


  BOOK ONE:Dust, Sweat, and Blood


  THE MINUTE I STEPPED OUT OF THE BIRD ONTO KUWAIT SAND, THE HEAT immediately started to choke me as if somebody was holding a hair dryer set on incredibly high heat right in my face. It was like being locked in an oven. I had arrived in early September 2003. Dust swirled all around me, caking my face and hands and boots with fine sand, the heat blanketing me like I was in a sauna with the dial spun all the way up.


  I remember thinking, this should be interesting. This wasn’t my first rodeo, but it was my first combat as a paratrooper sniper. I had just spent five weeks at Sniper School, training and maneuvering in jungle environments, and here I was, standing in the middle of the desert in the Near East, saying to myself, “This should be fun.” I knew that I would be doing more than the other Scouts simply because I was a brand-new Sniper School graduate. It is common in any U.S. Army Scout platoon to lean heavily on the school-trained snipers. Additionally, everyone in command knew that I was a Ranger veteran.


  Soon, we arrived in Western Iraq, dust drifting up off our boots as we walked off a C-130 at Al Taqaddum Air Force Base. Sand dunes rolled low and golden west of the tarmac and heat mirages glimmered on the runway like rivers as we carried our rifles, fighting knives, and war gear off that bird in the stifling Mesopotamian heat.


  Gearing up for my first mission in Fallujah, September 2003, I checked over my gear and weapons, and made a few last-minute adjustments to my ghillie suit. I was somewhat chagrined to find that Task Force 1Panther was, to me, not really mission-ready. The lack of organization told me that I’d be walking in the dark for a while. By my analysis, the intelligence section did not exist at all at that time. This was more than troubling for snipers in particular, because it’s imperative that we obtain fundamental details of an area and culture. It’s standard operating procedure in combat to receive important basic information from the intelligence section, such as the average height of men in the country, along with things like standard window and door measurements.


  In early September 2003, we got none of that. The absence of a Coalition unit in Fallujah for the six weeks prior to the arrival of the 82nd Airborne prevented Captain Love, an intelligence officer for Task Force 1Panther, from having any appropriate intelligence for the battalion as a whole, and especially for the Scouts. In no way was it the fault of Task Force 1Panther, nor the United States Army on the whole, that President Bush had no battle plan for Western Iraq, nor any understanding of how to fight and win a guerrilla war in the Near East.


  A veteran clandestine agent from Near East Ops, Central Intelligence Agency, told Tucker in Manama, Bahrain, on September 4, 2004,


  
     Bush had no plan for Western Iraq, and his essential plan for the entire war was, victory means securing Baghdad—there was never any question, in Bush’s White House, of “What happens if we get in a guerrilla war in Iraq, because we haven’t committed to killing the Baathists?” Well, never assume. Outside of the Kurds, we have no allies in Iraq. And as you damn well know, Baghdad was never secured. We continue to take live rounds 24/7 in Baghdad, IEDs, RPGs, ambushes of all kinds, mortar rounds, and rocket attacks. That’s not mission accomplished; that’s mission goatfuck.




  As a sniper in combat in Western Iraq in early September 2003, without any field intelligence to prepare my data, I knew that I’d have to rely purely on my training and my instincts. I realized that it would be up to me to gather my own field intelligence and bring my sniper team, especially my spotter, up to speed.


  On September 7, 2003, in Fallujah, I was busy preparing myself and my spotter, Specialist Steve Eggleston from Los Angeles, California. Eggleston was young, a quiet, blond-haired paratrooper who was fit and tough, and on his second combat tour with the 1st-505th, having already served in Afghanistan for a year as a paratrooper. Iraq was his first combat tour as a sniper and Scout, and his natural inquisitiveness and physical stamina helped him a great deal. On that first day in Fallujah, I was schooling Eggleston and the Scouts on what to look for during upcoming missions when word came down for our first mission.


  After my briefing in the mid-morning, I prepped my gear and weapons and my team did the same. As a sniper team leader, it’s vital to ensure that your team and spotter are always mission-ready. I led a three-man sniper team, which was uncommon in the U.S. Army sniper world. A sniper team usually consists of a shooter, plus a spotter/radioman, who is known as an “RTO” (radio transmission operator). For the Scouts of 1st-505th, however, we were in three-man teams. Private First Class Arroyo from Los Angeles completed my team, as my radioman. Two teams loaded up into the Humvee including mine. Eggleston carried a suppressed M4 (an M4 5.56 caliber assault rifle with a silencer), while Arroyo carried an M4/M203 assault rifle/grenade launcher. Arroyo was about the same height as Eggleston, a shade under six feet, and very lean, with dark eyes set back deep under his eyebrows, like a hawk, and short thick black hair. Clever and hard-core about being a Scout and sniper, Arroyo was quick-witted and sharp in the field. He learned quickly; I rarely had to tell him anything twice.


  Operating in a desert environment in the Near East in that kind of heat can be difficult, but it is nearly overwhelming when you’re carrying sixty-plus pounds of gear. Sweat dripped from our eyes and immediately began soaking our uniforms; the sauna-like heat was nearly choking on that late summer day in Western Iraq. The extreme temperatures, reaching 125 to 140 degrees Fahrenheit in Fallujah in early September 2003, made it challenging—especially when there was no way to escape it. Even our drinking water was hot, but that’s all we had. There’s nothing like having a nice canteen full of hot water.


  Our first mission in Fallujah came down that morning. Our Scout platoon sergeant was Sergeant First Class Richard Lopez, a beefy, straightforward, career staff noncommissioned officer (NCO) and also a former Marine Scout/sniper. Lopez came into our hootch that morning, hands on hips, and said, “Load up and roll.” His deep, gruff voice boomed as he nodded in the direction of our Scout Humvees laagered outside in the sand and gravel.


  Lopez was a real no-nonsense guy. When he first came into the army in December 1990, not long after his honorable discharge from Marine infantry, he’d ordered a 101st trooper at Fort Campbell, Kentucky, to remove a gold earring. The soldier had cursed him and refused, so Lopez ripped out his earring, telling the bloodied trooper, “Only pirates and cheerleaders wear earrings. Last time I checked, you’re a soldier in the 101st! No skull and crossbones do-rag on your head, and you’re not wearing a cheerleader’s skirt. No fuckin’ earrings!” With the 101st, Lopez had carried a machine gun and fought in Iraq in the Persian Gulf War.


  Arroyo and Eggleston were already in the back of the Humvee in the mid-morning heat before I got there, their Kevlar helmets and body armor on with full combat load, magazines jammed in vertical mag pouches over their body armor. Sweat poured down their faces. As we loaded up, I noticed that no one wanted to drive, so I volunteered. Staff Sergeant Jason Martin, twenty-seven, from Lynchburg, Virginia, rode shotgun. Martin was a cheerful, easygoing guy who could crack wise with the best of us. About six foot even, lean and broad-shouldered, on that day he carried an M4 assault rifle. Ranger/Airborne–qualified and an Afghan vet, he was also a school-qualified sniper and a sniper team leader.


  I jumped in the driver’s seat, did my checks—“Everybody ready, everybody in, tow strap up?”—and Sergeant Patrick McGuire, a shooter, shouted back to me, “We’re good—let’s roll.”


  Our Humvees were naked, in grunt parlance, meaning we had no armor beneath us, no armor on the sides, and plywood above our drivers’ heads for a shooting platform. We didn’t even have sandbags or doors. We were attached to Attack Company, 10th Mountain light infantry, the third vehicle in the convoy. The lead vehicle, carrying 10th Mountain, had a mounted .50 caliber machine gun. We rolled out from our hootch and linked up with their convoy, staged just inside the wire at the South Gate. It was burning hot. Everybody was good to go and once outside the gate, we began to roll.


  We headed to the Cloverleaf, which was the intersection of the two major highways in Fallujah, Highways 1 and 10. No one had briefed us yet that the Cloverleaf was a known IED magnet, where many roadside bomb attacks and coordinated ambushes had gone off on Third Infantry Division soldiers in the summer of 2003. I soon learned the hard way that you should always blow through overpasses and intersections, rolling fast and furious in fear of IED ambushes. Going off my instincts that morning, I shouted out, “The Cloverleaf looks like a good ambush site. Look for wires, triggermen—for anything out of place!” I was trying to get my team into the same combat mentality that I was in—more or less, on the same page with me. Unlike me, none of them had seen action before, and I wanted them to have that edge you need to survive in war.


  At that time, no patrol from Task Force 1Panther had yet entered Fallujah. As we were entering the city, I was yelling back to our sniper teams, “Now, it’s game time! This is real! Make sure you’re pulling security! Make sure you’re scanning every corner, alley, window, door, rooftop!” Fallujah’s trash-strewn streets were filled with the scent of diesel, and always, the acrid smell of burning tires and raw sewage.


  As I was driving and scanning for enemy, I was taking mental photographs of the city and remembering key landmarks, such as mosques, how the apartments and housing were set up, how staircases would lead up to the rooftops, and whether there were fire escapes on houses and buildings. I was also looking to see how many people were out on the street and what they were dressed like, what their daily activities were, watching eye movement and checking hands for pistols and knives, and observing how people were reacting to us being there. Always scoping hands and eyes, always looking ahead for alley corners and rooftops where enemy snipers would likely be.


  Given that it was everybody’s first mission in Fallujah, you could feel the tension all around you, like a cloud hanging over all of us. Even though there was nothing but sun that morning, that cloud was damn sure there. As I was scanning and collecting data, we came to the end of the first dusty, stinking street. I noticed a group of Iraqi men all wearing their red khaffiyehs ninja-style, wrapped completely around their heads and face, with only their eyes exposed.


  As they all stared daggers at us, cold death stares, I remember saying out loud, “That was odd.” I made a mental note about red headdresses on groups of men. Seconds after observing them, the convoy came to the end of the street and turned left. As my vehicle was turning left, our convoy suddenly disappeared into smoke. Dazed and confused, I had no idea what had just happened. I didn’t realize I had just been through my first IED ambush. At first, all I heard was ringing. Then, I began to hear tires screeching and the squealing of brakes. The driver of the Humvee in front of me had slammed on his brakes, stopping right in the center of the kill zone.


  I was convinced that my legs had been blown off since I had shards of concrete all over my lap. I glanced down and found that my legs were still there, although they throbbed and ached from being slammed by the concrete. The pain was intense. Like the rest of us, my TC, Martin, was groggy from the blast of the IED. There was a huge crater left behind from the blast, likely caused by at least three 155mm artillery rounds wrapped with detonation cord, and possibly, also wrapped with plastic explosives.


  In any kind of convoy ambush, you never stop; you blow right through. But combat can unnerve anyone, and to be fair to that soldier behind the wheel in front of me, it was most definitely his first patrol in Fallujah. As I was getting my bearings on the Humvees in front of me, I was also doing a status check on my snipers. We started taking AK fire from all directions: rooftops, alleys, and streets. We were now in the middle of a coordinated ambush, set off by the blast of the IED. I remember AK fire raining down on us and yelling, “It’s an ambush, it’s an ambush!” I really feared for our snipers in the back of our Humvee, who had no mounted heavy weapon and no cover. Eggleston, Arroyo, Warner, and McGuire were basically sitting ducks, totally exposed to enemy fire from rooftops surrounding us and alleys in all directions.


  I started shouting to the 10th Mountain soldiers in front of me, “Move, move, move!”, none of us knowing if the driver in front of us was dead or alive as the vehicle just sat there. I pulled around the immobile Humvee with my snipers laying down heavy suppressive counterfire. As I wheeled around it, in the same motion I grabbed an M4 with my right hand. Throwing the rifle over my left arm for leverage, with my left hand on the wheel, I began returning fire while evasively driving us out of the kill zone. I kept returning fire to my left where we were getting hit hard, muzzle flashes flaming from an alley. I emptied a magazine rapidly, shooting single shots. Clearing the kill zone, I yelled back, “Changing mags!” McGuire laughed when he heard me shout that I was changing magazines, because it’s something you should never hear your driver say in combat.


  My magazines were doubled, which is slang for taping or joining two mags together, for fast reloading. Somehow, by the grace of God, I was able to hit the magazine release button on my M4 with my right hand while keeping my left hand on the wheel. I made sure the mags fell on my lap, and I grabbed them with my right hand and inserted the fresh magazines. Meanwhile, the bolt had locked to the rear, as with all M4s, so I turned my M4 sideways, pushed the rifle forward very hard so that the bolt release hit my forearm, and chambered a new round. I yelled, “I’m up!” to let my snipers know that I was reloaded. McGuire laughed again. I looked back now and could see Warner standing up, with the .50 caliber Barrett sniper rifle shouldered, scanning the windows and rooftops left to right, looking south—totally focused, but, nevertheless, an easy target for the enemy.


  Now we were the second Humvee in the convoy. I remember yelling back, “Is that Humvee up yet?”, trying to find out if the immobile Humvee was damaged and if there were any 10th Mountain guys killed in action. McGuire shouted, “Roger, it’s rolling!”


  Once the convoy was back as one, we moved up the road a mile and stopped, so that our Humvees were staggered on both sides of the road, with each Humvee covering the fields of fire of the nearest Humvee. This is known as a “herringbone” formation for mounted vehicles. We got the order immediately. “Dismount and pull security!” Cars were approaching from the kill zone.


  I jumped out of the driver’s seat and yelled, “Stop those cars! Hold the people and search them! Search the vehicles!” Meanwhile, 10th Mountain checked for casualties, and we all did our status reports: checking rounds, water, and any wounded or killed. Before we got back in our Humvee, I gathered my sniper team and said, “Welcome to Iraq, boys; that was one hell of a welcoming party.” My team and McGuire grinned, shaking our heads, feeling it was somehow incredible that we were alive, all of us miraculously unwounded. You could feel the tension disappearing in the desert heat around us.


  The best medicine to get someone’s mind off of pain and fear in war, I have found, is comedy. Humor calms people down in combat—especially people who are wounded or who’ve just seen their first action. Seeing my sniper team and the snipers and Scouts with us now at ease after our first action in Fallujah was good, I remember thinking. I recalled many times as a Ranger when I’d joke with brother Rangers and Delta Force commandos after being under fire, and how the tension would fade and a sense of calm and clear focus would return to us. In my experience, when you are calm while in combat, you think more clearly and are able to move smoothly, while still maintaining speed, keeping the element of surprise.


  The lead and second vehicles told us we had two 10th Mountain brothers wounded with shrapnel to the legs. We designated the first Humvee as our medevac vehicle, and put our two wounded on it. The medic told us, “We’ve got to get these guys exfilled, now!” due to loss of blood. We had no time to plan routes out of Fallujah, so we turned around and hauled ass. There was no medical station at Camp Volturno, located on the outskirts of Fallujah, so we pushed on to Forward Operating Base St. Mere, about three miles east of Volturno. It was a race against time to get our wounded brothers to the medics’ station at St. Mere so they would survive.


  Once they were stabilized at St. Mere, the convoy headed back to Volturno to refit, rearm, and regroup for night patrols. Before we headed out that night, we were told that due to my team’s actions in the counter-ambush, we had killed twenty-two insurgents.


  Back inside the wire at Volturno, I pulled Warner aside and asked, “What the hell were you doing with the Barrett? What if you had shot that thing from your shoulder, standing up? It would’ve blown you out of the vehicle!” I didn’t mean to make fun of him—okay, I did—but at the same time, I also wanted to make damn sure that he wouldn’t make that same mistake again. Both of us were laughing by now, and he said, “I don’t know . . . That was just the first thing that came to my mind at the time. Ain’t adrenaline a bitch!”


  I slapped him on his shoulder good-naturedly and said, “I don’t think I’d do that again; it might hurt.” Smiling and laughing, he shrugged and nodded. “Yeah, I guess so.” We walked on, happy to get back in the wire in one piece, all of our fingers and toes in place. We were damn grateful to be alive.


  We headed out the wire on foot that night, on a reconnaissance patrol into the desert near Fallujah. For night patrols, I would switch scopes to the PVS-10, which is a day/night scope. That night, I made sure that I carried the PVS-10, due to its versatility and reliability. Also, there’s no need to “re-zero” the PVS-10; you can mount it on different sniper rifles quickly, with no loss of accuracy when it comes to putting rounds downrange. Once a set of slots on the rail system of a rifle is chosen, the same set of slots should always be used in order for the rifle and scope to retain its zero. I would always take a knife and mark where I wanted my scope to sit directly on the rail system. Even in complete darkness, on a moonless night, I could just feel where the etch was on my rifle and know exactly where to mount my scope.


  Going over the wall that night, I carried my M24 sniper rifle and my 9mm Beretta sidearm, worn on my right thigh with one magazine in and two magazines on the black nylon Blackhawk drop holster. Our Scouts and snipers were all in a concrete hootch located thirty meters from the fifteen-foot-high wall, a wall that enclosed all of Volturno. It was easy for us to “jump the wall,” as we put it, climbing up on ladders to cross over and jump down the other side. At the same time, I was always thinking to myself, “If it’s this easy for me to jump the wall, then it’s got to be easy for the enemy to jump the wall.”


  Sleeping so close to the wall, only a mile from downtown Fallujah, insurgents and terrorists could have easily jumped the wall and slit our throats. Keeping that thought in mind, we would sit outside our hootch at night in the shadows, staring at the wall, our weapons at the ready. I remember saying to McGuire, “I sure wish insurgents would jump this wall, so we could have some fun.” McGuire, gregarious and jovial nearly all the time, would smile and say, “Hell, yeah!”


  Paratroopers and 10th Mountain warriors guarded the base from four very distant guard towers, and other towers in between the main four were unmanned at times. So, we Scouts and snipers took it upon ourselves to guard that section of the wall near our hootch on Volturno.


  That night, we moved slowly on the reconnaissance, the first of many night patrols to come. No matter how much we would do during the day, we knew that we’d always be going out at night, on foot, for reconnaissance and to gather field intelligence. My M24 felt heavy in my arms; it was thirteen pounds including scope and rounds, with a free-floating barrel and excellent balance, but I soon got comfortable with it on night reconnaissance. With the M24 I always had one round chambered and five in the magazine, with ten more rounds in a sleeve on the buttstock, and thirty more rounds in my rucksack. There’s an old saying in regard to the M24: “If you shoot more than five rounds, you’re having a bad day.”


  The night reconnaissance went without incident, and like nearly all the night reconnaissance we did in Fallujah in the fall of 2003, we got on the horn to our Scout radio watch as we headed back in, saying, “I’ll call you back five minutes from now, at the wall.” A Scout would wait for our second call, then toss the ladder over the wall. We’d set up a tight defensive perimeter, covering 360 degrees of security, back to back, with all points of the compass surveyed. Then, we’d peel off, one by one, swiftly going up the ladder and jumping down on the other side. The last man over would pull the ladder up and toss it down on base.


  Night and day, throughout September, I was on more missions than any other sniper. Although I was sweat-soaked and tired and hungry all the time, I was always mission-ready. My grueling first tour in the army as a Ranger really prepared me mentally and physically to deal with the constant daylight combat and night reconnaissance missions. I remember telling my team, “Who gives a shit; we’ll get all the sleep we need when we’re dead, and I don’t intend on dying just yet.” I said that a lot throughout the tour in Fallujah, and my team would smile and Eggleston would say, “Roger that.” They must have really thought I’d lost it; no doubt, my pearls of wisdom kept them on their toes. The unbearable heat was perhaps more tolerable to my men than my humor. Between the desert heat in Western Iraq and the constant, around-the-clock missions, I lost ten pounds during the month of September.


  As a sniper attached to 10th Mountain, I was getting hit going out the wire, by IEDs and coordinated ambushes and RPGs, and getting hit coming back in the wire; it was 24/7 action. Upon reflection, it was understandable. After all, we were at war.


  From a commander’s perspective, it was wise to use my team for so many sniper and reconnaissance missions, given my background and the field intelligence I’d already gathered that September. I recall Mike Tucker saying to me in early February 2004, over coffee, “Outside of the Delta commandos here, you’re the only warrior in Task Force 1Panther with beaucoup experience on missions with Delta Force.” I just grinned as I replied, “Huh . . . I guess so. Here’s to dodging more RPGs.” But he was right.


  As Major Kirk Windmueller of U.S. Army Special Forces has said, and it’s a great philosophy on dealing with combat, “Things could always be worse, and I could’ve been dead a long time ago.”


  One night after coming in, following a period of three very intensive, grueling weeks of combat and reconnaissance, I was sitting on Eggleston’s cot when 1st Lieutenant Swartwood walked in and told us that he was pulling us off missions for forty-eight hours, due to the fact that we’d been in more IED ambushes and seen more combat than the entire battalion. The lieutenant felt we were stressed to the breaking point. I later found out from Mike Tucker that Swartwood had written me up for a Bronze Star with “V” for Valor, for the September actions in Fallujah. The lieutenant, no doubt, had our health and welfare in mind and wanted us rested and ready for upcoming missions.


  I was still very game to stay in the fight, around the clock. Somewhat chagrined, and realizing I could do nothing but look at it as a small joke on me, I had to laugh when I found out we were getting pulled off missions for forty-eight hours. I remember looking at Eggleston after the lieutenant told us to stand down for two days and saying, “Can you believe that? We’re pulled off missions for forty-eight hours. We can’t do anything. Maybe we should let him know there’s a war going on.”
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  My philosophy on war is that war is war; you have to keep driving on, learning to improvise, adapt, and overcome—and how to drive a stake through your enemy’s heart. You win wars with guile, deception, and excellent human intelligence. Sun Tzu was right three thousand years ago when he said that spies are the key to victory, and he’ll still be right three thousand years from now. Relentlessness, ruthlessness, a fighting spirit, and total commitment to victory are required. Unity, strength and guile, sacrifice, commitment, and an unrelenting desire to kill your enemy and crush his will to fight are what wins wars.


  Your leadership has to be willing to say, “Bleed with me,” and live it, not say, “Go shopping with me, and fill up your gas tanks, and let somebody else bleed. The nation that stands together, fights together, bleeds together, suffers together, struggles together, and sacrifices together is the nation that wins together.” If your leadership does not call for total commitment and total sacrifice, you will lose.


  When you’ve got a president and commander in chief like Franklin Delano Roosevelt in WWII, you’re in good hands. FDR understood that demanding sacrifice from the American people is essential to victory in war. Like Churchill, FDR totally understood that winning wars means calling on people to give their blood, sweat, tears, and toil. And FDR also understood that victory at war comes from killing your enemy, not from trying to pay off your enemy, as Bush has discovered in the Iraq War. Money is not ammunition. And when you make the mistake of confusing money for ammunition, that will likely be the last mistake you’ll ever make at war.


  No one ever won a war by shoveling piles of money at the enemy—and the Iraq War is stone-cold proof of that in our time. It goes way too far off into left field to come back for a smooth transition.
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  I made sure that my spotter and team enjoyed the downtime for two days. I took it upon myself to make sure that the intelligence section, headed by Captain Love and Captain Zawachesky, had all of my field intelligence so they could disseminate it to the battalion and companies, to ensure that our paratroopers and 10th Mountain boys would not walk into the same black hole that I’d walked into. I walked down to each company in Task Force 1Panther on Volturno: Alpha, Bravo, and Charlie companies of the 82nd Airborne, and Attack Company, 1st Battalion 32nd Light Infantry Regiment of 10th Mountain Division. I wanted to confirm that Task Force 1Panther S-2 was correctly disseminating the intelligence that I was giving them, down to the companies. Unfortunately, S-2 was not disseminating all of the field intelligence I’d gathered, although some of it was getting through.


  My intelligence on red khaffiyehs—which I’d highlighted in my field intelligence to S-2 as “The Curse of the Red Ninjas”—did get through, thank God, and it was good hearing from paratroopers and 10th Mountain grunts that they understood. “When we see the red ninjas, we know they are enemy and possibly triggermen for IEDs.”


  Once I felt like everyone had been given the heads-up on what to look for and be aware of, I spent my last twenty-four hours of the two days off giving classes to our Scouts and snipers on target detection, range estimation, and different ways of scanning for enemy in Fallujah. Basically, anything I could do to keep my men on a keen knife edge, to keep a combat mentality, I did. In my last twenty-four hours of stand-down, I also cleaned my rifle and sidearm, checked my gear, counted rounds, and logged in information and field intelligence in my “dope book,” which is basically a logged record of all shots fired from that sniper rifle, as well as intelligence gathered in the field. I made little side notes of key things to remember and look for, such as the average height of men in the area, the typical size of car windows and car doors, the size of doors on houses and apartments, and other information vital to striking at insurgents and terrorists in Fallujah.


  I’d also made sure that all of my team’s weapons were always clean and ready for the next mission. A clean rifle will never fail you, but a dirty rifle will get you killed. It is crucial that a sniper team leader really sets the example not only for the Scouts and snipers on his team, but also for the entire platoon.


  I’ve found that the hardest thing to accomplish in the open desert is for you and your rifle to blend in, so I would carry my sand-painted, desert-camouflaged M24 sniper rifle by one extended bipod leg, hanging down by my left leg. I did this because it’s the best way, in an open desert environment such as Western Iraq, to hide not only the sniper rifle but also the scope from the enemy’s sight. I also held it that way so I could easily bring it up to fire. My backup weapon was a standard military issue sidearm, a Beretta 9mm semiautomatic, carried on my upper right thigh. I always had one magazine jacked in and two on the side. Each magazine held fifteen hollow-point rounds, staggered. I was still somewhat skeptical about relying on a sidearm up against AK-47s, but this sidearm was all the backup weapon I had.


  Therefore, I always carried a minimum of five knives on me. One was on my left shoulder, taped to my vest. That was my “knuckle knife,” for extreme close-quarter battle. The grip on a knuckle knife enables you to maintain your hold in hand-to-hand combat, and it is a very effective close-quarter edged weapon. I also had two mini double-edged commando knives—a 2-inch fixed-blade version of the Fairburn-Sykes British commando knife of WWII—laterally looped to the back of my belt, on my lower back. My fourth knife was a 4-inch blade, double-edged, fixed-blade boot knife, located on the inside of my left leg with the sheath taped to the top of my boot with military-issue 100-mile-an-hour tape. And number five was a Smith & Wesson Bullseye extreme ops knife attached to the inside of my right boot. My uncle had carried a similar throwing knife as a U.S. Army Special Forces commando in Vietnam.


  I taped all my knives to my body with 100-mile-an-hour tape. That way, if I had to run, I knew the sheaths would stay in place; also taping the sheaths was necessary to maintain noise discipline, which is essential to survival at war because the smallest, seemingly insignificant things, like a rattling sheathe, can give your position away and get you killed. To some people, this may seem excessive, but as the American infantry proverb states, “Your knife will never run out of ammunition, nor jam on you.”


  The reason for my boot knives being taped to the inside of my legs, rather than the outside, was for one, if you get into hand-to-hand combat, it’s harder for your enemy to locate and grab your knife and use it against you. Also, by having it on the inside of your leg, it’s hidden, and if for some reason you’re knocked to your knees, you can grab your knife quickly and thrust as you spring up, without the enemy knowing. It’s very difficult in actual hand-to-hand combat to see what someone has in their hand as you are standing above them, with all the adrenaline pumping through your veins.


  One thing that Delta Force commandos taught me thoroughly was the absolute necessity for understanding both the philosophy of effective hand-to-hand combat and additionally, superior methods for both hand-to-hand unarmed combat and close-quarter battle with knives. The Delta Force philosophy on hand-to-hand combat is very wise and practical, rooted in common sense: Kill your enemy in three seconds or less. You don’t want to wrestle around in the mud or sand, or in a bamboo stand, wasting time and compromising the mission you are on.
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  War is never a pretty thing. War is brutal, tough, and bloody. War is unforgiving. War is hell, and you will have hell to pay if you forget that for even one second. You’ll never get a second chance to kill your enemy, should you respect him enough to let him walk away, as our contemporary American society seems to believe. Americans today are not as tough or committed to victory over Al-Qaeda as my great-uncle Ernie Simpson’s generation was committed to victory over Nazi Germany and Imperial Japan. The Greatest Generation remains just that, for they came together like no other to sacrifice, struggle, and prevail. They did not need to conceptualize words like unity, valor, or will; they lived them, and because they lived them, we enjoy the freedoms we have today as Americans. We are facing an enemy today in Al-Qaeda that has proven it enjoys denying Americans their freedoms, including the fundamental right to breathe safely on American soil.


  Al-Qaeda, the enemy that American culture is forcing us to respect, did not show any respect or remorse for the three thousand people murdered in cold blood on American soil on September 11th. They took pride in their vicious and diabolical attack, just as they took pride in the beheadings of American citizens Daniel Pearl and Nicholas Berg. So why should we show Al-Qaeda any respect at all?


  Death to Al-Qaeda.


  I say we should drop Al-Qaeda terrorists from trapdoors in the cargo holds of jet passenger planes, from 35,000 feet, midway over the North Atlantic between America and Europe. And tell them to enjoy the view on the way down.


  Generosity is a good trait, and we should be generous to the killer whales and the great white sharks in the ocean, and give said marine life a few free lunches. Call it charity. Each time we strike and kill an Al-Qaeda cell, remember every American who was murdered in cold blood by Al-Qaeda on September 11th.


  To hell with the politically correct bullshit that is all too prevalent in American society today. It has weakened our warrior spirit and has become a serious impediment to victory over Al-Qaeda. For instance, I heard from Marines in Fallujah in late February
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