.”

Once agai n: no.

Lebi ednik sifted through the pile to a
pellet gun. He |ooked up at the interpreter
and the man wit hout saying a word.

“That’s for shooting birds that eat the
fruit off their trees,” the interpreter
reported.

Lebi edni k | ooked at the NCO who |led the
sear ch.
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“You didn’t find any bonbs up there, did
you?” Lebi edni k asked.

“Ha,” he chuckl ed. “None, sir.”

“Alright, let's get the hell outta here.
Sheesh.”

9. BEN WEAKLEY

Li eut enant Ben Weakley surveyed the
scene before himon a steany Baghdad ni ght.
A PLS truck stacked with Jersey Barriers
mar ked the spot where the next section of
wall would appear. An M88 wecker was
positioned perpendicular to the tail end of
the truck, acting as a crane to downl oad
each two-ton block of concrete. Wakley's
Engi neers were supervising an ad-hoc
collection of transporters and nmechanics
who together were tackling a mssion that
none of them had trained for—surrounding
residenti al nei ghbor hoods Wi th hi gh
concrete wal |l s.

As Weakley talked wth his platoon
sergeant, a man’s scream pierced the night.

“ Aaaaahhhhhh!”

Barriers on the back of the PLS had
tunbl ed, partially crushing a Sol di er under
two of them He was one of the nmechanics.

Wthout a word, Wakley' s experienced
pl at oon sergeant took charge of the rescue
m ssion. The accident had knocked the stee
cable off the M88 s guide-wire spool, so
the cable could not be used to lift the
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barri er.
“Get breaker bars and tanker bars,” the
pl at oon ser geant or der ed. Sol di ers

scranbled to their vehicles and returned
with the bars. Teans tried to re-align the
guide wire on the M88 s crane and to
create sonme breathing space for the trapped
Sol di er, but bot h efforts wer e
unsuccessful . The  Sol di er was slowy
suf f ocati ng.

Weakl ey reported the situation to his
TOC and <called a 9-line for nedical
evacuati on.

“First Squad, ” ordered the platoon
sergeant, “Bring up your ESV and use the
blade to push the barrier off him” The
Engi neer Stryker Vehicle had a bull dozer-
like blade on its front. First Squad rushed
into action. The squad |eader operated the
vehicle. A team | eader junped up on the PLS
to confort his wounded conrade and to
position the ESV s bl ade.

The squad |eader inched the blade into
position against the  Dbarrier. Sol di ers
grabbed hold of the casualty. As soon as
the blade noved the barrier, the Soldiers
pull ed himfree.

Weakl ey judged that the casualty was
litter urgent. There was no tinme to wait
for the helicopter MEDEVAC.

“We' Il CASEVAC himdirectly to the CSH,”
he ordered. “Put himin the back of the ESV
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and let’s go!”

The Stryker didn't nove.

“First Squad, let’s go!” he repeated.
Then he saw what was causing a delay. The
movenent of barriers that had freed the
trapped nechanic had inadvertently trapped
the team | eader who had been assi sting.

“I"'m sorry. |I'm so sorry,” the squad
| eader who had operated the ESV was saying
to his buddy, holding his free hand. “We'|
get you out of here.”

“Sergeant,” Weakley told the squad
| eader, “We have to go to the CSH right
now. ”

“I can't leave him | won't |eave him
Fuck all this!” cried the distraught squad
| eader.

“The mechani c is litter urgent,
Sergeant. Let’s go!” ordered Wakl ey.

The nmechani c’ s CASEVAC convoy was
waiting. The team leader’s injury did not
i mediately threaten his [ife or |inb.

“Ch, God, what have | done...”

“Now” the platoon |[|eader commanded,
| ooking directly into the tearing eyes of
his battle-proven NCO The nessage got
t hrough. The squad | eader snapped up, ran
to his waiting vehicle, and led the convoy
to its destination.

The CASEVAC convoy sped to the CSH in
m nutes, saving the Soldier’'s life. The
pl atoon sergeant was able to free the team
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| eader, who suffered a broken hand.

Later that night, Wakley sat talking
with his platoon sergeant in their CP back
at the FOB. Neither of them could sl eep.

The squad |eader who had operated the
ESV appeared in the doorway.

“Come on in,” said Wakl ey.

The NCO remained standing in the
doorway. Then, looking at his platoon
| eader, he said, “Sir, we all thought that
i f sonething bad happened you were going to
freak out and get sonebody killed. You
proved us wrong tonight, LT.”

It had taken a while, but Ben finally
sensed that he had earned the trust of his
pl at oon.

10. CLINT SPEEGLE

Li eutenant Cint Speegle and his conpany
commander decided to fly their pair of
Apaches over to Dora Farns as they waited
to cover a convoy transporting a high-val ue
target. Dusk had already fallen.

They eased around the dull outline of the
nucl ear power plant in southeast Baghdad
and then started flying back across the
silver ribbon of river below Speegle was
flying in the front seat of the trail
aircraft, scanning under his night vision
goggl es; his back-seater was flying FLIR

Speegle saw sonme flashes out his |eft
Wi ndow.
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“Dude, | got sone flashes, man,” he said.

A nonent | at er, the sky around the
helicopter lit up with tracers.

“W got tracers. W got big fucking
tracers comng at us!”

Speegle realized they had flown into the
mddle of a triangle-shaped anbush; the
eneny was firing fromthree directions.

“Break left! Break right!”

Speegle pressed his hands and face
agai nst the wi ndow, |ooking for the ground
t hreat.

The eneny gunners followed their every
nove.

“Break left.”

The gunfire followed the aircraft.

“Bunp up and right.”

The gunners foll owed them

Speegle scanned around his aircraft,
searching for his wngman. He couldn’t
| ocate him

He saw a target on the ground, one of the
eneny gunners. Speegle switched to the
FLIR Just as he pulled his machine gun’s
trigger, his commander’s aircraft cane into
viewflying right into the arc of his
rounds streaming toward the target. Speegle
cringed and prayed that the rounds woul dn’t
hit his conmander’s aircraft. Sonehow, they
m ssed.
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Speegl e checked the ground for signs of a
target. He couldn’t find one. Then there
was not hi ng. They were out of the anmbush.

Speegl e’s company conmmander broke the
t ensi on.

“Qoh, that’s a CAB,” he said.

They both chuckled over the net, trying
to regain their conposure.
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11. KEVIN STEIN

“Hadji in the silver Audi is checking us
out,” crackled over the platoon net.

Looking to his right, Lieutenant Kevin
Stein saw the car paralleling his four-
truck patrol. A lone Ilraqgi mlitary-aged
mal e occupied the |ate-nodel car, and he
was indeed staring at the Hunvee ahead of
Stein’s in the order of novenent.

Suddenly, the Audi sped ahead of the
patrol.

“Stop him and let’s see what he's so
interested in,” Stein ordered.

The Anerican patrol accelerated, forcing
the congested road traffic to nove out of
its way. Pulling up behind the Audi, the
| ead Hunvee honked its horn, flashed its
lights, and signaled for the driver to
stop. But he didn't. The Audi swerved
through traffic to escape the patrol, but
the traffic parted like the Red Sea for the
noi sy, threatening gun trucks. The medium
speed chase eventually noved into a city
center, with throngs of shoppers enjoying
t he cool evening air.

One of Stein's squad |eaders had had
enough of this.

“Lead gunner, fire to disable that
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fucking car,” he ordered over the net.

Holy shit!

Stein keyed his platoon net as fast as he
coul d.

“Do not shoot! Do not shoot,” he ordered.
“Way too many civilians in the area.”

But the squad |eader was right. They
couldn’t allow anyone to defy the authority
of American forces like this.

“Blue Two,” Stein ordered over the net to
the lead truck. “Knock his bunper until he
stops.”

The tactic worked; the Audi finally
stopped. Wrking through the platoon’s
interpreter, a squad |eader questioned the
sweat i ng, yout hf ul driver as Stein
observed.

The tactical questioning revealed that
the driver was a 17-year-old boy who had
never before seen Anericans up close. He
had been told that Anericans kidnapped and
killed Iragis. Wwen Stein's Soldiers had
all looked over at him the boy assuned
that they were going to kidnap him so he
fled for his life.

“Tell him we don't detain or harm lraqgis
who obey the [laws,” Stein told  his
i nterpreter. “Although this idiot did
al nrost get hinself killed,” he commented to
his platoon sergeant as they returned to
their trucks.
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The platoon nounted up and resuned their
patrol, unsure of what the teenager now
t hought of American Sol diers.

12. KARL SI MPKI NS

Li eutenant Karl Sinpkins nmade it a point
to look into his Soldiers’ eyes when they
were outside the wre. Hi s pl at oon
patrolled nounted nost of the tinme, but
there were always opportunities for himto
get on the ground and check up on his other
t rucks.

Looking into their eyes, he would see
their pride, fear, confidence, exhaustion
or any of the countless other enotions that
war fuels. It helped Sinpkins keep a pulse
on his nmen as they adjusted to this
depl oynent .

Whenever he | ooked into the eyes of one
of his squad |eaders, however, the only
enmotion he read was hatred. SSG Jimelt, a
veteran of an earlier rotation in lraq, was
someone that the platoon |eader had been
counting on to lead and teach the younger
Soldiers. But his platoon wasn’t going to
win any hearts and minds by |ooking at
Iragis the way SSG Ji mmelt did.

LT Sinpkins approached his senior squad
| eader back on the FOB

“Sergeant Jimmelt, hows norale?” said
the PL with a smle

“Not bad, sir,” he replied. “It is what
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it isinlraq.”

“You know, Sergeant J,” said Sinpkins,
“I"m counting on you to set the exanple for
all the new guys, but | gotta tell you, out
on patrol you look and act like you hate
all the people here.”

The NCO | ooked straight into his platoon
| eader’ s eyes.

“I do hate every nother-fucking raghead
in this country,” he said coolly. “lI wsh
we'd | eave and bonb this place into glass.
But since we ain't gonna do that, | just
need to nmake sure that ne and ny guys cone
hone alive. Al l the people in this
backward, disgusting country aren’'t worth
one drop of American bl ood.”

The grizzled NCO col |l ected his thoughts.

“You'll see, sir,” he continued with a
hi nt of condescension. “l once believed al
the hype like you do. You'll see.”

That evening, Sinpkins approached his
battery commander. “Sir,” he said. “l think
we may have to do sonmething with SSG
Jimelt. He really, really hates Iraqis.
I"'mafraid that he's a powder keg who coul d
do sonething real bad if anything goes
down.”

“You t hi nk?” t he captain replied
sarcastically. “He was a mmjor problem | ast
depl oyment. We hoped he’d work through it.
But it sounds like that didn’t happen. |I'm
glad you brought this to ny attention
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Karl. Good call. 1'Il get with the First
Sergeant and Sergeant Mjor and get him
swapped out with an E-5 or E-6 from the
guard force.”

The next day, a new NCO reported to
Si mpki ns’ pl at oon.

13. DAVE MACPHAI L

The route-clearance platoon crept along
at five mles per hour in its “dom nation
formation.” Operating late at night after
curfew, the hulking vehicles—RG 31 MRAPs,
Buf f al os, Huskies, and up-arnored Hunvees—
noved in parallel colums along both sides
of the highway. Lieutenant Dave MacPhail’s
Hunmvee noved behind an RG 31 and in front
of a Buffalo.

Whonp- VHHHHHOOOOOOOVMVM

There was a bright flash of light, and
then MacPhail saw the RG 31 lurch sideways
and roll to a stop amd a cloud of snoke.

This was the first tinme his platoon had
been hit by an IED, but the Soldiers had
rehearsed endl essly for this nonent.

MacPhail’s Hunvee noved forward of the
stricken vehicle as the platoon established
360-degree security. After a quick check
for secondary |EDs, the platoon s aid-and-
l[itter team disnounted and noved to treat
t he wounded.

MacPhail stayed on the radio to send the
SI TREP and request a QRF and MEDEVAC.
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“Apache base, this is Apache One-Six,
over.”

No response.

“Ironclaw base, this is Apache One-Six,
over,” he call ed.

His calls went unanswered. His platoon
was too far away from both his conpany and
battalion TCCs.

“W have three KIA and one litter
urgent,” canme the initial report from his
assi stant patrol |eader, a squad |eader who
was | eading the casualty ops.

MacPhail switched frequencies and finally
establ i shed conmuni cations with an American
unit. That unit’'s TOC began to relay all of
MacPhail’s reports to his higher HQ

Looking in his side-view mrror at the
activities going on behind his truck,
MacPhail watched as his nedic treated the
wounded Soldier. One of the dead Sol diers—
whose |egs had been shorn off—-4ay on the
road behind the MRAP

Then MacPhail observed the “dead” Sol di er
begin to nove, twisting his trunk from side
to side and raising his arns.

MacPhai |l junped out of his truck

“He’'s alive!” he yelled, pointing at the
casualty. “Help him”

Horrified, Soldiers from the aid-and-
litter team rushed to their conrade and
pl aced tourniquets on him but he soon
di ed.
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The assistant pat r ol leader ran to
MacPhail’ s truck.

“W got to CASEVAC SGT P right nowno
time to wait for a WNMEDEVAC,” he said
breathlessly. “I'"Il put himin ny truck and
take the Buffalo for security.”

After the CASEVAC convoy departed,
MacPhail sat in his vehicle waiting for a
QRF and a recovery team to arrive. The
snmol dering fire in the RG 31 began to grow
| ar ger. The realization of what had
occurred began to sink in. He couldn’t bear
the thought of his Soldiers being burned in
the flanes—even if they were dead.

He tugged on his gunner’s | eqg.

“Let’s go get themout of there!” he said
to the strongest Soldier in his truck.

The Hunvee's driver noved up into the
turret to pull security.

MacPhail led his gunner to the burning
vehicle. The door on the back end of the
MRAP was open with dark snoke pouring out.
MacPhail pulled hinself up to the doorway
and entered the troop conpartment. His
boots slipped on the slick, blood-soaked
surface. He imediately saw a Soldier
wedged against the vehicle's hull, but the
casualty was unrecognizable. Dave and his
gunner grabbed onto the Soldier’'s |IBA and
began to pull, but the body was stuck.

“I"l'l grab his legs and push,” MacPhail
told his gunner.
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When Dave noved to take hold of the
Soldier’s legs, he discovered that they
weren't there. The nmush of flesh he
encountered offered no |everage. There was
not hing they could do to disl odge the body.

Fl ames began licking at the rescuers.

“W got to get out of here, sir,” his
gunner said. “Rounds are going to start
cooking off.”

Dave was determined to protect at |east
one of his Soldier’s remins. He noved
forward in the conpartnent and grabbed hol d
of the driver, first under his arns to no
avail, and then by his IBA |oop. He pulled

with all his strength, but again the
Sol di er didn’'t budge.

“Sir! Rounds are cooking off!” he heard
his gunner vyell through the snpke and
fl ames.

Dave let go of his fallen Soldier and
crawmed down the Ilength of the burning
vehicle, tunbling out its back door onto
t he bl oody hi ghway.

For the next two hours, Dave and his
Soldiers watched the RG31 burn and
listened to the ammunition inside it
expl ode, knowi ng that two of their brothers
wer e inside

14. CHRI S DEFI ORI
Li eutenant Chris DeFiori watched as his
Sol diers assenbled in the platoon area. He
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and his platoon sergeant had decided that
it was tinme for a “sensing session” to help
everyone—especially the new guys—deal wth
what had happened the ni ght before.

Last ni ght, sever al blasts and the
staccato of automatic-weapons fire had
rocked the neighborhood outside the FOB.
DeFiori and his Soldiers were not the CRF,
yet still they had rushed to the ECP to
assist in any way they could. Wen the
stricken convoy arrived at the FOB,
DeFiori'’s Soldiers pulled the dead and
wounded from the trucks, rushing them to
the nearby aid station. For DeFiori's new
Soldiers, it was the first tinme they had
cone face to face with the carnage of dead
and severely wounded Anericans. DeFiori had
noticed the shocked expressions on sone of
his Sol diers’ faces.

The platoon |eader opened the sensing
sessi on.

“This is a chance for everyone to talk
about what happened last night and about
how you're feeling about the deploynment so

far,” DeFiori said. “Wve had sone close
calls, and last night was sone fucked-up
shit, and | know a lot of us are thinking

that it could have easily been us. Anyway,
nothing's out of bounds, and it’'s good to
say whatever you're thinking and feeling.”
The platoon sergeant spoke first. A
veteran of three previous deploynents to
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Irag and Afghanistan, he was the nost

seni or, nost seasoned, nost respect ed
Soldier in the platoon.

“Hey, |I'm scared as hell every tinme | go
out there,” he stated. “It’'s alnost |ike

you can’'t do anything about it, wth the
| EDs and EFPs. If they' re going to get you

they’'re going to get you. | just do ny best
to find them and hope to stay lucky. |
don’t know how anyone wouldn’t be afraid.
But, you know, we do what Soldiers do. W
deal with the fear and drive on to get the
m ssi on done.”

DeFiori could sense the change as his
pl at oon sergeant’s words cut the tension in
the room The nopst experienced conbat
leader in the wunit had expressed what
everyone was feeling inside. He had
normal i zed their inner feelings.

The sensing session lasted well over an
hour, as al nbost everyone said sonething. By
the tine it was over, Chris DeFiori knew
that his platoon was nentally ready to go
back outside the wire.

15. JOE TOVASELLO

“Sir!” whispered the private, waking his
pl atoon | eader. “There’'s sonme activity down
the road.”

Li eutenant Joe Tomasello rose from the
fl oor of the abandoned Iragi house that his
pl at oon was occupying. In the darkness, he
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moved swiftly out the door and through high
grass up to the rural road where one of his
gun trucks was guarding against night-tine
| ED enpl acers.

“I't just appeared there,” the squad
| eader explained to him Through the night-
vision device affixed to the M40B nachine
gun in the turret, Tomasello could see a
light but no other activity approximtely
300 neters down the road. That stretch of
road was an | ED hot spot.

“X-Ray, this is Delta Four-Six,” radioed
Tomasello to his battalion TOC. W see a
light on the road about 300 neters east of
our position. Do we have any friendlies
t here?”

He waited a minute or two for the reply.

“Negati ve, Del ta Four - Si x. No
friendlies.”

The rul es of engagenent permtted
Tormasello’s unit to engage anyone on that
road at night.

“Shoot a burst,” Tonmasell o ordered.

BUH DUH- DUH- DUH- DUH

The tracer indicated accurate fire, yet
the light on the road didn’t nove at all

“Hold your fire for now,” Tonasello
instructed the gunner. “But if you see
anyt hing nmoving out on the road, |ight him
up.”

A few nmonents |ater, the watchful
silence was shattered as the battalion net
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came alive.

“Delta  Four-Six, CEASE FI RE, CEASE
FIRE!” called the TOC. *“Al pha Conpany has a
crater-overwatch position there! The 1|ight
you see is the chem light they just placed
on their concertina wire. DO NOT ENGAGE.”

Tomasello | ooked over at the M40
gunner, who |ooked like he was about to
t hr ow up.

“Hey, man, you didn't do anything w ong.
You did the right thing,” his PL assured
him “The TOC and ne fucked up, but not
you.”

16. CHRI S LARSEN

“The pick-up truck is back, over,” cane
the report fromthe Bradl ey commander.

Li eutenant Chris Larsen could also see
the area in question from his Hunvee,
al though he was 800 neters away from the
Bradley’s battle position. He trusted the
Bradl ey crew s judgnment—they were closer to
the suspects and it was still early enough
in the norning for the Bradley thernal
sights to clearly show the heat signatures.
The report: two males, apparently back to
prep a well-known | ED hole for re-use.

Larsen had already alerted the QRF a few
mnutes prior when the truck had made a
brief stop and then drove away.
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“Now they're digging in the road and
putting sonmething on the ground, over,” the
Bradl ey commander sai d.

The RCE was clear: anyone digging in the
road or enplacing sonething in the road was
perceived a threat.

“I'f they're enplacing sonething in the
road, then engage them” Larsen said.

He heard the Bradley rip off a short
burst of fire at the suspected |ED
enpl acers.

“Let’s go check it out,” he said.

Chris pulled his two Hunvees out of their
hide site and joined the Bradley en route
to the engagenent area.

When the vehicles rolled to a stop, Chris
di snounted to investigate. He | ooked at the
remai ns—snal | er bodi es t han he had
expect ed— ust t eenage boys. But t he
shovel s, the gas cans, the copper wres
strewn about confirned the boys’ intent.

Back at the FOB, Chris called the platoon
together for an AAR The Sol diers went over
the incident, how they made the right
deci sion, even though it led to unfortunate
consequences for two nmen younger than
everyone in the platoon. They tried to put
the inmages of the shot-up teens behind
t hem

The next norning, Chris led a disnmounted
patrol through the streets of the village.
He saw a crowd of about 25 people mlling
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around behind a house. Chris recognized one
of the nmen there, so he decided to greet

t he group.
“This man says they are gathering for a
funeral,” the interpreter told Chris. “He

says you Americans have killed his sons.”

The nman kept pleading a repeated phrase
to Chris’s interpreter.

“He says the boys were just selling gas,”
the interpreter said.

Chris tried to explain to the man what
happened—that they had been digging, that
they had carried a shovel and w re—but the
| ocal s were speaking over his interpreter.
The nman renmined adanmant about his boys’
i nnocence, and Chris returned to his
pl atoon to continue the patrol.

Two weeks later, a team from Chris's
platoon was hiding in a three-story
building, waiting on the sun to rise and
hoping to spot an eneny sniper teama team
that had inflicted three casualties on the
conmpany in the past few weeks.

The Sol di ers had a good view of the town.
Chris was surveying the scene from a
separate room when his guys alerted him

"Hey, sir, we got activity 200 neters to
the west,” a Soldier reported. “You should
cone check this out.”

Chris and his team passed around the 60-
power spotting scope to get a closer | ook.
They saw what they'd been 1looking for:
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three guys unloading weapons from a bl ack
sedan. They saw an AK, a PKC, and an SKS.

“Are we clear, sir?”

“Engage,” Larsen said.

Shots rang out fromhis teanis Mids and an
M24 sniper rifle. Two of the eneny fell
dead under the attack. The driver sonehow
sli pped away behind the car.

“There he goes! Ht him”

“He’s running toward that group of
people. He’'s gonna go into that house!”

As Larsen noved to get a better view he
heard the firing stop

“Hey, why'd you stop firing?” Larsen
asked.

“Sir, there's a fucking kid right there!”

Chris | ooked through his scope to see an
ol der worman dart out of the house and pul
the child inside. The fleeing eneny had
di sappear ed.

17. MEGAN W LLI AMS

Li eutenant Megan WIlians sat across the
desk from the Iraqi Police District
Commander, a colonel. She was listening to
one of his many stories about the Iran-Iraqg
War . The beanming smile on the  burly
colonel’s nustachioed face expressed his
appreciation for her interest in lraq s
history and for her rudinmentary command of
t he Arabic | anguage.
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An Arab Studies major in college, Megan
was now the Police Training Team advisor to
this police district. She valued the
rel ationshi ps that devel oped out of talKking
about topics other than “police work.”

“You look Ilike an Arab worman,” the
police chief said to Megan as an obvious
conpl i ment .

“In fact, nmy famly 1is Arabic,” she
replied.

The col onel | ooked ecstatic.

“From what country?” he asked.

Megan knew that he was a Shia. Based on
her know edge of the region, she selected a
Shiite Arab country.

“Lebanon,” she replied.

He was very pleased. “Lebanon is a nation
of great history and people,” he said,
smling at his new Anmerican friend.

Megan smiled back at him It wasn't too
big of a lie. Israel, after all, is close
to Lebanon. And she never said that she
wasn’'t Jewi sh; she nerely allowed him to
assune otherwise. For the success of the
m ssion, some things were best |eft unsaid.
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18. CRAI G ARNOLD

Lieutenant Craig Arnold s platoon was
convoying along a rural stretch of Iraqi
hi ghway that was paralleled by earthen
berms on both sides. The convoy’'s |ead
vehicle abruptly halted and began to back
up.

“There’s a command wire running over the
berm on the Ileft, leading to sonething
suspi ci ous al ong the roadway,” reported the
| ead squad | eader. Follow ng their SOP, the
pl at oon noved back away from the kill zone
and scanned for any secondary | EDs.

Arnol d saw one of his squads di smount and
begi n boundi ng towards the berm That squad
| oved taking the fight to the eneny. From
the top of the berm the squad | eader
reported over his lcomradio to Arnold that
the wire led to a shack. The squad
di sappeared over the berm

“Hold vyour position and observe the
shack. W' Il bring up engineer assets,”
ordered Arnold. He briefed the platoon
every day about baited anbushes.

There was no acknow edgenent .

“Two-Two, this is Two-Six,” he repeated.
“Hol d your position. Acknow edge, over.”

Not hi ng.
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“GQunners,” Arnold called over the platoon
net. “Wave flags to get second squad s
attention. They need to hold where they
are.”

The gunners stood tall in their turrets
and attenpted to visually signal a halt,
but the assaulting squad apparently was not
| ooki ng back.

KA- BOOM

Arnold felt the concussion before he saw
t he brown mushroom cl oud.

Arnold ordered his platoon sergeant to
lead the platoon to the blast site because
his truck was equipped wth electronic
count er measur es agai nst | EDs.

By the tinme the platoon linked up wth
the squad, one Soldier was already dead;
another was severely wounded; the squad
| eader was unscathed physically but in
shock mental ly.

Arnold tried to call for a MEDEVAC. There
was no response on the battalion and
conmpany nets. His platoon was situated in a
conmuni cations dead zone, md-way between
their FOB to the north and their conpany
headquarters to the south. Arnold managed
to make contact wth another coalition
patrol that relayed his 9-1ine.

The MEDEVAC bird arrived quickly and
whi sked t he wounded Sol di er away.

And then there was sil ence.

Arnol d’'s Sol di ers f ound t hensel ves
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standing in the mddl e of nowhere, with one
of their brothers lying literally in pieces
on the ground and another severely wounded
and gone. They did not see any lraqis;
there was no sign of any insurgent. The
Sol di ers sonberly policed up the renains of
their brother, placing him in a body bag
and nmoving him into the back seat of
Arnold’s Humvee for transport back to
Mortuary Affairs at the FOB.

As they prepared to nove out, Arnold
received the relayed nessage from Higher:
“Stay in place and secure the site until
EOD arrives.”

The platoon set up a perineter around the
area with two Humvees observing traffic on
the highway. The Soldiers baked in the hot
sun as they waited for EOD to get there.

“Sir,” Arnold s driver said with a gl ance
at the body bag, his voice cracking. “It
aint right for himto be out in the heat
like this.”

“I't’s not respectful,” added his gunner.

“I don't like it either, guys,” Arnold
replied. “But we need to do our mssion.
Sergeant Ws in a better place than us now
anyway.”

“Two-Si x,” cane a radio call from one gun
truck overwatching the highway. "There's a
white car coming from the north, acting
strange, slowing down. Request perm ssion
to engage.”
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“Negative,” Arnold replied quickly.

He sensed a need to provide guidance to
his angry, frustrated Sol diers.

“A driver slowing down when he sees an
American gun truck along the highway,” he

remi nded his platoon over the radio, “is
acting nornmally. W’'re all pissed off, but
we need to stay professional. W'll get SGT

Wback to the FOB as soon as we can.”

19. CURTIS M NOR

Li eutenant Curtis Mnor was relaxing in
his conpany area late in the afternoon on a
“refit day” when a battalion A/S-3 rushed
in.

“Li eut enant M nor, the J-lens just
wat ched sonme bad guys fire nortars at us,”
he said. “It |ooked like they left on foot

wi thout the nortar base plate. You need to
get out there ASAP and check out the PQO
It would be great to police up that base
plate.”

Less than 30 mnutes |later, Curtis was on
the nove outside the wre. H's ad-hoc
patrol consisted of nine Anerican Sol di ers—
including him his platoon sergeant, a
forward observer, the battalion S-2, and a
medic—and four Iraqi Arny soldiers. The
patrol noved by foot because there were no

r oads leading to the | ocati on. The
i nsurgents had attacked from a farm field
t hat was cris-crossed wth irrigation
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canal s and thus inaccessible to vehicles.

As soon as they arrived at the POO the
Sol diers found a cache of nortar rounds dug
into the wall of a canal. A little further
down the canal, they came across a cache of
conmputer hard drives, caneras, and video
tapes. The S-2 was thrilled. Soon after, a
Soldier identified a huge cache of home-
nmade explosives. “W found their nother
| ode, baby!” he excl ai nmed.

Curtis wondered if it were too nmuch of a
good thing. His snall patrol had stunbled
across a nmmjor eneny asset, one that was
too large to |leave unsecured yet also too
large to hand-carry back to the patro
base.

Looki ng around, Curtis identified a
sinple farmhouse at the near side of a
small hamlet. The wonen and children there
| ooked nervous. Curtis felt an uneasiness
in his gut.

“W’re going to occupy that house and
establish a hasty defense until we can get
nmore resources out here to exploit the
caches,” he ordered.

As they occupied the house, Curtis heard
a report from the rooftop: “There are guys
nmoving in and out of reeds about 200 neters
nort hwest.”

Curtis noved to the roof with his FO who
started plotting coordinates and radioing
t hem back to the battalion nortar platoon
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SNAP!

Curtis could feel the sniper round as it
zinged past his face. The next thing he
knew he was laying flat on the roof.
Gunfire erupted all around him He grabbed
his FO and pulled himinto the stairwell.

“I"'m hit!” cried t he nmachi negun’ s
assistant gunner, falling back on the
rooftop. The machine gunner dragged his
buddy off the rooftop and down the stairs,
leaving a trail of bl ood.

“The gun’s damaged and no good,” he told
his PL as he pushed past.

Curtis called a SITREP and the 9-line for
a MEDEVAC.

“Air is Red,” replied the battalion TCC
“Birds can't fly due to sandstorns. You'll
have to CASEVAC.”

Curtis noved downstairs to the |Iliving
room where the nmedic was treating the
wounded Soldier. A round had traveled
through the Soldier’s bicep and |odged in
his chest, striking himin his side above
the SAPI plate. The nedic judged the wound
serious but stabilized.

Curtis broke the glass in the |living room
wi ndow and began returning fire. Hi s
pl atoon sergeant did the same in a bedroom
Wth t he | oss of t he nachi negun,
mai ntaining fire parity required everyone
to becone a rifleman

WUVP! WUMP!
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Friendly nortar rounds began falling on
eneny positions. First the conpany’'s 60nm
nmortars arrived, and then the battalion's
120mm nortars, and bot h fires wer e
accurate. The eneny's attack ceased al nost
i medi ately.

Curtis didn't want to give the eneny tine
to re-organi ze.

“Exfil to the patrol base,” he ordered.
“Prep the casualty for novenent. Where's
the SKEDCO litter?”

His Soldiers’ blank stares answered his
guestion. In the rush to start the nission
PCls had not been conduct ed.

Curtis | ooked around for sonething to use
as a field-expedient litter. He saw the S-
2, who was holding a blanket he had taken
from a bedroom to safeguard the cache’'s
hard drives.

“W're going to need that blanket,”
Curtis told him The S-2 opened the
bl anket and laid it on the floor. It would
carry their wounded conrade and the eneny’s
hard drives.

Curtis threw snpbke grenades to concea
the patrol’s exfiltration. Two Soldiers
noved out first as lead security. Four
Soldiers carried the casualty. Two Sol diers
noved behind as rear security. The Iraqi
sol diers tagged along, unwilling to assist.

Movenent was painfully slow Darkness had
fallen. Boots sunk deep into the plowed
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farm fields. The blanket did not have
handles, and the litter-bearers’ forearns
and hands soon ached.

Curtis swapped Soldiers between carrying
the casualty and pulling security. He sent
SITREPs to Hi gher and coordinated for an
anbul ance exchange point at the closest
possi ble location—,500 neters away from
the farmhouse. He exhorted his nen to carry
on: “You can do it. Keep it up. We'Il get
himto the hospital.”

They canme to a 10-foot w de, 4-foot deep
irrigation canal. As they slid down its
muddy slope, the litter bearers strained to
pull the blanket up to their chests. The
grip of one Soldier slipped.

“l can't do it,” he cried. The litter
began to sink in the dark water.

“Don’t let me drown! Don’t let nme drown!”
screaned the wounded Soldier as he | ooked
up at a black sky and felt hinself sinking
into the water.

Curtis rushed forward and took hold of
the blanket. He realized that although he
had done “litter PT" on nany occasions, he
had never done it with a wet blanket, up
muddy enbanknments and across plowed fields,
while wearing full conbat gear, and with a
Soldier’s life at stake.

Ninety mnutes after departing from the
obj ective, the CASEVAC patrol arrived at
the vehicle Ilink-up point. No one was
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t here.

“Where are you?” he radioed his fellow
pl at oon | eader

“I"'m at the linkup point,” he said.
“VWhere are you?”

Curtis popped a star cluster.

“Got it. On the way,” reported his
friend.

Not hi ng had ever sounded better to Curtis
than the sound of the approaching Hunvees.
H's Soldiers placed their wounded brother
across the backseat of a Hunvee that sped
off into the night. LT Curtis Mnor and his
Soldiers then walked the final 300 neters
back to the patrol base.

20. DAN RI ORDAN

Li eutenant Dan Riordan’s two |ead trucks
cordoned off the north end of the road, and
his rear trucks covered the south. The
pl at oon had t he suspi ci ous vehicl e
surrounded. Ri ordan checked his conms.

“Seven, this is Six, radio check, over.”

He waited a nonment.

“White Seven, this is Wiite Six, over.”

Still no answer.

Ri ordan stepped out of his truck, cupped
hi s hands around his nmouth and screaned.

“Pl at oon Sergeant, turn on your radio!”

He waited for his platoon sergeant’s
Voi ce.
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“White Six, this is Wiite Seven, over.”
It was the platoon sergeant.

“Roger, keep that radio on,” R ordan
said. “Do you see anything on the vehicle
fromthere, over?”

Ri ordan glanced at it again. The vehicle
appeared to sit low on its rear tires, a
key indicator that it could be |oaded with
expl osi ves.

“Not hi ng besides the load in the trunk,”
t he pl atoon sergeant said.

Ri ordan thought through his options.

Then he heard the faint grunble of a
Hunvee accelerating in the distance. He
| ooked up and saw his platoon sergeant
pulling away from the cordon and rolling
into the town.

“Where on earth are you going?’ R ordan
asked over t he radi o. The pl at oon
sergeant’s vehicle turned out of sight.

No response.

Anot her one of his truck conmmanders got
on radi o.

“Sir, | can see his truck. He' s about
three blocks into the village. | think he's
chasi ng soneone down.”

Riordan tried to reach himon the radio a
few nore times, with no success.

After about five mnutes, the PSG s truck
rolled back to the convoy, driving right up
to Riordan’s truck. R ordan di snmounted.
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“Turn on your radio, Sergeant,” he said.
“VWhat did you think you were doi ng?”

H s platoon sergeant twisted in his seat
and pointed to a detainee in the back of
hi s Hunvee.

Ri ordan knew the Soldiers were watching
this conversation. He leaned in through the
wi ndow of the truck.

“This isn't Hollywod, Sergeant,” he
said. “We'll talk about this back at the
FOB. ”

21. JI' M GUGGENHEI M

Li eutenant Jim Quggenheim surveyed the
buildings around his position, searching
for possible sniper locations. The shots

had been cl ose, but fortunately, no
casual ti es.
The nost likely point of origin for the

shots was a house a bl ock away. The S-2 had
already tenplated it as a possible eneny
sni per | ocati on.

Quggenheim reported the engagenent and
ordered his nen to investigate the house
with caution.

“Sir, we're seeing wires comng fromthe
house, leading to a propane tank, over.”

Possi bl e booby trap.

“All right,” @Quggenheim said, “I"'m
calling up some air support to check the
roof.”
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Guggenheim  had hoped for Apaches.
Battalion was pushing to set up a JDAM
strike. Guggenheim was told to hold his
position until the bombi ng was conpl et e.

Just before the jets were ready to drop
bonbs, Guggenhei m s nmen gave another report
on the house:

“Sir, we just saw a worman conme out of
t he house.”

Guggenhei m put a hold on the bonbing. He
decided to clear the house with his own nen
i nst ead.

As the Soldiers approached the house,
they saw that the wires weren't actually
| eading to the propane tanks like they had
t hought. The Soldiers proceeded to enter
and cl ear the house.

There were two men inside the house—
father and son—and they had weapons. The
Sol di ers detained them After a few m nutes
of tactical questioning, the detainees
admitted to shooting at the Anericans, but
claimed that they were protecting their
hone from what they thought were robbers.

Quggenheim asked for their nanmes, to
which they gave a pronpt reply. The PL
recogni zed both names fromthe Bl ack List.

22. M KE RASH

At  about 0700 on a sunny norning,
Li eutenant M ke Rash was just half an hour
away from conpleting his first official

58



MONTH THREE

patrol as a new platoon |eader. The patrol
was nothing new for his platoon, which had
al ready been in country for three nonths.

The patrol of three Humvees crossed a
mai n road into the next nei ghborhood.

The lead vehicle had just turned left to
head north as Mke's truck approached the
sane intersection. He |ooked south to see
if they were clear.

A hot flash blasted through the cab of
M ke’ s truck.

M ke was |aunched from the vehicle and
found hinself sliding on his back across
the road |ike a Frishee skipping across the
pavenent. After he slid to a stop, he saw a
fam liar object flying directly at him The
obj ect slammed into his ACH coning to rest
about 5 neters away. Mke saw that it was
the M240 machine gun off the top of his
truck.

Mke’'s hearing was a dull roar. He
frisked hinself for wounds. D stant sounds
returned, those of faint machine gun fire.
Mke raised to a knee and scanned the
bui l dings on the side of the street.

That’s when he realized he’d been bl own
25 neters away from his Humvee. He saw his
truck sitting still and crooked, at the
base of a gray-brown nmushroom cl oud of dust
and snoke. He ran to the truck to check the
Crew.

“I's everybody okay? Everybody okay?”
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An  NCO was scream ng, “Driver down!
Driver down!”

M ke ran around to the driver’'s side of
the Hunvee. H's driver was splayed on the
ground, both of his legs gone, ripped off
in the blast. Mke called for the platoon
nedi c.

The NCO | ooked at his new pl atoon | eader.

“l got it, sir,” he said. “I"Il get him”

The NCO ran to get the nedic out of
another vehicle. The nedic noved up and
started applying tourniquets. He stopped
t he bl eedi ng.

They received fire from the north,
bullets inpacting all around them The two
other vehicles in the patrol naneuvered to
provide cover, firing at insurgents on
rooftops. Bullets peppered around MKke's
di sabl ed Hunvee and the rescue group.

M ke was returning fire to the northeast
when he canme under fire fromthe sout hwest.
Hs platoon was caught in an L-shaped
ambush.

Mke called Hgher for the QRF and
decided to CASEVAC his driver inmediately
to nmedi cal care.

The platoon's vehicle gunners returned
fire to both sides. Soldiers got the
wounded driver into the lead vehicle for
evacuation. As his driver was carried away,
M ke continued to direct his platoon in
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battl e, wondering if his driver would
survi ve.

23. RYAN HARBI CK
Li eut enant Ryan Harbi ck sat on a couch in

a typical Iraqi honme, talking with an
elderly Ilragi man about security in the
nei ghbor hood. H s pl atoon’ s cl earing

m ssion would end within the hour, and Ryan
was happy to allow the home’s atypically
effective air conditioning to dry sone of
the sweat he’d worked up over the past 13
hour s.

H s conversation was interrupted by a
radio call. *“Legion Two-Six, Legion Six.”
Hi s conpany commander calling for him

“Legion Six, this is Two-Six.”

“I need you to clear the field directly
to your west. W’'ve been having reports
from the locals that insurgents like to
pl ace caches in there, and Battalion really
wants us to search it before we head back
to the FOB and it’s too dark.”

“Roger,” replied Harbick. “WIl we be
getting any additional assets to help us in
t he search?”

“Negative, the ENngineers are currently
about two clicks north with Bravo Conpany,
al ready being utilized. Be sure to use your
nmetal detectors to nmke sure they don't
have anyt hing buried out there.”

“Si x, Two-Six, Roger.”
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Harbick called a squad |eader who was
upstairs in the house to come down and join
him He also radioed his platoon sergeant,
who was a few houses away in another house
with another squad. Once those two NCOs
arrived, Harbick briefed his plan.

“All right,” he said. “The CO just tasked
us with clearing this field to the west.
Locals report that the field has caches of
explosives in it at various points. So what
we'll do is put 2" Squad to the north of
the field and 3% to the west of the field,
to provide overwatch and |ook for any
triggermen. 1% Squad and | will go into the
field to search for the caches. Let’s nmke
sure we get the mnetal detectors off the
Stryker before we get out there.”

“Sir,” suggested the squad |eader. *“Any
chance we could drive the Stryker out in

the field? | nean, all day we’'ve been
finding random arty rounds |lying around. |If
we're dismounted, all it would take is one
triggerman and we’'ll find that cache in a
way we don’t want.”

“No, " replied Harbi ck. “The Stryker

wouldn’t make it far in that field before
it got stuck, and then we’'re disnounted

anyways. W'll have to do this on foot.”
“Well, all right, sir,” said the squad
| eader, “but it sounds like a plan for us

to get sent hone early.in body bags, but
early all the sane.”
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“Fuck, give ne a second to think,” said
Harbick. H's NCOs' grave faces indicated
their concerns with the plan. About three
hours earlier, the XOs vehicle had been
hit by an |ED. Nobody had been hurt, but
everybody knew there were plenty nore |EDs
out there. Nobody wanted to find them

di snount ed, especially if an  Engi neer
Buffalo could find them w thout exposing
anybody.

“So, you two think this is a bad plan,
huh?” Ryan asked.

H s platoon sergeant weighed in on the
di scussi on.

“Sir, | just think the CO got the order
and didn't think it through before he
tasked wus,” he said. “WIll do it, but

fuck, seens like a very unnecessary risk to
ne.”

Harbi ck knew he was right. Sonmewhere
inside he’d known all along that the plan
was bad, but he'd gotten too caught up in
getting the mission done. He keyed his
radi o.

“Legion Six, this is Two-Six.”

“Six.”

“Sir, we're ready to execute, but it
seens like a pretty big unnecessary ri sk.
The area is too large to have overwatch on
everything. If we’'re disnounted, it’'ll take
just one triggernman and we'll be picking up
a fire team with a nop and scrub brushes.
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We know they' ve got IEDs in place. Charlie
Company is going to have overwatch of the
field tonight. Any chance we can have the
Engineers in their Buffaloes check the
field out tonorrow norning?”

The radio net went silent. Harbick, his
pl atoon sergeant, and the squad |eader
exchanged gl ances. They had acconplished a
lot of tough missions together. They
wai t ed.

“Two-Six, this is Six,” the CO responded.
“Roger, you're right. Hold off on that
mssion. |I'Il call Battalion and we'll get
the Engineers out with you tonorrow
norning. Six out.”

The three leaders noved out to conplete
their 14-hour <clearing mnission wth a
little extra pep in their steps.

24. JON SHERRI LL

Li eutenant Jon Sherrill’s platoon was
traveling down Route Cardinals on the way
to an IP station when they were flagged
dowmn by an Iragi traffic policeman. He
claimed there might be an IED at the next
i ntersection.

Sherrill gave orders and the platoon
went into action. The Sol diers cordoned the
i ntersection and est abl i shed traffic
control points. They put out traffic cones
and wire. Sherrill <called EOD to cone
i nvesti gate.
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For the next six hours, Sherrill’s nen
handled the traffic flow, directing cars
around the cones and telling pedestrians to
stay away.

The EOD elenment finally arrived, cleared
the IED, and then continued to another
m ssion. Sherrill’s platoon had executed
everything according to the SOP wthout a
probl en+except for the one Hunvee that now
woul dn’t start.

“Sir, we're gonna need a slave cable
over here to get this truck going again.”

“Roger.”

Sherrill ordered his nen to break down
their TCPs and collapse the cordon while
t he Hunmvee was being restarted.

Sherrill and his driver retrieved the
wire and cones in front of their own truck.
As Sherrill’s driver was getting back into

his Humvee, a sniper’'s bullet tore into his
torso, just above the side plate of his
body ar nor.

Sherrill snapped to cover and scanned
down his sights, sweeping the buildings al
around, waiting for a second shot. It never
cane.

Sherrill moved to his wounded driver and
lifted him into the truck. Gabbing the
hand mke, Jon issued a FRAG to his
pl at oon. “My driver’'s been hit by a
sniper,” Sherrill told them “W don't have
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time to slave that truck. Just hook up a
tow strap.”

Sherrill ordered another Soldier to get
behind the wheel of the truck and clinbed
into the back seat beside his driver, who
was |lying across the seats and not
breathing. As the vehicles drove away, Jon
perfornmed CPR on his driver, a Soldier he'd
known and worked alongside for over two
years, since their days in Korea

The trail of Hunvees bolted through the
streets, honking their horns and waving
traffic away. An NCO called ahead to the
ECP to ensure fast entrance through the
gat e.

Sherrill continued CPR Hi's convoy was
knocking lraqi cars out of the way in its
rush to the CSH.

Anot her report came over the platoon
net .

“W have to stop, over. The tow strap
br oke.”

The Soldiers worked frantically to get
the second tow strap hooked up. For

Sherrill perfornming CPR in the back of his
Hunvee, the delay seened to take forever

“Ckay, we're good! Rolling!” cane over
t he net.

A few bl ocks down the road, the second
tow strap al so broke

“W gotta stop again, over. Br oken
strap.”
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“Fuck!”

Sherrill kept trying to revive his
driver while his platoon worked to hook up
the broken truck. It was their last tow
strap.

Sherrill continued CPR, not sure if it

was doing anything to help this Soldier
he’d conme to |ove.

“W’re up. Moving out, over.”

Wen they finally reached the CSH,
Sherrill and ot hers of f-l oaded their
wounded brother and noved himinside. After
a few mnutes of frantic effort by the
medi cal personnel there, one of the docs
stopped and lifted his eyes.

“He’ s dead.”

25. M KE STEELE

Li eutenant Mke Steele and his route-
cl earance platoon cane across a dead,
bl oat ed donkey along the MSR The carcass
could be used to hide an IED, so they knew
that they had to dispose of it. The only
practical way to dispose of sonething this
size was to blow it up with C4.

After checking the donkey to insure that
it was not booby-trapped, Steele’s platoon
sergeant gave the order over the radio for
Soldiers to come forward and blow it up in
pl ace.

“Let’s not blow it here,” Steele said.
“W're right in front of this apartnent
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buil ding. Use the plow to push it ahead 200
nmeters to the open spot.”

H's platoon sergeant disagreed. “Six,
| ook how bloated this thing is,” he said
over the platoon radio net. “It we push it,
it will likely explode from all the gasses
built up inside. Dead-donkey guts wll get
all over the plow and it'Il snell 1like
crap. Blowit in place here.”

Steele keyed his radio again. “An
expl osion here will shatter all the w ndows

in the building, and people live in those
apartnents,” he explained. “W see children
here every time we clear this route.”

“Bonbs go off all the time in this
city,” argued his platoon sergeant. *“And
this place is already dirty as hell. W
should blow it here and get noving again.”

“Negative, end of discussion,” ordered
Steele. “2" Squad, drop your plow, push the
donkey 200 neters down the road, and bl ow
it there.”

“Roger,” acknow edged the 2" Squad
Leader.
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26. TREVOR BUCKEY

It was five o’'clock in the norning, the
raid was conplete, and the detainee had
been successfully transferred to the
hol di ng ar ea. For Li eut enant Trevor
Buckey’'s platoon, all that remained was a
safe drive hone to the base.

The Hunvees began turning around to head
out the gate into sector.

FUMP! |

“What the hell was that?”

One of the Hunvee gunners in the convoy
had inadvertently discharged a 40nm HE
round into a Hesco barrier five neters
away. The round did not detonate.

Every eye seened to turn to the platoon
| eader in the expanse of silence. Then the
guys started urging him to overlook the
i nci dent.

“Sir, no harm done.”

Buckey sat in silence.

“He was just clearing it, sir. That's
what this area’s for.”

“Sir, you know he’ll get an Article 15.”

Buckey knew it could take hours for ECD
to conme clear the new UXO and the platoon
needed to rest before the next day’'s
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m ssions. Buckey knew the book answer on
this one. He nade a deci sion.

“Let’s head back to base,” he said. “It’'s
been a | ong enough night.”

M dway back to his conmpound, Buckey was
still t hi nki ng about t he negl i gent
di scharge. He righted hinself in his seat
and keyed his hand mi ke.

“Eagle base, this is A pha Two-Six. |
have a serious incident to report, over.”

27. BRI AN LARSON

Li eut enant Brian Lar son knew hi s
brigade’s SOP for a traffic control point:
if the TCP were expected to last |onger
than 20 minutes, the unit had to enplace
signs, traffic cones, and concertina wre.
Those neasures reduced the |Iikelihood of
i nnocent Iraqis approaching a TCP at high
speeds and being mstaken for SVBIEDs and
killed. However, the SOP had the unintended
consequence of increasing the threat from
eneny sniper fire.

The insurgents had quickly figured out
that when the Anericans put out cones and
wires, they not only would be stationary
for at least 20 ninutes, but they also
woul d have to recover their equipnent. The
day before, a Soldier in another wunit had
been killed on this sane stretch of road
while recovering concertina wire at a TCP.
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The sniper had engaged himw th a “keyhol e”
shot and escaped.

So when one of Larson’s Bradleys broke
down on the road, he consciously disobeyed
the SOP. He figured that he was paid to
exercise judgnment. At this Ilocation, he
reasoned, the risk of eneny sniper fire
out wei ghed the risk of non- conbat ant
casual ti es.

As his platoon sergeant worked to recover
the inmmobile Bradley, Larson established a
protective cordon with tw Hunvees, one
covering each avenue of approach. Twice,
his Soldiers had to fire warning shots with
their M4 rifles to convince an oncomn ng
vehicle to find a different route to its
desti nati on.

The cordon had | asted al nost an hour when
Larson saw a white sedan approaching the
cordon at high speed. The gunner on a
Hunvee signaled with his arnms for the car
to halt; it did not. The driver flashed the
vehicle's lights; the sedan kept speeding
cl oser.

“Fire a warning shot,” Larson ordered
when the vehicle was 100 neters away and
cl osing fast.

The gunner did so, but the car appeared
to speed up.

“Engage! " Larson order ed.

Rounds from a turret-nounted M240
machi negun spewed into the speeding car.
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Anot her Sol di er opened fire with a shotgun,
expl oding the sedan’s tires. Oher Soldiers
fired with their Mis into the car, which
finally rolled to a stop less than 5 neters
fromthe Hunvee that engaged it.

The Soldiers braced for an explosion.
Not hi ng.

Larson called his platoon sergeant to
come forward in his Bradley to investigate
the car. Pulling alongside the car, his
pl at oon sergeant peered into the vehicle.

“Ch, shit, this ain't good,” he reported.
“The guy inside is dead.and he's old.and |
mean real old, with thick gl asses.”

Wth the Bradley protecting them a
di smounted squad began to clear t he
vehi cl e.

“Not only are his glasses as thick as
Coke bottles,” observed the squad | eader,
“but he’s got hearing aids in both ears. He
couldn’t see or hear shit.”

At the conclusion of the mssion, back at
the FOB, Larson led an AAR for his platoon
while his battalion XO observed. After
| eading his Soldiers through a step-by-step
reconstructi on of what had occurred, Larson
felt conpelled to assure them

“The situation here 1is terrible,” he
explained. “That old man was just in the
wrong place at the wong tine. Hell, he

shoul dn’t have even been out on the road,
as blind and deaf as he was. Gven the
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informati on we had, everyone did the right
thing. If we face this situation again, do
not hesitate to fire. If anything, we need
to shoot wearlier. |If that had been an
SVBIED, 1°' Squad would all be dead right
now. ”

The XO concurred that the incident was a
tragedy of war, and that everyone had done
the right thing. He backed up Larson’s
deci sion not to enplace TCP markers.

Two weeks |ater, however, after a 15-6
investigation and a public condemation of
the incident by the |Iocal Neighborhood
Advi sory Council, Larson was given a Letter
of Adnoni shnment by his battalion comuander
for not adhering to the brigade' s SOP.

28. CHRI'S FORD

Li eutenant Chris Ford and his pl atoon had
the mission to record the Friday prayers at
a particular nosque. The platoon |eader
sel ected a nearby house and knocked on its
door. A man opened the door.

“Sal aam al aykum” Ford greeted him The
man replied in kind.

Speaking in short clips through his
interpreter, Ford explained the situation

“l am Lieutenant Ford from the Anerican
Army.My Soldiers and I will need to be in
your house for several hours.l apologize
for any inconvenience..First we will need to
| ook through your house.No family nenbers
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will be permtted to leave while we are
here.lf you would like a few mnutes to
prepare your household, | wll wait.”

The Iraqgi man nodded his understanding
and cl osed the door.

The man soon re-appeared and wel coned the
Soldiers in. The Soldiers kicked the dirt
off their boots before entering. Ford' s
pl atoon conducted a soft, “l evel - one”
sear ch, being careful not to danmge
anything. Ford noticed that all the wonen
had noved to a room behind a curtain.

After the house had been cleared and
secured, a team of Ford' s Soldiers noved to
the roof. They crawed across the flat
concrete, staying low to avoid being
observed, and set up their audio-recording
equi pnent. Downstairs inside the house, the
honeowner pulled out chairs for Ford, his
pl at oon sergeant, and hinself, and together
t hey drank chai, a sweetened tea.

“You have a beautiful hone,” Ford began,
and t he three of them enjoyed a

conversation about their respective
fam lies.
A short while later, famly nmenbers

energed fromthe kitchen carrying plates of
freshly prepared chicken and rice for all
of Ford s Soldiers. Ford watched as one of
the man’s sons delivered neals to the
Soldiers on the roof. The boy |owcraw ed
on his belly to each Soldier’s hidden
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position, carefully pushing the plate of
food ahead of him

“l  cannot thank you enough for your
generosity,” For d sai d to t he man
gesturing with his right hand over his
heart.

When the Friday prayers were over and the
nosque-nonitoring mssion conplete, Ford
reminded his platoon sergeant to insure
that the platoon left everything in the
house in the sane condition it was when
they entered it.

As the platoon began to depart, the nman
t hanked t he Sol di ers for their
t hought f ul ness.

“W are friends now,” he stated. “You are
al ways wel cone in ny house.”

29. BRYAN CROSSMAN

Li eutenant Bryan Crossman suspected that
his position had been conprom sed the |ast
time his platoon had nonitored this
particular nosque; especially since the
Friday prayer had been |ess provocative
than the intel had predicted. This tine,
Crossman intended to be nore stealthy.

The platoon’s Hunvees eased to a stop
several blocks from the nosque, allow ng
Crossman and five others to slip out and
sneak toward the target. A row of abandoned
houses across the street from the npsque
woul d provide an ideal observation post, as
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long as the Soldiers could infiltrate
undet ect ed.

They nmoved into the house and set up with
three Sol diers on one side of the abandoned
house. The PL, interpreter, and the other
Soldier were on the other side of the
house, overwatching to the west.

Wthin a couple mnutes, Crosshan saw
sonmething alarmng: young teenagers were
wal ki ng around outside the nosque with AK-
47s, a <clear violation of the current
weapons rules in the AQ

“Hey, these guys have AKs,” he whispered
over the radio.

“Yeah, | saw that,” cane the reply.

“Let’s let the situation develop. See if
there are some adults. Let’'s get nore out
of this.”

The kids seenmed to be patrolling around
the nosque. They kept returning to a
m ni van parked on the side of the road.

The Friday prayer began—a rich, powerful
voi ce emanating from the nobsque. Crossnman
wondered why so nany people were still out
on the streets during the nessage.

The kids began walking directly toward
Crossman’s position. He looked at the
terrain between his position and the
nosque—a |large fence stood in his path to
t he Kids.

“Sir, what do you want to do, over?”
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“Don’t shoot,” Crossman said. “lI want to
see who these kids are working with. GCet
ready to nove.”

Crossman readied a small foot patrol to
chase the arned adolescents. He found a
path out the building and around the fence
toward t he nosque.

By the time the patrol reached the
nosque, the kids had di sappear ed.

“Where did they go?”

“I thought | saw them go into a building
dowmn that street,” one Soldier said,
poi nting beyond the nobsque.

“Me, too,” said another.

“Let’s go check it out,” Crossman said.

A knock on the door yielded a throng of
ki ds—+anging from grade-school-age to late
teens—and they were all wearing the sane
color clothes as the arnmed teenagers.

“Can you believe this, sir? They al
fucking | ook alike.”

“Yeah, really weird,” Crossman said.

“I't’s alnost like they' re trying to cover
for them” an NCO said.

“Alright,” Crossnan said, “let’s exfil.”

30. CASEY BAKER

Li eut enant Casey Baker’'s trucks slithered
along in the darkness, with a canal | ooning
on each side of the nuddy path.

“Ground guides.”
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A few of the |eaders disnounted and
sl oshed through the nmud in front of their
trucks, ensuring the safe passage of their
convoy.

The tineline was getting tight, and the
entire squadron was waiting on Baker’'s
unit. The trucks started bogging down.
Their engines screamng, the trucks sunk
deeper into the nmuck. Too nuch noise, and
no progress. Now they had four trucks up to
their axles in nud.

Baker’s troop commander <called for a
SITREP on the radio. The hit time had been
0200. It was now al nost 0300.

After conming to an opening between
canal s, one of the section sergeants
noticed a possible short-cut across a field
to a “hard-ball” road. The section sergeant
approached Casey’'s platoon sergeant and
made a reconmendation to nove to the road.

“No,” the PSG said. “W stay off the
hard-bal | s.”

“Cone on, Sergeant,” the junior said,
“it’s time to use sone conmobn sense for
once.”

“No, we can nmeke it from here.”

“Yeah, this has been working out great.
W' ve already missed our hit tine.”

“We STAY..OFF..the hard-balls.”

“It’ Il take us forever!”
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“I"'m not fucking getting us bl own up just
to save a little tine. There’s fucking |EDs
all around you, sergeant.”

The NCGCs wer e face-to-face in
di sagr eemnent .
Tired, wet , and nuddy, the section

sergeant and pl atoon sergeant were about to
get physi cal .

Casey got out of his vehicle and
approached the angry NCOs. They ignored the
PL and continued arguing face-to-face.

Li eutenant Baker wutilized his best point
of leverage to nediate the argunent: the
handl e on the back of the body arnor.

He grabbed his PSGs body arnor and
yanked him away from the section sergeant.
Wth a few words, Casey abruptly re-focused
their efforts on the bl ocking-position
task, for which the entire Squadron was
wai ti ng.

The mssion went off, late, vyielding
nmedi ocre results—and a quiet, tired, and
wet ride back to the FOB.

After closing on the base, the two NCOs
bi ckered again before the section sergeant
approached Casey for an inmmediate platoon
reassi gnnent.

“Sir, |I'm serious,” the NCO said. “I
can’t stand to work with him anynore. |
want outta here.”
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“Shut the hell up and get sone sleep,”
Casey told him “W'Il hash it out in the
nor ni ng.”

The next day, Casey <could tell his
pl atoon sergeant was pissed at him After
all, Casey had yanked around the highest-
ranking NCO in the platoon by the handl e on
hi s body arnor.

Both NCGCs were sulking around the FOB,
avoi di ng each other. Casey decided the rift
had gone on too long. He called the two
NCGs to his hooch to straighten it out.

“Now | know that mission a couple of
nights ago was rough,” Casey said. “It
sucked for all of wus. You think | [Iike
trudgi ng through the nmud trolling for |EDs?
You think | l|ike making the whol e squadron
wait on us to execute a raid? Look at you
two. How | ong have you been together?”

“Along tinme, sir,” the platoon sergeant
answered. “Going on seven years.”

“See, this is normal for guys like you to
fight like this every once in a while.
You' re |ike brothers.”

The NCOs glanced at each other without
sayi ng a word.

“Besi des, you guys are NCGCs,” Casey said.
“You have a responsibility to each other
and to the unit to behave in a professiona
manner.”
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“Roger, sir,” the platoon sergeant said.
"I guess it was just a frustrating night,
trying to get the convoy noving.”

“I  know,” Casey said. “Believe ne, |
know. ”

He took a deep breath.

“So, you guys gonna be all right or
what ?”

“We'll be fine, sir,” the section

sergeant said. “No nore problens.”

“That’s right,” Casey said, nodding. “And
don't forget who holds the ultimte power
in the platoon.” Casey started tapping his
own chest. “l yanked you two apart like a
couple of rag dolls.”

The pl atoon sergeant cracked a snile, and
then the three of them broke into |aughter

31. MARK HI EN

Li eutenant Mark Hien was wal ki ng out the
front door of the house his platoon was
clearing when nuffled noises caught his
attention. He turned and walked down a
hal lway towards the back of the house,
where he heard a smacki ng sound coming from
behi nd a cl osed door.

Openi ng the door, he saw one of his squad
| eaders punching a civilian in the head and
stomach. At that nonment, it rem nded the PL
of old film clips he’d watched of Joe
Frazi er punching Mhamed Ali when Ali had
done his rope-a-dope routine. The Iraqgi man
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was | eaning back against a wall, crouching
forward with his elbows held high to his
ears to protect hinself.

“Hey!” Mark yelled. “Cut that shit out!”

The NCO st opped i mredi ately and | ooked at
hi s pl atoon | eader.

“Get in the truck, Sergeant,” Mrk told
him “You re done for today.”

The platoon |eader glared at the other
Soldiers in the room wordlessly expressing
hi s anger and di sappointrment in them

A team | eader began to argue with the PL.

“Sir, you <can just tell this guy's
dirty. "

“Maybe so,” Mark cut him off, “but you
blew it. Fucking |eave him al one. Myve out
to the next house.”

As his Soldiers filed out of the room
past him Hen told them “W have a |ot
nore houses to clear, and that will be the
last tinme that happens.”

32. JOHN ROGERS

Li eut enant John Rogers, a Stryker
Infantry platoon | eader, was enjoying a day
of joint training with lraqi Police from a
| ocal station. They were conducting weapons
famliarization, with his Soldiers training
the P on the M4, and the IP training his
guys on the AK-47. After that, they planned
to train t oget her on room cl eari ng
techni ques. Rogers saw the day as a fun way
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to build relationships with a group of
local Iragis who were crucial to gaining
intelligence and fostering security in his
unit’'s AO

Everyt hi ng changed when Rogers heard over
the conpany net that 1°° Platoon was in
contact. A convoy of 30 HETs, each hauling
an MLA2 tank, had been hit by an |ED al ong
the MSR through Baghdad. 1°' Platoon had
rushed to the convoy's aid, only to cone
under heavy snmall-arms fire. One of the
transportation Soldiers had been shot, and
1°' Pl at oon needed to evacuate the casualty.
Rogers’ platoon noved out swiftly to secure
the now stopped, 30-truck convoy that was
stretched, or nore precisely, dangerously
gaggled, along a major highway wth no
nearby exits, wunder fire, in a built-up
area of Baghdad. Four of the HETs were
di sabl ed.

Rogers’ plan was to secure the site and
di smount sonme of his Soldiers to drive the
tanks off the disabled trucks and to a
secure FOB. Sone of his Soldiers, including
his pl at oon ser geant, had previ ous
experience with tanks. Upon arriving at the
site, Rogers was shocked at the size of the
convoy, which had no apparent | eadership or
organic security. The drivers and TCs were
hiding inside their cabs. Rogers di snounted
his team of tankers to figure things out on
the ground, but they cane under several
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volleys of small-arnms fire and returned to
the Strykers. One round smashed a bl ast
pl ate inches in front of Rogers’ face.

As Roger s att enpt ed to positively
identify the attackers and report the
situation to Higher, HETs began to nobve
along the road. The 26 trucks in the convoy
that were nmission capable resuned their
convoy—wi t hout comunicating wth Rogers—
| eaving behind four damaged trucks, each
with an MLA2 tank on its trailer. Perhaps
the transportation unit had sent a nessage;
Rogers couldn’t be sure. The noise of the
constant gunfire fromhis platoon’s .50 ca
and M240 machine guns and Md rifles nade it
al nost i npossi bl e for him to hear
transm ssions over the radi o net.

The Iragi Police sitting in the back of
his Stryker weren't helping at all. They
were screaming in fear, praying aloud,
clearly wanting Rogers to take them out of
their dangerous predicanent. Rogers tried
to calm them down, assuring them they were
safe. He alnost believed hinself. Rogers
received his first good news when one of
his squads was able to identify and destroy
an eneny fighting position in an apartnent
building. Yet, small-arns fire continued
from several directions.

The battalion QRF, anot her Stryker
pl at oon, arrived. This doubled Rogers’
conbat power. The CQRF al so provided several
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nmore tankers who joined the dismunted
el ement. Rogers again sent the disnounted
el ement out onto the trucks, where they had
to nount each trailer, cut the tanks’
| ocks, and insert a two-person crew into
the turret and driver’s conpartnents. The
time on top of the vehicles exposed themto
enenmy fire. One of Rogers’ Soldiers was
shot in the back as he attenpted to clinb
into a tank. Rogers’ nedic disnounted, and
with the platoon sergeant on the ground
began treatment and CASEVAC.

Rogers then got the call that the Air
Weapons Team-attack aviation—was coning on
station and awaiting his direction.

This is chaos, he thought. |'m under
direct fire from several directions from
positions we can't identify. Hi gher keeps

calling and demands reports—I MVEDI ATELY-
about everything: the CASEVAC status, the
nunber and nanmes of the Iraqi Police we're
carrying, the status on getting the tanks
off, do I need nore 19Ks? Al | need is for
them to get off ny back and allow nme to
figure things out. 1've got ny platoon and
the QRF platoon, a dismounted CASEVAC
operati on, a di snount ed tank-starting
operati on—and one of the tanks has a dead
battery—and now |I’'m supposed to manage an
AWT!
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Incom ng nortar rounds began to fall. At
this point, the tanks had been stranded for
al rost two hours in downtown Baghdad.

To Rogers’ relief, 1% Platoon returned
fromits CASEVAC mission. He directed them
to pick up the newest casualty and evacuate
hi m back to the FOB

Roger s t hen heard hi s battal i on
conmander’s voice on the net. |t was nusic
to his ears.

“Comanche Four-Six, this is Tomahawk Si x.
I'"m inbound with the battalion TAC and a
pl atoon from Apache conpany. How can we

hel p you?”

“Tomahawk Si x, if you control your
el enment, the QRF, and the AW, 1’'Il handle
| ocal security and the tank-recovery

operation,” replied Rogers.

There were now 15 Strykers on station
and Tomahawk Six went on the offensive. The
two platoons of Stryker Infantry began
clearing the buildings on both sides of the
hi ghway. One Soldier identified an eneny
forward observer talking on a cell phone.
He shot and killed the man, and the eneny
nortar fire ceased.

As the <clearing operation progressed,
eneny small-arns fire dinnished. The tank-
recovery team was able to nove two tanks
off their trailers. After using a slave
cable to start the third tank, the Sol diers
di scovered that the ranp for the fourth
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tank was blocked by one of the disabled
tractor-trailers. They noved that trailer
and at Jlast had all four tanks on the
hi ghway, manned by tankers.

The tanks did not have any radios or
ammunition in them Rogers provided each
crew an MBI TR and kept a Stryker close by,
within radio range. He also ordered the
tank crews to orient the main guns as if
t hey had ammuni ti on.

The convoy of Strykers and tanks noved to
the safety of a FOB wthout further
i nci dent.

33. BEN MELTON

Li eutenant Ben Melton's platoon cordoned
off the area around the girl’s school. The
last tinme he had secured this school for a
visit, his platoon had stunbled across a
seenmingly harmless junble of wire, typical
for a construction site. But t hat
assessment was proven wong when the bonb
attached to the wres exploded, taking a
chunk of the schoolhouse wth it. The
pl atoon suffered no casualties that day,
and Melton counted the result as a
fortunate di scovery of a new eneny tactic.

This time, anything out of the ordinary
was cause for alarm and the stakes were
hi gher. Melton's battal i on conmander ,
sergeant mmjor, an lragi city council man,
and their personal-security detachnents
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were parked in the street as Mlton's
pl atoon investigated every inch of the

buil ding’ s exterior. Hi s battal i on
commander was insistent on visiting the
school. The commander exited his vehicle

and started pacing in the street.

Mel ton persuaded his battalion conmander
back into his vehicle and surveyed the
crowded battl e space around him

“Too many chiefs,” Melton nuttered under
his breath, watching as security-detachnent
personnel wandered in the street. He noted
how difficult it would be to coordinate a
response if an attack occurred.

One of Melton's NCOs spotted a wre
buried shallow in the dirt and run up the
side of the outer walls and into the
building. It appeared too professional to
be an IED4ike it was the work of an
el ectrician. But Melton called ECD anyway.

The platoon watched and waited. EOD
arrived and traced the wre through the
building. They followed it through air
ducts, electrical boxes, and wunder the
floor.

ECD followed the wire fromroom to room
uncoveri ng 155mm rounds and m xed
explosives nere feet away from where
Melton' s platoon had been pulling security.
In all, EOD uncovered nine |EDs: rigged
propane tanks and 155nm rounds hidden in an
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air duct and buried under a long hallway
floor.

Six hours later, the building was given
the “all ~clear,” but the planned walk-
through of the new all-girls school had
| ong since passed.

34. MURPHY VWH TE

“Load 'em up on the trucks,” bellowed
Li eut enant Mur phy Wi te.

Hs Soldiers hoisted the blindfolded
detai nees onto the back of the Hunvees.
Murphy gave the signal to roll out and
surveyed his convoy from his |ead vehicle.
As they started to nove, he noticed the .50
cal in the truck behind him bouncing around
errantly, as if not properly secured. Wite
assuned that the driver and TC of the truck
noticed it, too. He concluded that the
nmount nust be busted and nmade note to check
it later. He then turned his attention to
ot her things.

When the convoy arrived at the FOB, Wite
gave the order to unload the detainees. He
noticed that one detainee had blood
splattered on his blindfold. When he
appr oached t he det ai nee, a Sol di er
explained that the truck’s .50 cal had
swng around during the ride, repeatedly
knocking the detainee in the head. Wite
checked the nmount. It wasn't broken, just
unsecur ed.
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Wiite confronted the truck’s driver about
it. He knew his Soldiers secured their .50
cals instinctively; it had never been a
probl em before. He was curious that this
shoul d happen as detai nees sat hel pl ess and
blindfolded in the back. The driver denied
any responsibility, claining it was all an
acci dent .
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35. STEPHEN DUPERRE

Li eut enant Stephen DuPerre and his
pl atoon convoyed through the streets of
Baghdad on a sunny sunmmer day. Children
were playing along the street, which put
the platoon |eader at ease. This was a
Shiite nei ghborhood where the local mlitia
was careful to avoid causing collateral
damage that killed other Shia.

BOOOM

An | ED expl oded behind Steve's vehicle.
H's driver accelerated. Looking in his
rear-view mrror, Steve saw the Hunvee
behind his appear safely through the cloud
of dust.

DOH DOH DOH DOH DOH- DOH- DCH!

Steve  ducked as t he .50 cal i ber
machi negun on his truck kicked into action.
Just outside his bullet-proof w ndow, he
saw two AK-47-wielding nen crunble to the
ground barely 20 feet from his fast-noving
truck.

As his platoon consolidated on the far
side of the kill zone, the platoon |eader
asked hi s gunner what had happened.

“lI saw two dudes coming out of the gate
with AKs,” the gunner said, “and | dropped
them”
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“Great shooting!” Steve said to his
gunner. “Hell of a fast reaction. They
didn’t know what hit them” Steve knew that
the line between who lives and who dies in
a firefight is a narrow one. Hs well-
trained Soldiers had prevailed in today’s
cont est !

After his platoon was consolidated and
had sent up its reports, DuPerre led his
Sol di ers back down the street to secure the
area for exploitation. Usually, crowds
stayed away from Americans after an attack
like this one. Not this time. As soon as he
noved into t he ar ea, angry Iragis
approached him

“What’s the problen?” he asked his
interpreter.

“They say that the two nmen we killed
were not AIF,” reported his terp. “They say
the men were ‘nei ghborhood watch.’ They say
the men rushed outside to help when they
heard t he expl osion.”

Later, on the subdued drive back to the
FOB, the platoon leader’'s mnd was on his
gunner.

“You did the right thing today,” DuPerre

reassured the specialist. “I'm proud of
you, |'m proud of how good a gunner you
are, and if we're ever in the sane
situation, | hope to God you react the

exact sanme way.”
“Hooah, sir,” replied his gunner
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36. JI' M FREEZE

Speaking of the future, I'Il share sonme
t houghts that have conme out as |’ve been
pondering this war and talking it over with

others. |'Il tell you straight up that no
one wants this war to be over nore than the
Soldiers who are over here. You wll not

find a single person here who would say
they’d rather be deployed than back in the
U.S. There is no question about it. At the
sane tine, however, we also have a
di fferent perspective on the inportance of
winning this war. Not only is Irag of
strategi c geographical significance; not
only is freedom unconditionally superior to
oppression; not only is American resilience
and integrity on the line; but we should
not quit just because it’s tough.

To see the terror that this country
faces daily is devastating. | sonetines
wonder if it is really worth it, but then I
think if our efforts prevent one attack
from occurring in the US, then it’'s
absolutely worth it. As nuch as | want to
be honme, | want a victory nore because |
don’t want anything like |I’ve seen here to
reach the US. So | thank you for vyour
conti nued support because it goes so nuch
farther than you know. It gives us strength
and notivation to push on. On the other
hand, | can also say from experience how
denoralizing it can be to hear so nmany

93



A PLATOON LEADER S TOUR

Americans denmand that we wthdraw. The
message that sends to us is that what we're
doing here is worthless; that we' re not
making a difference; that those who have
given their lives fighting this war died
for nothing. It also sends a nessage that
Anerica can be defeated, that we wl]l
surrender under pressure. Qur Soldier’s
Creed forbids us to accept that. But then
we see first hand in the eyes of a man
holding his 2-year-old little girl telling
us that he sleeps peacefully at night when
Coalition Forces are nearby and it all
cones back into perspective. Does this
country have problens? Mre than you know.
But we're part of the problem now and we're
part of the solution as well. It wll take
time. Get the troops honme safely as soon as
possi bl e, but get them honme victoriously.
Again, thank you all so nuch for your
encouragenment and support as we sweat our
tails off over here.

37. BRI AN LARSON

“Col l apse the cordon,” Lieutenant Brian
Lar son or der ed. Two Br adl ey Fi ghti ng
Vehicles that had protected the platoon’s
eastern flank all day noved to link up with
the vehicles on the western side of the
cor don.

The day’s cordon-and-search had been very
successful. I n t he backyard of an
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unoccupi ed resi dence, Larson’s pl at oon
sergeant had initially found sone buried
155-mm artillery rounds. Further digging by
t he pl atoon uncovered a cache that extended
under the entire backyard: RPG |aunchers
and rounds, fertilizer, wire, and blasting
caps. The platoon had spent all day
catal ogui ng and renoving the cache, and now
it was time to return to the FOB.

Larson and one of his squads were wal ki ng
out to the street to link up with their
Bradl eys when a blue car sped in from the
east and pulled into the house's driveway.
Brian couldn’t believe his eyes.

As the driver opened his door and began
to exit his car, his eyes net Brian's. Both
froze for a nonent. Then the man | unped
back into his car.

“Stop!” Larson yelled, signaling the sane
by raising and cupping his left hand. Wth
his right arm he raised his M4 and took
aim Brian had a clear shot through the
wi ndshi el d.

“Stop!” Larson repeated.

The man was unarned. Larson knew they
didn't have a target packet on him Larson
t hought about the letter of adnoni shnent
he'd received for killing the old man at
the TCP.

The lragi man started the engine, put it
in reverse, ducked below the dashboard and
accel erated back onto the street.
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Larson opened fire. Sever al of hi s
Soldiers did as well with their small arns.
The car began to speed off down the street
to the east. Larson and his Soldiers
unl eashed a fusillade of rounds into the
car, but it escaped into the distance.

“Dam!” said the PL, looking to his
Soldiers. “l should have shot him when |
had the chance.”

38. JARED OREN

Li eutenant Jared Oren was reading a book
when one of his Soldiers burst into his
of fice.

“Sir, the wood thieves are at it again!”
he sai d.

Oen and his Soldier rushed outside in
time to see an Arny truck driving off
across the FOB. They junped into a Hunvee
and gave chase, catching up to it just as a
SGT began to unload the booty of 4'x 8
pl ywood. Oren was pi ssed!

“What the FUCK do you think you are
doing, Sergeant?” Oen yelled as he got
into the NCOs face. “You think it’'s cool
to steal another wunit’'s property? W need
this wood for our m ssion tonorrow. ”

The NCO didn't seem sufficiently scared,
so Oren upped the ante.

“You ever heard of sonething called the
UCMI?” the LT asked.
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“Easy now, Lieutenant,” cane a voice. It
was the SGI's first sergeant.

“Don't ‘easy’ nme, First Sergeant,” Oen
replied. “You're the one who's running a
company of undisciplined crimnals..”

That’'s all it took. The 1SG exploded
verbally on Oren, who answered in kind. At
one point, they found thenselves arguing
about whose unit was nore full of
“faggots.”

Their argument came to a quick halt when
anot her voice entered the scene.

“What the hell are you doing in ny

conpany area, Li eut enant ?” It was a
capt ai n, the first sergeant’s conpany
commander .

Wthout waiting for an answer, he told
Oren, “l suggest you turn around, get in

your truck, and never show your face in the
First Sergeant’s and ny conpany area ever
again.”

Oen didn't want to |eave wthout the
stol en plywood, but could see that the CPT
was not going to listen to anything he had
to say. The argunent with the conpany’s 1SG
had gotten personal, and the CPT was
backi ng up his 1SG

Oen turned and walked slowy away,
wi shing for a do-over.
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39. BRI TTANY MEEKS

“Li eut enant Meeks, we' |l | t ake t he
detainee from here,” the mjor said.
“There’s a transpo convoy under heavy
attack on MSR Tanpa. W need you to get out
t here now”

“Roger, sir,” Lieutenant Brittany Meeks
said. “Where abouts?”

“Near Checkpoint 38,” he said.

“Got it sir,” Meeks replied.

Meeks refocused her MP platoon for the
next mssion. The platoon turned around and
rolled out the gate in its six Hunvees.

Arriving at the scene of the attack
Meeks saw burning chassis of sone 2%ton
trucks amid a gaggle of supply vehicles
parked at odd angles on both sides of the
road. Qunfire roared all around. Two AH 64s
were zoomi ng overhead and a | one Bl ackhawk
helicopter was circling the area as if it
were trying to land. It was a MEDEVAC bi rd.

“Suppress the eneny and secure that
convoy,” Meeks ordered her PLT. “W have to
get that MEDEVAC on the ground.”

Meeks’ platoon quickly secured the
convoy. M nutes l|ater, Meeks was |oo0king
out the front of her Hunmvee when she saw
one of the Apaches flash into a ball of
flames. It spiraled dowward into a nearby
nei ghbor hood.

“Bird down, bird down, bird down!” Meeks
call ed over the net.

98



MONTH FI VE

She alerted her platoon to nove. They
rolled to the crash site and secured the
ar ea.

The platoon had trained on simlar
scenarios prior to the deploynment. Meeks
sent out search teams to the buildings
around the crash site, ordering them to
cl ear house-to-house.

The Apache was burning in the field
nearby. Its amunition started cooking off.
Meeks and her platoon couldn’t get close to
the weckage, much less recover the
aircrew.

Meeks's brigade commander rolled up with
his personal security detachnent. He headed
straight for the platoon |eader.

“Li eut enant Meeks, how conme every tine |
see you, things are blow ng up?” he said.

“l don’t know, sir,” she said.

“How can | hel p?” he asked.

“Sir, what | really need you guys to do

is take your PSD and trucks and fill in
security on this part of our perineter,”
Meeks said, pointing. “I also need your

guys to search those abandoned vehicles to
our flank.”

“CGot it,” he said.

The brigade commander turned and strode
back to his vehicles, and within a few
seconds, he and his PSD were searching
vehi cl es and securing the flank of
Brittany' s pl atoon.

99



A PLATOON LEADER S TOUR

40. DOUG BOLDW N

In the back of his mind, Lieutenant Doug
Boldwin was thinking: this is wong, |
could get in trouble for this.

But this was war , and in this
environnent, Boldwin followed his heart and
his gut instinct. Wwen he hit the wong
house, he could still nmake good use out of
it by getting enough intel to nobve to
anot her target.

Bol dwi n knew sonet hi ng bad had been going
down in this neighborhood, but he didn't
know how to prove it. Wth no physical
evi dence, all he had were detai nees. And so
he used t hem

He contenpl ated how he shoul d handl e each
det ai nee.

Do | scare this guy? Coerce hinP? Ofer
hi m noney?

The previous tinme, Doug had given a guy
$60 for sonme information but had gotten
totally fooled. The info was conpletely
fal se.

So this time he decided to use other
nmeans. He was pretty sure he was only
allowed to ask his detainees the “Five
Ws,” but he needed nore than that. The
Arnmy expected him to turn his detainees
over to a Tactical HUM NT Team a teamthat
was rarely in the area, didn't know the
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people, and wouldn’t have to deal with the
repercussi ons of a tough interrogation.

So Boldwin rationalized it to hinself.

It’s not what the Arnmy would say is
right, but | know not to cross that line. |
know how far is too far. |I’m not going to
cripple anybody or kill anybody; but ['1]
do what | have to in order to scare someone
if it’s gonna save a Soldier’'s life in the
future.

So he handled it hinself, not wanting to
put his Soldiers at risk. Boldwin and his
interpreter used their standard practice:
take the detainee into a dark bathroom
turn out the lights, and scare the hell out
of him Boldwin knew he wasn't supposed to
do it. But everyone did it, and everyone
knew everyone was doing it. They all just
gave the nod, nod, w nk, w nk.

And al nost every tinme it paid off.

But when does it go too far? Boldw n
asked hinsel f.

He <conforted hinself wth a famliar
answer: | can’t define it, but I'll know it
when | see it.

41. CHRI S CROFFORD

As the raid cane to a close, Lieutenant
Chris Crofford noved to the front seat of
his Humvee to begin conpleting the nmound of
paperwork necessary for processing his new
detainees. Hs platoon was still in the
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house, finishing the search and trying to
return the residence to nornal.

H s platoon had so nany detainees that
Crofford’ s sister platoon was ordered in to
backhaul them

The other platoon arrived and junped into
action, joining his platoon in the target
house. After a few mnutes, Crofford was
briefly distracted from his fornms by
yelling and | oud noises, which seened to be
coming from the vicinity of his sister
pl atoon, which had already started noving
detainees to their vehicles. It sounded
like they were getting rough wth the
det ai nees. Crofford knew if he stopped to
go investigate, it would only prolong
everyone's tinme on the objective. So he
ignored the raucous in the interest of
time.

Back on the FOB, Crofford couldn't stop
t hi nki ng about the possible mstreatnment of
detainees from his raid. He resolved to
overcome his own excuses for inaction and
his fears of a backlash from his peers. He
sought out his commander and reported the
i nci dent.

42. CHRI S FORD

Li eutenant Chris Ford wal ked over to his
Nati onal Police counterpart on their joint
patrol .
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“The nmen are clean,” Ford told him
referring to two nmen that the patrol had
stopped to question. “W have nothing on
them Rel ease them?”

The NP Ilieutenant refused to release
t hem

“Qur joint patrol is over,” he told Ford.
“You can go now.”

Chris felt unconfortabl e W th t he
si tuation. He asked his company’'s 10
of ficer, a fellow lieutenant who had
acconpanied him on the patrol, to mngle
with the lower-ranking NPs to figure out
what was goi ng on.

Chris |ooked over at the BBC film crew
t hat was acconpanying the unevent f ul
patrol.

Ford's interpreter returned from his own
reconnai ssance, out of breath.

“I  just overhead,” he said, “the NP
Li eutenant telling those two nen that this
would be their last day alive. They are
Sunni .” Ford knew that the National Police
unit was entirely Shia.

“Change of mnmission,” Ford informed the
small group of Anmerican Soldiers who were
with him on the ground. “Protect these
men.”

The Anmericans formed a circle, standing
shoul der -t o-shoul der around the two nen,
faci ng out.
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Seeing this, the NP lieutenant flew into
a rage and began barki ng orders.

The National Police Humvees that forned
the patrol’s inner cordon re-oriented their
weapons inward and took aimat Ford and his
Sol di ers. National Policenen on the ground,
who outnunbered the Anericans, encircled
Ford’s Soldiers. One National Policenman
shoved the barrel of his AK-47 into the
cheek of one of Ford s nen

The Soldier, in turn, pressed the barrel
of his shotgun into the Iraqi’s face.

Ford's interpreter |eaned over to him

“The Lieutenant just ordered his nmen to
open fire on us if we don’t turn over these
men, who he’'s calling ‘terrorists,’”” the
i nterpreter said.

Ford radioed a SITREP to his platoon
sergeant, who was located wth all the
platoon’s vehicles on an outer cordon
Wthin seconds, Ford' s gun trucks encircled
the lraqi gun trucks, weapons trained on
t he National Police.

Ford reviewed the situation. Behind him
stood two i nnocent nmen. Shoul der -t o-
shoulder with him stood a small group of
his lightly arned Soldiers. In front of him
were two concentric circles of Nationa
Police who had received conditional orders
to open fire on him and his nen. On the
outernost ring, Ford saw his own gun trucks
and his very pissed-off platoon sergeant.
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The only people there who didn’t appear
di sturbed were the BBC film crew capturing
t he drana.

“Don’t point your weapons at the NPs,”
Ford ordered his platoon in as calm and
even a voice as he could nuster. His
Sol diers conplied; the one Soldier |owered
hi s shot gun.

Ford attenpted to reason wth his
counterpart, but the NP officer renained
agitated and deternmined to take control of
the two Sunni nmen. The National Police
platoon’s liaison to Anerican forces tried
to negotiate, but the NP lieutenant held
his position.

“Li eutenant Ford,” announced |oudly the
IO officer. “I just heard from Brigade. It
turns out that these two nmen are on the HVT
list. The brigade comander says we have to
take themto the BHA for interrogation.”

Hs fellow Ilieutenant didn't outright
say, “hint, hint, wink, wnk,” but Ford got
t he nmessage.

They both knew that Iraqgis respect and
fear higher-ranking authorities. The NP
i eutenant woul d understand that Ford had
no option except to obey such a senior
commander, and that there would be no shane
in him now allowing the Americans to keep
t he Sunnis.

Ford i nf ormed t he Nat i onal Pol i ce
[ieutenant of the situation, ordered his
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Soldiers to “detain” the tw nen, and
i medi ately noved with his Soldiers and
their detainees through the rings of NPs to
t heir vehicl es.

The platoon noved out as quickly as
possible. On the way back to the FOB, Ford
took a nonent to thank his fellow
i eut enant.

“Quick thinking out there,” he said.
“That situation alnpbst got out of hand.”

43. GAVI N HADDUCK

Li eutenant Gavin Hadduck and his platoon
noved disnounted out of their conpany
conmbat  out post and into the adjacent
vill age. The people there were not
friendly. Gavin's conpany had noved into
the area a nonth before and was hard at
work “wi nning hearts and m nds.”

For weeks they had been handi ng out teddy
bears and school supplies and waving at
peopl e—peopl e who in response glared back
at them with disdain. One little boy had
even refused a candy bar from one of his
Sol di ers. What kind of «child refuses
chocol at e?

Hadduck didn’'t agree with his battalion’s
approach. He had joined the Arny after 9-11
in order to Kkill the -enemes of his
country, not to pretend to |ike people who
supported the eneny. But Hadduck was a good
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Soldier and was trying his best to win the
Pet raeus way.

The patrol noved off the hardtop road
into the Ilush green vegetation of the
village along the Euphrates River. They
passed sonme locals who were walking the
other way. The troops were hal fway across
the field of knee-high grass when BOOM an
expl osi on bl ew Hadduck onto the ground ten
feet away.

Regai ning his senses, Hadduck noved to
the blast site. He passed sonme equipnent
and a dazed lraqi Arny soldier whose arm
was hanging by threads of flesh and noved
to his stricken Soldier, who was |lying on
hi s back, both | egs sheared off.

The platoon nmedic was on the scene in a
heart beat placing tourniquets on the
bl eeding stunps and assuring the still-
conscious Sol dier that he would be okay.

Hadduck assessed the situation. Security
| ooked to be in place. MEDEVAC..not. His
pl atoon sergeant and RTO were frozen
mesnerized, horrified. Hadduck ran to his
RTO, grabbed the hand nike, reported the
situation and requested a MEDEVAC. Then he
noticed what his PSG and RTO were staring
at. That “equi pnent” Hadduck had seen after
the blast.was the remains of one of his
Sol di ers.

Hadduck returned to his wounded Sol di er
who had [|ost consciousness. He perforned
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nmout h-t o- mout h resuscitation while hi s
medic massaged his heart, but it was
futile. The injuries were too extensive.
Gavin Hadduck's Soldier died in front of
his eyes.

Later, talking with his platoon sergeant
in their platoon bay, Hadduck seethed with
anger.

“Those villagers knew that IED was in the
field,” he said. “They let us walk right
past it to our deaths. W renovate their
school, and what do we get? Two dead
brot hers.”

On their subsequent patrols, Hadduck's
Sol di ers turned up the heat.

“I't’s ‘gane on,’” he instructed his
Soldiers. "They want a war, they' Il get
one.”

H s Soldiers no |onger knocked on doors;
t hey kicked them down. They didn't
carefully replace items in houses during
searches; they tossed them On a few
occasions it |ooked to Hadduck that his
Soldiers were about to lose control. He
reeled themin.

Hadduck woul dn‘t tol erate any beatings of

detai nees or wongful killings, and his
Soldiers knew that. It’s not that he and
his Soldiers didn't feel like Kkilling

everyone in the village; they did. But
their reason prevail ed over their enptions.
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“At sone point,” Hadduck explained to his

Soldiers, “this deployment wll be over,
and | want us all to be able to get on with
our lives, not be stuck in jail. W'IlI

| eave this country with our honor intact.”
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44, JOHN DCOLAN

Li eutenant John Dol an took his position
in the lead boat. H's platoon had trained
in the gunboats only once before.

Their mssion was to recon possible river
| anding points and to nmonitor Friday prayer
at a local nobsque—+rom a flotilla of four
Iraqgi-piloted, Anmerican-led gunboats.

The task was a stretch for the platoon,
but was no surprise, given the thenme of the
whol e deploynent thus far: ever-changing,
uncertain, anbiguous, volatile. Even the
way the day had started, under dark skies
and a heavy rain, were conditions that
Dol an had never expected to face in
“barren, desert Irag.”

As soon as Dolan ordered the boats into
the water, the rain stopped.

The boats began cruising southward down
the Tigris Rver at a confortable pace.
After about three kilometers, they were
sprinkled with light small-arnms fire from
sonewhere along the bank. The platoon
powered on, m ssion-focused.

The gunfire picked up

Dol an began wei ghi ng hi s m ssi on
objective versus the anmount of fire his
boats were taking. He realized that they
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couldn’t sustain small-arns fire for |ong
in the boats, and it occurred to him it
would be much easier to acconplish the
m ssion on land in their Bradl eys.

“Turn the boats around!” he said.

The command echoed across the radio in
fam liar voices. As their convoy slowed and
circled, the firing stopped. The next
kil ometer back up the river was clear.

The patrol was about two kiloneters from
their start point when a deluge of bullets
hit. Waves of gunfire poured from the banks
of the river. People streaned out of their
houses, shooting at the passing boats.

“Punch it! Get us out of here!” he said.

The boats surged ahead at full throttle,
nearing 50 miles per hour.

Dol an noticed a distinct popping sound
just before he was hit.

SMACK!

A tiny lead shard ripped through his
el bow and triceps. Another round sl ashed
across his ribs.

The pain was blunt and heavy, |ike being
hit with a sledgehammer. Then his arm and
ri bs went nunb.

Dol an realized that several men in his
boat were hit. The Iragi coxswain was
slunped over the boat’'s steering controls,
veering the boat hard right.

The boat slammed into an island in the
m ddl e of the river.
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For the next sever al m nut es, Dol an
fought with his team to secure their crash
site. The Soldiers in tw of the platoon’s
four boats continued northward to base.

The NCO in the boat closest to Dolan's
noticed his platoon |eader’'s boat crashed
on the island.

“Turn around!” he said. “The PL's boat
just crashed!”

As the NCO s boat turned, it becane stuck
on a sand bar in the mddle of the river.
Sol di ers junped out of the boat to dislodge
it. When the boat returned to float, the
engi nes were damaged from the crash. The
men were stuck on the sandbar and taking
fire.

“Cet to the shore!” ordered the NCO

The team scurried off the sandbar and
into the river, fighting to find sone
cover.

Meanwhi | e, Dol an huddl ed  under t he
grounded and now- si deways steel boat, wth
river reeds and grasses partially obscuring
hi s men’ s posi tion. Bul | ets whi zzed
overhead and tinked against the hull as the
medic applied a pressure dressing to
Dol an’s arm

O the ten nen hunkering around the crash
boat, four were wounded. An NCO ordered the
men into a small perineter. The island sat
like a stage in the niddle of the river,
with thirty-foot cliffs on sone sides.
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Dol an noticed they had landed right in
front of a nobsque on the bank of the river.
They could hear a voice on a |oud speaker,
an eerie singing in Arabic. It wasn't the
nmosque they had been tasked to nonitor, but
at |least they were nonitoring a nosque.

“What’s he saying?’ Dolan asked his
interpreter.

“He is telling the people to cone out and
fight the Americans,” he said.

It was a call to arms, as if the town
itself was noving in to overtake Dolan’'s
position in the mddle of the river.

Dol an grabbed the radio to <call in
support from the other boats. He couldn't
get comms. Dolan lowcrawmed to the NCO s
position.

“Sergeant, we can't stay here,” Dolan
said. “Destroy the boat,” Dolan said
“Let’s get ready to go.”

“Sir, w're getting | ow on anmo.”

Dol an began to nove and his team fell in
behind him As they ran across the island,
Dol an could feel the adrenaline kicking in
Bl ood started to pour out of his wound.

They noved about 100 neters north on the
island in order to prepare for an air
extraction. Wen he stopped noving, Dolan
started to feel dizzy. He |ooked down and
saw his arm soaked in blood and a steady
red flowed punmping from his wound. He
called the nedic.
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“Doc, | think you should check this out,”
Dol an sai d.

“Yeah, sir, you need a tourniquet on
that,” the nedic said.

Dol an readied his weapon in his right
hand and eyed a possible Lz for air
extraction.

On the radio, he established comms with
attack helicopters.

“Crazyhorse, ny four boats, nmny elenent
has been split. W are cut off. Surrounded.
They have overwhel ned us. We are surrounded
by 70 or so insurgents on both sides of the
river..”

The  Apaches came in hot , pouri ng
withering fire onto the riverbanks that
diminished the eneny fire. The situation
stabilized.

Air extraction was coordinated. One of
Dol an’s Sol di ers popped yellow snoke, and
an hour after crashing onto the island,
Dolan’s team |oaded onto two Bl ackhawk
hel i copters and returned to base.

45. NMATT MARTI NEZ

“Six, looks like we’'ve got a possible
dead body in the street, over.”

“Roger,” Lieutenant WMatt Martinez said.
“Proceed with caution.”

Wen Martinez’s nen noved closer, they
di scovered that the nman was still alive,
with a gunshot wound that had entered
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through his mouth and exited out the back
of his neck. The man was still breathing
and able to talk.

“Need the interpreter over here. This
man’'s still alive.”

Martinez and his interpreter approached
the wounded man. The man told the Sol diers
he had been carj acked.

Martinez | ooked around and saw throngs of
people in the neighborhood going about
their business, ignoring the wounded nman
who was Ilying in a gutter full of trash
with flies gathering on him

Martinez got on the radio and call ed back
to his FOB to request an lraqi Arny
ambul ance.

“I's he Iragi Arny?” cane the reply.

“No. "

“Wait, over.”

A few ninutes later, he got an answer to
hi s request.

“The A won’'t send an anbul ance unless
he’'s A"

“Ckay,” Martinez said. “Well, can | bring
himto our aid station there?”

“W're not sure if we can treat him
unl ess he was working for Coalition Forces
or he was wounded by Coalition Forces. The
best thing you can do is take him to a
| ocal hospital in the area.”

Martinez didn't have an easy way to
contact the hospital. The only hospital in
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the wvicinity that had the resources to
treat such a severe injury was located in a
Shia area. Mrtinez was currently in a
Sunni  nei ghborhood. He |ooked around and
began asking people standing around to
hel p.

No one would help him

Martinez called his Hunvee forward and
| oaded the bleeding man in the back seat
with his interpreter. Martinez junped back
into his truck and keyed the hand nike.

“All right,” Martinez said, “let’s get
this guy to a hospital.”

46. PATRI CK HENSON

Li eutenant Patrick Henson wasn't sure if
he should feel guilt, pity, or anger. He
felt sone of each.

There he stood in the living room of an
Iragi famly amd the non-stop sounds of
wailing by a woman and her four children.
He had never heard peopl e cry SO
relentlessly loudly, and it was really
getting on his nerves. They had been
carrying on like this for nore than an
hour, ever since Henson and his platoon had
arrived to detain the HVI who was their
husband and f at her.

The platoon had not yet taken the man
because they first needed to find a
particular cell phone—ene that 1linked the
HVI to incrimnating SIQ NT.
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When Henson had entered the house, he had
asked the man and his wife if they had any
cell phones.

“No, none,” both had repli ed.

Since then, Henson's Soldiers had found
four cell phones—hidden everywhere from
inside a bathroom pipe to inside a wonan's
undergarnents. But they had not found the
particular cell phone they needed to arrest
the man, who sat on the living room couch
defiantly watching the Soldiers upend his
house.

Henson had an idea. He signaled for the
man to stand up. Soldiers inspected the
couch, flipping it wupside down in their
increasingly desperate search for the cel
phone.

“Got sonething,” one announced. He held
up a part of a cell phone.

The Soldiers then ripped into the couch,
finding the other half of the phone in a
separate section of it.

A squad |eader re-assenbled the parts,
turned the phone on, and checked its phone
nunber .

“Nice work, Sergeant,” Henson said. “W
found our guy.”

As Henson's Soldiers |led the zip-stripped
man out of his house, the wailing sounds
became even nore shrill. But Henson didn't
feel guilty anynore—ust anger at the woman
and pity for the children.
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47. SCHUYLER W LLI AMSON

Schuyler WIlianson and his platoon of
three up-arnored Hunvees had just finished
a six-hour patrol. They were parking their
trucks in their company’ s conbat outpost in
Baghdad when they heard small-arns fire. It
sounded to be less than a kiloneter away,
to the south.

Wil lianmson' s Sol di ers conti nued
recovering from their mssion. The small-
arms fire, however, didn't fade away as it
usually did. Instead, the staccato sounds
of automatic weapons continued, increasing
in intensity. The heavy DOH DOH DOH DOH of
. 50-cal i ber nachi neguns joined the chorus.
Soneone was in a serious firefight.

Williamson and his NCOs went to the
out post’s command post to find out who was
in contact. Nei t her his conpany nor
battalion had any information on the
incident. WIlIlianson figured that the unit
in contact nust be an Anerican patrol
passi ng through his AQ

As the sounds of explosions joined the
continuing small-arns fire, WIIlianmson and
his NCOs | ooked at each other and knew what
had to be done. “Let’s do it,” he said. His
NCCs yelled to their Soldiers, some of whom
had already renoved their battle rattle and
were resting on their bunks. The Soldiers
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ran to their vehicles |like firenen, excited
at the prospect of joining a firefight.

Approximately 400 neters out the gate,
Wl lianmson saw the battle unfolding before
him A platoon of four Strykers was stopped
online on an east-west highway, engaging
several eneny positions in a four-story
building to their south. Concrete barriers
erected by Anmericans to protect t he
nei ghborhood blocked the Strykers from
maneuvering on the building. It appeared to
WIlliamson that one Stryker vehicle was
attenpting to maneuver to a gap in the
barriers to the east of the building, but
wi thering eneny fire prevented its Soldiers
from di snmounti ng.

Wl lianmson brought his platoon on line
with the Strykers, tying into their western
flank. He still did not have comuni cati ons

with the Stryker platoon. Hs three gunners
unl eashed their M240s into the fray,
reduci ng the volune of fire comng fromthe
bunkered eneny positions.

Wl lianmson kept an eye on the easternnost
Stryker vehicle. He wanted to be sure to
know if Anerican disnmounts noved on the
eneny positions.

BHOM BHOM BHOM BHOM

Four RPGs exploded near his platoon—
narromly nmissing the trucks, flattening
several tires.
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Eneny forces were firing on his platoon's
right flank from the third floor of an
apartnment building to the west.

Wl lianmson directed his platoon to shift
their fires to this new eneny position. His
pl atoon’s medi um machi neguns were accurate
but not able to stop the eneny fire.

“Gve me a 203!” called WIlIliamson' s
gunner, ducking down from his arnored
cupola. A Soldier in the back seat of the
truck handed his grenade |auncher to the
gunner. On his first shot, the gunner
pl aced a 40mm hi gh-expl osive grenade into
the eneny position. The resulting explosion
was disproportionately huge as it detonated
an eneny cache. Eneny activity from that
bui | di ng ceased i medi ately.

Just as WIllianson began to shift his
focus back to the initial eneny positions,
his battalion TOC radioed to him the unit
and call sign of the Stryker platoon
Wl liamson cued up their radi o net.

“Apache, this is Copper One, tied in to
your west. SITREP, over.”

“W are beginning to clear the objective,
fromwest to east. If you could set up an
outer cordon, that would be great,” cane
the response from his fellow platoon
| eader .

Wl lianson set his trucks to Dblock
traffic coming from the west, north, and
east, one Hunvee covering each avenue of
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approach. Gaggles of Iraqgi vehicles lined
up in each direction. One white sedan
however, did not follow the crowmd. It sped
towards WIllianson’s vehicle from the
north. WIllianson' s driver went through his
escal ation-of-force procedures, signaling
the driver to stop and turn around, which
he finally did.

Several minutes later, the sane vehicle
sped toward the platoon’s eastern position
The Humvee gunner there signal ed repeatedly
for the approaching vehicle to stop, but it
didn"t. The gunner fired several warning
shots, but still the speeding vehicle did
not slow. The gunner engaged the car wth
several bursts from his M40. The car
rolled to a halt, its engine snoking, its
wi ndshi el d shattered.

48. DEREK SYED

Li eutenant Derrick Syed parked his Hunvee
directly behind the Iraqgi Police pick-up
truck and walked up to the driver’s side
door. Traffic runmbled through this bustling
five-way intersection one block outside of
Sadr City. Syed wondered if these Sadr City
police would ever learn to follow his
gui dance: stay in your sector.

Syed had a brief conversation with the IP
who was at the wheel of the truck. It
wasn't an overly polite discussion, as this
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was becom ng an all-too-famliar
occurrence.

“Ckay,” Syed concluded, “have a nice day.
Move al ong now.”

Syed turned to walk away and get on with
his patrol when WHAM sonething slamed
into his shoulder—t felt like a big rock.
He went down. His first inmpulse: shoot the
cops.

The Iragi Police |aughed out |loud as Syed
struggled to get up, blood pouring fromhis
shoul der. Syed scanned for targets. His
pl at oon sergeant rushed out and pulled him
behind cover. Syed had been shot by a
sni per.

49. ZACH COOLEY

Li eutenant Zach Cooley’'s platoon was
clearing the house of a known eneny sniper.
Again. They had been to this house a nonth
earlier but had been unable to find any
evidence to help locate the infanous
insurgent. Since then, the sniper was
t hought to have killed two nore Americans.

The sniper’s famly nmenber s coldly
wat ched Zach’s Sol di ers search their house.

An NCO approached his PL.

“Sir,” said to Zach, “W can't find
anything, but these people are bad. Wy
don’t we do a quick “level-4" search before
we head out of here?” In other words, he
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wanted to trash the place, leaving it in
shanbl es.

Zach thought about it. It would feel real
good—and would get some payback for his
fallen conrades—+to inflict a little pain on
the famly of the guy who had hurt so nany
American fanilies.

“We can’'t do that, Sergeant,” he replied.
“W’re the good guys, renmenber? We don’t
smash people’s shit. You know, sonetines it
sucks to be the good guys in a war.”

A few mnutes later, as the platoon
prepared to end its search, the NCO again
approached his PL. He held a key ring in
hi s outstretched hand.

“Sir,” he said, “it sure would suck for a
famly to lose all the keys to its | ocks.
It might make it suck for them to be the
bad guys in a war.”

Zach thought about it. This option
avoi ded t he pot enti al probl ens t hat
trashing a house woul d have had.

“Good idea,” he said. “Collect up al
their keys.”

As the platoon crossed over a bridge
along its route back to the FOB, keys flew
fromthe Humvees into the river bel ow
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50. LAURA VEI MER

Li eut enant Laura Weiner sat in the
backseat of a Hunvee parked outside a DFAC,
agoni zi ng over whether to say sonethi ng.

The pre-dawn darkness was silent except
for occasional chatter on the radio net and
intermttent snoring by the Soldier seated

next to her. Inside her head, though,
raged a | oud debate.
Fi ve hour s bef or e, Laur a had been

enjoying mdnight chow in this DFAC when
she ran into one of her squads taking a
break from their 10-hour overnight patrol.
Seei ng her, t he squad | eader had
enthusiastically invited her to join the
squad for the remainder of the patrol.
Weinmer had junped at the opportunity.

She was the new platoon |eader, in her
first week on the job. Her predecessor had
been very popular, very conpetent. The
platoon had excelled so far in the
depl oynment, prevailing in firefights and
earning wi despread admration. As the

pl atoon’s new | eader, fresh from OBC and a
few mbnths on staff, Laura was anxious to
log as nmuch time outside the wire as she
coul d.

The patrol had gone well—-until the squad
returned to the FOB at 0500 and parked
outside the DFAC, waiting for it to open at
0600. Weinmer knew that the patrol was
supposed to last until 0600. She had
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delivered the patrol schedul e. And so her
i nner debate raged on:

Should | say sonething? There’'s a reason
the patrol is supposed to last until 0600—

to keep coverage in sector. Do all the
squads cut corners like this? |Is this the
unwritten nornf O am | being tested?
Everything |'ve ever read and heard is

telling me to get the squad back out on
patrol —+hat standards are standards. Maybe
I’m being too “by the letter of the
tasking,” bringing a “staff” attitude to a
pl atoon that has |ogged hundreds of hours

on patrols. In the big picture, after all,
what does it really matter if they hang out
here for an hour? I wish 1'd said
something right away. Wth every mnute
here, it makes less sense to go back
outside the wire. But with every mnute
here, 1'm giving nmy seal of approval to

this. And it feels wong! But if speak up
and I'm wong, if this IS the standard,
then |’ve just gotten off to a real bad

start with the platoon; everyone wll be
mad at me. This would be the last time I'm
ever invited on an extra patrol. Is this

really a fight worth fighting?

The clanging of hunmvee doors rescued
Laura from her internal dialogue, bringing
a sense of relief. The patrol was over.
0600. Time for chow.
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Yet the new platoon |leader’s second
guessi ng was just begi nni ng.

51. SHAWN JCKI NEN

Li eut enant Shawn Jokinen finally went to
bed at about 0530 after spending the whole
night interrogating the |eading suspects in
the sniper killing of one of his youngest
Sol di ers, Private Paton

An hour after bedding down, Jokinen was
awoken by the Sergeant of the Cuard.

“Sir, we’'re receiving small-arns fire
from nultiple directions,” the NCO said.
“And it’s getting heavy.”

Joki nen junped out of bed. He could hear
the rounds inpacting the side of the
building. An RPG ripped into a perineter
fighting position.

The PL began noving to his CP.

As he was about to enter the CP, he saw a
large white cargo truck smash through the
patrol base’s front gate.

Shawn raised his rifle and began punping
rounds into the cab. The driver slunped
over the wheel and the truck veered to the
| eft and stopped.

Joki nen ran back into the building to get
his body arnmor and helnet. Wen he got to
the CP, he saw the Sergeant of the CQuard
there...

CRA—RUMP!
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A massive explosion decimated half the
pat r ol base, flattening walls, tearing

t hr ough t he pl at oon’ s vehi cl es, and
| aunchi ng shrapnel throughout.
The CP's front wall blew in, burying

Jokinen alongside the Sergeant of the
Guard. The NCO was crushed. Jokinen clawed
for air frombeneath the pile of rubble.
Dazed, Jokinen pulled hinself from the
rubble and began directing his available
shooters to defend against the attack as he
admi ni stered buddy aid to those around him
The white truck had been filled wth
expl osi ves and used as a vehicl e-borne | ED.
Qut of nineteen nmen on the patrol base in
Tarni yah, seventeen were wounded or dead.

52. MATT BURCH

The boom echoed across the FOB. It was a
huge blast, in the direction of Tarm yah,
several kilonmeters away. Lieutenant Matt
Burch | ooked at his Soldiers and NCOs, but
he didn't have to give any comand—the
reverberating sound cued his guys to gear
up.

His Soldiers double- and triple-checked
their equipnent, and when the order cane
from Hi gher, they were |oaded up and ready
to go. The nmen were anxious to fight,
especially after losing a friend, Paton, to
sniper fire two days prior. Following a
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Bradley and a tank, they rolled in their
Hunvees towards first platoon’ s outpost.

The next call cane just a few hundred
meters fromthe FOB

“Red One, Bandog Six, stand down, stay in
pl ace.”

Burch was furious. He responded through
clenched teeth: “W’re already outside of
the FOB. W' re on our way.”

“Red One, Bandog Six, | say again, stand
down, stay exactly where you are.”
“Roger . ”

Burch radioed his TCs: “Stop right here.
The arnor is going but we're staying right
here.”

The platoon halted and watched the
arnored vehicles drive out of sight to aid
their brothers. The idling of Hunvees
provi ded a nunbi ng backdrop to the thoughts
of what they were m ssing.

Burch’s driver swore and beat his fists.
Burch heard sone chatter on his radio:
Three KIA so far. On his platoon net his
Soldiers were cursing, demanding they be
let out to help. They would give anything

to help, to feel like part of the fight.
Burch sensed this, felt the gravity of this
noment in the nental health of hi s

Soldiers. He needed to channel them on
sormet hi ng
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“Block the road,” Burch said. “Not a
single person cones in or out. Snap TCP.
Nobody in or out until they’ re done.”

Burch knew they weren't going to nmake the
firefight, but this would help. It would
focus his Soldiers on sonething besides the
battle they weren't going to be a part of
and the conrades they weren't going to
assi st.

Burch heard of nore casualties on the
radi o. He suppressed his sadness and
decided not to tell his guys yet.

They got the order to return to the FOB.
As soon as his truck rolled through the
gate, Burch headed to the TOC to confirm
t he names of the casualties.

Then he summoned his pl at oon

Burch had prepared grand rhetoric of
sacrifice and honor in the back of his nind
until he saw the looks on his nmen' s faces,
countenances he recognized from two nights
earlier when they had lost a brother to the
sni per’s bullet.

Burch told them the names of the deceased
and those who were wounded, but he didn't
pretend to know the extent of their
injuries or who anong them would nake it
back. After his announcement, some of his
men faded into their own corners; others
beat their fists and threw things. Matt |et
them rel ease their enotions here—est they
should find their outlet outside the wre.
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53. STEVE LEDRO UX

“Sir, there they are again,” said the
Hunvee driver on the intercom An illegal
checkpoint of the WMahdi Arny blocked the
Baghdad side street. This was the fourth
time that LT Steve LeDroiux’s platoon had
seen a checkpoint there. On the three
previ ous occasions, the mlitiamen had
scattered into the urban jungle when the
Anmerican patrol approached, and LeDroiux
had al ways decided to continue on with his
civil-affairs m ssion.

Today, LeDroiux was leading his patrol
back from delivering supplies to a health
clinic. Today he decided to address the
i Il egal -checkpoi nt problem

“Action on them” he ordered his platoon.
“Let’s detain one of them and see what we
can get.”

Hs Soldiers nmoved on the checkpoint.
They followed one of the fleeing young nen
into a building and were able to detain him
without incident. He was a teenage boy,
wearing jeans and a white shirt instead of
the typical black attire of the Mhdi
mlitia. He was unarned. LeDroiux knew they
had nothing on him They had not w tnessed
him actually participating in stopping any
vehi cl es.
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LeDroiux began to tactically question
him He knew that he couldn’'t threaten the
det ai nee with bodi |l y har m but t he
i eutenant had becone adept at asking the
same questions in multiple ways to figure
out if soneone was Ilying. And those he
guestioned were usually |ying.

“Where do you live?” LeDroiux asked.

“Not around here,” said the boy.

“Who were those other people at the
checkpoi nt ?”

“lI don’t know anyone here. | was just
passing by when your vehicles approached.
The mlitianen ran, so | did, too. But |I'm
not part of any mlitia and | don't know

who any of themare.”

LeDroiux knew in his gut that the kid was
lying. He decided to call his bluff.

“Tell himthat we're taking himto jail,”
he told his translator.

As the Americans put their blindfolded
detai nee into a Hunvee, the Iraqi panicked.
“I must get ny jacket fromnmny friend!”

LeDroiux didn't know why the jacket was
important to the boy, but he did now have
evi dence that the boy knew soneone in the
area. Thinking that the “friend” nust also
have been involved in the checkpoint,
LeDr oi ux removed t he bl i ndf ol d and
permitted the boy to walk to his friend s
house, about 100 neters down the street.
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Once the boy identified the house to the

Aneri cans, t he Sol di ers once again
bl i ndf ol ded hi mand put himin a Hunvee.
“Don"t worry. We'll get your jacket for

you..and your friend.”

LeDroiux’s Soldiers cordoned the house
and noved into it. They found nothing—ro
j acket, no person

“Sir,” one of his squad |eaders said.
“The kid out in the Hunvee doesn’'t know
that his friend wasn't here.” The pl at oon
| eader, squad |eader, and the two attached
Iragi translators quickly hatched a plan to
get their detainee to talk. One of the two
Iragi translators would pretend to be the
“captured friend.”

The Soldiers slanmmed doors to simulate a
violent capture and yelled at their fake
“detainee” from inside the house, telling
him that he better talk imrediately unless

he wanted to go to jail. They told him
loudly and translated into Arabic, that
they didn't want “little fish” Iike him and

the boy. They wanted information on “big
fish of the Mhdi Arny. They inforned
their role-playing translator that they
woul d rel ease whoever gave them better
i nformati on—hi m or the boy who had already
“ratted him out” by leading the Anericans
to him

The transl ator pretending to be a
detainee agreed loudly to inform the
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Americans about anything they needed to
know, as long as he was freed and his
snitch of a friend back in the Hunvee was
j ailed.

“I' ' will tell you anything you want to
know,” he said in Arabic. “That dog can rot
in your prison.”

Overhearing this conversation from the
back of an Anerican Hunvee, the blindfol ded
detai nee was seized with fear. Anxious to
be nore cooperative than the sham det ai nee,
he blurted out the nanme and |ocation of a
Mahdi Arny nenber.

“You win, for now” LeDroiux told the
boy, as his Soldiers nounted their vehicles
to nove to the new location. “Let’s see if
you're telling the truth.” Wen the platoon
approached the target house, they renoved
the detainee’s blindfold so he could
positively identify the house.

“That’s the one,” said the boy, and the
bl i ndf ol ds were put back over his eyes.

“Let’s take it,” LeDroiux ordered his
nmen.

This time, they found the man they were
| ooking for, who had an AK-47 but did not

resist. The Sol di ers di sar ned and
blindfolded their new det ai nee, their
bi gger fish.

This tinme, the translator posing as a
det ai nee renmmi ned outside the house, so the
new detainee could not see him LeDroiux
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of fered his new detainee the sane deal -+ead
the way to a bigger fish or go to jail.
They told him about their “other detainee.”
The role-playing translator outside [oudly
expressed his wllingness to cooperate for
his freedom Fearful of detention, the new
detainee blurted out the location of a
Mahdi Arny saf ehouse.

“This better be worth it,” LeDroiux told
his nobst recent detainee as his platoon
quickly noved out to the new |ocation.
Repeating his successful TTP, LeDroiux had
his det ai nee positively identify the
| ocati on.

H s nmen noved into position and conducted
a hasty raid on the house. This tine, they
hi t paydi rt —four Mahdi per sonnel Wi th
uniforns and a cache of AK-47s, pistols,
and bonb-making materials. Some big fish.

LeDroiux’s Soldiers exploited the site
and successfully handed t hese four
detainees and their evidence over for
detention in the D vision Holding Area.

As he had promised them LeDr oi ux
released his first two detainees, t he
little fish who had cooper at ed.

54. ELI ZABETH ZERW CK

Li eutenant Elizabeth Zerwick stood at a
nmassi ve table heaped with rice and I anb and
fish and chicken and bread. She was one of
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about twenty people standing around the
tabl e, but she was the only wonman there.

The Iraqgis were digging i n—grabbing fists
full of rice and tearing neat off the bone,
mxing it up in their grips. The eating
seened as sinple as it gets, but Elizabeth
still had troubl e adjusting.

On a normal day, Elizabeth's platoon
would visit the police stations, conduct
joint patrols, interact with the Iocals,
set up checkpoints, and train the Iraqi
Pol i ce on basic tasks.

It was not wunusual for nmen in lraq to
treat her differently. El i zabeth had
al ready received several nmarriage proposals
fromlragi nmen she worked with.

But today, Elizabeth was the guest of

honor of t he I raqi Police district
conmander, who had invited Iraqgi Arny
| eaders, | ocal religious and tri bal

| eaders, his station commanders, and other
district commanders. Not only was she the
only female there, she was by far the

| owest - r anki ng person there—+el atively
speaki ng.

She viewed the occasion as a validation
of her approach thus far: |I'm not here to
take over your operation. | respect your
culture. | just want to learn from you and
teach you what | know, so the Iraqgi people

can live nore securely.
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55. JED POVFRET

Li eutenant Jed Ponfret and his platoon
noved through the dark streets of Baghdad
on their way to an lraqi Police station

Ponfret’s platoon was responsible for
coaching, teaching, and nentoring five IP
stations, and they visited each station
al nrost every day. This tinme, however, they
would be arriving in the mddle of the
ni ght, unannounced.

The word on the street was that this
particular |IP station was serving as a base
of operations for an illegal mlitia, the
Jaysh al - Mahdi , that was engaging in
sectarian violence, wusually at night. As
Ponfret and his Soldiers arrived at the
station, they saw military-aged nen fleeing
in every direction.

“Don’t chase them” Ponfret told his
Soldiers. “I"Il deal with this one.”

Ponfret decided to hold the station
conmander accountable for the situation
Inside the station, however, the officer
| eader shi p was nowhere to be found.

Ponfret ordered his Soldiers to inventory
the arms room Alnost half of the US. -
provi ded weapons were m ssing. Ponf r et
surm sed that the weapons were |ikely being
used that night for extrajudicial killings
of Sunnis and possibly for insurgent
ambushes on his fellow Coalition Forces.

He decided to detain the highest-ranking
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authority present, the police station’s
Ar ms- Room NCO.

The next norning, Ponfret and his platoon
headed back to the IP station. The platoon
| eader was determined to convince his
counterpart that a comrander is responsible
for everything that happens under his
wat ch.

Ponfret called ahead to the Iraqgi Police
station, as was his routine professional
courtesy. Then, when his platoon was |ess
than 100 neters from the station, an EFP
rocked his | ead vehicle.

It was the first time his platoon had
been hit. One of Ponfret’s NCOs was
seriously wounded. The platoon’s mssion
i mediately shifted to casualty evacuation
and vehicle recovery. The lraqi Policenen
at the station offered belatedly to assist,
but the Americans took care of thenselves,
evacuating their wounded and recovering the
destroyed vehicle.

The next day, Ponfret returned to the IP
station, this tinme wthout calling ahead.
He went directly into the commander’s
of fice.

The lraqi Police major spoke first.

“I amvery sorry to hear what happened to

your soldier,” he said, referring to the
EFP blast. “I am also very sorry that you
chose to detain one of ny rmen,” he
continued. “I am sure this kind of thing
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never has to happen again. W can work
together to kill the terrorists, and our
men can be safe.”

The Iraqi peered into Ponfret's eyes. The
Ameri can pl atoon | eader understood what was

being offered: if Ponfret would agree to
over| ook t he station’s extraj udici al
activities, then he and his Soldiers would
be safe. If not, then they would be
t ar get ed.

My #1 mssion is to bring all ny Soldiers
hone alive, thought Ponfret.

The Anerican officer stretched out his
hand and shook on the unspoken agreenent.

For the next four nmonths in that AQ
Ponfret worked with his |IP counterpart to
kill and capture Sunni insurgents—and his
pl atoon faced no nore anbushes.

56. JESSE ALLGEYER

Soon after the sniper round ricocheted
harm essly off the turret shield of one of
his Hunvee gun trucks, Lieutenant Jesse
Allgeyer led a squad to search for the
assailant. H's platoon sergeant took a
squad up to a roof to observe the area.
Nei t her found any sign of the sniper.

Now Al | geyer was canvassi ng t he
nei ghbor hood in search of information.

“Sal aam Al aykum” he said to an elderly
man sitting in a courtyard.

“Al aykum as- Sal aam ” the man replied.
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“Thirty mnutes ago, soneone fired a
weapon on this street,” Allgeyer said
through his interpreter. “Did you see
anything, or do you know who m ght shoot at
Coal i ti on Forces?”

The man responded with feigned surprise.

“He says he didn't see or hear anything,
and he doesn’'t know anything,” reported
Al'l geyer’s interpreter. “He says this
nei ghborhood is safe.”

“Sure, it's safe. That’s what they al ways
say,” said a disgusted Allgeyer to his
terp. “How can we provide security to
peopl e who won’t cooperate with us?”

“They are scared,” said the terp. “Mny
would help, but they fear being seen
talking to the Americans. The nilitias or
t he al - Qaeda mi ght punish them”

How could he get them to help wthout
being seen? As Allgeyer pondered the
guestion, he looked at his Humee—and at
the speakers that had recently Dbeen
installed on it. The purpose of the
speakers was crowd control, to warn Iragqi
cars and crowds to nove away.

A prior-service PSYOP speci al i st
Al l geyer had an idea. He scribbled a note:

“Hel p us make vyour neighborhood safe.
Cal | 070072556 to provide infornmation
anonynousl y. W Wil act on your
i nformation.”
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“Charlie,” Jesse said to his terp
“Translate this nessage. W’'re going to
drive around the neighborhood wth vyou
announcing this over the | oud speaker.”

The nunber was to the conpany tip-line, a
cell phone answered by the comander’s
terp.

Al'l geyer’s platoon drove slowy through
t he nei ghborhood over and over, announcing
the tip line. He noticed several wonen
cautiously entering the nunber into their
cell phones as they heard the nessage.

After two hours, Allgeyer received a
radio call fromthe conpany CP

“Barbarian One-Six, this 1is Barbarian
Si x, over.”

“This is One-Six,” Algeyer acknow edged.

“One-Six, | don't know what you're doing
out there,” said his commander, “but we’ve
received 25 calls on the tip line in the
last two hours. It looks l|ike we already
have what we need to roll up a sniper cell
and a cache.”

57. M KE JOHNSTON

Li eutenant M ke Johnston reached across
the Hunvee and slapped his driver on the
arm

“I't feels good to be in the nmddle of the
pack for once,” Johnston said.

Johnston was the platoon |eader of his
battalion commander’s personal security
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detachment. Usual ly, Johnston’s vehicle |ed
t heir convoys.

Today, however, t he battalion was
occupying a new area of operati ons.
Anerican vehicles had not driven this road,
Route Malibu, in nonths. They were noving
into eneny territory, so a route-clearing
element was in front of the PSD. Engi neer
vehicles led the novenent, followed by a
pl atoon  of Infantry, then Johnston’s
element. Johnston’s vehicle was just in
front of his conmander’s, which was safely
tenth in the order of march

VWHA- HOOOOOM !'!

The concussi on shook Johnston’s bones.
For an instant he thought that he’'d been
hit, but then he realized that t he
explosion had occurred behind him=*ight
where the battalion conmmander’s truck would
have been. Looking back, all he saw was a
Hunmvee door sailing about 30 feet high
t hrough the air.

Johnston sent a quick contact report to
battalion and then heard a radio report
fromhis nmedic, who was in the truck behind
t he commuander’s.

“Polar Bear Six's truck is flipped upside
down and off the side of the road!”

Johnston junped out of his truck and
started running back along the road. Debris
was still falling. The first thing he
noticed as he approached the vehicle was
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the massive crater-15 feet wide and five
f eet deep—t hat obliterated the raised
roadway. Then he noticed blue Diet Pepsi
cans strewn everywhere.

The bl ast had bl own off the back hatch of
t he commander’s Hunvee, and the contents of
its trunk had been jettisoned. Diesel fuel
from the vehicle s cracked fuel tank was
dripping over everything and everyone
i nsi de the upside-down truck

The Hunvee’ s nearside back door was open
and the first thing Johnston saw was the
commander’s interpreter, unconsci ous and
suspended upside down by his seatbelt. The
back third of his head was cracked w de
open, his brain nmatter exposed. Johnson
qui ckly | ooked forward into the TC s seat
and assessed his commander, who  was
conscious and yelling in pain, Dbleeding
fromhis ears and nouth

Johnston attended first to the nost
serious injury. He began pulling the
interpreter fromthe vehicle. The vehicle’'s
driver joined him

Johnston |looked at the driver wearing
only ACUs and instinctively felt a tw nge
of anger. Were's your shit? Then he saw
t he Soldier’s | BA, still t angl ed on
equi pnent in the upside-down driver’s
conpartnment. The driver had slipped out of
his IBA in order to extricate hinmself from
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the vehicle and help others. Johnston felt
proud to |l ead such nen.

Toget her, Johnson and the driver pulled
the interpreter out of the truck and up
onto the road, where the platoon nedic
i mmedi ately began treating him

Johnston and the driver turned their
attention to rescuing their battalion
commander. Hi s door was conbat | ocked, and
the comander— dazed, bl oodied, bruised,
and soaked in diesel fuel—-was having
difficulty staying alert. Johnson worried
that the vehicle would go up in flanes at
any nonent. He coached his commander to
unl ock the door’s conbat |ock. Johnston and
the driver, both weight lifters, strained
against the door, pulling with all their
mght to open it. But the door wouldn't
budge.

Then Johnston renenbered the “rat claw”
VWhen he had been at brigade headquarters a
couple weeks earlier, the Brigade Safety
Oficer had handed him a prototype “rat
claw’ that had been devel oped to pull doors
off Humvees. Only one per battalion had
been issued. Johnston had thrown it into
the trunk of one of his vehicles and hadn’t

gi ven it anot her t hought ..unti | now.
Fortunately, that vehicle was in the convoy
t oday. Unfortunately, it was last in the

order of march, at |east 200 neters away.
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Johnston sprinted down the road. He felt
totally exposed. The |IED had been conmmand-
detonated. He knew it was likely that he
was being watched. H s under-strength
pl at oon had no disnmounts to spare. His only
protection as he ran along the raised
roadway was his gunners atop Hunvees,
positioned 50 neters apart along his route.

Johnston arrived at the |ast vehicle. The
back hatch woul dn’t open

Fuck!

He beat on it. No luck. He clinbed up on
the hatch and stonped up and down as hard
as he could. Finally, the hatch popped.
Johnson pulled the hatch open and dug
through the gear to find the rat claw It
wasn't small. At one end was a | arge, heavy
metal claw designed to clanp onto Hunvee
doors. Several long cables cane off it,
with hooks on their ends to affix to
vehicles or wnches. Johnston began his
sprint back to the commander’s destroyed
truck. He held the claw on his chest wth
both arnms, the cables resting over his
shoul ders, the hooks dragging along the
ground behind him Johnston, a collegiate
athlete who prided hinself on staying in
top physical condition, was shocked at how
exhausted he felt.

Arriving at hi s conmmander’ s Hunvee,
Johnston cl anped the claw to the stuck door
and then guided his own vehicle into
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position to hook up to the cables. It was
time to attenpt to pull the door off.

Everyone held his breath, hoping that a
spark wouldn’t set the vehicle on fire as
the vehicle pulled forward. The door popped
off without a hitch. The claw worked
exactly as desi gned.

Johnston and the nedic struggled to pull
their conmander out of the vehicle. He was
a big man, and it seened |ike every piece
of  equi pnent got stuck on everything
possible as they attenpted to extract him
As soon as they got him out and onto the
ground, the commander went into shock. Doc,
who had snaked a tube down the terp and was
still treating hi m gave ver ba
i nstructions to t he dri ver, who
successfully treated and stabilized his
conmander .

The interpreter died on the road. The
pl atoon placed himinto a body bag and laid
it across the back seats of one of their
trucks for the short trip to the patrol
base. The gunner essentially had to sit on
him which he found upsetting. The terp was
i ke a nmenber of the platoon.

On  what should have been a short
nmovenent, they found another |ED al ongside
the road. Johnston and his platoon had to
wait on the road for nore than a half hour
as an EOD team arrived and destroyed the
ordnance in place. Johnston used the tine
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to talk with his battalion TOC, correcting
i naccuracies in earlier reports the TOC had
recei ved about the anbush.
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58. KAl HAWKI NS

“You fuck with nmy platoon, |'m gonna
fuck you up,” the outgoing platoon | eader
sai d.

Li eutenant Kai Hawkins couldn't tell if
her predecessor was joking or serious.
Still, it was an interesting wel cone.

Hawkins was transitioning from the
sprawl i ng, urban-feeling FOB Striker to the
Spartan outpost at Yusufiya, where she was
now the only fermale officer on the patrol
base. She was transitioning from a
di vi sion-level platoon managing a mnassive
supply warehouse to a truck ©platoon
assigned to an Infantry battalion. This was
Hawki ns’ fourth platoon, but her first that
operated outside the wre.

It took only a short time for everyone in
the AO to recogni ze Hawki ns’ reports on the
radio, as hers was the only femal e voice on
the net. She was cognizant that whenever
she spoke, everyone knew it was her. She
al so sensed that her actions reflected on
all  wonmen Soldiers, and she wanted to
represent themwell.

One day, her platoon was traveling along
the dreaded Route Malibu, a narrow route
where the elevated road enables insurgents
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to dig into the sides of the berm and enbed
| EDs under the roadway. Kai’'s platoon eased
along the |IED hot-spot, leery of the
t hreat.

Everyt hing seened to be going fine.

BOOOM

Adrenal i ne surged through Hawkins’ bl ood.
She junped on the radio.

“Who’s been hurt, who's been hit?” she
said excitedly. “Sonmebody tell me
sonet hi ng.”

One of her NCOs quickly replied with a
status report.

“Hey, this is Two-Eight. |’'ve been hit
everything's fine, we're still rolling.”

“Roger, let's get out of the kill zone,”
the new PL ordered. “Speed up and we'l]l
assess the battle damge at the next
checkpoint.”

After a few nonents, Hawkins' driver made
a suggesti on.

“Hey, ma’ am you need to call up
battalion and give a report.”
“ RI ght i ”

Realizing the inportance of projecting a
cal m voice over the radio, Kai took a deep
breat h before keying her nike

“Polar Bear X-Ray, this is Fox Two-SiXx,
over.”

“This is Polar Bear X-Ray.”

“Roger, we just hit an IED...”

150



MONTH EI GHT

Hawki ns sent a clear and succinct report
to the TOC and continued her mission. She
focused on projecting a calm voice, even
t hough her heart was poundi ng.

After conpleting her report, Hawki ns
turned to her driver.

“So many |EDs is this for you?” she
asked.

“Ch, that nakes twenty-one.”

Hawki ns was shocked at how casually her
driver had answered the question, as if
twenty-one | EDs were no big deal.

59. DONNI E SUCHANE

Li eut enant Donni e Suchane |ed his platoon
across a farm field under the cover of
darkness. They were returning from an all-
day di snounted patrol.

Six days earlier, one of Suchane’ s
Sol diers had been killed by an IED as he
nmoved al ong a path during daylight. Suchane
had taken to heart the |lessons of that day—
nove at night to defeat comand-detonated
| EDs; stay off trails to avoid pressure-

pl ate | EDs.

Fa- RUVP!

Night turned to daylight for an instant
as a fireball exploded on the platoon' s

flank. The platoon rushed to aid the
Soldier who had been walking where the
fireball erupted, but it was already too
late. In a case of terrible luck, the
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Sol di er had stepped on a pressure-plate |ED
in the mddle of a farmfield, one that had
been enpl aced by the eneny for an unrel ated
baited anbush. For the second tine in a
week, Suchane carried the body of one of
his Soldiers to the MEDEVAC helicopter.

The bird drifted back into the night,
| eaving the platoon kneeling alone in the
dark field.

Suchane ret urned to t he pl atoon’ s
perimeter. He saw shock and fright in his
Sol diers’ eyes. They had gone their first
seven nonths without a casualty, and now in
two of their last three patrols, they'd
seen a friend kill ed—gruesonely and
instantly, w thout warning.

They thought they were doing everything
right, yet things were going terribly
wong. They waited silently in the field
under the bl ack sky.

“Sir, why don't we request an air
extraction from here?” sonmeone suggested to
Suchane. “Wo knows what else is buried
bet ween here and the patrol base?”

The pl at oon | eader wei ghed the options.

One of his Soldiers broke the silence
with a sinple question.

“What do we do now, sir?”

Suchane knew his Soldiers were scared. He
was, too. But he knew what he had to do.
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“Guys, follow nme,” he said. “If anyone
else is going to get killed tonight, it’'s
going to be ne.”

The nen fornmed a Ranger file behind their
| i eutenant, and he led them back to their
conmpany patrol base.

60. SHAWN JOKI NEN

Rout e Coyotes was a problem for everyone,
but its responsibility fell to Lieutenant
Shawn Joki nen’ s pl at oon

The route was considered a “Tier 1" I|ED
site, one of the worst in Iraq.

Vehicles or not, Jokinen felt the best
way to defeat the roadside bonbs was to
attack them with dismunted Soldiers—en
f oot .

So Jokinen sent his platoon aggressively
patrolling the area, learning the terrain,
i nvestigating eneny patterns, proofi ng
infil and exfil routes, identifying OP
| ocations. After two weeks of devel opnent
and pl anni ng, Jokinen's Soldiers were
ready.

On mission night, the platoon’s vehicles
rolled into sector at 0300, weaving through
the enpty streets to a disnmount point.
Jokinen got on the ground and took five
other men wth him a SAW gunner, a
rifleman, a |ong-range marksman, a nedic,
and an interpreter. The vehicles drove back
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to the patrol base to stage as a quick
reaction force.

Jokinen's tiny team slithered into
position, clearing the area around an
abandoned bui | di ng bef ore enpl aci ng

protective claynore nines outside and
steppi ng inside the vacant structure.

In the darkness, Jokinen’s team watched
an area where they expected the eneny woul d
attenpt to enplace | EDs.

After about four hours, a sedan pulled to
a stop near Jokinen's position. Four nasked
men | eapt out of the idling car. A pair of
them faced outward with AK-47s. The other
two heaved three 155mm artillery rounds out
of the back seat and began wring them
together. Jokinen was struck with the inmage
of a NASCAR pit crew.

Then he gave the order to engage.

W' re taking back Route Coyotes.

61. HERVMAN BULLS

Li eutenant Herman Bulls felt an enptiness
in the pit of his stomach that al nbst took
his breath away. He was wal king across his
battalion area on the FOB, but his heart
and m nd were thousands of niles away.

He thought about his girlfriend whom he’' d
just talked to on the phone, about his
grandfather who was living his final days,
about the carefree Iife he'd once taken for
granted. Bulls had never inmagined that

154



MONTH EI GHT

being a Soldier would demand such a high
toll on his personal life.

How was it, he wondered, that he was
sacrificing so much for his country when
nmost Anericans were sacrificing nothing? In
his mind, it just wasn't right.

Opening the canvas flap that served as a
door, Bulls entered the huge tent that
housed his platoon. He paused and took in
the scene: a Soldier watching a DVD on his
| apt op; a few others sleeping; f our
Soldiers seated around a folding table,
pl ayi ng cards, |aughing. They all |ooked so
young and carefree. It was incredible to
think that twelve hours ago they had all
been out on a mission—dirty, sweaty, tired,
determ ned, lethal. These nen never quit,
never said no, never wavered in the face of
t he uni magi nabl e horrors of conbat.

A sense of gratitude and pride began to
well up within Bulls. These great young
Anericans worked harder, longer, and in
conditions nore difficult than the fol ks at
honme could ever imagine. Every one of them
had raised his right hand in a tine of war
and volunteered to personally pay the price
so that mllions of others could enjoy
freedom They were away from their
famlies, too. Many of them were on their
second or third depl oynent.

They were Anmerica’'s next “great est
generation”—whether or not the country
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woul d ever recognize it.

Bulls felt hunbled to |ead such people.
He admired and loved them nore than they
would ever know And for the next few
mont hs, at |east, THEY were his famly.

He approached the card gane.

“Hey, L-T,” a smling Soldier said as he
nmade space for another chair. “You're in
t he next hand.”

62. TOM HI CKEY

Li eut enant Tom H ckey and his mechani zed
Infantry platoon were nmaintaining part of
an outer cordon for a clearing operation
when he saw an Ilraqi man running towards
one of his Bradley Fighting Vehicles. The
man held a child in his arnms, his shirt and
arms  bright red wth blood. Hs wfe
fol | owed behind him

The NCO in charge of the nearest Bradley
junped down to neet the nan. Hickey did the
same. When Hickey arrived at the scene, the
NCO had already called for his BFV s ranp
to be | owered.

“This little girl’s shot in the neck,”
the NCO reported to Hickey. “W got to get
her to Riva Ridge!”

“I"l'l go with you,” said H ckey, who
helped the family into the back of the
Bradl ey and then sat there with them

The three-year-old child had been struck
by a stray AK-47 round that had ski nmed her
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temple and lodged in her throat. She was
bl eeding from the head and neck and turning
bl ue.

H ckey sent a SITREP to his platoon and
ordered the other section of Bradleys to
reposition to cover the gap in the cordon

The Bradl eys sped through the streets of
Baghdad faster than Hickey had ever
experienced. H's platoon sergeant called
ahead to the ECP at Canp Liberty, which
permitted the pair of Bradleys to pass
through at full speed.

When the Bradleys arrived at the nedical
clinic, they were net by a crowd of nedical
personnel who whisked the little girl
i nside as her parents followed behi nd.

H ckey | ooked at his watch. Fromthe tine
he saw the girl until delivering her to the
aid station, less than six mnutes had
passed. The child had a chance to live.

Wal ki ng back to the Bradley with the NCO
Hi ckey pondered aloud whether the platoon
really should have reduced their conbat
power on a mssion just to treat an unknown
civilian child who had not been wounded by
Ameri can weapons.

The NCO becane choked up, tears welling
in his eyes.

“Sir,” said the father of three daughters
to his bachel or LT, “when you have
children, you' Il understand.”
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63. JI M FREEZE

Jef f,

I'"ve been thinking a bit about sone of
the things you wote about. | definitely
know where you're conming fromon wanting to
get over here and do your part. Before
depl oying, | had the sanme feelings that you
did. I wanted to get over here and see what
everything was like, see how |’'d react
under pressure.

About t wo weeks | at er, 1Y whol e
perspecti ve changed when we | ost one of our
own.

W were noving to secure a nortar firing
site and ny lead vehicle hit an |ED
directly under the driver's seat. Everyone
started doing what we were trained to do. |
was the second vehicle in the novenent, so
as the dust settled, we drove around to the
front side of the disabled vehicle to see
it on fire and one of ny Soldiers |ying
hal fway out of his driver's conpartnment,
face down on the front of the Stryker.

i medi ately junped out and got on top of
the burning Stryker to try to pull him out

I just saw one of ny Soldiers |lying
unconscious with flames around him and |
did what | could to get himout.

I tried pulling him up from underneath
his arms and as | did, | saw his uniform
and t-shirt had already started to nelt and
the flesh on the small of his back was

158



MONTH EI GHT

exposed and burnt. H's face was al so bl oody
and | think some of it was actually already
melting to the arnor.

As | frantically tried to tug himout, a
flame junped wup and licked ny face.
Meanwhi | e, the gunner from that truck also
tried to pull himout, but said he couldn't
bear the heat anynore. Qhers were al
around, spraying every fire extinguisher we
had, but to no avail. Next thing |I renenber
I was telling everyone on the ground to
load back in the trucks. (W did all we
could and we thought we were hearing shots,
but they ended up just being rounds cooking
of f inside the vehicle.)

There was nothing nore we could do
besi des watch the truck burn to the ground
with one of our brothers still inside.

VWiile we sat there, securing the site
until another platoon could relieve us, |
watched as one of ny Soldiers’ bodies
burned. H's head was still face down on the
front of the slat, and | had to sit and
wat ch his hair being singed away until his
head was conpletely charred and flanes
conpletely engulfed him and the vehicle. |
have a feeling that the image from that
nmonent will be seared into nmy nmenory for as
long as | live.

Four of us were evac'd to the Baghdad
ER, nostly for precautionary reasons. After
they treated ne, | asked about ny other guy
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and they took nme to the trauma ward to see
hi m

VWen they showed him to ne, | thought,
"That's not him he doesn't look Iike
that." This guy's face was blackened and

swollen and peppered with tiny pieces of
Kevl ar shrapnel and his eyes were swollen
and crusted shut. It wasn't until | heard
him say, "LT, is that you?" that | realized
it really was in fact him He hadn't heard
yet, so the first thing he asked ne was
whet her or not Crouch had nade it out. |
held his hand and we cried together for a
little while.

My perspective about our role in the war
changed drastically that day. No |onger was
| eager to go grab this war by the horns or

volunteer to lead extra patrols. | think ny
nmen felt the sanme way.
For about a week after the attack, | had

troubl e sleeping, just replaying the events
of the attack over and over in ny head,
wi shi ng I did sonet hi ng di fferent,
sonething nore. Even now, six nonths after
the attack, there are tinmes | sit awake at

ni ght for over an hour and wish | just kept
trying to pull him out until | succeeded
rather than giving up. | suppose |'IlI

continue to feel this way for a long tine.
God forbid anything like that should

happen to you or to anyone else, but |

share that story with you for a different
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perspective. |I'm still very proud to serve
in the Army. |I'm very proud of nmy nen and
the good work we're doing over here. | can
tell you first hand that we're seeing a
real change over here. lIragis are taking
the lead on security and many other things.

A year plus is so long. The only thing
keeping me going is the people around nme
goi ng through the sane suck.

I hope you're enjoying the States. |If
not for yourself, please enjoy it for ne.

Jim
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64. | SAAC W DNASZ

Li eutenant |saac W dnasz approached a nman
who was standing at a corner lot filled
with cars parked closely together. Cearly

the man was running an illegal parking
busi ness, which was one of the primry ways
t hat t he | ocal mlitia funded its
i nsurgency.

“What are you doi ng here?” Wdnasz asked.

“I amselling apples,” said the man

The platoon |eader |ooked around. He
didn’t see any appl es.

“I don’t see any apples,” he said.
“I sold them all,” replied the man with a
shrug of his shoul ders.

Peering into the bag full of cash the man

was hol di ng, W dnasz' s | at ent anger
expl oded.

“You think I'm fucking stupid?!'” he
yel l ed, bunping into the shorter nan. *“You
think | don't know you're JAM? | kil

not her fuckers |i ke you every night!”
The nman stepped back and turned away. The
LT foll owed behind him He had nore to say.
“Well, FUCK YQU and all the other piss-
ants who lie like whores but won't do an
honest day’'s work to build your country!”
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Sonet hi ng caught Wadnasz’'s attention. It
was one of his squad | eaders, who had noved
around behind the man to nmake eye contact
with his platoon |eader. The NCO s face
sent a clear nessage—Cal m down.”

Wdnasz inmmediately recognized that his
NCO was right. He ceased his tirade.
Turning away from the man, the PL signaled
for the disnmounted patrol to continue. He
noticed that scores of Iraqgis were | ooking
at him wtnesses to the altercation

Once the patrol had noved down the bl ock
W dnasz stepped al ongsi de the squad | eader

“I guess | pissed away all the ‘good
will’ we gained by handing out schoo
supplies this norning, eh?” he said, only
hal f - ki ddi ng. “Thanks for straightening ne
out, Sergeant.”

“No problem sir,” the NCO replied with a
smle. “I know you' d do the sanme for ne.”

65. MATT MARTI NEZ

Li eutenant Martinez's truck eased along
at the head of the platoon, noving into a
slender lane between two buildings. He
usual ly positioned his truck second in the
colum, but had ended up in front after
turning around in one of the narrow
streets.

Matt sensed sonething was wong; the area
seened barren and silent. The silence was
shattered when the Hunmvee behind Matt’s
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vaulted into the air with a fiery burst.
The 1ED blasted straight into the cabin and
spewed fuel throughout the conpartnent. PFC
Ni cholas Hartge was sitting in the rear
seat when the explosion |aunched his body
out the side of the vehicle, killing him
instantly. The hood of the vehicle was on
fire, and so was the gunner. The 250-pound
gunner wasn’'t able to step onto the burning
hood, so he junped to the ground from the
roof of the truck. The inpact ripped
conpound fractures in both of his |egs.
Three other Soldiers exited the flaning
Hunvee, covered in burning fuel.

Matt junped from his vehicle and saw the
Hunmvee behind him ablaze with its doors
open and Soldiers lying on the ground. One
Sol dier—en fire—+an toward him Another
Sol dier walked aimessly, his upper body
partially on fire. The drivers of the two
cl osest Hunvees f ound their fire
extingui shers and went to work. Matt had
enphasi zed this SO0 many ti mes—the
i nportance of the little things. Know where
the fire extinguisher is on every vehicle.
Know how to use it. Pre-conbat checks.

Matt could hear the other half of his
platoon engaged in a firefight Wi th
insurgents in an open area to his rear. The
burning vehicle and Matt's truck were
| ocked in a choke point. The imediate aid
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of the <casualties depended on the few
Soldiers with Martinez.

They rushed to the burning Humvee to pull
the wounded nmen to safety. Ammunition
inside the burning Hunvee—50 cal amo,
M203 grenades, M7 grenades—eaught on fire
and started cooking off. One of the
Soldiers was hit in the side with shrapnel
from the detonating ammunition while he was
gr abbi ng sonebody near the truck. He fought
t hrough the intense heat to grab one of his
wounded conrades, his own skin burning
during the attenpt. The other reacting
Soldiers retrieved a backboard for one of
the badly injured nmen and noved him to an
al cove at a nearby house, where the nedic
tended to him

I need to pull this platoon together,
t hought Marti nez.

66. VI CKI TAPPRA

Li eutenant Vicki Tappra and her platoon
were returning froman all-day m ssion when
they took a short halt on high ground al ong
their route. It was 1900 hours, al nost
twlight.

As Tappra talked with her pl at oon
sergeant, one of her gunners reported that
a car was parked off to the side of the
hi ghway ahead of the platoon

She decided to investigate.
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As the platoon began to nove toward the
stopped vehicle, two Iragi Police vehicles
sped ahead, flashing their lights as they
passed the car

Tappra’s platoon closed on the stopped
vehi cl e.

Approaching the car with her interpreter,
she saw a man behi nd the wheel

“Why are you stopped here?” Tappra asked.

The man replied.

“He says his car is broken down,” her
interpreter said. “And the Iraqi Police
have already stopped to help him They are
calling his famly.”

Tappra knew that that was a lie. The IP
vehi cl es had sped past him

One of Tappra's Soldiers reached into the
vehicle and turned the key still in the
ignition.

The engine started i medi ately.

"It doesn't seem to be broken down to
me,” she said.

The startled man had no expl anation

Anot her one of Tappra’'s Sol di ers
inspected the car’'s trunk, finding wre
cutters.

The man funbl ed for an expl anati on.

Then one of her squad |eaders called out
from down the road. He saw a |unpy garbage
bag resting along the roadside about 50
net ers away—a possi ble | ED
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Tappra thought about what to do. Standard
procedure was to secure the area and call
for an EOD team to interrogate the
suspected IED. That would take at |east a
couple of hours, and potentially nuch
longer. Her Soldiers were already tired
after a long day. Tonorrow would be anot her
| ong day.

The bag either was or was not an | ED, and
there was only one person present who knew
for sure—the liar now standing outside his
car.

“Tell the man to go dunp the contents of
that bag,” she told her interpreter. “If he
does, we'll let him go. If not, we'll
detain him”

The man wal ked towards the garbage bag.
He seened confident at first, but his pace
sl owed the cl oser he got.

About five neters away from the bag, the
man stopped. Slowy he turned around and
raised his arns in surrender, beginning to
sob. Walking back to Tappra, he adnitted
that the garbage bag was an | ED.

A swipe test indicated explosive residue
on hi s hands.

Tappra then call ed EOD.

67. JOHN DUDI SH

Li eut enant John Dudi sh was sitting on his
cot in his conpany’ s conbat outpost when
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one of his Soldiers approached him | ooking
concer ned.

“Sir, I’m worried about Jones,” the
Soldier told his PL. “He just gave ne a
care package he received. He never even
shares anything from his packages.”

Dudi sh thought about Jones. Jones had
been upset and distracted ever since he'd
returned from md-tour |eave. Things hadn’t
gone well wth his wife. Jones suspected
that she was cheating on him and he wasn’'t
at all happy with how she was taking care
of their son.

“Thanks,” Dudish replied. “I'lIl check up
on him”

Dudi sh went straight to his platoon
sergeant, who had been a drill sergeant for
years.

“Sergeant,” Dudish said to his right-hand
man, “Jones is giving away things today.
That’s a sign of suicide, right?”

“Sure is, LT,” replied the platoon
sergeant. “I’'Il talk with him?”

An hour later, Dudish' s platoon sergeant
reported back to him

“I't turns out that Jones just received a
‘Dear John' letter fromhis wife, and on a
phone call one of his friends told himthat
his wife is beating their son.”

“Dam, that’'s rough,” said Dudish

“Jones had a plan to fucking end it all
today,” continued the NCO “He was going to
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blow his own head off in the shitter. |
talked with himand we’ve taken his weapon
but he needs Mental Health. W need to put
him with an NCO escort onto the CLP this
afternoon and get himback to the FOB.”
“I"'m glad you're ny platoon sergeant,”
sai d Dudi sh, “and Jones should be, too.”

68. BRAD MELLI NGER

Li eutenant Brad Ml linger’s platoon was
given the task to recon and set up an
anbush on a known al - Qaeda neeting |ocation
and training site. The building was set off
by itself, with no other buildings within a
kilometer of it.

Mellinger selected an old bonbed- out
bunker for his platoon’s hide site, about
two kiloneters fromthe objective. They set
up on the roof, set up their optics, and
started observing the target building.

Throughout the norning, not nuch was
going on. After a couple of hours of
wai ting, Mellinger and his nen heard
gunshots. They couldn’t determ ne where the
shots were coming from or if they were
directed toward his position. They finally
saw a couple of eneny snipers kneeling near
some brush, just shooting at random targets
around the area.

“Don’t engage,” Mellinger said. “This may
be a recon by fire, just to make sure the
area is clear of Coalition Forces.”
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After a while, people from the target
bui | di ng drove their cars to t he
intersections leading into the area and set
up bl ocki ng positions.

Soon, there was no nore traffic passing
the parked cars near the building except
for those cars pulling into the neeting
site. Brad observed six vehicles arrive at
the neeting site.

Mellinger’s men knew that sonething big
was going down. Everything was coming into
place to match their intelligence estimate:
the eneny’s operati ons, the security
posture, even the neeting process. They
believed it wasn't just a nornal neeting,
but a neeting for sone higher-level guy who
wanted to check in with the operationa
people in the area.

Mel linger wanted to allow as nany eneny
as possible to enter the area to inflict as
many casualties as possible. There were now
six vehicles at the building. However, he
didnt want to wait too long to act and
allow people to get away. A few vehicles
left the site, and Mellinger’'s platoon
noted the identifiable markings on them

A few mnutes later, the people at the
target house I|it wup their fire pit and
started cooking lunch. Mllinger started
wor ki ng support assets to initiate on the
target building. He <called Hi gher and
requested an adjust-fire m ssion.
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“Shot, over.”

“Shot, out.”

“Spl ash, over.”

Mel linger heard the artillery incomng
The first round landed so far away that
Mel i nger wondered if it was the nission
he' d call ed.

“Adjust fire, over.”

There was no response.

Wthin a mnute or two, a palm grove 800
neters away from the target  building
started erupting with nultiple expl osions.

This isn't an adjust-fire mission.they
shot a fire-for-effect. And it’s WAY off-
target.

It appeared the people at the neeting
were getting spooked by the artillery
expl osi ons, even though the rounds were so
far off.

Mel I'i nger expedited lining up air assets
to conduct a strike on the building. He had
to talk through his Hi gher to conmunicate
with the A-10s that were searching for the
target buil di ng.

“The aircraft can't see a building by
itself. They see two buildings together,”
reported battalion.

Mel linger couldn't see that there was
anot her bui | di ng behi nd his tar get
bui | di ng.

“No, there’'s just one building by
itself,” he insisted.
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Mel I'i nger had sent a 10-digit grid to the
target—and his estimate was off by a few
hundred neters.

“The A-10s see a building at your grid,
but it has no roof.”

“l can't tell for sure, but it |ooks |ike
it has a roof,” Mellinger said.

The A-10s did a gun run on the building
with no roof. Mellinger immediately knew
that they were on the wong target.

“Ckay,” Brad said. “Here's an adjustnent
to their target..”

69. JARED OREN

Li eutenant Jared Oen and his platoon
sergeant prepared to get to the bottom of
an issue. The unit next to theirs on the
FOB had been delayed five hours on a re-
fueling mssion earlier that day when a
m ssion-critical conponent had disappeared
from one of their trucks. That wunit’'s
| eadershi p accused one of Jared's Soldiers
of stealing the part and installing it on
his own truck.

Oen' s pl atoon  sergeant called the
Sol dier’s squad | eader into the room

“Sergeant, did you or did you not tell
PFC Taylor to steal the part?” the platoon
sergeant asked.

“Sergeant, | told himto ‘go get the part
and install it',” replied the squad | eader.
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“l figured he’d go to Cass Seven or { ass
Ni ne or whatever and pick it up.”

The pl at oon sergeant shook his head.

He called the PFC into the room and asked
hima simlar question.

“Taylor, did you or did you not renove a
part froman A pha Conpany vehicl e?”

The Sol di er didn't say anything.

“PFC Taylor,” said Oen. “It is in your
best interest to conme clean and say once
and for all if you did it. W need an
honest answer fromyou right now”

“Yeah”, he adnmitted. “I mean, | saw they
shit, and | took it, but it was ny bad.”

“Yes, it was your bad,” said his platoon

sergeant. “Get out of here and go back to
wor k. ”

The squad |leader remained in the room
with his platoon |eader and pl atoon
sergeant .

“Sergeant,” the platoon sergeant told

him “W hold you responsible for this. You
can’t give a Soldier a task and then walk
away if you aren’'t sure he knows how to
accomplish it. As the squad |eader, it is
your job to teach and to supervise your
Sol di ers. Any questions?”

“No, Sergeant,” replied the squad | eader.

“Sergeant,” added Oren. “The best way to
learn sonmething is to teach it. And this
incident indicates that at |east sone
Sol di ers in the pl at oon don’ t know
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everything they should. So, by this tine
next week, you need to be prepared to teach
classes to the platoon on two subjects—-how
to get repair parts the right way, and the
Arny’ s ethical decision-nmaking process.”

70. BRYAN SM TH

It had been a day since Lieutenant Bryan
Smth lost his RTO to an |ED outside the
chicken farm Today, Smth's company
commander tasked his platoon to go back to
the chicken farm to repair the two I|ED
craters and wait for the eneny to return.

Smith took a portion of his platoon back
to the place where they'd lost the RTQ
where several others had been wounded,
where two Hunvees had been destroyed. They
cleared the route the sanme as the night
before and then secured the area while the
Engineers refilled the |IED holes wth
concrete.

It wasn't terribly cold, but it was cool
enough that the concrete needed extra tine
to dry, so Smith noved away from the site
in order to overwatch the holes. He wanted
to make sure no one put new bonbs in the
wet concrete, but he was hoping to catch
anyone bold enough to try.

They watched the holes for eight hours.
At 0400, Smith disnounted and personally
put the sniper team into position to
overwatch the holes. He then noved his
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mounted sections closer to a hide site
where he could quickly reinforce the sniper
teamif necessary.

They waited, checking in with the sniper
team every half-hour over the radio. The
sni per team | eader called at about 0715.

“Red One, this is Shadow. |’ve got four
individuals with digging tools on the road
digging in the concrete holes.”

This was it. There's no doubt these guys
are bad.

Smith notified his conmmander and gave his
sni per the order to engage the diggers.

The snipers readied thenselves to engage
with their Barrett .50 caliber sniper
rifle.

TONNNN..

The deep thud of the Barrett bolted
t hrough the streets.

The snipers hit one of the diggers. The
rest of diggers junped into two “bongo”
trucks and tore away from the chicken farm
They fled to the west, directly toward
Smith's position.

Smith started his patrol noving east on
Route Hurricanes, toward the chicken farm
and toward the fleeing insurgents. Snith
saw t he bongo trucks driving right at them
They were 300 neters away. The diggers saw
Smith’s vehicles and yanked the bongo
trucks off course. One truck cut to the
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north, down another road. The other truck
U-turned and went back the other way.

“Sergeant, you follow the truck that
turned around on Route Hurricanes, 1’1l
take my section to the north after the
ot her truck.”

“Roger . ”

Smith's section sped after the first
truck, but they couldn’t close the gap. The
bongo truck screeched to a stop at a canal
The insurgents junped out and disappeared

into the canal, lost in the reeds.
Smth's section dismunted and started
clearing both sides of the canal. They

didn't see anything. He called for air
support. A couple of his Soldiers started
searching the bongo truck: expl osi ves,
weapons, video recorder.

The AH 64 Apaches cane on station

“Roger, can you give ne a fly-over?”
Smth asked. “Just buzz the canal, get ne
sone rotor wash on those reeds.”

No i nsurgents.

“Alright, go ahead and engage with your
gun.”

The Apaches ripped off sone rounds from
the 30mm cannons. Smith's guys again
searched through the reeds. Nothing.

| shoul d’ ve engaged these guys when | had
a chance, back when we first saw t hem

The other section had better results.
They had chased down the other bongo truck,
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pul l ed out the insurgents, put them on the
ground, and bound them wth zip-ties. A
search of their bongo truck vyielded a
pressure-plate “speed bump” |ED, digging

t ool s, AK-47s, and anmuni ti on. The
det ai nees had mul tiple forns of
identification on t hem The section

sergeant |oaded the insurgents into his
Hunvees and hauled them back to the patrol
base.

Smith's section pulled into the patro

base and linked up with the rest of the
pl atoon. That's when he saw the captured
i nsurgents.

These are the guys that killed nmy RTO
They laid the IED. They took him from us,
fromhis famly. He was ny RTO, the guy |
talked to every day, the guy | nessed
around with, one of ny friends.

He’s one of ny Soldiers, one of the guys
| care about—that | |ove.

Anger and pain raged deep inside Snith,
the nost intense hatred he’'d ever felt.

He pulled hinself back, restrained
hinself. He had to make sure his own guys
wer e okay.

He knew that |ashing out at the detainees
based on his enptions would nmake his
Soldiers’ time there longer and Ilikely
harder for the next unit coning into this
AQ.
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Smth then worried about how his Sol diers
were going to react to the detainees.
Bryan's was a platoon of Infantry guys.

These guys won't think twice about
ki cking a guy’s ass.

Smith turned to check in on his Soldiers.
The nmen were obviously hurting, but they
were professional. They had been trained
well. They had good |eaders. And they were
strong enough to do the right thing.

They didn't do anything stupid that
could’ve gotten the detainees released—
something like sending the detainees to
court beaten, wth black eyes. The best
they could do was trust that the system
woul d wor K.

Hopefully, these guys are gonna go away
to prison for the rest of their lives.

Smith gathered hinmself and nmade sure the
pl at oon was okay. Then he sat down to wite
a letter of condolence to his RTO s nom

71. JOHN NGUYEN

Li eut enant John Nguyen reviewed the
weekly patrol schedule that he'd just
received from his battery commuander .
Looking at it, he concluded that there
wasn't sufficient “re-gen” tine between
mssions for his Soldiers. For severa
consecutive days, his platoon’s nissions
had extended nuch longer than planned. In
addition to regular patrolling, they had
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been working with SIG@ NI assets to raid
targets and seize detai nees, and processing
the detainees sonetines lasted until the
start of the next m ssion.

The problem was that when tinme on
m ssions increased, the tinme needed for
vehicle 10-1evel mai nt enance and sl eep
didn't decrease. As a result, what got
squeezed out was “re-gen” tinme, as Nguyen
liked to call it—+ime to call hone, play
some X-Box, work out, listen to nusic.
Personal tinme to unwi nd. Nguyen had cone to
view the deploynent as a marathon, not a
sprint. H's Soldiers had no weekends or
days off—4ust day after day of relentless
m ssions. Nguyen had noticed that his
Soldiers weren't as alert nentally outside
the wire when all they'd done recently was
work and sleep. They needed their re-gen
tinme.

Nguyen approached his battery conmander.

“Sir,” he said. “Wth the new mission
set, our OPTEMPO has i ncreased
significantly, and the guys are snoked.
They’ ve had no opportunity over the past
week to call honme, get on email, go to the
gym anything like that.”

John pulled out a troop-to-task natrix
that he and the other PLs had devel oped
along with their PSGs.

“Sir,” he cont i nued. “M ssi on,
mai nt enance, mnimal sleep—we’'re getting
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those acconplished, but there’'s been no
time for personal ‘re-gen.’” Look at how
tight it’'s been,” he said, pointing at the
troop-to-task matri x.

“VWhat do you have in mnd?” asked his
conmander .

“Sir, if we can cut an hour off the front
and back ends of these patrols,” he said,
pointing at the chart, ®“and cut Second
Section’s patrol on Mnday, everyone shoul d
have tinme to re-charge their batteries. W

can still get al | t he m ssi ons
acconplished. W'Il just have a little |ess
time in sector. And this assunmes we don’t
get any nore patrols-fromhell in the next
few days.”

“That sounds reasonable, John,” replied
his BC. “Your changes won't inpact any

other platoons, so you can run with them
Wiy don’'t you update the patrol board in
Qs and 1’1l put it out to the other
pl atoon’ s tonorrow.”

“Hooah, sir. Thanks.”
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72. TRAVI S ATWOCD

Li eutenant Travis Atwood sat in his room
on the COP. He rubbed his tenples.
Exhaust ed. The room faded for a nonent.

He woke up a few seconds later. His
muscl es ached. Nonst op, pat r ol after
patrol, he was nearly spent from pulling
double duty-both as platoon |eader and
pl at oon sergeant. He was patrol |eader for
every m ssion outside the COP, with no rest
cycle between his two jobs. Meanwhile, his
pl atoon sergeant stayed on the FOB, a
shadow of the Soldier Atwood knew him to
be. Hs PSG won’t ride in anything lighter
than a Bradley. It’s not so nuch fear, but
a sound logic driven into his mnd by his
gunner’s death and his own wounding by the
same grenade. “If we have Bradleys, we
shoul d use them” he says.

But the terrain gets a vote too, and BFVs
can’t fit down the AOs narrow streets and
all eyways. A change to Bradleys would
severely reduce t he pl atoon’ s
maneuverability in battle.

Atwood closed his eyes and inagined
vari ous scenarios: |EDs, anbushes, conplex
anmbushes, cordon and sear ches. He
envi sioned them with and without Bradleys.
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In sone situations, the added arnor woul d
help. In others, insurgents would escape
down alleys or the vehicles would get stuck
in a bad situation. But when he inmagined a
battle wi thout his platoon sergeant, Atwood
just felt nore exhaust ed.

Atwood thought about the best interests
of the platoon. On one hand: no arnor, but
no platoon sergeant. On the other: nore
personnel, and a senior NCO to hel p manage
the chaos and tend to casualties.

He came to believe that soneti nmes
conprom se is necessary. He could live with
two BFVs, two Hunvees, and a respected and
conpet ent pl at oon sergeant.

So he gave in to his platoon sergeant’s
request. Atwood rubbed his eyes again. He'd
need to start brainstorning new TTPs before
he could go to bed.

73. M KE HESS

Li eutenant Mke Hess lay prone on the
cool ground, notionless, covered by |eaves,
observing a farnmhouse and field through his
bi nocul ars.

The evening before, his squadron had
cleared through the area. They had received
intelligence that significant caches were
buried at the farm but their efforts to
find a cache had been fruitless. Tine and
agai n, Hess' s Sol di ers had identified
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potential caches in the field by wusing
metal detectors, only to find that the
signal was nerely scrap netal that had been
buried there to frustrate the American
technol ogy. At one point, Hess had I ooked
around at the Ilraqgis observing the scene
from a distance, wondering who anong them
were laughing as his Soldiers labored in
t he heat chasi ng fal se | eads. The
insurgents may as well have painted “the
finger” on each chunk of netal

As darkness had fallen last night, the
squadron had abandoned its efforts and
prepared to nove to its next objective.

Hess’'s squadron conmander and conpany
commander had approached him

“Mke,” his SCO had said. “The bad guys
know we wuse netal detectors, and they
fooled us today. But they're predictable,

too. I'll bet they return to do their own
BDA after we leave. So, | want your platoon
to do a stay-behind OP tonight. We'll et

them | ead us straight to their caches.”

Under the cover of darkness and amd the
novenent out of the area of two conpanies
of Sol di er s, M ke’ s pl at oon and the
squadron’s sniper platoon had settled into
t hei r hi dden observation posts.

Darkness gave way to dawn, and lraqis
began energing fromtheir hones.

“Charlie One-Six, this is Two, over,”
whi spered a squad | eader over his radio.
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“One-Si x,” Hess replied.

“W got two nen, unarnmed, who approached
from the east and are |ooking around the
field.”

“Roger,” Hess sai d. He inmediately
called the report to Higher, which put ISR
assets on station.

Hess’s Sol diers observed as the two nen
investigated several specific |ocations,
even di gging up one cache to be sure it was
there. A UAV recorded it all.

As the nen left the farmfield, Hess gave
the order to capture them and his Sol diers
did so without incident.

Later that norning, the squadron returned
to the farm This tine, they knew exactly
where to dig. They found and exploited an
ext ensi ve system of high-value caches. Both
men turned out to be AQ operatives, and
their information led rapidly to severa
nore successful operations against AQ .

VWho' s | aughi ng now? thought Hess. Chalk
one up for the good guys.

74. MATT ROWE

Li eutenant Matt Rowe knew that he had two
i nportant decisions to make—which route to
take back to the FOB, and whether to drive

“white light” or *“blackout.” These were
not unusual decisions; he made them al nost
every m ssion. Yet tonight, for sone

reason, they felt unusually significant.
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Rowe was in downtown Baghdad with half of
his platoon at approxi mately 0200 hours on
a warm May night. The EOD team that he was

securing had just cleared a site. It was
time to return to the FOB.

Now Rowe had to select the route. Al l
routes from his location were categorized
as “black” - to be used only when

absolutely necessary due to the high
frequency of I|EDs. No route appeared any

better than the others. That night, he
noticed an unusually high nunber of
mlitary-age nales mlling around on the

streets, watching the American Sol diers.
Rowe decided to take the sanme route hone.
It was the nost direct route, and an hour
before it had been safe, which was nore
than he knew about other possible routes.
To nmitigate the risk, Rowe directed his
patrol to drive on the left side of the
roadway, which was different than how they
had approached the area.

Rowe also decided to have his platoon
nove with their vehicle headlights on. It
was a trade-off. Headl i ghts enabl e
Soldiers to nore readily identify pressure-
plates and roadside |EDs, but they also
make it easier for an insurgent triggernan
to accurately target a vehicle wth a
command- det onated | ED. Rowe picked his
poi son. Based on his know edge of the
threat in the area, he judged the min
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threat to be infrared-activated EFPs, which
are best countered by visual ID. He decided
to keep the headlights on

Convoyi ng back, Rowe’'s truck was second
on the order of march

VWHHHHOOOOOMVM ! |

A flash to his front.

“White 3 is hit! Wite 3 is hit!”
screaned the lead vehicle's driver over the
net. Wiite 3 was SSG Martinez, the TC of
the lead truck and senior NCO on the
m ssi on.

“How bad?” Rowe asked.

“He’ s unconsci ous.”

“I's your vehicle still operational ?”
113 YeS' ”
Rowe knew that a small Anerican FOB

nearby had an aid station nanned by a PA
Gven the severity of the injury, he
decided to continue toward the extensive
medical facilities at the Internationa
Zone.

“Keep noving, straight to the 1Z,7 Rowe
or der ed.

Whonp- WHHHHOOOOOMWM ! |

Two near-sinmultaneous blasts |it the sky
in front of Rowe—ene about 20 nmeters to his
front, the other about 100 neters out. He
heard small-arms fire, and then the | ouder
return fire of his vehicles’ gunners.

Rowe’s nouth went dry and he got a
sinking feeling in his stomach. He tried to
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| ook through the small w ndows in his up-
arnored HVWW with his NVGs, but he could
see only the green silhouettes of darkened

bui | di ngs. Hi s platoon was stopped in one
of the few places in Baghdad wth
streetlights. He felt |Iike they were

actors on a stage, seen by all yet unable
to see into the darkness beyond the
spotlights.

Wth his gunners pouring 7.62nm into the

dar kness, the attackers withdrew The
shooting stopped, replaced by the |ow
runble of the idling vehicles. After

taking a quick drink of water to regain his
voice, Rowe called for reports and noved
his truck forward to pull security for the
now heavily damaged |ead truck. The two
trucks behind hi mwere unhar nmed.

As his platoon’s mssion transitioned to
treating the casualties, Rowe wasn't sure
what he shoul d do.

Get out and evaluate? Stay on the radio
and report? Beconme a casualty nyself? The
section | eader is already down...

Rowe’s driver hurried to render first
aid. Two of the EOD personnel rushed
forward. They carried the injured gunner
into their EOD vehicle and began treating
him The driver was |ess seriously wounded.
Rowe’ s antenna was damaged, so he typed out
reports and a request for the QRF using his
Bl ue Force Tracker
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Rowe’s driver ran back and reported to
his |ieutenant.

“Sergeant Martinez is dead,” he said.

“Are you sure?’” asked Rowe.

Rowe’ s gunner interjected in disbelief.

“He’s not dead. He’'s probably just
unconsci ous,” said the gunner.

It seenmed inpossible to believe that this
strong and respected |eader, Rowe’'s friend
and sidekick on nore than 160 m ssions,
coul d be dead.

Rowe’s driver ran back to the first
truck, checked again, and returned.

“He’s dead, sir. | know a dead body when
| see one.”

The QRF arrived. Rowe had his rear truck
cone forward and hook a tow strap to the
i mobilized vehicle, and they towed it back
to the nearby small FOB

As soon as the platoon entered the gate,
they were swarnmed by Sol diers. Peopl e
pulled the casualties from the vehicles.
They began aski ng for battl e-roster
nunbers, casualty f eeder cards,
debriefings. Rowe wanted first to call his
commander and tell him personally what had
happened, since all he had been able to do
with the BFT was type nessages.

Then it hit him Al of this is crazy. MWy
nunber-one priority needs to be checking on
my guys who are injured.

Rowe wal ked away from the crowd and into
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the aid station. He first saw SPC Jinks.
Jinks was laying on a gurney, in terrible
pain from shrapnel wounds to his groin
area. The nedics were cutting the clothes
off his body. Rowe took the hand of the 21-
year-old father of three and held it.

Then Rowe saw Sergeant Martinez’'s body
lying alone on a gurney nearby. A wave of
grief consumed him He felt ||ike he
coul dn’ t br eat he. He br oke down
nonentarily, his tears flowng for his
fallen brother in arns. Rowe watched as
medi cal per sonnel respectfully pl aced
Sergeant Martinez into a body bag.

Rowe went to the FOB CP and called his
commander on the phone, explaining to him
what had happened. After Rowe hung up, the
FOB commander took Rowe aside and offered
words of consolation. Then the FOB S-3 and
S-2 began their de-briefing of the platoon
| eader. Rowe recounted his unit’s mssion
and actions.

At one point, when Rowe was explaining
his thought processes for selecting the
rout e, the S-3 msunderstood him and
enotionally interjected, “That's the worst
route you could have taken! That' s
terrible!” As calmy as he could, Rowe
explained that he had only considered the
“terrible” route, but had decided on a
route that was essentially the sane one
that the major recommended. This tinme the
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S-3 expressed approval. But the damage was
done. Rowe felt defensive, |ike he was on
trial

Satisfied, the mpjors dismssed Rowe.
Rowe trembled inside, furious that field
grades who'd probably never led a conbat
patrol were scrutinizing his decisions.
Rowe didn’'t need anyone to second-guess his
deci sions that night; he was taking care of
that on his own.

Rowe gathered all his Soldiers together
outside. They were in shock, chain-snoking
even worse than usual

He told themthat they could say whatever
they wanted, and they did. Their words
seethed with anger at lragis. The |EDs had
been command detonated, and there had been
so many lraqi nmen observing them from the
nonment they had entered the nei ghborhood.

Rowe’s gunner reached wup onto their
truck’s turret and grabbed a mniature
Iragi flag that had gotten snagged on it
earlier that evening.

He held it out and lit it on fire.

As two of his Soldiers privately watched
the flag burn with satisfaction, Rowe kept
his counsel. He knew he shouldn’t condone
the activity, but it wasn't tine for a
phil osophical <civics lesson. H's Soldiers
needed to grieve, and burning the Iraqi
flag wasn't going to hurt anybody.

Rowe was infornmed that a helicopter was
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i nbound to collect SSG Martinez’'s remains.
He had argued earlier with the captain who
served as FOB mayor that he wanted to carry
SSG Martinez’'s body back to their FOB with
the platoon convoy, the body bag laid
across the back seat of his Humvee. Rowe
wanted to stay by his squad |eader’s side
as long as he could and take him home. But
he had been overruled. So, before the
hel i copter arrived, Rowe took his Soldiers
into the aid station to pay their final
respects. The body bag was still on the
gurney, now covered with an Anerican flag.
The Soldiers gathered around their fallen
| eader, in silence and then in prayer.

After the helicopter departed with SSG
Martinez's body, Rowe |led a convoy back to
their FOB. They noved out at dawn al ong the
same street where they had been attacked
four hours earlier. Wth Rowe’'s three
operational trucks, two EOD trucks, two
wr ecker s—ene carrying t he destroyed
vehi cl e—and three other trucks, the convoy
had the look and feel of a caisson in a
funeral procession.

Iragi people on the street stopped to
watch them go by, and it seened to Rowe
that they understood what he was feeling.
It occurred to him how many Iragis had been
killed in the war—how many of their own
funeral processions these people had seen—
and he felt synpathy for them For the
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first time since the attack, Rowe’ s anger
began to | essen.

Back at his FOB, Rowe was busy all
nmorning reporting on what had happened. He
talked with the task-force conmander and
the other field-grade officers, filled out
storyboards that were sent to Higher,
reviewed the battalion’s duty log to fill
in the blanks and correct its nmistakes.
Just before noon, his battery conmmander
told him that he could join a convoy to
visit the injured Soldiers, who were in the
| Z. Rowe grabbed toiletries and clothes for
both his wounded Soldiers and grabbed a
photo al bum at the request of SPC Jinks.
They rolled out at approximately 1200 to
spend the afternoon at the CSH.

As he entered the hospital, Rowe passed
by a |ieutenant he renenbered as a
classmate from West Point. Looking back, he
wat ched the |ieutenant approach a group of
Sol diers gathered in front of the hospital.
It was obvious that they had just |ost one
of their brothers. Rowe visited with Jinks
and was able to pick up the driver injured
in the blast, who was RTD. They returned to
their FOB in time to eat sone chow It had
been nore than 24 hours since Rowe had | ast
sl ept or eaten.

Rowe wanted to attend the ranp cerenony
at the airport, where he and others could
pay respects as SSG Martinez's body was
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| oaded on a plane bound for the United
St at es.

He was told that the cerenmony could go at
any tine after 1800, so Rowe stayed awake,
waiting. As the hours Ilingered on, he
decided to call his parents. As he told
them what had happened, they becane very
upset. For the first tine in his life, Matt
heard his father cry. Hearing his usually
stoic father worried literally to tears,
Rowe felt sick with guilt, |ike soneone had
reached into his gut and was tw sting his
i nnar ds.

“1" 11 be alright,” Rowe assured his
parents. But they all knew it was a prom se
he coul dn’t guar ant ee.

Rowe drifted to sleep at about 0100, his
first sleep in nore than 40 hours.

An hour later, he was awoken by the alert
for the ranp cerenobny. A convoy of 16
trucks, led by Rowe’s battalion comrander
and CSM rushed to the airfield in the
m ddl e of the night.

Waiting at the flight |line for the
aircraft to arrive, Rowe saw anot her
lieutenant there for the same reason. Rowe
recognized him from a mission a week
earlier in Amariyah. The other LT told Rowe
that his Soldier had been killed by a
sniper. Rowe recalled that during the
mssion in Amariyah, a sniper round had
barely missed him It could just as easily
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be nme here in the casket.

It occurred to Rowe that, in the past 14
hour s, he had run into t wo fell ow
i eutenants who were going through the sane
awful experience that he was. This isn’t
some unique tragedy of mne. It’'s what
happens every day in war, and |eaders have
to deal with it and continue to do their
best .

The C-130 arrived. The Hercules spit out
a load of Soldiers returning from nid-tour
| eave, and then the plane’'s crew readied it
to carry hone Soldiers who would never
again visit with their famlies.

Rowe had selected hinself and the
Sol diers of SSG Martinez's squad—those who
had been on the fateful nission—+to carry
his casket onto the aircraft. An E-5 from a
unit at the airfield gave them directions
on how to carry the casket and what to do
Three caskets were being | oaded that night.
One did not have any Soldiers fromits unit
there for the ranp cerenony, so Rowe
volunteered his detail to carry that casket
as well.

Soldiers from both units lined up on the
flight line, silently saluting.

First, the other platoon |eader and his
Soldiers carried their fallen conrade onto
the aircraft. Then, the E-5 returned to
march Rowe’'s team as they carried SSG
Martinez. The E-5 did not keep a good
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cadence, and the pall bearers got out of
step, which angered Rowe.

Rowe was struck by how cold and wet from
condensation the casket handle was on his
hands.

Thi s casket must be packed with ice.

After placing SSG Martinez' s casket where
the E-5 directed, beside the first casket,
Rowe and his Soldiers returned for the
third casket. Wen they returned to the
aircraft with the third body, there was no
room to place the third casket. They were
stuck holding the casket above the other
two. There was no space for the pall
bearers to nove. Rowe’'s anger built.

Does this idiot have no fucking idea how
important it is to do this right! W're
trying to honor these Soldiers, and we're
jacking it up!

Rowe t ook charge of the situation.

“Right step, march!”

After placing the casket down in an open
space, they saluted. Then everyone present
mar ched up around the bay of the aircraft,
and a chaplain said a few words.

Imediately after the cerenony, Rowe
raced back across the FOB, changing his
radio’s cryptographic fill along the way.
He and 3'% Squad had to be ready to assume
the EOD-security mssion at 0600.

They were driving straight to the DFAC to
get sone breakfast when they received a
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m ssion before they could even get there.
Less than 15 mnutes l|later, Matt Rowe and
3rd Squad, with its new squad | eader, rolled
out the gate into Baghdad.

75. TED KRESBOK

Li eutenant Ted Kresbok was |eading a
route-clearance mssion in the mddle of
the night along a rural highway. His

pl at oon appr oached an I raqi Ar ny
checkpoi nt .

“There are no | A present,” reported the
| ead truck. “The checkpoint is abandoned.”

It was the sane old shit. Tinme and again
in his route-clearing experiences, Kresbok
had noticed that when the |IA were absent,
an |ED was present. Kresbok’'s Soldiers
i ncreased their vigilance.

“I"ve got an EFP off the right side of
the road,” reported the lead truck. It was

| ess t han 100 net ers from the I A
checkpoi nt .
“This is bullshit,” Kresbok conmmented to

his crew. “The I A know where the |EDs are,
but they leave us to get killed.”

Kresbok’s platoon had |ost one of their
own to an EFP. Wth every incident |ike
this, he and his Soldiers became angrier
with the Iraqis for their conplicity.

After reducing the EFP, Kresbok’s platoon
began to nove forward agai n.
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As Kresbok’ s Hunmvee  approached the
checkpoint, the Iraqi flag flying there
caught his attention.

“Stop here for a second,” Kresbok told
his driver. The lieutenant hopped out of
his truck and snatched the lraqi flag.
“W're the ones risking our lives to give
their country a chance. This flag is nore
ours than theirs.”

Five minutes later, Kresbok radioed the
local U S. Arny unit to send a report.

“I'ronclaw Three-Six,” interrupted the
battalion's XO, a mmjor. “Do you know
anything about an Iraqi flag being taken
froma checkpoi nt ?”

Kr esbok didn't t ake t he guestion
seriously. H's inpulsive action of taking
the flag wasn’'t a big deal, and he didn't
think it nmerited such a serious tone.

“Why, no, sir,” he replied. “I don’t know
anyt hing about an Iraqgi flag.”

Ten mnutes later, the Dbattalion XO
cal | ed back.

“Ironclaw Three-Six, we are receiving
reliable reports from our partner Iraq
Arny unit that an American route-clearance
patrol stole their national flag from one
of their checkpoints. You are the only
Anerican unit in the area. YOU NEED TO FI ND
THAT FLAG”

“Roger, sir,” Kresbok admitted. “l have
the flag and will return it imediately.”
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“Three-Six, who are you? \What is your
nane?” asked the field-grade officer.

“Li eut enant Ted Kr esbok, sir,” he
replied. He felt sick by his emerging
realization of what he had done.

Kresbok swung his patrol around and
returned the Iraqi flag to the checkpoint,
whi ch was once agai n manned by the | A

When the patrol was conplete, Kresbok was
told to wait out si de hi s battalion
commander’ s of fice. He st ood there
t hroughout the night until wel | past
daybreak. That nmorning, he was called in to
face his battalion commander

The day before, LT Ted Kresbok had been
t he battalion’s “gol den boy” pl at oon
| eader. Now he was a thief, a liar, an
enmbarrassment to his unit.

76. TOM HI CKEY

Li eutenant Tom Hi ckey sat in his up-
armored Humvee, watching as one of his
Bradley Fighting Vehicles burned to the
ground 200 nmeters down the street. This
time, thank CGod, all of his Soldiers had
safely evacuated the vehicle after it was
struck by an IED and caught fire. There was
not hing to do now but watch it burn.

It appeared that everyone in the
nei ghborhood had the sane idea. C owds
surrounded the conflagration, apparently
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unfamliar wth the concept of rounds
cooki ng of f.

H ckey noticed a man approaching the
burning Bradley. He threw sonmething on it.
Trash! Qhers imtated his exanple, and in
short time a crowd of young nen were
heapi ng trash onto the vehicle, feeding the
flanmes to the cheers of the crowd.

“Should | fucking light them up?” asked
his gunner, who was manning the M40
machi negun.

RCE checklists filtered through Hickey's
m nd. Destroying US governnent property.
That was enough to justify Kkilling the
bastards adding fuel to the fire.

He knew an investigation would clear him
if he did open fire. And he knew it would
feel good to kill some of the scunmbags who
were dancing around the Bradley like it was
sone kind of celebration. He wouldn't |ose
any sleep over killing them But then he
t hought about sonething that had happened a
few nont hs ago.

“You renmenber that little girl who had
been shot by a stray round in the neck, the
one we rushed to the clinic?” he asked his
Crew.

“Yes, sir,” the gunner replied.

“Well, we were saying then that people
who can’t control their fires and who harm
i nnocent people should burn in hell
right?”
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“Yes, sir.”

“Well, there’s no way we coul d engage the
scunbags wi t hout somne rounds hitting
i nnocent people in the crowd.”

H s crew t hought about it.

“Roger. Can | fire sone warning rounds to
scare them of f?” the gunner asked.

“Roger. One burst center mass into the
Brad.”

That was enough to scare off the
revel ers.

77. TREVOR BUCKEY

“I"'m sorry, but you're not going to
Mental Health.”

Li eutenant Trevor Buckey knows he is
taking a huge risk in denying the request.
But what is he to do? He had deployed a
full nechanized Infantry platoon to conbat,
but now the platoon barely had enough nen
to operate. Casualties, R&R taskings, now
nment al heal t h.

Buckey knows what PTSD | ooks like. He's
talked to his PA about the legitimte
si gns. He's sent other Soldiers away
before, but now he just can’t afford to.
The mission would be at risk

He's given advice for dealing wth
stress: “Take a baseball bat to that burnt-
out car. Spend some tinme on t he
PlayStation. Get a little rack.” But he
can’t afford to | ose anot her body.
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These days, when Buckey gets on the
ground to clear a house or search sone
cars, he feels nore like a squad |eader,
with only eight other Sol diers.

Buckey had gone on every patrol for the
first five nonths of the deploynent before
burning hinself out. And so he chose to
back off a little, stay on the FOB for sone
of the m ssions.

Yeah, | should be with ny Soldiers, but
if there is a patrol | can’'t stay awake on
I’m not doing any good. |I'm on ny sixth

straight nonth of having four hours of
sl eep a night..

The Sol di er who clains PTSD doesn't get a
choice. His platoon needs him and so his
PL nakes a decision: you don’t need nental
health. You can take an hour on the
PlayStation, or read or sleep or work out.
But I need you at SP tine.

The irony of allow ng soneone tine off is
that it conpounds the problem |If you give
a guy sone tine away to deconpress, then
everyone else works that nuch harder to
cover for him naking them that nuch nore
fatigued, that nmuch nore in need of tine
of .

The cycle drives the health neter
downward until the game is in jeopardy—hot
enough energy pellets on the screen to go
ar ound.

Not going well?
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Rebooting is not an option.

78. BRENDAN GRI SWOLD

Li eutenant Brendan Giswold knew that
many of his Soldiers felt helpless, angry,
even scared by what had occurred. None of
them said it explicitly or displayed it by
their actions, but he knew what they were
feeling, and he expected that he and his
pl at oon sergeant would have to talk to them
about what happened. But there was no tine
for that now Security canme first, and the
conbat out post needed to be fully
est abl i shed.

For the next 48 hours, Giswld s
Soldiers pulled long hours on security as
followon Logistics and Engineer units
worked to fortify the new COP. Eneny

attacks continued—small arns and nortar
attacks—and Giswld s Soldiers responded
bravel y and prof essional | y. When his

pl atoon was finally relieved from perineter
security, Giswold brought his Soldiers
together to talk about what they had
experienced. Last week, they had been first
on the scene when six of their brothers in
1°" Pl atoon were kill ed.

Giswld began by giving the platoon a
SITREP on the AO Then he asked his
Soldiers to speak up if they had anything
to say about what happened to 1% Pl atoon.
No one responded. The platoon sergeant
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spoke.

“It’s okay to feel worried,” the platoon
sergeant said. “And if anyone needs to talk
to the chaplain, just let ne know”

After a few nmonents of silence, one of
the Giswld s Soldiers spoke up. He was a
close friend to several of those killed in
the attack.

“Let’s go kill bad guys,” he said
sol emly.

Giswold knew what he nmeant. They had to
put their grief behind them and focus on
acconplishing the mission their conrades
had di ed for.

The platoon bowed in prayer for a nonent
and then got back to work.

79. CLI NT SPEEGLE

Li eutenant dint Speegle woke up again,
with the sane face burned into his nmind. He
t hought again about the first tine he had
seen that face.

It had been a routine day on a conbat air
patrol. A couple of troops-in-contact, a
coupl e of route-clearance support m ssions,
and Speegle was nearing the end of the day.
Then he got a <call about a possible
sectarian viol ence incident.

“Sunnis are firing belt-fed tracer rounds
into a Shia neighborhood and lighting the
houses on fire.”
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The unit had recently changed its TTP to
fly at 6,000 feet to avoid small arns and
RPG fire from the ground. Speegle thought
at 6,000 feet they' d never be able to find
the Sunni nmachi ne gunners, especially since
the damage had already been done to the
houses.

Whatever. This is stupid. W are never
gonna find these guys. It happened 30
m nutes  ago, the houses are already
burni ng. These guys are | ong gone.

Speegl e’s wingnman continued to scan the
area near the burning houses. He spotted a
group of nmen l|oading nachine guns into an
SWV, 300 neters across the canal from the
bur ni ng houses.

Speegle couldn’t believe it. This was too
easy. He was ready to shoot. However, he
had to wait for clearance of fires over the
radio. Wiile they were waiting, the SW
drove away. Speegle and his w ngman
followed the truck as it drove to a house
Speegl e saw kids playing in the yard.

Pl ease drive away fromthat house.

The SWV drove away from the house and
stopped at a nobsque. Due to ROE, the Apache
pilots couldn’'t shoot near the nbsque. An
i ndi vidual exited the nosque and got in the
SW. The SW departed the npbsque and
started driving down a canal road.
Speegle’s w ngnan nosed it over, and
Speegl e started shooting the vehicle wth
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30 mm cannon. The insurgents had no idea
the Apaches were there wuntil the ground
started exploding around them The |ead
aircraft broke off and Speegle nmade a run
to engage the vehicle. One  of t he
i ndi vi dual s started running from the
vehi cl e.

“Ch no, dude, don't run,” Speegle said.
At one point, the fleeing individual Ilaid
down.

“Cease fire,” Speegle said.

The individual got back up and started to
run again.

“Alright, Brian, push it over. W need to
get this guy.”

Speegle started shooting alongside the
fleeing individual, who was zig-zagging in
between bursts of nachine gun fire. He
junped into a ditch and kept fl eeing.

The Apache had swooped down from 6, 000
feet. Speegle was heads-down during the
descent, tracking and engaging the eneny.
Wen Speegle finally |ooked up, he was
looking into the startled face of the
i nsurgent, as the Apache hovered 75 neters
away from him Speegle pulled the trigger,
turning the insurgent’s body into a puff of
pi nk m st.

But that face was still t her e, and
Speegle knew he'd likely see it again the
next time he slept.
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80. DAVE MACPHAI L

Make contact with the snallest elenent
possi bl e.

That was Dave McPhail’s nentality when
he decided to listen to his NCCs. And so he
put one man on point to |lead a vehicular
patrol .

Hs smallest elenent: one man in a dune-
buggy-1ooking vehicle called a Husky. It
was a mne-detecting vehicle with no weapon
system

MacPhail knew that innovation could be
ri sky. Nothing ventured, nothing gai ned.

Hs new TTP was soon tested. A 5-array,
passi ve-infrared-activated EFP expl oded
towards the point vehicle. It was an anbush
that woul d’ ve taken out the entire crew of
a Hunmvee or RG 31, as it had on Christnmas
Day.

Dave's Soldiers reacted to the blast,
swarmng the Husky wth security and
searching for eneny to engage. They pulled
t he Husky driver out.

The extent of his wounds: nerely a bad
concussi on. The new TTP wor ked.
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81. JAMES ANDERSON

Li eutenant Janmes Anderson’s platoon had
been doing a “speed day” up and down Route
Tanpa, which nmeant they would sit in one
spot for about 15 minutes, then nove on to
another position. They had just passed
t hrough Checkpoint 101, north of Taji. This
area was a hot spot, an area known for
eneny activity.

As Anderson’s tank pulled through the
checkpoint, he noticed a woman getting out
of a car. Nornmally, he wouldn't think
anything about it. But in this area, he was
al ert to every novenent around him
Ander son was concerned for her safety.

Nearing the wonman, he noticed sonething
unusual. Man, that is a tall woman. Wnen
in lraqg are rarely over six-feet tall and
not as skinny as this wonman. But as they
pul led forward, he didn't think nuch nore
about it.

Then sonmething else struck Anderson as
odd: the wonan was wearing gl oves. Strange.
It rmust have been at |east 80 degrees that
day. He assessed the situation. W have a
tall, thin woman, wearing gloves, in a hot
spot .

As Anderson’s tank eased closer to the
woman, she covered her face a bit nore.
Ander son becanme even nore troubl ed.

| could | ook at her hands. The difference
between a man’s hands and a woman’'s is
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pretty significant. If that doesn’t work, |
can ask her to nove her veil

He pulled his tank up next to the wonan
and popped the hatch. He stuck his head out
the hatch and notioned to get the wonman’s
attention. He told her to put her hands up
He took off his own gl oves to denonstrate.

“Show nme your hands!” he said as he waved
his own gloves in the air.

She shook her head no.

Anderson pulled hinmself higher in his
hatch. As he |ooked down, he noticed that
her feet were size 10 or 11, far bigger
than any Ilraqi woman he had ever seen.
Iragi wonen always wear confortable shoes;
sandals or sone sort of girl shoes. He
noti oned to her again.

Just show ne your hands. Again, the tall
Iraqgi woman shook her head. She began to

wal k away.
Ander son assessed what he had l|learned in
the | ast few nonents: A tall wonan,

ski nni er than usual, not wearing the right
shoes, big feet, and right in the mddle of
hot spot. She wouldn’t reveal her hands.

This is a man. | am 99.9 percent sure
this is a man.

As she walked away, Anderson noticed
somet hi ng even nore al arning.

The woman, whom he now believed to be a
man, was carrying sonmething between her
| egs.
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He has a round strapped between his | egs!
I can't see it, but just by the way it
| ooks...

Anderson raised his M4 and fired a round
into the “woman’s” back. The figure
collapse into a pile of white fabric.
Anderson stood there, his weapon stil
trained on the pile, as the blast of his
rifle echoed through the streets.

Then he questioned hinsel f.

Did I just kill a woman? Did | just kil
a worman carrying a kid?

He had to know the answer. Anderson
called EOD to clear the body.

Wile he waited, he and his platoon
detained a suspected triggerman, who had
exited the same car as the woman. It seened
like it was taking forever for EOD to
arrive. The wait provided a grueling period
to reflect on what had just happened.

Anderson needed to confort hinself and
hi s nen.

“Hey guys, we did the right thing,” he
said. The nen agreed.

I know what | saw. |’ve seen guys
carrying rounds before. It’'s just sonething
|"ve come to recogni ze.

EOD arrived in about half an hour and
began to work. Wen the EOD team carefully
positioned the body for a search, the veil
fell to the ground. Anderson saw a goatee
and a red bandana-it was definitely a man.
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“Thank God.” Relief flooded over him

Movi ng the body reveal ed that the man had
been <carrying a 120mnm shell that was
intended to be an I ED. The dead nan dressed
as a woman turned out to be the brother of
one of the highest-valued targets in the
ar ea.

Li eutenant Anderson clinbed back on his
tank and continued patrolling north on
Rout e Tanpa, noti ng t hat he stil
consi dered the area around Checkpoint 101 a
hot spot.

82. JI M FREEZE

Hello all,

Thi ngs have been going really well for
nme and ny platoon, despite the cold, wet

weat her we’ve been having. | don't get to
watch the news all that often, but when |
do, I've noticed that Irag has not been
making the headlines like it was when |

first deployed last spring/sumrer. So while
it’s not in the news as often as it once
was, the reality that our nilitary is at
war in a foreign country is still very much
a reality to nme and the nenbers of ny
platoon. It seens that the |ack of coverage
is a good thing because prior to the surge,
there were scores of Soldiers dying for
seem ngly no reason

Even when | arrived in lIraq, | still
struggled with believing whether or not the
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US. should still be here. On the 4th of
July last year, I remenber having a
conversation over sone sparkling cider and
a cigar with my good friend Austin, and we
tal ked about how if we had to characterize
this country in one word, it would be
“hopel ess.” W felt as though that
sentinment was echoed throughout Anmerica,
almost as if the population |longed for us
to fail and pull out as soon as possible.
It’s exciting to me that, now, if | had to
characterize lrag in one word, it would be
“progress.”

Wiile the progress is not making the
news as much as deaths of Service Menbers
once were, | amwtnessing it first hand in
my everyday work, and | nust say it’'s
encour agi ng.

83. TOMWY BRANMANTI

Two Civil Affairs officers cane into
Li eutenant Tomy Bramanti’s small, cranped
of fice, and gave hima curious | ook.

“Here you go,” said the taller of the
two. He presented a thick manila folder
from under his shoulder and dropped it on
Bramanti’s desk. There was a brief pause,
and Bramanti endured the awkward silence.
An explanation would be appropriate right
about now.

The shorter of the two chined in.

“Ch, no one told you?” he asked.
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Bramanti pinched his eyebrows together,
feigning surprise over his exhaustion.

“You see, this is all the paperwork for
the ‘Trash for Cash’ program.and, we,” the
shorter one said as he notioned to his

partner, “have to go. So the program is
yours.”
Br amant i sensed an upconi ng bur den

despite the conedi c scene.

“Long story short, vyou need to get
$50,000 to fund it by next nonth,” said the
taller, as t he shorter man nodded
approvi ngly.

Bramanti opened the folder and flipped
t hrough the stack of paperwork

“You nmean |’ m supposed to get funding for
your program and run route-clearance
m ssions at the same tine?”

Bramanti’s question went unanswered, as
the CGvil Affairs personnel had already
left his office.

A few weeks later, Bramanti was sitting
in his Humvee, supervising Day 10 of the
“Trash for Cash” program lraqi cars, |aden
with trash they had collected along the
street, rolled to the collection point. An
Iragi manager paid for each bag. Branmanti
noticed how quickly the streets got cleaner
with a Ilittle incentive. He exited his
Mumvee with his interpreter and nade snal
talk with locals returning from the drop-
of f point.
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Bramanti noticed one lraqi in particular
| ooking back and forth from his newy
acquired coins to the interpreter. Spy-
like, the local |ooked to his left and
right. He approached Bramanti and began to
speak to himin hushed Arabic.

“He says that he's seen al-Qaeda placing
IEDs on a road near here,” said Tonmy's
i nterpreter.

The lieutenant pulled out his map, and
the Iragi pointed to where he’'d seen the
| EDs.

“Thank you very much, ” Br amant i
responded, and the interpreter transl ated.

Sure enough, the next day on route
clearance, Bramanti’'s platoon spotted and
safely destroyed the disclosed |EDs—+hanks
to a little intel someone decided to throw
out with the trash

84. BRI AN LEBI EDNI K

Li eut enant Brian Lebi edni k and hi s
pl atoon sergeant realized the eneny had
been tracking their platoon. The eneny had
followed their novenent from cache to
cache—until the tine had been just right to
strike. Even then, the insurgents canme out
dead.

Still, in continuing the AAR Lebiednik
and his platoon sergeant had realized the
eneny had been watching t hem

216



MONTH ELEVEN

“Sir, what if we used ourselves as bait?”
hi s pl atoon sergeant asked.

Somret hi ng about the question just seened
wr ong—but t he pl at oon ser geant was
definitely onto sonething.

Wiy don’'t we watch them watch us? Just
sone sort of a distraction to get them
novi ng.

They called it the “Shiny Sparkly.”

Their plan was to detonate a safe little
explosion in an open area, create sone
confusi on, make the eneny think there's a
fight, and watch themflock to the action

The next time out, Lebi ednik’s nen
created a “Shiny Sparkly” just as they'd
rehearsed. And as hoped, the eneny used its
wal ki e-tal ki es, cell phones, and runners to
nmove death squads and snipers in for the
kill.

Wthin a few hours of executing the
“Shiny Sparkly,” Lebiednik stood watching
hi s pl at oon met hodi cal |y search and
dismantl e an al-Qaeda hideout, where they
found two VBIEDs. It felt good to be back
in the hunt.
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85. BRAD MELLI NGER

Li eut enant Br ad Mel 1'i nger r epeat ed
Jesus’s words in his m nd.

“Watch and pray.”

Even in a scout/sniper hide site in
Iraq, Mellinger drew upon his faith.
Sometimes he tried to inmagi ne the Garden of
Get hsenane, where Jesus had asked his inner
circle of disciples to wait nearby...

“Watch and pray.”

That’s what Mel |'i nger  did. And he
bel i eved the eneny woul d cone.

The building just through those trees
and reeds, near the Tigris River, would
draw them back. Wth patience, Mllinger’s
men woul d have their eneny delivered.

Mellinger’s nen in another position
detained two nen riding notorcycles along
the narrow dirt paths around the buildi ng—
they had four cell phones between them and
the phones started ringing like crazy. One
of the men had $5,000 on him None of their
stories matched up.

The platoon pulled the bikes and the nen
into their hide site and waited. Wthin
m nut es, two nore bikers cane along,
weaving through the trails. Mllinger’s
Sol di ers detained that pair as well.
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As the sun was rising, two children cane
wal king up the road to the building. The
kids started |ooking around and mlling
around the building. The children ran back
up the road.

Then, ten mnutes later, two young nen
approached the buil ding and went inside.

The building had already been declared
hostile by Mellinger’s Higher. Mellinger
noved his platoon into an anbush position
just outside the building. He told his nen
they were clear to engage when the nen
exi t ed.

The two insurgents cane out of the
bui l ding carrying sone bags and boxes. They
saw the platoon and began running. The
pl atoon opened fire, killing one of the
i nsurgents, but the other escaped.

AK-47 fire rang out from the platoon’'s
rear, near the main road. The platoon
coul dn’ t pur sue t he eneny wi t hout
conpromni sing their own security.

Mel i nger’s men cl eared t he dead
i nsur gent .

They held on to the four detainees—the
not orcycl e scouts—for nost of the day in
their patrol base. After several hours, the
pl atoon noved out of the patrol base and
di spl aced to another position to prepare to
fly away. Just prior to final exfil on the
aircraft, Mellinger got word that the |and-
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owning wunit didn't want to keep the
det ai nees.

Mel i nger was angry. He wal ked up to the
det ai nees, who wer e still | ai d out,
prepared for exfiltration. He told them
they were going to be rel eased.

“You need to wunderstand sonething,”

Mellinger said. “If you re gonna keep on
doi ng what you're doing, you're eventually
gonna be Kkilled. This is your one

opportunity to stand up for your country
to stand up for your children, to stand up
for yourself, to stand up for your God.
This is a decision that's gonna affect your
life. You' re either gonna continue to work
with terrorists and get killed, or you're
gonna change your ways for good and live.”

Mel i nger hoped that his words and their
experience of alnobst being taken away to a
detention facility would influence the nen.

Mel |'i nger thought about what to do wth
the $5,000 his Soldiers had seized fromthe
detai nee. He knew he could do anything he
wanted with it. He could give it to |ocal
Iragis who really needed it, or he could
return it to the detainee.

Brad gave the noney back to the
det ai nee.

“Here you go,” he said. “You can spend
this noney however you want. You can buy a
bonb, or you can help your famly out. But
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if you choose to buy a bonb, you' re gonna
di e sooner or l|ater.”

86. PATRI CK HENSON

Li eutenant Pat Henson patrolled on foot
with hi s pl atoon through the Iraqg
nei ghborhood. They were there to collect
at mospherics in their AO as always, and in
particular to find information for a
potential m ssion. Intelligence reported
that a |eader of sectarian violence had
noved into the area. Henson needed to find
out where the man was |living and then
identify a vacant house to use as a staging
area on the nission to seize the nman

As he walked along the sidewalk in the
darkness of a warm eveni ng, Henson noticed
a man waving at himwith a huge smle. It
was the baker from the bread shop that
Henson and his platoon visited several
times a week. The bakery was located in a
market that was near an Iraqi Pol i ce
station. Because Henson i nsi sted on
conducting joint Iraqgi - Anerican patrols
every other day, and since the lragis did
not like to walk far, Henson had spent a
lot of time on patrol in that narket. He
and his Soldiers regularly stopped to buy
bread and to talk with the baker. They had
even baked their own bread there on severa
occasi ons.
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The baker greeted Henson with a hug and
invited him into his home for chai. The
patrol stopped to pull security outside as
Pat and his platoon sergeant renoved their
hel mets, took a seat in the living room
enj oyed hot sweetened tea, and visited with
their friend.

After a few minutes of small talk, the
baker began expressing his concerns about
recent changes in his neighborhood.

“There is trouble in ny neighborhood,” he
| anented. “New people, bad people, noved in
three houses down, in Nunber Five. They
have forced sone of ny long-tine friends to
| eave their hones. The family in the house
right next to them four houses down, |eft
yesterday, afraid for their lives. This is
awful, awful for lraq.”

Henson couldn’t believe his good |uck
Wthout realizing it, the baker had just
provided him the information he sought—+the
| ocation of the HVI, as well a vacant house
from which to recon the target and stage
t he mi ssion.

87. CLINT SPEEG.E
Li eutenant dint Speegle could hear the
conversation with his JAGin his head, even

as he was flying back to Taji in his
Apache.
“You know you could ve shot,” the JAG

woul d surely say.
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Speegl e knew the RCE, but he had nmade a
nmoral judgnent and saved his bullets. He
knew t hose nmen were as good as dead, but he
didn't want to be the one to kill them

As always, he’d sit down with the JAG and
go over his gun tapes, a task he takes as
no less inportant than the hours he spends
hel ping the crew chiefs take oil sanples
and inspect the helicopter. He'd roll up
his sl eeves and | ook over their shoul ders,
asking questions about the airframe and
their actions to keep the aircraft in good
condition. He did the same here for his
m nd.

H s wingnan and he had been out trolling
the AO looking for sonmething to do on an
uneventful day. They decided to track the
Di vi si on boundary, out in the open desert.
They flew upon a small hut with a truck
nearby in the m ddl e of nowhere.

Speegle had no communications with the
| ocal ground unit, no conmunications wth
hi s own battali on, and “spl ot chy”
conmuni cations with Air Traffic Control. He
wanted to get out of there so he could talk
t o sonebody.

When he |ooked nore closely at the hut
and truck, however, he noticed four nen on
their knees, hands bound behind their
backs. He saw three or four other nen with
AK-47s who were on their knees praying. As
soon as the Apaches neared, the men tried
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to hide their weapons but remained close to
t he host ages.

It appeared to the aviators that they' d
happened upon an i mm nent executi on.
Speegle started debating wth his back-
seater about what to do.

“We're running out of gas,” Speegle said.
“The guys that are tied up are dead any way
you look at it. If we engage, we kill the
three or four bad guys, but we also kill
these guys that are tied up.”

Do | need to pull the trigger on these
guys or do | not pull the trigger?

The armed nen stood their ground, took
their chances, and waited for the Apaches

to | eave. Speegl e and his Wi hgman
eventually ran low on fuel. For Speegle, he
couldn't live with killing four innocent

civilians. And so he flew away.

88. DAN BARI NGER
Dan Baringer sat at a neal neeting where

many of the |local |eaders had gathered.
They were all celebrating the progress
they’ d nade by working together.

The noney had been flowing well in the
last few nonths, and there had been a
significant decrease in I|EDs. Still, sone

of Dan’s Soldiers questioned why they were
paying the locals nore than nost of the
platoon in order to control the IEDs. The
rationale for Dan was easy: |'ll pay the
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noney all day long if it means ny Sol diers
all come honme alive.

Yet, as Dan | ooked around the room at the
gathering of nen enjoying a |lavish neal and
good conpany, he realized that he’ d
previously net at least a handful of his
new lraqgi friends. He had detained them
when they were his enemes just a few short
nont hs ago.

89. JI'M FREEZE

W passed the one-year mark at the
beginning of this nmonth. It's been a |ong,
hard journey, that's for sure. The weat her
is changing, bringing back the nenories of
what things were Ilike when we first
arrived. The inexperience we had when we
showed up is long gone; we now travel our

areas |like celebrities or dignitaries.
W' ve hel ped nmake such a positive
difference here at the local level it's
al nost unbel i evabl e, even though | w tness
it every day. | don't think | have even
begun to absorb it all in ny mnd, but I'm

beginning to see it as we prepare to hand
over the area to the next unit.

As a result, | ocal governnments are
functioning and are receiving noney from
the province. Busi nesses are up and
running. Jlraqgi Arny units are securing

their areas on their own and conducting
m ssions with no help fromthe U S
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Police forces are patrolling the streets
and investigating crinmes. Distribution of
food and fuel is functioning and citizens
are getting their nmonthly rations. Schools
are educating thousands nore children than
when we first arrived. Cinics are
operating with regular hours. Famlies are
receiving reparations paynents from the
government and rebuilding their battle-
danmaged honmes. Men from tribes are sitting
together and talking about their issues
instead of shooting one another and
planting bonbs in their roads. People are
receiving financial aid fromthe governnent
to help them rebuild businesses and
livelihood. Farns are producing and selling
goods in the market. Water is flowing in
the canals despite the drought. Electricity
is at the best it's been since 2003. And at
the forefront, people all across the region
feel safe. They agree that security has
i nproved dramatically, and after living in
fear for so |ong, security is nore
i mport ant t han any of t he ot her
i mprovenents.

Doing all this work, day in and day out,
with only a two-week break eight nonths
ago.l'm tired. |'ve personally experienced
the horrors of having a brother killed by
destructive factions and another sent hone
with a gunshot wound that shattered his
arm and |'ve also known how exhausting it
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is just to be away fromthe conforts of the
great U S. of A for such a long tine. I'm
very ready to be at hone, relaxing and not
worrying about the entire well-being of not
only ny platoon—+the best platoon a guy
could ask for—but of tens of thousands of
Iragi citizens in eight villages that we
| abored and toiled in (with? for?) over the
[ ast 12 nonths.

No doubt, | wll renenber the nen |
spent every day al ongsi de, struggling
through all of this, and | wll also

renmenber the lraqis who' ve chosen to take a
stand against the insurgents and nilitias
and make Ilrag a better place for their
children. I'm so proud of the work ny
pl atoon has acconplished since being over
here, and |'m proud of the brave citizens
of Iraqg for their struggles as well. | can
only pray that our work will not be for
naught as we prepare to |eave and that our
efforts wll bring to fruition nore
successes that wll firmy establish Iraq
as a successful, sovereign nation. And that
as a result, we can bring the troops hone
in victory.

90. JOHN MAURO

Li eut enant John Mauro had volunteered to
acconpany the conbat |ogistics patrol. This
woul d be his final patrol in Iraq.at |east
on this deploynment. As he sat in the front
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right seat of the Humvee gun truck that had
carried him safely across hundreds of mles
of Irag over the past year, John felt
enotionally connected to it. Now, though,
it was no longer “his” truck. It had been
signed over to the incoming unit.

Across from him driving the gun truck,

was the patrol |eader, a young-I|ooking
staff sergeant from the incomng unit. Her
convoy was delivering Cass I, Il, 1V, and

IXto a snmaller FOB

“Al pha Three-Four, this is Three-Three,”
squawked an urgent voice over the radio.
“Your truck is snoking.”

“Ch, nmy God. What do we do?” the patrol
| eader asked Mauro

“Stop the truck,” he told her, and she
di d.

John exited the truck imrediately, as
did the gunner and the Soldiers in the back
seats. Once outside, he could see that the
front right tire had caught on fire. He
yell ed and notioned for fire extinguishers.
Then he noticed that the patrol |eader was
still in the driver's seat.

Mauro wal ked around the front of the
truck, notioning with his arm for her to
exit. She remmined in her seat, stil
gripping the steering wheel. Muro opened
her door.

“Get the hell out of the vehicle!” he
sai d.
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“Di snount ?” she asked. “Is it safe?”
“It’s a lot safer out here than it is in
a burning truck,” the experienced PL

replied. Mauro had spent weeks in this
nei ghborhood. He knew it was relatively
safe. Plus, the patrol was within sight of
an | P check point.

The patrol leader finally stepped out of
the truck and stood next to Mauro, watching
Soldiers put out the flames wth fire
exti ngui shers.

“You' re the patrol |eader,’
rem nded her.

Still, she stood there. John realized
that he needed to do sone coachi ng.

“Your Soldiers are looking to you for
i nformati on and gui dance,” he advised. “Get
on the net and tell everyone what’'s going
on, and then direct your trucks to
establi sh security for t he recovery
operation.”

She nmade the radio calls and returned to
Maur o.

“VWhat el se do you need to be doing?” he
pronmpted her.

John quietly

“Call back to have a recovery vehicle
sent here?” she asked.

“Wel I, what assets do you already have
with you?”

This pronpted her to recall that the
convoy al ready included a w ecker.
Wth Mauro’'s continued coaching, the
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pat r ol | eader managed to direct t he
vehicle’s recovery and to conplete the
patrol .

At the conclusion of his final patrol,
Mauro stared at his forner truck, hi s
bel oved “A3.” John’s unit had taken care of
that truck for a year and it had run like a
stallion, yet in less than a week the
incoming unit had destroyed it. He hoped
that this incident wasn't a sign of things
to cone. He and his Soldiers had worked too
hard and sacrificed too nuch.

91. BRETT KRONI CK

The npod was jubilant as Lieutenant
Brett Kronick approached his Soldiers to
conduct the patrol brief. The platoon had
successful ly executed nore than 180 patrols
as their Task-Force Assault-CP's  PSD.
Against all odds, they were about to
complete their deploynment w thout having
suffered any serious casualties. This would
be their final mssion “outside the wire.”

Kroni ck never cut corners when it cane
to PCCs and patrol briefs. Wth his
Soldiers gathered around him he took
accountability and got a thunmbs up from
each truck on radi o checks.

As he had so many tinmes, Kronick gave
his Soldiers their task and purpose. This
time, it felt great.

“Qur task today is to transport Justice
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Six safely to Canp Victory,” he said. “CQur
purpose is so we can all go hone!”

H s Sol di ers whooped it up

Kroni ck announced the route—ene they all
knew to be safe—t+he order of novenent, and
recent intel update. He asked if anyone had
any observations to add about the route or
SI TREP. There were none this tine.

As per SOP, Kronick led talk-through
rehearsals of actions on SAF, actions on
| ED, CASEVAC, actions on breakdown, actions
on a vehicle fire, actions on rollover, and
ECF procedures. For each topic, he selected
one Soldier to explain aloud the wunit’'s
SOP. Every Soldier knew it all by heart.
They were ready to roll for one last tine.

“Load up,” Kronick ordered, and his
Soldiers nmoved into their vehicles with a
i ght ness he’d never seen.

As the patrol exited the ECP, the
chatter on the net was about German beer.
This pronpted Kronick to think about his
next | eadership chall enge—keeping his guys

from stupidly killing thenselves at hone
after bravely surviving a year of war.
“There’s a cordon up ahead,” reported

the | ead vehicle.
The convoy sl owed but kept noving.
Kronick's truck passed a Stryker that
had established a cordon al ong the highway.
Its Soldiers looked angry. A ninute |ater,
he passed the reason for the cordon. A
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Stryker had been destroyed by an EFP. There
wer e casual ti es.

Kronick didn’t say anything over the
net. He didn’'t have to. He could sense that
his Soldiers, like hinself, had refocused
on the mission at hand. It's not over till
it’s over. There was no nore idle chatter.

After arriving at their destination, the
pl atoon halted to clear their weapons. The
chi nk-chi nk-chink of bolts riding forward
sounded like the bells of a celebration.
Now, at last, it really was over.
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92. SCHUYLER W LLI AMSON

Li eutenant Schuyler WIIlianson gazed out
the bus wndow at the passing lights of
Fort Hood. It was hard to believe that he
was finally back in Anerica. Everything
| ooked so strangely peaceful and routine.
He felt a slight trenor inside and wondered
whether it was caused by exhaustion or
excitement.

The convoy of busses canme to a stop at
the Division parade field. To his left,
under the lights across the field, Schuyler
could see the crowd of famly nenbers and
friends who awaited his battalion. He knew
that his wife was sonmewhere in that crowd,
and his parents, too.

He filed off the bus with his Soldiers.
He and the rest of the battalion from the
ot her busses forned up into a formation in

the street, where the line of Dbusses
bl ocked them from view of their famlies.
The night air was cool and snelled Iike
hone.

A chant from across the field started
softly and grew progressively |ouder and
| ouder.

"Move that bus! Myve that bus! Myve that
bus!"
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It remnded WIIlianmson of the television
show Extreme Hone Makeover.

As soon as the wunit was forned, the
busses drove away, and to the wild cheers
of the crow WIIlianmson marched forward
anong the Soldiers of the platoon, the
conmpany, and the battalion that he had
experienced a year of war wth. The
formation halted in the mddle of the
parade field. A senior officer from the
Di vision spoke sone words welcomng them
hone. WIlianson's eyes scanned the crowd
for his famly, to no avail.

The senior officer's brief conrents ended
with, "Famlies and | oved ones, go get your
Sol dier!"

Wth a roar, the crowd of |oved ones
surged forward, nerging into the fornmation
of Soldiers. It was chaos-hugs, sniles,
tears, people everywhere. WIIlianmson kept
| ooki ng through the crowd, but he could not
find his famly.

"Schuyler!"™ It was his father's famliar
VOi ce.

WIllianmson turned to see his dad noving
toward him Then he saw her. Rushing past
his dad, noving as quickly as she could
through the crowd towards W IIlianmson, was
Kristen, his wife. She collapsed into his
arns, a year's worth of worry and
loneliness flowing out in her tears. After
a long enbrace, WIllianson reunited wth
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his parents. They | ooked as happy as he had
ever seen them

Then he felt a tap on his shoulder from
behind. It was one of his Soldiers.

"Sir," said his Soldier. "I really want
you to neet ny dad. He doesn't speak
Engl i sh. But | really want you to neet
him™"

Wl lianmson stretched out his hand to the
man. The Soldier's dad squeezed the
lieutenant’s arm with a firm two-handed
handshake. He | ooked directly into the eyes
of his son's platoon |eader, offering a
wor dl ess expr essi on of gratitude for
bringing his son hone alive, breaking into
tears as his son spoke.

"Sir," said the Soldier to his platoon
| eader, "I just want you to know, | wll
fight with you anytinme, anywhere."

Watching all this, Kristen finally
under st ood why her husband was so committed
to serving his Soldiers. He was their
pl at oon | eader
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Li st of Stories

Pr ol ogue: Adam Her ndon (bus sni per?)
Matt Martinez (depl oynent order)
JimFreeze email (arrival in country)
Geg Cartier (new unit and m ssion)
Jim Freeze enmail (beginning m ssion)
M ke Val entine (R P/ TOA)

M ke Faber (ham joke in DFAC)
Stephanie G| 1espie (patrol uniform
Bri an Lebi edni k (weapons in hone)
Ben Weakl ey (building barriers)
dint Speegle (first contact)

Kevin Stein (I ow speed chase)

Karl Sinpkins* (hateful to |ocals)
Dave MacPhail (EFP on MRAP)

Chris Defiori (sensing session)

Joe Tommsell o (| ED overwat ch- bl ue)
Chris Larsen (1ED overwat ch-yout h)
Megan Wllianms (white lie)

Craig Arnold (baited anbush)

Curtis Mnor (cache/rug casevac)
Dan Ri ordan (Holl ywood PSG

Ji m Guggenhei m (JDAM stri ke)

M ke Rash (blown from truck)

Ryan Harbick (re-1ooking a m ssion)
Jon Sherrill (sniper attack at TCP)
M ke Steele (donkey in road)

Trevor Buckey* (ND)

Brian Larson (no-wire TCP)

Chris Ford (nosque-nonitor famly)
Bryan Crossnman (nosque-arnmed ki ds)
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32.
33.
34.
35.
36.
37.
38.
39.
40.
41.
42.
43.
44,
45.
46.
47.
48.
49.
50.
51.
52.
53.
54.
55.
56.
57.
58.
59.
60.
61.

Casey Baker (PSG SL dispute)

Mark Hi en* (stops a beating)

John Rogers (HETs anbushed on MSR)
Ben Melton (I ED built into school)
Mur phy Wi te* (unsecured .50 cal)
St ephen DuPerre (mi staken PID)
Jim Freeze (support from hone)
Brian Larson (hesitation to shoot)
Jared Oren (stol en wood)

Brittany Meeks (secure crash site)
Doug Bol dwi n* (TQ, unwitten rules)
Chris Crofford (reporting abuse)
Chris Ford (NP standoff)

Gavi n Hadduck* (no nore nice)
John Dol an (gunboat firefight)
Matt Martinez (carjack victim
Patrick Henson (family cell phones)
Schuyler WIllianmson (joins a fight)
Derek Syed (shot by sniper)

Zack Cool ey* (‘key’ payback)
Laura Wei mer (new PL doubts)

Shawn Joki nen (VBI ED)

Matt Burch (response to VBIED)
Steve LeDroi ux* (play-acting TQ
El i zabeth Zerwi ck (neal of honor)
Jed Ponfret* (accepting the deal)
Jesse Allgeyer (tip line)

M ke Johnston (the ‘rat claw)

Kai Hawki ns (cal mvoi ce on net)
Donni e Suchane* (fear after |ED)
Shawn Joki nen (counter-1ED SKT)
Herman Bulls (shared sacrifice)
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64.
65.
66.
67.
68.
69.
70.
71.
72.
73.
74.
75.
76.
7.
78.
79.
80.
81.
82.
83.
84.
85.
86.
87.
88.
89.
90.
91.
92.

Tom Hi ckey (saving a girl)

Jim Freeze email (what war is)

| saac Wdnasz* (| ost conposure)
Matt Martinez (catastrophic |IED)
Vi cki Tappra* (possible |IED)

John Dudi sh (suicidal Soldier)
Brad Mellinger (anbushing AQ)
Jared Oren (stealing parts)

Bryan Smith (the chicken farm
John Nguyen (re-gen tine)

Travis Atwood (adjustnent for PSQ
M ke Hess (stay-behind cache OP)
Matt Rowe (driving on in Baghdad)
Ted Kresbock* (lraqi flag)

Tom Hi ckey (burning BFV)

Trevor Buckey* (no nmental health)
Brendan Giswold (sensing session)
dint Speegle (the face renmains)
Dave MacPhail (successful new TTP)
James Anderson (shot worman or nman?)
Jim Freeze (hopel ess to progress)
Tommy Bramanti (cash for trash)
Brian Lebi edni k (shiny sparkly)
Brad Mellinger (second chances)
Patrick Henson (chai and intel)
Adint Speegle (kill or let die)
Dan Baringer (detention to dining)
JimFreeze (reflecting on a year)
John Mauro (right seat ride)

Brett Kronick (final patrol)
Schuyl er WIllianmson (wel cone hone)
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* | ndicates that the name provided in the
story is not the actual platoon |eader’s
narme.

An index for this book is available online
at http://proreading.arny.ml, which is the
prof essi onal reading and di scussion forum
within MI Space.

M | Space al so includes the Arny’s
prof essi onal foruns of:

Company Conmmanders, http://CC arny.ml| &
Pl at oon Leaders, http://PL.arny.m|

If you are a currently conm ssioned officer
who is a past, present, or future CC or PL,
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A GLGCSSARY OF ACRONYMS

AAR After Action Review

ACOG Advanced Conbat Optical Gunsight
ACU. Advanced Conbat Uni form

A-10: Thunderbolt 11, single-seat, twi n-
engine jet aircraft that provides close air
support (CAS)

AH 64: Twi n engine, four-bladed attack

hel i copt er

AlF:. Anti-lraqi Forces

AK-47: automatic weapon that fires 7.62mm
AO Area of Qperations

Al S-3: Assistant Operations Oficer

AQ: al-Qaeda in Irag

AW Air Weapons Team

BBC. British Broadcasting Corporation

BHA: Bri gade Hol ding Area

Black list: list of persons to detain

BP: Battle Position

BC. Battalion Commander, Battery Commander,
or Bradl ey Commander

BFT: Bl ue Force Tracker

BFV: Bradl ey Fighting Vehicle

BSTB: Brigade Special Troops Battalion
CAB: Conbat Action Badge

CASEVAC. Casual ty evacuation by ground
CIF. Central Issue Facility

CSH. Conbat Support Hospital

CLP: Conbat Logistics Patrol

CLS: Conbat Lifesaver

CO  Commandi ng of ficer
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Comms: Communi cati ons

COP: Conbat Qut post

CP: Command Post

DAPs: Deltoid and Axillary Protector
components of the IBA

DFAC. Dining facility

ECP: Entry Control Point

EFP: Expl osi vel y- For med Penetr at or
EOD: Expl osi ve Ordnance Di sposal

EOF: Escal ation of Force

ER Enmergency Room

ESV: Engi neer Stryker Vehicle

Exfil: Exfiltration

Five Ws: Who, Wat, \Wen, Were, Wy
FLI R Forward-Looki ng I nfrared Radar
FO Forward Observer

FOB: Forward Operating Base

FRAGO Fragnentary O der

HE: Hi gh- Expl osi ve

HET: Heavy Equi prent Transporter
HUM NT: Human Intelligence

HVI / T: Hi gh-Val ue | ndivi dual / Tar get
| BA: | nterceptor Body Arnor

| ED: | nprovi sed Expl osive Device

Infil: Infiltration
Info: Information
Intel: Intelligence

IO Information QOperations

IP: Iraqgi Police

ISR Intelligence, Surveillance, and
Reconnai ssance

| Z: International (G een) Zone
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JAG Judge Advocate Genera

JAM Jaysh al -Mahdi, a.k.a. Mahdi Mlitia,
paramlitary force of Iragi Shiite cleric
Muqt ada al - Sadr

JDAM Joint Direct Attack Minition
J-Lens: A high-power optical site, usually
nmounted on a tower at COPs to observe the
surroundi ng area.

LZ: Landi ng Zone

MBI TR: Mul ti-Band | ntra-Team Radi o
MEDEVAC. Medi cal Evacuation by Aircraft
Mk19: Belt-fed autonatic, 40mm grenade

| auncher

MP: Mlitary Police

MBR: Mai n Supply Route

MRAP: M ne- Resi st ant Ambush- Prot ect ed
vehicl e

MLA2: Abrams Main Battle Tank

M2: Browning .50 Caliber machine gun
M203: Single shot 40nm grenade | auncher
frequently attached to M4

M240: Belt-fed machine gun, fires 7.62mm
round

M249: Squad Automatic Weapon, fires a

5. 56mm r ound

Md: Shorter and lighter version of ML6
car bi ne

MD: 9mm pi st ol

NCO  Non- Commi ssi oned O ficer

ND: Negligent Discharge

NP: National Police

NVG N ght Vision Goggles
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OP: (nservation Post

OPTEMPO (Operational Tenpo

PA: Physician’s Assistant

PCC/ PCl . Pre-Conbat Checks/ Pre- Conbat
I nspecti ons

PID: Positive ldentification

PK or PKC. Russian Acroynym for
“Kal ashni kov’' s Machi ne @un”

PFC. Private First d ass

PL: Pl at oon Leader

PLS: Palletized Load System

POO Point of Origin

PSD: Personal Security Detachment
PSG Pl at oon Ser geant

PSYOP: Psychol ogi cal Operations

PT: Physical Training

PTSD: Post-Traumatic Stress D sorder
QRF: Quick Reaction Force

RI P/ TOA: Relief in Place/ Transition of
Aut hority

ROE: Rul es of Engagenent

RPG Rocket - Propel | ed G enade

RTD: Returned to Duty

RTG Radi o Tel ephone Oper at or

SAF: Small-Arns Fire

SAPI: Small-Arns Protective Inserts
SAW Squad Automati c Weapon

SCO Squadr on Conmander

SIG@ NT: Signals Intelligence

SI TREP: Situation Report

SKEDCO: Brand of collapsible litter
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SKS: “Sanozaryadniy Karabin Sistem

Si nonova,” Russian translation of “Self-
| oadi ng Carbi ne, Sinmonov’'s Systent

SOP: Standi ng Operating Procedure

SP: Start Point

Stryker: Ei ght-wheel ed arnored vehicle
SUV: Sport Utility Vehicle

S-2: Intelligence Oficer

S-3: Qperations Oficer

SVBI ED: Sui ci de Vehi cl e-borne | nprovi sed
Expl osi ve Device

TAC. Tactical Command Post

TC. Truck Commander or Tank Conmander
TCP: Traffic Control Point

Terp: Interpreter

TOA: Transfer of Authority

TOC. Tactical Operations Center

Transpo: Transportion

TTP: Tactic, Technique, and Procedure
UAV: Unmanned Aerial Vehicle

UCMI: Uni form Code of MIlitary Justice
UXC Unexpl oded Ordnance

VBI ED: Vehi cl e- Borne | nprovi sed Expl osi ve
Devi ce

XO Executive officer

9-Li ne: MEDEVAC request fornmat, contains
nine |lines of data

15-6: an official Arny investigation
19K: Arnor Crewman

.50 Cal: M2 Browning .50 Caliber Machine
@un
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