
Chapter ID 

MORE LETHALITY, LESS LAWYERS 

December 9, 2005 

East Al Rashid 

South Baghdad, Iraq 

The wash of the rotor blades taking my platoon on a raid was deafening. 

I counted nine soldiers in my chalk as we lifted off, three other UH 60s 

on our tail heading toward the target-all full with Charlie Company's 

2nd Platoon. 

I slapped my gear to assure myself that I had everything I needed. 

This had long become an irrational fear. Getting to the objective and not 

having an essential item became my standing-naked-in-fronc-of..the-class 

nightmare. (To this day, I have regular dreams about combat missions 

where I cannot find my rifle.) Radio traffic blared in both ears like I was 

running a 911 dispatch center. Company net, platoon comms, and inter

nal pilot conversations interrupted my thoughts. 
























