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  INTRODUCTION


  On the evening of March 5th I was about to sit down to dinner when the phone rang. After the caller identified herself to the answering machine, I picked up the receiver to the sweet voice of my literary agent, Alice Martell. We engaged in some small talk before we got down to business. I knew something was up because it was almost ten o'clock New York time and Alice hardly ever called that late unless we were in negotiations for a book contract. All the deals I was involved in were completed, or so I thought.


  Alice could barely hold back the news. She had talked to my publisher, Ed Breslin, who had had an idea for a book of personal testimony from Gulf War heroes, a nonfiction account in their own words of what our troops had experienced during Operation Desert Shield and Operation Desert Storm. The war was a hot topic in the publishing industry and Ed wanted to put together at speed a book of high quality to meet the rush to the bookshelves by the projects coming from competing publishers. That's where I came into the picture. Ed had been involved in the paperback publication of my national bestseller, Sweetwater Gunslinger 201, and he had me under contract for the novel I am currently writing, Road to Gold. He knew I was a veteran of the Vietnam conflict, and that I had been involved during the Iranian hostage crisis, and had also been involved in strikes against the Iranian oil platforms in the Persian Gulf. All of this made me suited for what the HarperCollins publishers had in mind for this project, now called Desert Voices. Ed also knew my personal motto: "I pay off on performance, not on excuses."


  The deal was as follows: HarperCollins wanted me to put together a book of interviews based on the personal experiences of individuals who had fought in the Gulf War or who had been directly affected by it. I was to fly to Saudi Arabia and get the interviews from troops returning home and I was to leave as soon as possible. After Alice had fully briefed me on the proposal, the wheels started to turn. I told her I would have to get back to her once I had come up with a game plan.


  The rest of the evening I spent figuring out logistics—and the probability of me actually being able to pull this off. I knew I had the leave available on the books, but the big question was whether the Navy would allow me to undertake this prestigious tasking.


  That night was a restless one. I bet I got ten minutes sleep all told. I tossed and turned all night figuring out what course of action would be needed if given the green light by my commanding officer. I watched the hours approach six A.M. and when the clock struck six I hit the shower and got ready for work. I wanted to brief the C.O. before he got the morning update from the department heads at eight.


  I arrived at his office a few minutes before he entered. When he opened the door, I stood up and said, "Good morning, sir. I'd like to brief you on something before your day starts."


  "Sure, Sweetwater, come on in. Would you like some coffee?"


  "No, I'm fine, sir."


  "What's on your mind?"


  I gave him the rundown on the project and he was behind me one hundred percent except for going to Saudi. He informed me that the Navy had put out message traffic about the area being high risk and it was not advised to be visited by Department of Defense personnel. So I asked him if he would object to my meeting the troops at a halfway point, not yet knowing where that would be. He had no qualms with that course of action. He asked when I would be departing and I said as early as Monday. Before I left his office, he said that he wanted to have our legal department check on this and make sure there would be no problems or conflicts of interest on my part. I thanked him for his time and exited.


  Now that everything was up front, the ball was in the Navy's court. Our legal department would check with Washington to ensure that what I was about to undertake would not be in violation of the standards of conduct and that everything was cleared before I accepted the task from HarperCollins.


  During my lunch break, I called my agent to inform her of what had transpired to date. I told her it would be a go if the Navy had no objections to my doing the project and that I would know by the close of business today. I told her I would have an answer to her by nine Eastern Time tonight. At 1600 I received clearance from my commanding officer that the project had been approved.


  At nine that evening I called Alice and told her the good news. I also informed her that I needed to go to Germany to conduct the interviews. She asked why Germany, and I told her why I couldn't go into Saudi. I told her that there were several stopover points being used prior to the troops entering CONUS and that I felt Germany was the best place for me to conduct my business. She told me that she would brief Ed in the morning and pass on the information, then call me at home before I left for work with more details regarding their game plan. As we finished our business, I thanked Alice for her support and belief in my capabilities in being able to make this happen.


  After hanging up I realized the opportunity that was being presented to me and started to get mentally prepared for what would be a big project indeed. HarperCollins wanted the book on the streets by June 1st which was less than two months away. My wife, Nancy, could see, after I got off the phone, that I was in zone five afterburner, so she fixed me a drink and told me to sit and relax before I blew a fuse. I brought her up to speed on what had transpired to date. As I started to re-enter the earth's atmosphere, we both worked on a checklist so as not to forget anything prior to my departure. The call in the morning from Alice would clear up a lot of unanswered questions.


  At seven Pacific Time, ten Eastern Time, the phone rang and Alice was ready to brief. She asked if I were awake yet, and if I wasn't, by the time she finished I surely would be. She told me that HarperCollins wanted me in New York Sunday the 10th to be briefed on the 11th and 12th and leave for Germany the afternoon of the 12th to arrive in Germany on the morning of the 13th. She said my ticket to New York would be waiting for me at the San Diego airport and a driver would meet me at JFK to take me to my hotel. I was to be at Mr. Breslin's office by ten on the morning of the 11th. The contracts, tape recorder, tapes, plane tickets and hotel reservations would all be given to me by Mr. Breslin. She then asked if I was still with her. I said keep firing and she did for another five minutes. After she answered a few of my questions I told her I would see her on Monday. She hung up and I headed for work.


  There were a lot of loose ends at work that needed to be tied up before Friday. I had several projects that I was in charge of and people had to be briefed on follow-up procedures. I filled out my leave papers and hand-carried them through the chain of command once I had received my Naval investigative brief on terrorism in the European theater. By the close of business on Thursday I knew that this endeavor was real and I was playing in the Big Leagues now.


  Prior to our evening meal, I was listening to the five o'clock news. It was reported that Marine troops would be returning to Camp Pendleton from the Gulf on Saturday and the public was invited to join in and welcome them home. A flash of brilliance came over me and I told Nancy we needed to be part of the welcoming committee. Besides, it would give me a chance to get warmed up before I went across the pond.


  Friday morning I called Alice and told her what I was up to and asked if Ed had any guidance. She said, "Let me call him and I'll get back to you before you leave for work." Within ten minutes Alice had some guidelines for me plus a release form from the HarperCollins legal department. I gave her my fax number and she sent the form off to me.


  At the close of business on Friday, I picked up a tape recorder and some tapes so that I could carry out the mission on Saturday. Nancy had picked up the release form and made 20 copies, so we were ready for our first set of interviews.


  Saturday morning I was up bright and early and Nancy had a hearty breakfast waiting when I returned from my run. We cleaned up the dishes and headed for Camp Pendleton. While driving I came up with a game plan to ensure we were up front with what we were doing.


  Once on the base, I located the joint public affairs office and tracked down the officer in charge. I introduced myself as William LaBarge, explained what my mission was, and asked permission to interview the troops and their dependents. The Marine major gave me clearance to conduct my business and directed me to the parade grounds where the troops would arrive.


  Nancy and I drove to the parade grounds, parked the car, and watched people file into the stands. It would be several hours before the troops actually arrived, so it gave me the opportunity to get my feet wet with a few interviews before the heroes landed.


  As we watched family, friends, and patriotic bystanders file into the bleachered area, it gave one a feeling of great pride in the bringing together of our country, the likes of which hadn't been felt since World War II. Being a Vietnam veteran, I am keenly aware of the treatment accorded to the troops who served in that conflict. Our homecoming had been less than joyous. There were many instances of Vietnam veterans being jeered, or spat upon. No Vietnam veterans were met at the pier or at the airport with flags and marching bands. No one held celebrations in their honor. No one really wanted to know what it had been like. People thought they already knew. They seemed uncomfortable, uneasy, even ashamed, of what others had been asked to do on behalf of our country. There had been a great aching in the heart of America since then. Now all that was behind us. America had had the guts to do the right thing, and had succeeded in liberating Kuwait and in stopping Saddam Hussein.


  This time, the welcoming home of the troops was going to be done right. The country wasn't going to let its troops down again. You could feel the sense of pride in the atmosphere. You could sense the country gluing itself together again, the returning troops transforming it. The whole scene sent goose bumps up and down my spine. People waved American flags, yellow ribbons, and banners. There was a lot of spirit.


  Now that the show was underway, it was time for Jimmy Olson and Lois Lane to get some interviews. In one of the first groups I interviewed was a husband and wife whose son was returning home after being gone for seven months. As the interview progressed, the wife started to get a little emotional, which emphasized the link between a mother and her only son returning home from war.


  As I strolled on the inside of the parade grounds, I spotted a man with his family sitting in the front row of the bleachers. I told Nancy that I'd bet they had someone returning, so let's talk with them. As it turned out, this man was a staff sergeant in the Marine Corps who had just returned a few days prior to this scheduled homecoming. His story was one of the most intense, eye-opening experiences of all the interviews combined. He was one of the troops who belonged to task force "Ripper" that had got pinned down in Khafji. The intensity with which he told his story made me feel like I was in battle with him. The emotional strain on him was still evident. His wife broke down during the story, my wife started to cry, and my eyes welled up. One can't imagine what it is like to be in a fire fight, but this man's story will bring you face-to-face with what it's like to be on the front line.


  After that interview I needed a break. The emotional strain that was brought out in those few minutes really made you stop and think about what our men and women who serve in the armed forces go through. They are what makes this great country of ours free, and they are what the United States of America is all about.


  Nancy and I got a Coke from one of the concession stands, and while we were in line, a journalist from one of the local radio stations was interviewing two gentlemen who had just returned from the Gulf. After they finished talking with this journalist, I told them what I was doing and asked if they would like to tell their stories.


  Their stories brought home the real meaning of war. Both of them had been injured during the conflict. The first young man, in his early 20s, explained how he had got his hand blown off and, after he realized what had happened, had dug in the sand looking for his thumb. This young man wasn't bitter, he was proud to have served, but most of all he was glad to be alive. The other soldier had got hit in the neck with shrapnel, which had caused some nerve damage to his neck and arms. Both of these Marines had met at a field hospital while they were being medically stabilized. They both had great attitudes and would go back into battle tomorrow if able. It just goes to show the courage and stamina of the American fighting forces if they know the public is behind them.


  After several more interviews with people who had organized support rallies, or who had helped families having problems coping with a loved one being deployed, we went to eat dinner. The arriving troops had been delayed another couple of hours, so we took a break.


  When we returned to the parade grounds, the air was charged, full of excitement—the troops were only minutes away. The mothers with newborns got to sit up front, and the children whose dads were returning were all lined up around the field with "Welcome Home" signs and banners.


  As the four buses pulled into the parade grounds, the assembled crowd started to cheer and "The Marine Corps Hymn" started to blast from the loudspeakers around the field. The troops filed out of the buses and lined up into formation. The officer in charge marched them to the center of the parade grounds, gave out some instructions, then dismissed the formation. At that point all hell broke loose. Wives, children, girlfriends, mothers, fathers, and friends converged on the troops. Nancy and I sat and watched this spectacular sight in awe, and when the smoke settled, all the troops were leaving with a family member or a friend. There was someone to meet every one of the men who'd got off those buses. As for the interviews, well, it was a good thing we had had the opportunity to talk to some troops who'd arrived earlier, because there were no troops available once the dust settled.


  On our drive back to San Diego, Nancy and I felt proud of our troops and could sense a coming together of the American public. All of these young troops seemed to have a mission in life, they had goals and were striving to achieve them. The younger generation that we thought had been overrun with drugs and lack of self-esteem had risen to meet the challenge of the '90s. Many of the people in the crowd at Camp Pendleton had been from out of town and had had no family members returning; they had come to witness the event and to lend their support. As I stated before, our country is experiencing a coming together, with a sense of pride and a will to succeed.


  Once home I had the monumental task of packing for a two-week business trip, which I wouldn't bestow on my worst enemy. After the last item had been inventoried and packed, I hit the hay. My plane was scheduled to leave at seven the next morning, so I had a five-thirty taxi pickup.


  The trip to New York was uneventful, and I relaxed once I arrived. Monday morning was busy. I met with my agent and with all the major players involved with the project. I then realized this was a reality and the monkey was on my shoulders now. It was never brought out, but I could see the strain on my agent's face and on the faces of several of the publishers as to the possibility of this project going down the porcelain fixture. I reassured them, and the tension seemed to lighten. However, I knew I might run into some unforeseen problems at my destination—and that, if I did, the project could die.


  Being an optimist, I pressed on and tried to persuade everyone that I had the technology to make this happen. The rest of the day was spent getting my equipment, and confirming my tickets and reservations. It went like clockwork and the HarperCollins staff were true professionals; everything down to the last detail was covered and at my disposal.


  The next day I left for Germany, where I was to meet the troops returning from Desert Storm. The flight went well and I arrived at six in the morning at my destination. I checked into my hotel and went to sleep.


  At twelve noon I was awakened by my alarm. I didn't want to get out of bed, but I knew if I didn't, I would have trouble sleeping later that night. After I cleaned up, I got a taxi and headed to the base where the troops would be arriving.


  Once on the base, I went to the club and got something to eat. I talked with a few people who had been involved with the war and really began to get excited about the job ahead. After lunch, I had to find the public affairs office and announce to the officer in charge what my intentions were, and get clearance to interview the troops.


  After I had been briefed on the procedures for media coverage, the chief public affairs officer escorted me to Tent City and introduced me to the key players who ran the show. Tent City consisted of 58 troop tents and one large USO tent. Most of the tents had cots where the returning troops could lie down and relax while their planes got serviced for their return to the States. A couple of tents were used for administrative purposes. One was designated as the chapel, and several were designated for women only. Showers and toilet facilities were available throughout Tent City. The tents all had space heaters in them that helped keep our troops warm during the cold hours while they waited. It was quite a sight to see: the whole area was like a scene right out of the TV series M*A*S*H*. However, the most inspirational sight in Tent City was the USO tent. It wasn't the typical drab green like the rest of the tents. This tent was white and about 60 yards long. It was like a museum inside. There were 50 state banners hung from the ceiling with yellow ribbons hanging from the bottom of each banner, and large sheets hung down as well signed by schoolchildren welcoming home the troops; there were tables laden with food and beverages for the troops to eat and drink; there was a small library of donated books, and several TVs to watch, and a Ping Pong table to test the troops' skill. But the most historic item in the USO tent was the graffiti on the tent walls, as high up the sides as the troops could reach. There must have been hundreds of thousands of signatures and sayings all over the inside of this USO tent. For example: "Come see the Baghdad Air Show with aerial demonstrations of F-14s, F/A-18s, F-15s, F-117s, B-52s, Tornados and the Mirage, with fly-bys by the Tomahawk cruise missile"; there were marriage proposals; there were lists of how many bombs one squadron had dropped on target; and so on and so forth, sayings after sayings after sayings. One could spend a whole day reading messages troops had written before and after going into battle. You could almost feel their emotion and pride as you read their stories. These tent walls should be put in the Smithsonian Institute as historic war memorabilia.


  After I was introduced to all the key people and completed the tour of the USO tent, we went back to the headquarters tent to find out when the next planeload of returning Gulf War heroes was to arrive. The best guess they had was four-thirty that morning. I thanked everyone and asked them to call me at the hotel once the plane landed. I then headed back to the hotel to get some sleep before I started the interviews.


  The hotel was only ten minutes from the base, so I could be on station within a few minutes once I received the call. After a short cab ride back to the hotel, I went up to my room and went to sleep. At ten-thirty that evening I woke up and couldn't get back to sleep, so I went down to the hotel lobby hoping to get some interviews. There I spotted three men who looked like troops just returned from the Gulf. Their haircuts, their civilian clothes and their use of English confirmed in my mind that they were military men. I went up to them, introduced myself, and explained what I was up to. They agreed to an interview, but wanted to eat first. I told them I had to get my recorder and I would be back shortly. They said they would wait in the lobby for me.


  Upon my return we headed for a pub, where they could find something to eat. After several minutes of searching, we located a bar that served food. It was on the bottom floor near a rail substation. As we entered, I wondered if this would be a good place for an interview. The place was pretty loud and one of the last things Mr. Breslin said was, "Find a quiet place for the tapings." Well, when in Rome do like the Romans, and if I wanted to talk with these men I had better make the best of it. So I kept my mouth shut.


  After the men had eaten, I started to interview each of them and they all had some great stories, which the tape recorder was able to pick up above the noise of the place. The emotions of one man became evident when talking about his loved ones and the hardships they had been through while he was deployed to the desert. His words were heartfelt, and touching. Two of the three men were civilian contractors who had high-tech equipment being used during Desert Storm and they needed to be on-site to ensure that it functioned properly. The ordeals they went through, and the emotional strain put on their families, were eye-opening.


  Once the interviews were completed, I thanked them for their time and headed back to my hotel. Well, I thought, it wasn't going to be that easy. Almost three hours had lapsed and it was pushing two in the morning. Due to the heavy security around the airport, all the entrances to the airport's main concourse were secured. By this time jet lag had really set it and I was beaten down to parade rest. I wanted to go to bed now. Finally, after an hour of walking around who knows where, I ran into a security guard who escorted me back to the hotel entrance. I was never so happy to get into bed before in my life.


  I had just entered REM sleep when the phone rang and it woke me with a start. It was the sergeant at Tent City calling to let me know that a plane had just landed with 200 troops on it who would be entering the compound within the hour. I looked at the clock and it was a quarter to five. I thought to myself: "Not bad, Sweetwater. An hour's sleep. You been there before, get a move on."


  I got cleaned up and was at Tent City five minutes before the troops arrived. It was a touching sight to see. As the troops entered the USO tent, the volunteers and I all started to clap and to welcome them home. Food and drinks had been distributed prior to their arrival, so the lines had formed quickly. The troops had been on a plane for almost nine hours. They had about a two-hour layover and then another nine hours flying time to the States.


  The troops looked like I felt and I am sure they felt like I looked. Once the smoke settled and the men and women got something to eat and started to relax, I went into action. I will never forget the first troop I interviewed in Tent City. He wandered over to where I was sitting and sat down several chairs away. I walked up to him and said "Welcome home," and told him why I was there and what I was up to. He agreed to an interview and I had him read the release form and sign it.


  While he read the form, my heart went out to this young Marine. He wasn't much more than 20 years old. His chocolate-chip camouflage desert uniform was covered with black soot and he looked like he hadn't had a shower for weeks, and you could see the emotional and physical strain on his face. As I started the interview, the young man began to cry, not from battle fatigue, but from all the excitement of going home. For him, seeing all the banners and the graffiti on the walls was overwhelming. As soon as he regained his composure, we continued and he had some great experiences to tell. Before this group's short stay was up, I had about eight good interviews. I felt good about this assignment, and I felt confident.


  This was pretty much how the pattern worked while I did my research. When I knew a planeload was arriving, I would be at Tent City waiting to record our heroes' stories day or night, around the clock, for seven days. I never got more than four hours of sleep at a whack.


  One day there was an antiwar demonstration outside the main gate, so the gate was secured. Fortunately, one of the USO workers got me on and off the base through a back entrance. The days were long, but the stories were breathtaking, and the troops were so proud and happy to be going home that it made the whole project worth the sacrifice.


  As I went into my sixth day, the troop movement seemed to slow down and the stories were beginning to be repetitive, so I made the decision to pack my duffel and shuffle. Feeling good about what I had accomplished, I had a hidden fear of the tapes being confiscated, stolen, or erased while going through the airport X-ray machine. I hardly slept the night before returning to the States.


  I had kept all the tapes in a safety deposit box at the hotel, knowing if they were lost it would hardly pay for me to go home. I felt like a CIA agent carrying hidden microfilm back through enemy lines to the Company.


  The day of my departure started at six with a wake-up call and breakfast. Prior to my checkout, I got the tapes from the safety deposit box and put them in my carry-on bag, never to be out of my sight. Once I had the tapes, paranoia really set in—I couldn't afford to lose them for anything. At the airport, after checking my large suitcase, I now had only to get past the dreaded X-ray machine. As I approached the bag-eating, film-destroying, and tape-erasing monster, my blood pressure and heartbeat went off the scale.


  As I got in line to send my bag through, I took all the tapes out and put them in a large envelope. I told the lady checking tickets that I had tapes in the envelope, and asked if she would mind handing them to me once I had cleared the machine. She gave a friendly smile and said "Sure," after she had checked the contents of the envelope. Once on the other side, I was home free. The only way these tapes would not be delivered now was if the plane went down or I was shot.


  The trip home was long and I couldn't wait to get these hot potatoes off my hands. Once I cleared customs, my driver was waiting to take me to the hotel. After checking in, I called Mr. Breslin's office and talked to his lovely assistant, Laurie van Rooten, who, by the way, had set up my flawless travel arrangements. I told Laurie I would be in to debrief and turn in the tapes as soon as I got cleaned up. She welcomed me home and said she would relay the message once Mr. Breslin returned.


  The debrief, and turning over the tapes, was a big relief, a load off my shoulders. It was like getting back aboard the aircraft carrier at night with a 20-foot pitching deck in a rainstorm. The debrief went well and everyone seemed pleased with the results, so we secured for the day. The following day, the publishing team and I laid out the game plan for the birth of Desert Voices.


  As you read this book, bear in mind that during the interviews, I would often prompt the interviewee with questions, many times because I myself was so excited by what was being said, other times because something being said wasn't quite clear enough, and still other times because the subject of the interview was having trouble finding words in such a highly charged state. My questions have been eliminated and the stories have been smoothly stitched together. The publishers and I wanted to keep the spotlight on the troops, to let them tell their own stories of what the war in the Gulf was really like. Many memoirs of war have been published, but mostly by generals, and we wanted to let the troops have their memoirs preserved, and in their own words. If there is any military terminology you don't understand, turn to the glossary in the back.


  As I sat on the plane home to San Diego, I could not believe all that had been accomplished in so few days. I only hope you enjoy reading these accounts of war by our brave men and women of the armed forces as much as I was honored to gather them for you—and for posterity.


  William LaBarge


  San Diego, California


  April 8th, 1991


  JIMMY A. RADFORD


  Rank: Lance Corporal


  Service: Marine Corps


  Duty: Infantry


  Hometown: Paradise, California


  We were the first ones in the Third Battalion Seven Marines, we were the first ones into Kuwait. You know the night of the 25th as we were clearing buildings we took artillery fire and me and five other Marines were wounded. One was killed. And from there they medivacked us down into Jabal into Frankfurt, Germany, and we arrived in here yesterday at Camp Pendleton.


  I lost part of my hand. Artillery shrapnel had taken part of the hand off and then what they could save of it was saved and sewed on and then I got six to eight months of physical rehabilitation at Camp Pendleton. There's nerve damage and I had lost part of my hand, a little bit of my hand. I got I guess what you call a superficial face wound, lost a lot of skin, a lot of nerve tissue, everything and then the rest will be a, through, uh, surgery. Will be refaced.


  It's not serious to me 'cause I'm home and I'm alive and that's why it's not serious, you know, and pretty soon I'll be able to be with my wife again and then our first child's due in July so that's basically why I'm not worried about anything.


  There's about ten seconds there that, uh, the biggest fear in my life was I was worried. Once everybody knew, once I knew everything was okay and I was all right then I really felt okay.


  We had taken POWs the night before. And we were getting ready to go into the attack on an airport and as we were getting ready to pick up and move out again we took an artillery round that landed into somewhere. I can't remember if it landed directly in front of us but out of the corner of my eye I seen a really bright unexplainable yellow flash that split second I tried to stand up. By the force of the blast I was knocked backwards and about that time I like heard yelling and screaming. I looked down at my hand, when I was able to pick myself up, I was knocked back about three or four feet, I looked down at my hand and I seen blood and I couldn't see my thumb and I was scrambling through the sand looking for my thumb.


  In the process of that, I looked up and on my hand I seen my wedding ring and that's when the real fear hit me. I was thinking, "Oh, my God, my wife. Am I ever going to miss my wife again?" And we are expecting our first child to be born in July, on July 23rd and the thoughts going through my head was, "My wife. What if my child was, you know, I'll never be able to see my child. My child will never be able to see me," and those thoughts of fear were going through me then.


  That was when a corpsman ran up to me, when my best friend was saying that I was hit, I was hit. My corpsman ran up to me and was able to grab a hold of me and look at me real quick. I said, "I'm okay, I'm okay." And I said, "I'm all right, I'm all right, go help the other guys," and he ran over to help the more serious wounded and everything. My buddy was helping me out, he bandaged my hand up and we were expecting more incoming and everything.


  I'll probably be going for a six-to-eight month therapy depending on the extent of the nerve damage done and everything and what they determined so far was bruised nerves inside the thumb through my fingers to the knuckles of the fingers are bruised. The damage to the nerves caused my hand to stay at a point where it's constantly swollen all the time, where I can't pull my ring off, the ring won't come off and at this first aid station I put up a hell of a fight. They wanted to cut my ring off and I wouldn't let them. I told them my wife put that on there and it's going to stay there no matter what happened.


  The field medics were the greatest we've ever had. The corpsmen, the Navy corpsmen nowadays, I don't care what anybody says about Marines or what the Marines say about the Navy. The corpsmen are the best damn people we have out there with us because we rely in a situation like that we're so busy shooting, we're getting shot and somebody's shooting back that we need them to be running around and helping us, helping our wounded, and they also get up and help them firefight and they've got balls.


  I felt very confident. We practiced for months out there in the desert just for this one attack we were going to do. We arrived in the country January 14th. We were slated for contingencies in the Orient, in the Philippines, and then we were preparing for about a month and half before we went over for the deployments to the Saudi. And then once in country we basically knew what our mission would be and so we had two months to rehearse the facts of the mission and everything and once we went in, we were unstoppable.


  ROBERT S. EDWARDS
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  Well, when we first flew in, we flew into Dhahran on August the 11th. It was nine o'clock at night. It was 115 degrees when we pulled into the airport. Of course, everybody was tired. From there, once we all got together, we moved down to a port called Jabal Port where everybody lived and slept in warehouses. And we slept on the concrete. Warehouses—there was about, I'd say, 800 people in a warehouse. No beds, no nothing. We just slept on the concrete and that's how we lived.


  When we first got there, there was no shower facilities for about a week. From there, I was picked to go with the combat service support unit up to the front. And at that time, it was in early August, we left and went up to the desert and we supported the grunt units that was up front, the ground units. When we first moved out we was the northernmost American unit in the Saudi desert. From there, we moved further north as time progressed. And everything was really peaceful at first until, I guess, oh, about four or five months ago.


  About four months ago, we moved up, I guess we was about 50 miles from the border on our first move and we started getting reports of them coming across the border probing artillery shells and rockets. As things progressed, we moved up even closer to the border, near Khafji. Then we started getting artillery fire, incoming rockets. A lot of the people over there were in my section, in my platoon, had most of my men, well, I was the oldest person in my platoon. I'm 31. And most of the men in my platoon were between the ages of 19 and, I'd say, 24 and you become, you just come to know everybody living with them, living in a hole all the time and they get scared.


  'Course, I was scared too, but we all learned to kind of pull together as a big family and just overcome that fear. When a SCUD attack would come or we'd get warning of a SCUD attack, everybody would be in a panic and they'd run into their bunkers and they'd just crouch there. Some of the guys, and I don't mind saying, some of the guys cried. Some of them, you know?


  They cried, but I tried to hold them together even though I myself was scared. I had 20 men under me. I'm with the communications platoon and what we would do is we would have bulldozers go in before we moved into a position and because the desert is so flat and barren, what they would do is the bulldozers would dig a trench about eight-foot deep into the ground and we would drive our communications vehicles down in them and that's where we would keep our vehicles and then we would dig slit trenches that would be, let's say, about 12-foot long and about three-foot wide at the most and that's where we would go when an attack would come or when we got closer to the border we lived in them trenches most of the time.


  We had a couple people that was bitten by desert vipers, sand vipers, snakes, and they were rushed out to the hospital. Scorpions. We seen a scorpion and this is the truth: I seen a scorpion that was about, I'd say, six inches long from tail to head and it was solid black in color and there was a couple people that were bit by them. The food. We got one hot meal a day and that was usually in the evening and some of the times, by the time it got to us, it was already cold anyhow. But it was better than eating rations.


  I think that the troops knew what was going on because we were told, the staff NCOs and the officers were told not to hide anything from the troops. That if we knew it, and my policy, personally, was that if I knew it I was telling the troops so they'd be informed. Now, as communicators, we usually knew what was going on before anybody else anyhow 'cause we'd hear it come over the radio and I usually spread the word and let everybody know what was going on just to keep them informed.


  We went into Khafji for resupply and for LAVs to resupply them with ammunition
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