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Death of One's Former Self
Joel Hall

(jOQ I hate this place.
It isn't the blazing heat
or crap that they call food, but rather
the dehumanization of the entire situation.
I am a tool. When did I become a tool?

"Cummings!" yelled Hie l ieutenant . The ramblings in Cory's

head quickly ceased as he snapped back to reality.

"Yes sir," replied Cory as the l ieutenant waved him over

from his guard po in t on the roof. Cory waddled over awkwardly, being

careful not to become a target by exposing his head above the four-fool wal l

llial surrounded flic rooftop.

The l ieutenant spoke in hush tones to mitigate the knowledge

of their presence from the local population.

"Cummings , you are being temporar i ly attached to the 5th

Special Forces Croup. Their medic was wounded last week and we have

been asked to provide them with support when they need it. Looks l ike it's

your lucky day." Cory had a rush of ad rena l in . It, was a miss ion tha t he had

dreamed of. A smile came to his face as the words sunk in. The l i e u t e n a n t

continued. "Don' t you look too excited now. You're not leaving this party for

too long. It 's j u s t a re-supply mission to an A-Team down in Samar ia . You ' l l

be back before n i g h t f a l l , and I s t i l l expect you to p u l l your s h i f t t o n i g h t

when you gel back."



I I was a mission lhal

lie had dreamed of.

A smile came lo his face

as the words sunk in.

"Yes sir." Cory answered wondering if the supply mission was j u s t a cover

for a more sensitive mission such as a raid or recon. Me knew several fellow soldiers

who had gone out with the Special Forces under a cover mission.

"Now go get some rations and pack up your rucksack ju s t in case. Be

ready in fifteen minutes." the l i eu tenan t ordered.

G
ory again returned to the refuge of his mind as he made his way down the

stairs l ead ing f rom the roof to his l i v i n g quar ters . Wahoo! A four-hour

vacation.' Cory, a Medic assigned to the 4lh Platoon. 4th M i l i t a r y Police

Company, was a part of a mission to protect a safe house on the west side of Tikril.

So far it had been a mundane mission like most. The h i g h l i g h t of the mission t h u s

far had been the arr ival of his Maxim magazine. Even though it was three months

late, he s t i l l t reasured i t . I t was the proof he needed to reassure his m i n d tha t

his existence before being deployed to Iraq had r ea l ly occurred. Cory made his

way to his col and rustled through the few i tems unde r it to d e t e r m i n e what he

would take with h im . Me pushed away his poncho and revealed his most precious

possession: the three-month old magazine. Cory folded it in h a l f and shoved i t

i n to the f r o n t pocket of his rucksack , which l e f t Sarah Wynler's eyes s t a r ing out

at this foreign world around her. The magazine had gotten there on ly three days

ea r l i e r and he was anxious to read i t . Cory q u i c k l y gathered up the r e m a i n i n g

i tems he though t he would need and headed to the f r o n t room of the b u i l d i n g

grabbing his r a t i ons on the way.

G
ory sat on the broken couch that the platoon inhe r i t ed with the house.

One side of it was propped up by an MRF, box. wh ich caused if not to be

level. Cory ran through a l is t in his mind to make sure he had packed

everything he needed: 'M-16 . ammo, rucksack, rat ions, med-pack. smokes, n i g h t

vision, pro-mask. . . . ' He was in te r rup ted by the sound of three vehicles p u l l i n g

up to the b u i l d i n g . Cory stood up and peered through the d i r t y glass of the only

window in the room. W h a t he saw was not what he expected. Three m i d - n i n e t i e s ,

w h i t e unmarked Land Rovers were p u l l i n g up w i th what seemed to be h a l f of the

US Army's a rsena l hanging off of the vehicles.



"That must be my ride." Cory said half laughing to the MP guarding the

door. The guards eyes opened wide and a smile shot across his face.

The guard said enthusiastically, "Looks like you are in for some fun ." The

guard removed the board that was barricading the door and let Gory out.

O
ut of the passenger side of the f i r s t Land Rover emerged a s c r u f f y

looking fellow with a f u l l beard and a deep tan. He was wearing the

new Army battle dress un i fo rm , and in typical SF style, had no visible

sign of rank or namefags. The only ins ignia he had was the lone American flag on

his sleeve. Cory made his way around the two large barriers blocking the front of the

hous'e from the street to meet with h im . The man extended his hand and introduced

himself as Jim. He had a f i rm handshake and spoke in a clear strong manor. He told

Cory he would be r i d i n g in the second vehicle and would be briefed once inside.

Cory picked up his gear and moved to the second Land Rover scanning the vehicles

and their contents on the way. The trucks appeared to be normal Land Rovers but

had been modi f i ed w i t h a rmor p l a t i n g and machine gun mounts. Whip antennas

were mounted to the rear of the vehicles along with fuel and water jugs. The front

and rear vehicle had turrets in which f i f ty caliber machine guns were mounted and

manned. Inside the second truck sat two unshaven rough looking men that emitted

the proverbial 'I l ive by my own rules' vibe.

"These guys are bad asses." Cory remarked under his breath as he

opened up the rear passenger door and hopped in. He began s i tua t ing his gear as

the Truck Commander in the passenger seat turned and introduced himsel f as

Tommy. He spoke in a sou thern drawl and had a wad of chew in th is m o u t h , b u t

he had an aura of in te l l igence and char isma. He gave Cory a brief rundown of the

mission and c o n f i r m e d what Cory's l i e u t e n a n t has said earl ier: i t was a s imple

re-supply mission. Tommy also mentioned that they were going to stop at the

Balad A i r f i e l d on the way back to "hi t up" the Post Exchange, and grab some

chow at the new Brown and Root dining hall .

Cory had not been able to go to the Post Exchange in two months and had

resorted to smoking Iraqi cigarettes that reportedly contained hash. He thought there

was a better chance they had hash in them than tobacco. They were packaged as

Cory stood up and peered
through the dir ty glass
of the only window
in the room.
What he saw was not

what he expected.



Marlboros , bu t were far from the class-A tobacco he was use to. The box was

printed crudely and off color, and the tobacco was packed so loose he had to be

ca re fu l not to drop the cherry off the end while smoking. But desperate times cal l

for desperate measures, and he had one of two choices. Me could either smoke

what he could gel or q u i t , and that wasn't going to happen. U n t i e i n g as the PX was,

the real food was wha t he wanted most. The best meal he had in the past three

months was a concoclion he made by mixing a box of Mac and Cheese wi th canned

tuna seasoned with Tabasco sauce in his canteen cup .

Tommy f i n i s h e d up the b r i e f by e x p l a i n i n g the ru les of engagement.

"The ROE is real s imple : if you see me shool in ' , un load . " On l h a t note. Tommy

radioed to the lead veh ic le t ha t they were ready, and the convoy p u l l e d away

from the safe house.

C
ory stared out the window of the Land Rover and scanned for enemy

act ivi ty such as improvised explosive devices, infamously known as lEDs.

The summer heat was blistering. Riding in a vehicle seemed to only make

it worse. Cory at tempted to exp la in i t to his f a m i l y in a let ter home as. "the feeling

of opening a three hundred and fifty degree oven lhat happened to have a sand

blaster inside." As they gained speed on the highway, he fel l the in t ens i ty of Ihe

heal amplify. The sand and dusl kicked up from the vehicles stung his face and

hands. Me wore goggles to protect his eyes, but the r ema in ing exposed skin began

to blacken as the po l lu t ion and din stuck to his sweat soaked skin.

He had brought two bottles of water: one cool and one fro/en. The heat

had taken its to l l on both. The cool bottle was now hot and the frozen one was a

quarter thawed. He drank the ice-cold water from the frozen bottle and replaced it

wi th water from the hot bottle.

In the process of the delicale water transfer. Tommy spoke up and broke

the steady hum of the engine. "So where ya f rom. Cummings?"

"Murray. Kentucky," Cory shouted, in an e f for t to be heard over the noise

of Ihe wound up engine and wind blowing through the open windows.
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The essays

Dmlh of One's Former SHI

by Joel Self

and Little Afghan Girl

by Slcplwnie Hall

were written by a

husband and wile.

Joel Self was stationed

in Iraq while Stephanie Hall

was stationed in Afghanistan.

rocked lo one side as the fif ty-caliber main gun mounted to the roof of the Land

Rover roared to l i f e with f i re and smoke. The passenger side of the vehicle breathed

f i re as tracers streamed out of the side windows as if they were the portholes of

the old battle ship.

A
fraction of a second later Tommy started to squeeze off rounds from the

M-60 machine gun mounted to the side of the Land Rover. Cory knew

what he had to do and switched the selector switch on his M-1G from

safe to three-round-burst and began unloading on the truck and men around it. The

sound was deafening as the two guns fired and pain rung in Cory's ears. The smoke

from the rounds was pungent and overwhelming. I t burned his eyes and nose and

made it d i f f i c u l t to see. The hot brass from Tommy's M-60 flew all around the truck

and stung as it occasional ly pelted Cory in the face.

Cory's heart was pounding and his whole body began to shake from the

adrenaline. This is what he had envisioned when the l i e u t e n a n t had f i r s t told him

that he was going out with the Special Forces. This was the moment tha t Cory had

dreamed of. the m o m e n t when he would defend his coun t ry by t ak ing the lives of

its enemies. He was l iv ing it, the greatest moment of his life.

Suddenly the lead vehicle screeched to a halt and Jim lumped out of it.

Tommy and Cory immediately stopped f i r ing and a rush of confusion was expressed

across their faces. The driver of Cory's t ruck sped to the lead vehicle. As he

approached it, a sinking feeling f i l l ed (lory's gut. Stenciled in large black letters

across the opened driver's door of the destroyed t ruck said. POLICE, in p l a i n

Engl ish .

Jim yelled the only word that Cory did not w a n t to hear, "Medic!"

It seemed an e te rn i ty between the t ime it took Cory to make his way

fi'orn the Land Rover to the Police t ruck . The dread t ha t he fe l t made his feet feel

l ike lead and his stomach knotted so bad he vomited as he approached the scene.

The momen t tha t was supposed to def ine his life had become the nightmare he

most dreaded. One thought resonated ins ide of h i m , 'What have I done?'
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