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			This book is dedicated to the seven men who shared their combat experience as Marine Corps Scout Snipers with me so that I could share their stories with you. I want to thank them for volunteering to be a part of this project, and I want to thank them for their service and their commitment to keeping our nation safe. I also want to honor their families, who supported these men as they left behind wives, children, mothers, fathers, and siblings while they deployed to the front lines, not knowing if they would ever return. Ambition, motivation, and patriotism drove all of these men to become Marine Corps Scout Snipers; perseverance, professionalism, and loyalty got them back home safely.

			Semper fi, short for “semper fidelis,” has been the Marine Corps’ motto since 1883. It is Latin for “always faithful,” or “always loyal.” It signifies the dedication and loyalty that each individual Marine has to the Corps and to their country. This loyalty extends even after Marines leave service. If you dare call a retired or honorably discharged Marine a “former Marine,” be advised, you will be corrected. There are no “former” Marines; there are only Marines. Unlike other services, once a Marine, always a Marine. In the Navy, the Marine Corps’ sister service, we have a saying, “fair winds and following seas.” It is a nautical blessing when we toast farewell to friends. Although the origin is a bit of a mystery, it has to do with wishing another sailor safe journeys; fair winds and following seas are the ideal conditions when under way. So in essence we are wishing for the safety and well-being of others when we depart them. With that said, I would like to express my deepest gratitude to these seven Marines and bid you all fair winds and following seas.
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			Preface

		

		
			“Can we meet at Starbucks? I’d like to talk to you in person to get a feel for who you are and what your angle is before I agree to do this.” This is what a Marine Corps Scout Sniper told me when a common acquaintance put me in touch with him and I asked him if he or any snipers he knew would like to be a part of this publication. He had to vet me first, understandably. I arrived at Starbucks about 4 o’clock on a windy Sunday knowing only the name of the individual I was supposed to meet: Rory. As I opened the door with my windblown Medusa hair, my MacBook Air tucked under my arm, my huge Coach diaper/computer bag that I use as a purse on the other arm, and cell phone in hand, this young guy immediately caught my eye. He was watching me. Was that Rory? If it was, he looked exactly like Jake Gyllenhaal. “Are you Lena?” My question was answered. My first thought was that this couldn’t be the sniper I was supposed to meet; he was way too clean-cut and young. In my mind I was picturing an older guy with facial hair, a bit rough around the edges, some tattoos maybe, in a plaid shirt—you know the type. Yes, I know, I hate to admit that I stereotyped. He stood up; we shook hands and exchanged pleasantries, and then we both sat down and he began to grill me, professionally and politely. He asked me why I was writing this book and what my angle was. I told him I was asked to write it. My agent contacted me and said a publishing company had asked her if she knew anyone that could write a book on snipers to dovetail with the release of the movie American Sniper. She immediately thought of me because I had just written a book with her and she knew I still had a lot of contacts within the military community, being a former military member myself; she also knows I love to write. She said the book would be a collection of stories from snipers that I would interview. Apparently the movie American Sniper drummed up some bad press and cast a negative shadow on the sniper community and the U.S. military in general; not the first time that’s been done. I wasn’t sure I was up to the challenge, but I thought about a personal experience I had years ago when I was in the military, and so the next day I called her and told her yes.

			In 1997 I enlisted in the Navy Reserve. In 1999 I was certified as a Department of Defense Military Interrogator, and in 2000 I was commissioned as a Navy Reserve Intelligence Officer. Less than a year after 9/11, I was stationed at the detention camp in Guantanamo (GTMO) Bay, Cuba, to interrogate members of al-Qaeda and Taliban. Whenever people found out that I was an interrogator in GTMO, they would ask me, “Did you torture detainees there?” and each time I would reply, “No.” But that’s not what the news said. Unbeknownst to me, interrogators in GTMO allegedly waterboarded the detainees. Google GTMO and I bet you will see a ton of articles in which the writers vehemently claim that the U.S. tortured GTMO detainees. This baffles me, and it also angers me. I can’t speak to what happened in Abu Ghraib in Iraq or what the CIA did at their notorious “black sites,” but I can speak to what happened in GTMO from August 2002 to December 2002, and that is this: no military interrogator tortured detainees. I was there, and I worked in that prison. Yet it’s in the media, so it must be true, right? Wrong. Almost seven years after that deployment I was subpoenaed as a prosecution witness for a military tribunal and had to return to GTMO. Reporters were swarming the island and the courtroom when I took the stand. Within minutes of my leaving the stand, “breaking news” from the courtroom would hit the World Wide Web. The reputable reporters would quote me verbatim, while the disreputable ones would make demeaning comments and report flat-out lies. It reminded of those celebrity gossip magazines; some people get off on other people’s humiliation. In one particular article written by a degrading columnist who knew nothing about me, not even my name or identity, or GTMO, I was called a MILF (if you don’t know what that is, it means “Mother I’d Like to [explicit]),” insinuating how I was able to get information from one detainee. Professional, right? My mother had to read this about me. The irony of the situation is that just last year, 2014, I got a call from that same columnist, who wanted information from me about another interrogator I assume he wanted to slander too, who was also stationed in GTMO back in the day. He had no idea he had just called the person he called a MILF years prior. I laughed to myself and, of course, never returned his phone call. My point in sharing that story is this: do not believe everything you read online or see on TV. Seek a second opinion. This book is your second opinion; in reality, it’s the truth to the accusations about military snipers. I hope to refute the negative stereotype that American Sniper has stirred up about military snipers. This book is a collection of firsthand accounts of combat missions provided by the people who were there in battle, Marine Corps Scout Snipers. Believe what these snipers share with you about what it’s like to live during this time as we continually struggle to thwart terrorism. I was asked to write this book, and I accepted because my intent is to get the raw stories, the truth, out to the general public. A question we should ask ourselves is, how do military snipers feel when they have to hear the criticism that defames their pride, honor, and courage—their job?

			I can’t take back the lies that were written specifically about me, and I don’t care, because that was a long time ago. But what I can do today is provide readers with accurate accounts of what it’s like to be a sniper: the arduous training, the heartbreak of leaving family behind, the adrenaline of deploying to a war zone, the emotional burden of operational mistakes, the pain of having to bury your friends who died next to you in combat, the gratification of killing the enemy, and the anxiety of being hunted by the enemy.

			Rory warmed up to me, and as we departed Starbucks, he said, “I’ll get you some guys.” The next day my phone was blowing up with text messages from guys saying they heard I needed snipers for a book I was writing and they were interested in being interviewed. I guessed I’d passed Rory’s vetting process; thank you, Rory! In fact, one day I was texting a sniper, Dave, whom I only ever communicated with via text and email (which is terrible, I know, especially being an interpersonal communications expert). Apparently my voice to text incorrectly translated Dave to “babe,” which he took rather well, but it made me very embarrassed. He joked that I was calling him “babe” and he had never even seen me! So I asked him jokingly, “You didn’t Google me to validate my credentials?” He replied, “I had another Scout Sniper tell me you were the real deal, so that was all I needed to hear.” That put a smile on my face. And meeting all of them and hearing their stories just solidified the sense of brotherhood they have among themselves. That is a special thing. I can share Dave’s name and the names of some of the other snipers, but I have changed the other names for reasons of security and to protect their privacy. I didn’t change much of their prose because I wanted it to reflect their personalities. I shared some of my personal experiences and some historical data within their stories, but most of what you will read comes straight from their mouths. I think what I enjoyed most about this project was seeing and hearing their humble pride as I interviewed them and listened to their fantastic achievements. For what they lived through, they all deserve to have an ego, but I couldn’t find a hint of it in any one of them. Here’s a look into the lives of Marine Corps Scout Snipers. I hope their stories will enlighten, entertain, and educate you.

		

	
		
			Introduction

		

		
			The movie American Sniper, directed by Clint Eastwood, is about a U.S. Navy SEAL sniper named Chris Kyle (played by actor Bradley Cooper) and came out in theaters on December 25, 2014. With it came a flurry of controversy, ranging from critics condemning it as war propaganda to advocates praising it as the first accurate war movie. Among the critics was Michael Moore, an American director, producer, writer, and liberal political activist, who, when expressing his opinion about the movie, called snipers “cowards.” Moore later praised the film but still stated, “I think most Americans don’t think snipers are heroes.” It’s unclear as to whether or not he included himself in the group of “most Americans”; even so, I would hope Moore regretted making that comment immediately after he said it for obvious reasons, and also because he should know that he can’t, nor shouldn’t, speak for most Americans. But if he feels that way, my only guess as to why would be because snipers are usually engaging the enemy from concealed positions; “from the hide.” So perhaps he thinks snipers are “hiding” while targeting the enemy instead of running up against them the way you see it in movies using computer-generated imagery to depict epic battles; The Lord of the Rings and 300 come to mind. How could a sniper fire at the enemy without exposing his position and getting shot and killed in return if he wasn’t concealed? That’s exactly why we have snipers: so they can stay concealed to take out the enemy threat while protecting the movement of our other forces within an area of operation. Snipers are most certainly not cowards. They are the ones who have to get closer to enemy positions than anyone else, without immediate firepower nearby backing them up. They are usually in a four-man team, sanitized (meaning no identification on them), hiding out for days with only the food, water, ammunition, and equipment they have on their backs. If the situation gets bad, they have to call in air support, making sure the gunships don’t accidentally target them. I like to think of snipers as silent warriors; they have to be stealthy to be able to get as close as they do to observe the enemy, take out the enemy, and stay concealed so they don’t become the enemy’s kills.

			Another critic of the film said American Sniper was “disgusting” and that the character Bradley Cooper played just enjoyed killing people and bragging about it. Another said it should be a “satire about a redneck killer who killed hundreds of people because of a terror attack against his country he saw on TV.” The last part of that comment struck a chord with me; it almost sounds like the critic is downplaying the attack against the United States because the character didn’t personally experience the attack—he just “watched it on TV.” Well, a lot of Americans just watched 9/11 on TV and still felt the anguish of what was happening on American soil. I saw that same terror attack on TV with Matt Lauer and Katie Couric while on a ten-minute break from my officer etiquette class when I was attending a Naval Officer Direct Commission school. I went on to help fight against the terrorists who attacked the country I live in in my own way, as a military interrogator, even though I wasn’t in New York City at the time experiencing it firsthand. I don’t understand how seeing the attack on TV lessens the fact that our country was attacked by terrorists, and thousands of innocent people died that day. Those who weren’t killed have to live with the emotional and physical aftermath of that horrendous day. Another review said, “We should be compassionate and put ourselves in other people’s shoes in order to protect the U.S.” While I agree 100 percent that the world needs more compassion, we also need to realize that those “shoes” are the shoes of extremists who hate everything we stand for and have no compassion themselves; they have passion for taking nonbelievers’ lives, but not compassion for life. And if you haven’t met them face-to-face like I have and heard it from them, you’ll never understand this. It’s very difficult, almost impossible, to have compassion for people who want to kill you just for being born American. I have an anthropology/archaeology background and graduated from one of the most liberal-minded universities in the United States; then I joined the military and became an interrogator. That was the best school I have ever attended; I got an amazing education, and joining the military was one of the best decisions I ever made. I don’t separate the two: both have positively influenced my life, but I have met people who think you have to be one or the other. Either you are a liberal academic, or you are a conservative joining the military; I happen to be both and proud of each. My unique background and experiences let me view military operations through a different lens, which led to numerous successes as an interrogator in GTMO. I used rapport, compassion, and empathy to build trust and respect with hard-core terrorists; of course, along with my questioning, elicitation, and deception-detecting techniques. I didn’t try to change their beliefs; I just listened to them and offered respect, even though they disgusted me. But at the end of the day, I couldn’t change their thinking, and so I didn’t try. In fact, one detainee told me, “I like you, but you must realize, if I see you on the street when I get out of here, I have to kill you.” Acceptance of letting them have their fanatical ideals allowed me to gather a lot of intelligence information. I like to think that I have compassion for people and for their ways of life. It would be great if ethnocentrism didn’t exist and there was better acceptance for other cultures. Nevertheless, I have learned that you can’t change a culture in a year, a decade, or during a war campaign, plain and simple—especially when that culture has leaders who fuel their hatred and discontent. And if a group of people wants to kill the group of people I am a part of (Americans) out of ignorance, extremism, lack of compassion, passion, values, and beliefs then I am all for fighting fire with fire. Our military snipers are not “people haters” or “killers.” They are protecting people and saving lives; that’s war, and that’s why we have a military to either capture or exterminate threats against our nation.

			The United States has conducted psychological operations (PSYOPS) for “winning the hearts and minds” in Iraq and Afghanistan. This campaign works with the Iraqis and Afghans who are not extremists. But we are fighting extremists. There is no reasoning with extremists. Trust me, I tried. They have deep-seated beliefs that go back for centuries. In fact, many of the detainees who were released from GTMO have gone back to the front lines to fight against us again, even though they were apparently “reformed.”

			Here is a classic example of a group of extremists and rebel fighters who received compassion from a capturing force. The capturers let them surrender to retreat back to their home countries, but the extremists slighted that compassion, meeting it with force instead. Do you remember the events that happened in Afghanistan right after the 9/11 terrorist attacks? In November 2001 the Taliban field commanders agreed to surrender their forces to General Abdul Rashid Dostum’s forces, the Northern Alliance, outside the city of Kunduz, Afghanistan. Hundreds of Afghan Taliban members and foreign fighters (non-Afghans) surrendered their weapons and were loaded onto trucks near Kunduz. Some were taken to Sheberghan Prison and some were taken to the Qala-i-jangi fortress near the city Mazar-i-Sharif to be questioned about affiliations with al-Qaeda. Qala-i-jangi was an old fortress that Dostum used as his headquarters and ammunitions depot. For those of you who don’t know the story, you can already sense the setup for disaster. Although these men agreed to surrender to the Northern Alliance, some of them had kept grenades hidden on their persons even after being told to surrender all weapons and after being searched. While at Qala-i-jangi during the searching process, one of the prisoners revolted and pulled the pin on a grenade he had concealed in his clothing, killing himself and a Northern Alliance soldier. Then another prisoner pulled the pin on his grenade, and it exploded, killing him and some others nearby. The two incidents led to a chain reaction of unforeseen events. Chaos ensued, and soon the other prisoners, numbering in the hundreds, decided to revolt against the Northern Alliance soldiers instead of surrender. They ultimately waged a full-on uprising and began attacking the two Americans (CIA) who were conducting the questioning, killing one of them. The prisoners soon gained control on the ground and then gained access to the ammunitions depot. What was supposed to be a peaceful surrender turned into a three-day, bloody battle. General Dostum had compassion for their lives—at first. When he initially met with the Taliban commanders who agreed that their people would surrender, Dostum told the Taliban commanders he was going to let all the fighters go back home with no repercussions; he was wiping the slate clean. But his compassion was met with retaliation. A lot of men lost their lives during those three days. Why? Because the inherent nature of those men, influenced by the culture in which they existed, was to fight for what they believed in and against what they hated, not to be compassionate about human life. One of my detainees told me about that day, as he was one of the eighty or so survivors who was sent to GTMO and ended up sitting across the table from me. So, you see, you can’t change a culture or expect people to agree with our beliefs. In order for compassion to protect the United States, it has to exist on both sides of the fence, with us and with our enemies. One day that may happen in a perfect world, but I’m not holding my breath for that day, because the world and all of the people who inhabit it are not perfect and will never be.

			In 2012 I trained members of the Marine Corps operational forces. During this training I ran an exercise that involved Marines manning checkpoints in high-threat environments where they were required to screen local nationals to obtain information regarding the security situation of the area and to determine if enemy forces were nearby. Even though we tried to create a training environment that would closely replicate the real world, we couldn’t simulate the threat of enemy snipers: a critical security risk down range in real-world operations. Enemy snipers are a huge threat to the security of our forces forward deployed. They assist in ambushing our convoys, they target our key personnel, they hunt our snipers, and they thwart movement of our forces. The enemy has snipers, and the U.S. snipers protect our forward-deployed forces from them.

			Our military snipers undergo specialized training and operate independently with little support from their parent commands. Snipers are chosen based on their marksmanship, mental stability, patience, and physical ability. They stalk the enemy while concealed in their operational overwatches, to protect our checkpoints, convoys, and direct-action missions. They also seek out the enemy snipers. Their lives are not lives of glory and fame; their lives are filled with sacrifices and hardships for which they are most often not even thanked or recognized. It’s about training until you are sleep deprived and having to do your job successfully every time, because the consequences of not being successful could be loss of innocent lives, or living with consequences that could haunt you till the day you die. In the end, they are service members, and just like any other service member they are defending the country they live in by putting their lives on the line, willingly.

			This book is a collection of stories from Marine Corps Scout Snipers who have deployed overseas in high-threat environments; the stories involve their experiences at the unclassified level. These are real people and real stories. You will get a glimpse of the cold reality of what it’s like to be in their shoes, overseas, in a foreign country on unfamiliar land, away from families and any sense of normalcy, being hunted by an enemy who hates everything they stand for. You will get a sense of the camaraderie between sniper team members and the sacrifices they make for each other, for the military, for their country, and for their families. They sacrifice willingly, knowing that with one perfect shot from enemy fire they may not be going back home to their country, their family, their kids, their pets, their lives. You will learn to empathize with them as others berate them in the press for promoting killing; and these are the very same people the snipers are indirectly protecting. You will see how one split-second decision could have changed their fate for eternity. These snipers will share with you how it feels to actually kill another human being, and how that affects them years on in life. You will read about their training and tactics and their professionalism, and you will feel the stress they endure, from training to combat, to returning home and trying to assimilate back into everyday life. This book is not a Hollywood account of supercharged action figures and fast-paced stories with high crescendos; this book is a collection of real-world stories from Marine Corps scout snipers, including the monotonous life of deployment while waiting for a combat mission, the tedious analysis work while on post, the mistakes that they can’t take back, and of course, their kills.

			You will be taken on journeys to the most destitute environments as you read about their missions. You will learn how they use their mastery of sniper skills to mitigate threats and negate the enemy’s ability to disrupt U.S. operations. You will feel the anxiety of their operational tempo, and you will hear their successes and failures, their struggles and their lessons learned. You will also know what it feels like to live with a group of men in a small, confined area, with just the bare essentials, day in and day out, and how they protect each other during combat. You’ll get a look into the weapons, gear, and equipment they use, as well as their collateral duties and responsibilities outside of expert shooting skills. You will see how conventional forces treat them, how they are sometimes praised, sometimes disgraced. Finally, you will get to meet the people behind the rifles as they share their personal stories. These are anonymous heroes who pass us by in parks; who shop in the same supermarkets we do; who are homeowners, fathers, and brothers; who worry about paying bills, just like us. What is different, though, is that when they go to work, they don’t put in an eight-hour day with a one-hour lunch. There is no leaving early on Friday for happy hour or to start a long holiday weekend. There is no room for picking up the slack another day. There is no going home to wind down over a hot meal and a beer. When they are working, they have to be at the top of their game every day, and every minute of that day. And there is always that chance they won’t be coming home after work.

			I want to share one more review with you. It was by Jon Davis, a Marine Corps Marksman Instructor, titled “A Former Marine’s Review of American Sniper,” on February 9, 2015 (http://time.com/3699063/marines-review-american-sniper/). He wrote about something I experienced while deployed in GTMO, something I am not proud to admit to or say, especially with my academic background. He wrote this:

			When I sat down for the movie I fully expected all the nonsense and war drama that was The Hurt Locker. My only hope was that Clint Eastwood, whose work I have enjoyed in the past, would do better. The lights went down and the opening began to the Islamic call to prayer. Before even the first frame of actual film footage, I was shocked that I was immediately back to that other time and place. What the Adhan means, to me, is an immediate sense of anxiety and foreboding. I know that for billions of people, that is not the truth, but when the first place you hear it is over hundreds of loudspeakers echoing from the village of Haditha below your base, it is more reminiscent of the people living there lobbing rockets at you every week than of any religion of peace.

			I heard the call to prayer, the adhan, playing over the loudspeakers in the detention camp every day, multiple times a day, when I was stationed at GTMO. We played it to honor the detainees’ religious beliefs and to allow them to practice their religion in the detention camp. I often allowed my detainees to pray in peace and quiet in the interrogation booth, after the guards escorted to them to the head (bathroom) so they could wash for prayer. However, when I hear the adhan today, I can’t help but feel a slight pang of an ill feeling, perhaps anger, perhaps remorse, perhaps fear. When I saw Indiana Jones as a teenager, all I wanted to be was a female version of him. I wanted to be an archaeologist and travel the globe for adventure. I wanted to see “giant vampire bats” in India (of course, there is no such thing—those were fruit bats in the movie Indiana Jones and the Temple of Doom), and I wanted to walk through street markets in Cairo. (Today you can’t even travel to Egypt because of the threat of terrorism, which is very disheartening.) Although I did become an archaeologist, I never had those types of adventures. Regardless, the Middle East was this romantic place to me, with the bazaars, music, and majestic architecture. Back then the adhan added to the allure. Unfortunately, after my time spent in GTMO during the Global War on Terror (GWOT), when I hear that sound I am immediately taken back to that detention camp. I hate that that is my initial reaction and feeling, but I worked in a prison with hundreds of detainees who mostly practiced Islam (ironic, since Islam is all about peace—I guess the extremists missed that message). They would tell me they would kill me the first chance they got and that the U.S. deserved 9/11; they would then try to commit suicide on a daily basis so that the “brothers” would come attack the U.S. again. The sound of the adhan becomes a haunting reminder of the hatred of the inmates inside it, and the fear of more terrorist attacks. Please don’t think I am ignorant enough to think every Muslim is associated with terrorism; that is ridiculous. It would be like saying every Catholic is associated with Opus Dei (the extreme wing of Catholicism). But I, and a lot of other people I know who served in GWOT, can relate to Mr. Davis’s feelings of anxiety and foreboding, as we are also quickly taken back to an unpleasant time. I still long for the day to visit Morocco and Egypt, and maybe then when I hear the call to prayer in a new environment, I will finally enjoy it again. And I hope the terrorists have some thread of decency to protect these countries’ cultural history; but I know they don’t.

			Mr. Davis goes on to praise the film for its degree of accurate details and even said, “Bradley Cooper got it right.” Most war veterans keep our unpleasant memories and emotions associated with those memories hidden, or at least only discuss them with other military members. They aren’t talked about for many reasons; no one will know what it’s really like to have gone through what they did, so trying to explain sometimes does no good; in fact, it can cause more frustration. They also aren’t allowed to talk about most of those unpleasant memories for security and classification reasons, and why would they want to burden someone else with those memories anyway? Any military member can tell you it’s easier just to compartmentalize those feelings and memories instead of sharing them with outsiders. It is very hard to put yourself in the shoes of our service members. I can’t even do it always, and I was a service member. I was never shot at nor had people dying around me, so I’ll never understand the emotions associated with that. I can sympathize, but I will never know how they truly feel or the nightmares they endure. I’ll never know what it’s like to be able to sleep for only two hours at a time because you’re worried about the next rocket attack.

			You are entitled to form your own opinions about snipers, but before you do, I want to give you accurate information to do so. I hope you won’t be easily persuaded by what you read and hear in the news, or watch in a Hollywood film. You may read about things like operational decisions you don’t agree with, but try to put yourselves in their combat boots. I hope these stories provide you with a deeper insight to the personal and professional life of a sniper. I hope you’ll see these men for what they really are: heroes versus cowards, and professionals versus “killers.”

		

	
		
			1

		

		
			“The Thrill Isn’t the Kill, It’s Surviving the Game”

		

		
			What It’s Really Like to Be a U.S. Marine Corps Chief Scout Sniper

			We are professionals. This is our job; we’re not killers. We have to be jacks-of-all-trades. There were no specialists back in the day when I was deployed. We did it all. When you are limited with only three or four of us in a sniper team, you do everything. For me, I liked sneaking in, getting eyes on target, gathering and reporting information, and getting out without them knowing I was even there. I know some of my buddies would rather assault a defense or be in an attack, but for me it was more challenging and exciting remaining undetected. I want people to know that being a sniper was sometimes more about reporting what I saw back “to the rear” than taking a shot. Being a sniper involves tedious preparatory work, analysis, concentration, and observation skills. Don’t get me wrong: we spend a lot of hours on the range and in the classroom to master and maintain our proficiency to hit a target out to one thousand yards. But we also have to work on our patience, paying attention to details and staying focused when it is cold, wet, and dark, having been up for hours, patrolling with 120-pound packs for miles, until you’re on the objective. And then after all of that, you’re still required to perform your best. It takes discipline to stay awake and not miss any action or detail, especially during those long hours of pure boredom in the heat while you are drenched in sweat. But to me, it was all worth it, every minute of it. Why am I providing my story? I want people to know it takes a lot to do this job; it’s not about being an action hero, and it comes with a price to pay.

			Here is Mike’s story. He will take you to Haiti, Somalia, and Afghanistan. Sometimes you will be on the edge of your seat like he was, and other times you will feel the monotonous, mundane days drag on, like he did.

			1993/Haiti (Operation Provide Democracy): The Close Call

			In April 1993 Mike attended the ten-week 2nd Marine Division Scout Sniper School at Marine Corps Base Camp Lejeune, North Carolina, that trained him to become a Marine Scout Sniper, which awarded him the MOS (Military Occupational Specialty) of “8541.” Camp Lejeune is one of the Marine Corps training bases and is called the “home of expeditionary forces in readiness.” He learned a wide variety of skills to include shooting stationary and moving targets out to one thousand yards, stalking, mission planning, land navigation, patrolling, sketching, communications, use of supporting arms, and reporting. After Mike’s training, tensions on the Caribbean island of Haiti had escalated when the democratically elected Haitian President, Jean-Bertrand Aristide, was overthrown by a faction of Haiti’s military regime. Upon

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
		

	OEBPS/image/Infinity_symbol.jpg





cover.jpeg





OEBPS/image/LyonsPressFish.jpg





