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JULY 2026 – GOZO, MALTA

In 2004, while training units for deployment to Iraq, a question came to mind:

What would happen if someone had been on a covert mission in Iraq in 1991 and, thirteen years later, found themselves back in Iraq, facing former allies now aligned with the insurgency?

That question became the seed for both Tide of War and Toll of War.

It would take another twenty years before I began exploring that story. During the past two years of writing, it took me down many paths—some new, some familiar. The characters in these books are all drawn from people I have known throughout my life. None is a direct portrayal of any one individual. Each is a mosaic assembled from many people and experiences. And yes, every one of them carries something of myself.

Some of those paths were painful. They led back to the loss of a friend to suicide, to tragic events I witnessed, and to moments when I knew that everything I could do would still not be enough.

Other paths were lighter: memories of wheelchair races in the clinic at Camp Atterbury, inside jokes among friends, and the pride we felt watching each other succeed. 

In the end, these books became a testament to presence—to simply being there for another person when no words can heal.

I remember looking up at a young woman as I tended to her friend on the pavement after a terrible accident. There was nothing I could say that would make sense of what was happening, no words that could ease her pain. Still, I found myself telling her, “It will be okay.”

Not today. Perhaps not for years.

But someday, life will be okay.

The Author
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MAJOR CHARACTERS:
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Drilon Bombi - U.S. Army LTC and commander of the 2-15th Infantry Battalion. Former Special Forces officer who led a mission in 1991 into Iraq

Miriam Bakke - American trauma surgeon working for Médecins Sans Frontières (Doctors Without Borders) in Iraq. Former civilian medic on Drilon’s team in 1991

Fiona McLaughlin - Scottish journalist embedded with Drilon’s battalion. Previously reported on the conflict in Northern Ireland

Mo (living as “Ibrahim”) - Iraqi Shia leader who survived a failed 1991 operation. Assumes the identity of his deceased cousin Ibrahim and becomes a key political and resistance figure

Ali - Mo’s cousin and principal rival in strategy. More militant, aggressive, and increasingly influenced by Iranian-backed resistance efforts

Abbas - Younger cousin of Mo involved with the insurgency who becomes an informant and double agent, caught between competing loyalties

Greg Remington - NSA intelligence officer in Baghdad and longtime friend of Drilon. Acts as a bridge between intelligence operations and military forces

Mick - Intelligence/paramilitary operator running counterinsurgency raids and informant networks. Often pursues leads aggressively

Supporting Characters

SPC Enrique “Eric” Fernandez – Drilon’s driver and aide; close to both Drilon and Fiona

CSM Penny – Battalion Command Sergeant Major and Drilon’s most trusted senior enlisted advisor

CPT Lawrence Spoon – Battalion intelligence officer (S-2)

Chaplain Doherty – Battalion chaplain and trusted counsellor

COL Dimsford – Brigade commander and antagonist to Drilon

MAJ McKinney – Battalion executive officer (XO)

CPT Enrico Guerra – Battalion surgeon who works closely with Miriam’s clinic

Pierre LeGrand – Security chief at the MSF clinic

Nicolette Schmidt – Senior nurse at Miriam’s clinic

JoAnne – Miriam’s close friend and fellow physician

LTC Crawford – Officer who replaces Drilon after his relief from command

Important Historical/Backstory Characters

Luke (MSG Shoalwater) – Member of the 1991 covert mission whose death deeply affects both Drilon and Miriam. In 1991, he used the alias Johnny

Jamie and Jordan – Luke’s widow and daughter, important to Drilon’s emotional backstory

Ibrahim – Mo’s cousin whose death on the 1991 mission leads Mo to assume his identity
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GLOSSARY:
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Military 

Officer

BG – Brigadier General, referred to when speaking as General

COL – Colonel, referred to when speaking as Colonel

LTC – Lieutenant Colonel, referred to when speaking as Colonel

MAJ – Major

CPT – Captain

1LT – First Lieutenant, referred to when speaking as Lieutenant

2LT – Second Lieutenant, referred to when speaking as Lieutenant

Chaplain – a military unit’s Chaplain. May be of different ranks






Enlisted

CSM – Command Sergeant Major, the senior Non-Commissioned-Officer in a unit and a confidant of the Commander. Often referred to when speaking as Sergeant Major

SGM – The same grade as a Command Sergeant Major, however not serving as a confidant to the Commander. Also referred to when speaking as Sergeant Major

1SG – First Sergeant, the senior Non-Commissioned-Officer in a company level command. Referred to when speaking as First Sergeant or Top

MSG – Master Sergeant, the same grade as a First Sergeant, however not serving as a confidant of the Commander. Referred to when speaking as Sergeant

SFC – Sergeant First Class, a senior Non-Commissioned-Officer. Referred to when speaking as Sergeant

SSG – Staff Sergeant, a mid-grade Non-Commissioned-Officer. Referred to when speaking as Sergeant

SGT – Sergeant, a Non-Commissioned-Officer. Referred to when speaking as Sergeant

CPL – Corporal, the first Non-Commissioned-Officer rank. Referred to when speaking as Corporal

SPC – Specialist, the same grade as a Corporal, but not a Non-Commissioned-Officer. Referred to when speaking as Specialist

All ranks below Specialist are referred to as Private

Units

Division - Commanded by a Brigadier General and superior to a Brigade

Brigade - Commanded by a Colonel and superior to-a Battalion

Battalion - Commanded by a Lieutenant Colonel and superior to a Company

Company - Commanded by a Captain and superior to a Platoon

Platoon - Commanded by a First or Second Lieutenant and superior to a Squad

Squad - Commanded by a Staff Sergeant and superior to a Team

Team - Commanded by a Sergeant

2-15th Infantry - a Battalion level unit in the U.S. Army. Referred o when speaking as Two Fifteen or 2nd of the Fifteenth

1-30th Infantry - a Battalion level unit in the U.S. Army. Referred to when speaking as the First of the Thirtieth






Staff Officer Positions

XO – Executive Officer, the second in command at a Battalion or Brigade. Typically, one rank junior to the Commander

S-1 – The Personnel Officer, responsible for personnel actions in a unit. Referred to when speaking as The One

S-2 – The Security Officer, responsible for intelligence and threat assessment. Referred to when speaking as The Two

S-3 – The Plans and Operations Officer, responsible for a unit’s planning, training and operations. Typically, the third most senior officer in a Battalion. Referred to when speaking as The Three

IG – Inspector General, an office that conducts independent investigations in the military

PAO – Public Affairs Officer






Terms

C-130 – a military transport plane

CPA – Coalition Provisional Authority

DA – Department of The Army

DCU - Desert Camouflage Uniform

EOD – Explosive Ordnance Disposal

FOB – Forward Operating Base

Force Protection – The concept of a military force being protected from attack as it prepares to do its mission

General Order One – an order specifying what activities are prohibited in a theater of operations

HUMVEE (Humvee) – High Mobility Multipurpose Wheeled Vehicle.

Mikes – shorthand for minutes

NCO – Non-Commissioned-Officers, Sergeants

NSA – National Security Agency

OER - Officer Evaluation Report. A report on the performance of a U.S. Army Officer. It is used for promotion and assignment decisions

OPORD – Operations Order

OPSEC – Operational Security

PT – Physical Training

ROE – Rules of Engagement – A set of rules or criteria that governs when forces can engage an opposing force. It can describe the conditions and what type of response is appropriate

RPG – Rocket Propelled Grenade

SCIF – Secure Compartmented Information Facility

SECDEF – Secretary of Defense

SIPRNet – Secure internet used for classified material

SITREP – Situation Report

Special Forces (SF) – Elite U.S. Army unit specializing in unconventional warfare

TOC – Tactical Operations Center, the nerve center of the unit

9–millimeter - the term used for the service pistol in the US Army. It is standard issue for officers and is carried by medical personnel for self-protection






Medical

OR – Operating Room

911 – the emergency number for police, fire, and ambulance in the United States

ER – Emergency Room

MCAT – Medical College Admission Test






Language

Afwan – Arabic for excuse me

Farmor – Norwegian for paternal grandmother






General

ASAP – As Soon As Possible

CNN – Cable News Network

ETA – Estimated Time of Arrival

MSF – Médecins Sans Frontières, the French name of Doctors Without Borders

NGO – Non-Governmental Organization

Tube – The London subway system

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER 1 - IRAQ
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09:00 19 JANUARY 1991 – BASRAH, IRAQ

The floor creaked as the two men carried Mo into the apartment bedroom and laid him on a mattress.

Mo breathed in the stale air, dry with dust and smoke.

The room was small—just the mattress and two wool blankets. One would serve as a pillow. There was a wash basin on a small table by the one window. Its shutters closed from outside.

Mo ached all over. Still, he was lucky to be alive. The flash of the blast was still burning in his eyes and on his hands. His cousin, Ibrahim, took the full force of the explosion.

Ibrahim had trusted Mo and Mo had trusted the Americans. Everything was precise, every step accounted for. Everything went according to plan—until it didn’t.

Mo looked at the dried blood on his hands, Ibrahim’s blood. He remembered Ibrahim’s face, the last look as they were saying goodbye. Just before the blast.

And now Ibrahim was dead.

Mo’s heart sank in his chest. It sank deeper; he felt a hole forming, pulling him in.

His thoughts spun. The bridge. Ibrahim. The blast.

Someone was touching his shoulder, gently.

“Mo, it’s Ali,” Ibrahim’s younger brother said softly. “You can rest here. There’s water in the basin and a doctor will be by to see to you soon.”

Ali gently stroked Mo’s head. “You should know. The raid on the weapons depot succeeded. Though it came at great cost, now we are armed.”

Mo closed his eyes. The hole in his chest remained.

07:15 2 FEBRUARY 1991 – BUSTAN AL-ZAYTUN, IRAQ

Mo’s head still ached as sleep left him. Voices carried in from the other room. He raised his head listening.

“We could smuggle him to Saudi Arabia,” Ali said. “The British are there; they will take him back.”

Another voice answered, “They are Sunni, and the border is sealed as never before.”

Mo looked at the bandages on his hands. The wounds from the blast were healing. He thought of Ibrahim—his smile, his laugh.

He thought of Ibrahim’s vision. Independence for their people. Free from Saddam’s boot. Free from Tehran’s leash. Free from the West’s decadence and thirst for oil.

The voices grew louder, arguing.

Mo got up slowly. His light tunic covered him to his knees.

He went to the washbasin and splashed water on his face and beard. Leaning against the small table, he rubbed his face with his hands. He looked up... a pair of familiar eyes were staring back at him.

Ibrahim’s eyes.

He combed his fingers through his beard. It was longer now. Like Ibrahim’s beard—before he cut it to avoid Saddam’s men.

In the other room, the voices became distant.

Mo’s mind focused. He remembered Ibrahim’s chuckle when asked why he shaved.

I am—in disguise, he’d said.

The other room quieted as Mo finished dressing. Their argument was settled now. As were Mo’s thoughts.

He stepped into the room with them... clean-shaven.

They stared.

“What shall you do with me then?” Mo asked.

They did not answer.

“Call me Ibrahim.”

Ali looked away.

09:30 18 JANUARY 2003 – BUSTAN AL-ZAYTUN, IRAQ

Twelve years of answering to Ibrahim had not made the name his. And now with Iraq waking to a new reality, Mo needed to draw on Ibrahim’s identity even more.

The morning sun began to warm the market, sparkling through the dust as merchants swept out their stalls. An old donkey pulled a cart past, its pace plodding, its head low. The village was waking up.

In the back of the cafe, Mo sat bundled from the chill, amid the smells of coffee and spices. From the radio on the counter, he heard the same news repeating—Tariq Aziz, Saddam’s Deputy Prime Minister, warning of impending war.

“Bush the Younger wants war!” Tariq barked. “The infidel only seeks our oil. He is the devil, full of hate for God’s people!”

Through the dust outside, Mo saw Ali moving quickly toward the cafe. He shook the dust from his shoes as he entered. Then, glancing at Mo, Ali nodded.

Passing the counter, Ali scowled at the radio.

“Peace be upon you, Ibrahim,” Ali said, taking the seat across from Mo.

“And upon you, peace, Ali,” Mo replied.

The waiter was there and immediately took Ali’s order.

Ali leaned forward, his hands shaking slightly as he lay them on the table. “Ibrahim, everyone says the Americans are coming. If they do, what do you say we do?”

Mo looked at the backs of his hands, felt them burning. He saw Ibrahim—Ibrahim’s vision.

The raid succeeded. At great cost.

Gently, he laid his hands on Ali’s. “Ali, if the Americans come, whose interests will they serve?”

“Their own,” Ali said without hesitation. “Tariq lies about everything, but not about this. They only want our oil.”

“And whose interests do we serve?” Mo asked, knowing Ali’s response.

Ali hesitated. He looked out the door. Through the dust, he saw the sun rising in the east. “Allah and our families here.”

“Yes, Ali. The Americans will come. Saddam may fight them—we will see. That is not our war. We will not show our hand.”

Taking a sip of his water, Mo went on, “The Americans will get bored. We will wait for the next war—when they leave. And when they do, we will be ready.”

19:30 04 FEBRUARY 2003 – BUSTAN AL-ZAYTUN, IRAQ

Cigarette smoke swirled in the weak light of the basement. Men filed down the staircase, greeting Ali as they arrived. Each with a rifle on their shoulder or pistol in their belt, many with both.

Though the room was large, boxes from the store above filled half of it, leaving the rest crowded with men. Some stood, some sat on boxes, smoking. A low murmur began.

Mo stood at the back beneath one of the lights and looked across at Ali. Ali nodded. Everything was ready.

Years after taking Ibrahim’s name and role, Mo now felt the weight of every decision he’d made.

Will they still follow me?

He looked at the back of his hands, the scars. He felt the floor. The earth beneath him—Iraq. His mind steadied.

He cleared his throat.

In his practice voice he began, “The forces that they are bringing are too few. Even their Army Chief admits it.”

The room quieted.

Mo stepped forward, “They can’t protect everything. And they do not know what is important.”

Ali spoke up, his voice slightly cracking, “Ibrahim, we must show the people that we are their true leaders. That the Americans are helpless against us.”

“Ali,” Mo said soothingly, “brother, you lost so much to the Americans. You are justified in your anger. But what would you do?”

“My men strike them as they come up from Kuwait and deny them the road to Baghdad. As we do to Saddam’s men,” Ali scoffed, his confidence growing. “They run from us now.”

“And what does this do for our people?” Mo asked. “How does it help them?”

“It shows the people that we, Iraqis, control Iraq. They will respect us for that,” Ali said. His voice louder with each word.

Mo nodded and thought back to Ali, The patient man waits, lets his enemy reveal his weakness, then he strikes. 

Mo’s thoughts cleared, “And what does the council think of this?”

The discussion began. Their voices started calm, then the disagreements grew, soon demanding that they demonstrate their power. Others cautioned restraint.

Mo stepped up on a box. “We know the Americans are not coming to help us. They’ve stood aside for a decade as we suffered under Saddam. Their no-fly zone offered us little help. But why waste our blood helping Saddam? Let Saddam fight the Americans. They will finish him for us.”

At the end, there was no agreement and no satisfaction.

“We will meet again soon,” Mo said. “Let the Americans show their hand. Be observant, they will expose their weaknesses. And in that time, we help our people.”

Ali spit out his cigarette and left.

————————————
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Ali and his younger cousin, Abbas, left, walking along the river.

“Mo is a fool. He took my brother’s name and wears it like a mask. Soon he will bow to the Americans.”

“Now is the time to strike,” Ali said, looking toward the eastern sky. “Before the people grow soft.”

“Ali, the council has not decided,” Abbas said. “And Ibrahim—his word carries weight.”

“No, they are too old and too slow,” Ali said, his pace increasing. “They need something to force their hands. The people must demand it.”

06:50 20 MARCH 2003 – BUSTAN AL-ZAYTUN, IRAQ

It was like a race. Thousands of vehicles churned through the clouds of dust, carrying men, weapons and ammunition—to Baghdad.

Mo and Ali stood on the rooftop watching the dust cloud swell, then bend west, following the highway north.

They heard a rumble, then a roar, then deafening thunder.

A tank emerged from the cloud; its gun barrel trained on them. Another followed. Then another.

Hundreds came behind them.

Mo turned to Ali. “Now we act.”
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CHAPTER 2 - BALTIMORE
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10:20 22 JANUARY 1991 – OVER THE ATLANTIC OCEAN

Whoosh, whoosh, whoosh—the rotors echoed in Miriam’s head. “Hold the light there!” she yelled. The flight medic looked back, confusion, then resignation on his face. 

“He’s gone, ma’am.”

Miriam woke. The rotors were gone. Replaced by the steady hum of the 747’s jet engines. 

Straightening her neck, she heard it pop. Her black hair fell across her face; she tied it back... again. Her knees were bumping against the seat in front of her. She felt her thigh tighten, a cramp forming. 

Sighing, she got up and walked down the aisle, stretching her arms in front of her. The allure of coffee wafted from the galley,

No, not now. I need sleep.

The plane was almost empty with just a few soldiers—mostly walking wounded—on it. Some fresh surgeries and broken bones. Mostly accidents—moving heavy equipment too fast. 

Bullets and bombs aren’t the only dangerous part of this game, Miriam thought.

Sitting back down, she opened her purse. One sleeping pill left.

She took it out; rolled it in her fingers. She clenched it until her fingernails stung her palms.

Enough.

Opening her hand, she looked at the pill. She put it back and closed her purse.

Miriam leaned her head against the window and looked out. The sun hung low in the western sky; the plane—and Miriam—followed.

06:00 09 JUNE 1991 – BALTIMORE, MARYLAND

“Miss Bakke, you need to understand this. Your agreement with the federal government is sound. And we will fulfill our part of the bargain. But your part lasts a lifetime. The mission you performed in the Middle East—you are not permitted to discuss it with anyone who does not have the proper security clearance and a need to know.”

Standing alone in the entrance to her building after a long ambulance shift, Miriam heard these words again. She looked at the envelope fresh from her mailbox. Her eyes welled up. She took a sniffle and a deep breath.

She started up the stairs.

“And the government has determined that there are few people, if any, who need to know,” Colonel Way said, sitting across from Miriam at her mission readout in late January. “Now, I am required to obtain your signature here stating that you understand this.”

She reached the landing and opened the door to her apartment.

Locking the door behind her, she looked out the window. The sun was starting to break through the clouds over the bay. It looked a little like the mornings at Camp Sunshine—clouds here replacing the dust there. A different mist.

She looked at the envelope again. “Johns Hopkins Medical School, Office of Admissions.”

Colonel Way’s words echoed in her head, “your part lasts a lifetime.”

My silence, she thought.

Her fingers shook as she opened the letter.

“We are pleased to inform you—” 

The letter fell from her hands.

Johnny. Those sweet brown eyes—closed forever; she thought as the tears broke through. 

23:30 17 JANUARY 2003 – SHOCK TRAUMA CENTER, BALTIMORE, MARYLAND

“This one! This one is first,” Miriam told the nurse. “And that one second. You can keep her stabilized for an hour.”

“Doctor Bakke, an air ambulance is en route,” the desk nurse said as Miriam passed by on the way to scrub. “Just another Friday night.”

Just another Friday night, Miriam thought as she entered the scrub room.

The water ran hot, then hotter. The brush rasped against her knuckles.

This ritual: scrub, rinse, glove up. Miriam relaxed into the routine. 

The speaker overhead rattled off the air ambulance’s ETA​[i].

...landing in two mikes.

Miriam snapped on her surgical gloves.

... is your patient stable?

“Doctor Bakke?”

The sound of the rotors went quiet.

“Miriam?” the anesthetist asked again. 

06:00 18 JANUARY 2003 – SHOCK TRAUMA CENTER, BALTIMORE, MARYLAND

Walking into the break room, Miriam went straight to the coffee vending machine. This should be free for us, she thought, feeding coins into the machine. One more addiction.

The TV in the corner was tuned to CNN​[ii]. The volume was low; the cadence already familiar.

“Reporting from Kuwait with the First of the Thirtieth Infantry​[iii],” the correspondent said. “The President says he remains hopeful Saddam Hussein will step down. Until then, preparations here continue.”

“Miriam, what do you think?” a nurse asked. “I think it’s a waste of time and money. If you ask me, Bush two has daddy issues.”

Miriam turned and opened her mouth. It was dry. She started to say something, then stopped. Not here, not this morning, she thought. 

She sipped her coffee. It tasted bitter. “I... It doesn’t matter what I think,” she said.

Not ever, she turned and walked out. 

————————————
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On her way out, Miriam passed by the waiting room with its ceiling lights buzzing in the humid air. Each bank of chairs held a family, waiting. In the furthest bank, in a corner, almost in shadows, a young woman sat by herself.

“What’s her story?” Miriam asked the admitting nurse, looking at the young woman. Is she even eighteen? Miriam thought.

“That?” the nurse said. “Suicide in OR​[iv] four. She’s the one who called 911​[v]. She followed the ambulance here. Victim is her friend, so we can’t release much information to her. The family’s been called. They should be here in about an hour.”

Miriam looked at the young woman with her head down, just staring at the floor. 

She went over to her.

The young woman looked up. Miriam saw her eyes—green. Laura’s eyes looking back at her.

“The chaplain’s already been here. I don’t want to talk.”

“Neither do I,” Miriam said, sitting down a couple of seats away from her.

————————————
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An hour later, the family of the victim came in and saw the young woman sitting near Miriam. 

The young woman got up. “Thanks,” she said.

Miriam sat still and watched her walk away.

She wiped a tear from her cheek.
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CHAPTER 3 - FORT HOOD
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14:25 18 JANUARY 1991 – C-130 EN ROUTE TO GERMANY 

It was cold in the C-130​[vi] on the flight back to Germany. Drilon’s breath fogged the small window as he looked out over the mountains. The cold inside the plane didn’t compare with the chill inside him. Luke’s family—Jamie and Jordan. How can I face them? Drilon thought.

The Alps rose in the window as the sun started setting in the west. The snow and glaciers glistened, the light mixing with the water in his eyes. 

Miriam—where is she now? he thought. Leaving the hospital was the last time he saw her—maybe forever. She was already gone when he went to debrief the next morning.

Of course, that wasn’t much of a debrief. Higher-ups were concerned with winning the war and no one, but no one, wanted to hear about a mission gone bad while the military was on a high from the air war.

The C-130 banked, pushing Drilon against the bulkhead.

The mission, everything at Camp Sunshine, hadn’t happened. Master Sergeant Shoalwater died in a training accident. That was the official word.

And Mo, also killed in the blast, body not recovered. The British would handle the cover story. 

There had been a failure, though—and it would be buried with Luke, he thought.

07:42 10 OCTOBER 1991 – FLINT KASERNE, BAD TÖLZ, GERMANY

Wind came down from the newly snow-covered Alps, whipping around Drilon as he walked across the compound toward the command section. His civilian jacket was starting to feel normal—it kept the wind out better than the Army parka. Still, he was cold.

He couldn’t be late. COL​[vii] Riley wanted to see him—to discuss his request.

Approaching the office, Drilon felt like a schoolboy called to the principal’s office. His stomach turned as he knocked on the door.

COL Riley stood in front of his desk, not behind. Feeling awkward, Drilon reported as if he were in uniform.

“Sir, Captain Bombi reports,” Drilon said.

“Drilon, I hate to call you in off leave,” COL Riley said as he sat on the edge of his desk.

Drilon did not move. Nerves held him there, refusing to let him go.

“Please,” COL Riley motioned to a chair in front of his desk. “Have a seat.”

The nerves loosened their grip. Drilon slowly sat down into the chair. It felt new—unfamiliar.

“Your paperwork has to go up the chain tomorrow, and I want to talk to you before I make my recommendation,” COL Riley said, looking at Drilon.

“Drilon, I know what it’s like to lose a man in your command. And Master Sergeant Shoalwater was as good as it gets. It hurts. There’s guilt. We teach ourselves that, as commanders, we are responsible for everything that happens in our units,” he said, pausing. “And it’s true.”

Drilon looked up at COL Riley. He knew he was telling the truth. COL Riley had been there. They had both presented folded flags. Not again.

“And,” COL Riley said, glancing at Drilon’s paperwork, “I appreciate that you took your time before submitting this. You’ve considered it.”

He set the papers down; his voice softened. “I just need to hear it from you. To measure how it sounds in your voice.”

Drilon thought of the thrill the missions gave him—until a bill came due.

Nothing I do will be buried like that again, Drilon thought.

“Sir, I want to leave Special Forces.”

08:30 23 APRIL 2003 – 2-15TH HEADQUARTERS, FORT HOOD, TEXAS

Pulling into the Battalion Commander’s parking spot, Drilon remembered the moment he chose Infantry over Special Forces—certainty over chaos. But chaos was chasing him.

The Brigade Commander, COL Dimsford’s demand rang in his ears; I want a strong presence on the streets in Iraq! Rumsfeld needs stability; this is how we will deliver it! 

He’s still so pissed at not being part of the invasion, Drilon thought. All that ambition and no outlet for it.

As he entered the Battalion Headquarters, SPC​[viii] Fernandez, Drilon’s driver, greeted him at the door.

Fernandez turned and shouted, “ATTENTION!” down the hallway.

He almost overdoes that, Drilon thought. Almost.

Straightening his back, pulling his shoulders up, and putting a smile on his face, Drilon stepped into his ‘Commander’s’ role. Kind of like acting, he thought. It gives the men confidence.

At the conference room’s bay window, Drilon saw it was full—almost overflowing with
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