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Book Description 
 
Operations Desert Shield and Desert Storm saw Marcus deployed as part 
of an Apache Battalion. He arrived dreaming of the honor and glory that 
could be achieved in service and combat. And yet, victory would not be for 
him, not until he returned home.  
 
As the war progressed, things happened. Stupid things. Embarrassing 
things. Things that were far from the honor and glory he eagerly desired. 
Combat should be an opportunity for valor, but what seemed like an 
opportunity, began to tear him down instead. 
 
And yet there was light at the end; a blend of humility and frustration. In 
the midst of that war, something changed and it just so happened that 
Desert Storm would be the beginning of a 17-year odyssey to Christ. 
 
Part memoir and part evangelism, My Personal Desert Storm follows 
Marcus’ journey as he travailed the deserts of Saudi Arabia and Iraq in 
1991, where he was confronted with the reality of a flawed outlook about 
combat and life. Along the way, Marcus shares bits and pieces of how own 
radical conversion story and talks about how he draws on the sacrifice and 
love of Jesus Christ to help better understand his purpose and the depths 
of his own limitations. 
 

“Honor and glory may have alluded me during the war, but victory 
was still His – and mine.” 
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Chapter 7, Chapter 8, and Chapter 12 

 
These Chapters are offered as a free preview of what is contained within 

the complete work, My Personal Desert Storm. 
 
 

  



CHAPTER 7 
OPERATION DESERT SHIELD 

 
NOTE: This is a partial sampling of Chapter 7 and is NOT the full chapter  

 
 

Saturday – 29 December 1990 
 

Well, today is the day. We deploy to Operation Desert Shield. I 

don’t mind going to war with A Co 2/227th AHB, I just wish I could get 

along better with the rest of the guys. I do get along with some, but 

the rest could care less what happens to me.  

Julee is doing a wonderful job of hiding her panic and hurt about me 

leaving. I wish I could do more for her, but I think the best thing 

for me to do is just hurry up and leave. I feel so sorry for her, and 

the fact that she will be alone with our 5-month-old son Christoffer. 

That’s what makes me feel the worst, he can be a big pain in the a** 

sometimes.  

Well, to start with, I am a 21-year-old Aeroscout Observer. I have 3 

½ years in the service. I used to be a medic but in April 1989, I 

changed my MOS [Military Occupational Specialty] to Aeroscout Observer. I have a 

wonderful wife, Julee, who is 19 and a beautiful boy named 

Christoffer. On Jan 5, 1991, he will be 6 months old.  

This is going to be a diary of my mission in Saudi Arabia.  

All I did all day was sit at home and relax, but in my mind was that 

ever-present thought “Julee is going to cry, and she will be hurt, no 

matter when I leave”. I decided that I was going to leave home at 

2200.  

At approximately 2100, I started my goodbyes to my son. If he were 

older, he would understand what was going on, but all he could do was 

sit on my lap looking at me with a look of bewilderment.  

As I looked at Julee, I sensed that she knew that this could 

possibly be the last day that Chris gets to see his daddy. We borrowed 

a video recorder and taped the family so Chris will always know (and 

see) how his daddy was and looked like.  



At 2200, I left home for who knows how long. You can probably 

imagine how that was. All I'm going to say about it is that I hate 

myself for doing this to Julee. She deserves a lot more than this. All 

I can think about is how much my job is hurting her. I will never 

forgive myself.  

At 2300 [11:00 pm], we drew our weapons! 

 

 
 

 “You never really know how strong you are until being strong is the only choice you have.”         
 ~ Bob Marley 

 
When I got to the manifest hangar, I needed to find that mental switch in my head and focus on 

what lay ahead. This was our first deployment as a couple and it was an odd sensation as the pain of 

separation would ebb and flow like a rolling tide. As the years rolled on, this switch would eventually 

trigger on its own, autonomous of any thought on my part. My wife would say the same for herself.  

I recall the sensations (responses to my emotions) that I was feeling at this time. I did not want to 

give anyone any reason to doubt me, but I was already doubting myself. I was operating in a state of 

confusion that I could neither explain nor rationalize to anyone. But, what I wanted more than anything 

was for my brothers-in-arms to love me and to accept me. This is what I was feeling as I walked into the 

hangar on the evening of 28 December 1990.  

When I deployed, I thought I felt alive – I was finally heading to the show and it would be exciting – 

but I was really dead inside. Never once, in the few engagements I would participate in during this war 

would I feel fear, but I did feel uncertainty. What would happen, what would it be like? Would I come 

home? Or would I leave behind a widow and a son without a dad?  In either case, at a minimum, I was 

determined.   

 

 
 

"Being a woman is a terribly difficult task since it consists principally in dealing with men."  
~ Joseph Conrad 

  
While my journal shared in Part 2 of this book will focus on my feelings, observations, and 

experiences, my wife would have her own experiences that I can only imagine. When it comes to the 

assault of the heart and the attack of the mind, spiritual assaults do not care about gender. "If it's true, 

according to Genesis 2:24, that a husband and wife become one, then the enemy need only yank the 



chain of one and he will get the other as well. If the masculine heart is opposed, the feminine heart is all 

out assaulted."1 

My wife came into our marriage as a very young and naïve eighteen-year-old and within a year, we 

would have a son, move to Germany, and the war would start. I would spend the next eighteen years, in 

the military, coming and going, while she kept things going on at the home front and raising what would 

eventually be three children. And not one time, did she ever complain or moan about it – not once!  

During my deployment in the First Gulf War, my wife and I would be missing out on some of the 

most important dynamics of establishing the walls and furnishing of our marriage covenant. Even 

though we had been married a year, she still wanted to be loved, wanted to be pursued, protected, and 

fought for. But I was not there; I was not present. She accepted that I was leaving on a mission but it 

does not negate the feeling of abandonment, which also made her feel somewhat selfish and guilty.  She 

knew what she was getting into when she married a soldier, but this fact alone does not miraculously 

set her free from being a mother, and a wife.  

During my twenty-year military career, which she was part of for eighteen years, her desire was to 

be "seen and known."2  If I were suffering during this deployment, her experience was even more brutal. 

Like men, a woman can also have a heart that is not set correctly. In the case of my wife and me, her 

heart was aligned to Christ first while I was deployed in Saudi Arabia. She used her newly formed heart 

to reach out to me for two more decades. During that period where my heart was not in sync with hers, 

I chose myself over my wife, my life over hers and my needs over hers – every time. And she never 

complained [to me].  

Therefore, as I recognize that my wife and I were both young and a year into our marriage, what I 

know today, but did not know then, is that I was going to miss what my wife most wanted to do: she 

wanted to nurture me and to inspire me. She needed to do these things because of her own heart 

wounds and her own pains; she needed this to establish her purpose. She would work hard for many 

years to inspire me and nurture me but my own heart was resistant to the message she was trying to 

share with me. I believe that as I walked out of our apartment door on 28 December 1990, somewhere 

deep in my soul, I knew this; I just did not recognize it. For years after this deployment, it wasn't that I 

wasn’t listening to her; it was that I was hesitating. "We are still seeking to save ourselves; we have 

forgotten the deep pleasure of spilling our life for another. When a man withholds himself from his 

 
1 Michael Thompson, The Heart of the Warrior, (Heart and Life Publishers, 2015), pg. 209 
2 Michael Thompson, The Heart of the Warrior, (Heart and Life Publishers, 2015), pg. 214 



woman, he leaves her without the life only he can bring."3 The Christian Standard Bible (CSB) Study Bible 

points out that, "A Christian spouse who remains faithful to his or her unbelieving spouse has a 

’sanctifying effect’ on unbelieving family members."  

  
1 Corinthians 7:14: "The unbelieving husband is sanctified by the wife, and the unbelieving wife is 
sanctified by the husband…" 

 
 
 

Wednesday – 2 January 1991 
 
 Today proved uneventful. I took my first shower in their so-called 

showers today.  

 What it is, is a pump that pumps water out of the Persian Gulf 

(which is salt water) into canisters that are above your heads. You 

then turn a little knob and you have running water. But like I 

mentioned, it is salt water.  

 I guarded weapons today so that everyone else in the company could 

play volleyball. I wanted to play but I kinda got volunteered by First 

Sergeant James.  

 And this is all that happened today. I hope that tomorrow proves a 

bit more exciting.  

 

 
 

 The showers were cold and salty; I thought it was rather ingenious. I remember being amazed at 

how cold the water was since it was coming from a water source in Saudi Arabia. Who knew? 

 Considering the last few days, all of us had prepared for deployment. We stocked and packed our 

bags according to mandatory packing lists with our own added plus ups (items that we feel will make us 

more comfortable and give us a leg up in an unpredictable environment without adding too much 

weight). We prepared financial and administrative documents that come with life and death situations. 

We all said our goodbyes to our families, and we participated in several grueling and mundane manifest 

calls to ensure that no one got left behind. All of this culminates with everyone vying for the best piece 

 
3 John Eldredge, Wild at Heart: Discovering the Secret of a Man's Soul Updated Edition, (Nelson Books, 2010), pg. 
186-187 



of real estate for a cot and personal sanctuary in a medium size tent for 24 people in the middle of a 

desert field. 

 

 
 
 "Unconditional love is our only hope."4 I wanted the love and attention of my father, but I literally 

have no memories of it. We went on vacations regularly but this is not the love I am talking about. When 

he was diagnosed with cancer in 2017 and given a few weeks to live, I went to him and spent a few 

weeks with him based on the timeline that the doctors had given us.  

 A few days after my arrival, as he lay there slowly deteriorating, he asked my mother and sister to 

leave because he wanted to ask me a question. I could feel that he wanted to have the father and son 

discussion we had never had in the 48 years of my life. He wanted this to be a private discussion but that 

was not possible. So he relented and asked me one question, "Marc, did you achieve the level of success 

you had because of the way I treated you as a kid?"  

 The backstory to his question is based on the results I had achieved after having turned my life 

around after Operation Desert Storm. I had attained a level of worldly success that no one in my family 

had ever achieved – education, financial freedom, and positional achievements (at least in the eyes of 

my family). To be honest, I am not sure that I had ever achieved the level of worldly success that my dad 

thinks I did.  

 My father never received his name from his Father. By this I am not referring to an earthly name; I 

am referring to his God-given name such as provider or protector. Since he could not get this from his 

heavenly Father, he went to the person from whom he most yearned for it: me. I knew what his 

question meant. He was looking for justification that his behavior and conduct with me as a kid was 

okay, that it was his tactic with me growing up that allowed me to succeed. I thought about the right 

answer as I could not justify his actions for him.  

 Then the Holy Spirit spoke up in me and I told him, "Dad, I am the way I am today because this is 

where and how Jesus Christ needs me to be. I am His creation and I am right where He wants me to be." 

I wish I had added, “This would not have happened without you," but I didn’t. My dad was referring to 

worldly success, whereas God is focused on my spiritual growth.  

 He looked at me for about 30 seconds and simply nodded his head. He understood, though the 

others in the room may not have. My father realized that his role was a paradox, one that was not there 

 
4 Keir Taylor & Janet Rodriguez, A Weapon in His Hand, (ArtiFactInk, 2015), pg. 36 



for me as the father figure I needed but a role that allowed another door to open to provide another 

Father figure to fulfill what he was not able to provide – because he was not equipped.  This was a 

painful thing for him to hear. But he knew, and could feel comforted, that I had been equipped through 

circumstances and experiences that he was unable to fulfill.  

 My father had not prepared me for life in the world, much less a strong Type A military organization. 

Anything I knew had been self-taught and it was bad – relationally, tactically, and spiritually. I did not 

know what love was; yet I wanted it badly. I am not referring to the love of a woman or wife. I am 

referring to a brotherly love, where we all have each other’s backs, we could depend on each other no 

matter what, that we could fart and burp in each other’s direction only to be fired back upon in stronger 

measure – in masculine combat of the gasses.  

 This was the condition of my soul as I sat there in the port of Dhahran, Saudi Arabia. A lost soul in 

search of a father figure while seeking the comfort and acceptance of my band of brothers.  Ironically, I 

probably had it all along, but I had been deceived by my other names, which would not allow me to 

recognize or accept it. My insecurities were telling me that if someone depended on me for too long, I 

will eventually let them down. And this thought process hurt. 

 
 
 

Wednesday – 9 January 1991 
 
 Well, no action yet, but I fear something will happen eventually. 

And not too far in the future.  

 Today Secretary of State James Baker and Iraqi ambassador Tariq Aziz 

are supposed to talk in Geneva, Switzerland. I fear that nothing will 

be accomplished but aggravation [whatever]. A lot of people in my 

company think that this meeting will get very hot.  

 Most of us have decided that as soon as we get a chance, we are 

going to begin digging foxholes. We have been notified "in directly" 

by our chain of command that we will more than likely be here on and 

past the 15th of January (the UN deadline). This is going to be a 

major target if Saddam so chooses to attack by scud missile.  

 PFC Harris is really beginning to get on my f***** nerves. He gets 

me to the point where I just want to leash out and f*** his world up. 

But I hold back knowing that I could receive dire consequences of UCMJ 

action if I do anything rash.  



 I'm really starting to feel the results of homesickness and missing 

my wife and child. I wish I had some pictures of them but I forgot 

them. It just makes it worse.  

 The meeting between Aziz and Baker lasted 6 hours. And they didn't 

solve anything. Baker in a news conference about a 1/2 hour after the 

meeting stated that he saw no hope for a peaceful resolution, though 

he also stated that military force may still not be needed. President 

Bush stated that he's sick and tired of Iraq's b******* (not in those 

exact words). Aziz stated in his news conference nothing unusual.  

 All he wanted to talk about was the Palestinian issue. And the USA 

does not and will not add the Palestinian issue to the Persian Gulf 

crisis. I think the most important thing was when a reporter asked 

Aziz if Iraq will attack Israel he simply stated in these exact words, 

"Yes, we will!!!"  

 I stayed up till around 0030 playing scrabble with Mr. Green, Mr. 

Kelly and Mr. Baker. It made a lot of people in our tent very upset.  

 

 
 

 You can see my own preparation and boredom fatigue starting to kick in. I am not sure what PFC 

Harris did to make me angry, but I would not mention any issues or challenges with him again. I am sure 

it was very minor. Possibly even related to the relationship issues I was having.   

 I giggle at my attempts to share notes and thoughts about politics and international affairs. I really 

had no clue or understanding, but I should at least get a C+ for trying. Note the arrogance in Aziz. We 

know today that his threats were meaningless.  

 On hindsight, we know the war was not as bad for the coalition forces as it was for the Iraqi forces, 

but we did not know that at the time. We had been briefed that the Republican Guard were the elite 

and combat experienced. We still had a few Vietnam vets in the organization (such as our First Sergeant) 

but the majority of us did not have combat experience! 

 

 
 



 The world can be an ugly place: “It will chew you up and spit you out,”5 says Pat Morley in Man 

Alive. After being assigned to 2/227tth in 1989, I would eventually earn the deplorable reputation of 

someone that was expected to mess up (because I did). I take responsibility for that as my performance 

and behavior justified it. This was a new experience for me and it was very uncomfortable. I had seen 

this in my previous unit, and, when you are categorized like this, Soldiers can be relentless. Making it 

harder for me, and unique in this regard, is that the shame I received came from some of the NCOs and 

warrant officer pool, not from the lower enlisted ranks, which is what I had witnessed in my first unit. I 

was put down and cut down. I was the butt of sarcasm and nasty remarks. I was insulted and joked at. 

The challenge for me was not that this was happening, but that I felt it was deserved. This carried over 

into how I felt in my heart as we deployed to Saudi Arabia.  

 Even though I knew something was wrong, I lived my life as if everything would take care of itself.  

Michael Thompson refers to "man symptoms"6 and what I was feeling was quickly becoming the norm in 

my everyday life: frustration, anger, guilt, shame. This created more problems in my heart and distanced 

me from the undivided heart that I needed. I had been carrying around wounds that never healed, and 

every time I turned around, new wounds would be added. I absolutely had no idea what to do about it 

but to keep trying, not mess up, and "hopefully" my brothers would be more welcoming to me.  

 I was not prepared for the hurt factor that came with this. I believe this contributed to my strong 

desire to serve honorably and gloriously in combat, and combat would be my only opportunity to show 

what I knew I had on the inside. It wasn’t necessarily about me wanting to prove something to myself, 

which I did; it was more about me wanting to prove myself to others. Instead, I felt alone and was not 

sure how to tackle the issues I was facing because it did not appear to me that anyone in my immediate 

leadership cared. I did have relationships with a few of my peers, and it did feel like the officer 

leadership cared, including some of the warrant officers, such as the pilot I flew with. But I never 

received mentorship or leadership from my immediate chain of command – only shame. This created a 

trust problem. I needed to get my heart back and dislodge the lies that had been embedded there.  

 
 

Sunday – 13 January 1991 
 
 When I woke up this morning, it was wet and very muddy. In fact, it 

was still raining. It must have rained 3 inches if not more. I also 

 
5 Patrick Morley, Man Alive: Transforming Your 7 Primal Needs into A Powerful Spiritual Life, (Patrick Morley, 
2012), pg. 21 
6 Michael Thompson, The Heart of the Warrior, (Heart and Life Publishers, 2015), pg. 38 



heard on the radio this morning that Congress did approve any actions 

that might lead us into war. I feel this was a good move in two ways. 

It shows Saddam Hussein that our country is behind us and it scares 

him (hopefully) into knowing that we really are serious. And also, if 

we should go into war, all the legal b******* has been completed. We 

are as of now ultimately ready for war. Politically and militarily.   

 I think we started a panic by digging our bunker. Almost every tent 

now is digging a bunker. But the two M1 tanks and Bradley at the main 

gate, and 3 Bradley's out in the back, and added Bradley's at every 

corner of the compound might have added to the frenzy. The 3 Bradley's 

by the latrines are supposedly digging real life fighting positions 

with ammunition and all. I think I may be starting to feel a bit of 

panic myself, mostly for my wife and child back in Germany by 

themselves.  

 We have just been notified that we are Threat Con Charlie. 

  
 

  
 

 More rain.  

 Those in charge of managing our tent city were starting to stage and position QRF (Quick Reaction 

Force), adding security around the perimeter. I am sure this came about due to threat briefs but it 

probably should have been in place earlier. I suspect the QRF and added security was in preparation for 

the upcoming UN Deadline – Iraq had a U.N deadline of 15 January 1991 to get out of Kuwait, two days 

from now.  

 I can still see the Bradley’s digging themselves into defilade positions, camouflaged in the desert 

sand around them.  

 With the added security, things were starting to get real. Note that I make regular mentions of my 

wife and son. A day would not go by, whether I wrote about them or not, that they did not cross my 

mind. I was always wondering what they were doing, how they were doing, and more. I suspect that my 

wife was going through the same emotions.  

 Threat Con conditions were normally dictated by credible threats. Based on the threat condition 

level, this would determine what gear and equipment we needed to carry around with us at all times. I 

recall four threat condition levels: alpha, bravo, charlie, and delta.   



 Threat con alpha would be a standard condition, normal operations. As the threat condition levels 

got closer to delta, the security posture would increase. If we ever reached Threat Con Delta, this would 

have meant that an attack had occurred.  

 

 
 

 About eight months after being born again, I began hearing messages about forgiveness and the 

healing that comes with it – this resonated with me. The most powerful form of forgiveness is actually 

telling the person(s) that hurt you that you forgive them. Whether they receive your forgiveness or not 

is not important, though we can hope and pray for it. What is important is you did your part in the eyes 

of God.  

 Holding a grudge against someone, or hating someone, is exhausting. It also allows that wound to 

fester and continue to wear you down. One might even say that it allows that person to hold real estate 

in your head, or your heart that can be used for other purposes.  Many authors write about father-son 

relationships as well as the wounds that run deep in them.  I was no exception; at forty years of age, I 

had still been holding onto wounds from my father and I needed to clear them up. So, in April 2009, I 

made a decision. 

 My wife and I had been living in Clarksville, TN, at that time and after a great service on a beautiful 

Sunday afternoon, I made a decision that I needed to go see Dad. I needed to let him know that I had 

forgiven him, and I needed to do it immediately. So, I purchased a plane ticket and a few days later I was 

en route to Phoenix, AZ, to see him.  My sister was living in the same neighborhood at the time and I 

told her that I was coming, but Dad had no idea, I did this on the fly and was making it up as I went.   

 When I pulled up to the house, my sister was there and we walked up to his door together. Dad was 

sitting there on his couch in the living room. He looked up; I think it took him a few seconds to recognize 

me standing there (it had been two years since we last saw each other). He got up, befuddled, and 

asked, "What? What are you doing here?" I could see that he was happy to see me, so I told him, "I need 

to talk to you."  My sister left the house and it was just Dad and me there alone. 

 Talk about awkward, it does not get much more uncomfortable as it was for him and me at this 

moment. We rarely spoke to each other (sometimes years would pass by), so standing there face to face 

was very tense. But, he and I turned around and walked to his couch, he on one end and me on the 

other.  

 "Dad, I came out here to tell you something that I need to share."  



 "Okay", he replied.   

 I was shaking, almost uncontrollably, so I blurted it out as calmly and as confidently as I could, "Dad, 

I just want you to know that I forgive you, for everything." It was a few seconds but the silence was 

deafening and excruciating.  

 "Huh?" he responded. Not what I expected. 

 I had rehearsed this discussion in my head a dozen times: what I would say, how he would respond, 

how I would respond; but the one scenario I had not planned on was "Huh?" As I look back on what 

followed, I can only laugh. We were both uncomfortable at this point and we both did what emotionally 

stagnant men do.  

 We said, "Okay, sounds good," and leaned back into our respective cushions and watched an 

episode of Gunsmoke together. Yep, that’s it; that is how it all went down.   

 No drama, no fuss, no follow up talk. Two days later, I would catch a plane back to Tennessee. I 

suspect that for a few days, Dad would play this very short conversation over and over in his head. 

Though we never spoke about it again, I am confident that he knew what I forgave him for. I probably 

should have asked him to forgive me as well but, unfortunately, I never did so. I’m sure you can relate to 

this lapse of judgment in your own lives. In either case, I know that we were both set free. I wish I could 

say that our relationship blossomed after this but it did not. Nevertheless we were both set free. 

 Other than repentance, forgiveness is something that we ALL need.  It is critical to the healing, and 

living, process. "… bearing with one another, and forgiving each other, whoever has a complaint against 

anyone; just as the Lord forgave you, so also should you" (Colossians 3:13, NASB). Be at peace, live in 

peace, forgive, and learn how to forgive. Never bear malice, don't hold any grudge against anybody. 

Forgive everybody. It does not matter whether they forgive you or not, you must forgive them. Live in 

forgiveness, live in repentance, live wholeheartedly. 

 “Forgive your sins” is a synonym for reconciliation.  

 Even though forgiveness is always freely extended from God, we don’t experience the fruit of that 

forgiveness until we open the heart in humble repentance. And then the Holy Spirit comes in and 

renews our hearts. When that happens, we are unified with God and thus are in a blessed and forgiven 

state.  

 When we do accept God’s grace in our lives, then we live in a state of forgiveness having allowed 

God’s gracious forgiveness to transform our lives. If we refuse to respond to God’s freely extended 

forgiveness, then our lives are not changed and we do not live in a state of forgiveness, even though 

God is still forgiving. We have then chosen to operate in regret, remorse, and guilt. This is way too 



depressing for me. I instead prefer to follow what the Bible teaches in that it is the “kindness of God that 

leads us to repentance” (Romans 2:4). This makes me happy!! 

 "Deep hurts of the past are healed through forgiveness and allowing Christ to walk through the 

scene with healing love. Through the ministry of Jesus which we call inner healing, we are able to see 

Christ even in the midst of painful experiences of our past.  He will often call upon us to forgive those 

who were responsible for our pain.  Those who wounded us are also set free by our forgiveness to be 

touched by the healing power of the Spirit of Christ."7   

 I would eventually learn to pray for forgiveness from others as well as for others to forgive me, and 

this took a long time for me. Some I asked for forgiveness in person and others I simply prayed for as I 

did not have a way to contact most of the people I had hurt in my past. A caution flag about forgiveness 

though is that you have to believe it and mean it when you ask for it and when you give it. Else, it is like 

clanging bells in the ears of people. 

 

  

 
7 Mark Virkler, Counseled by God: Emotional Wholeness Through Hearing God’s Voice, (Lamad Publishing, 2011), 
pg. 54-58 



CHAPTER 8 
OPERATION DESERT STORM 

  
NOTE: This is a partial sampling of Chapter 8 and is NOT the full chapter  

   
 

Thursday - 17 January 1991 
 

"OPERATION DESERT STORM" 
 
 It’s happening right now as I speak. War has begun. At 12:50 am 

Saudi time F-15 fighters took off from FAHD. Currently they are 

bombing sites in Kuwait and Iraq. Marlon Fitzwater gave a very, very 

short brief on what was happening. He stated that at 1900 Eastern 

Standard Time the liberation of Kuwait had begun.  

 The bombers that took off were heavily loaded with bombs and cannons 

for self-protection.  

 The excitement is high here. We have gone to MOPP 1 [Military Oriented 

Protective Posture]. I went ahead as did many others, and put my boots on, 

which puts me at MOPP 2. 

 My thoughts now are on my wife who I hope is asleep since it is 

about 0100 there. I don’t think that she needs to be hearing this 

right now.  

 There will be more to come.  

 Now we are listening to Secretary of Defense Dick Cheney (and Gen 

Powell) give a brief on what was happening. All they would say is that 

the # of planes and jets involved are in the hundreds. They will not 

go into detail cause it is still an ongoing operation.  

 President Bush gave his speech about an hour ago in his normal 

manner. He stated that Britain also had some of its Tornadoes'[British 

Fighter Jets] involved. 

 Reporters are really drilling Cheney and Powell but obviously since 

this operation just began information is very limited. 

 As approx. 0300 we all took our Nerve Agent Pills. We are supposed 

to take one every 8 hrs.  

 At 0400 we had a Scud alert so went to MOPP4 and went into the 

bunker. It was a little more crowded than we thought.  



 We just heard that the Iraq Republican Guard was pretty much 

destroyed and that their Air Force was decimated.  

 It is now 2130 and we just got briefed on what the Air Force 

destroyed. They are as follows: 

 93% of their Air Force 

 100% chemical plants. (Though Saddam still has chemical in stock 

down at Battalion level) 

 14 of 16 known Scud missile sites (mobile and stationary)  

 We lost 1 American F18 pilot. 1000 Iraqi infantry have surrendered 

as well as approx. 48 tanks. The Saudi's are supposedly holding them 

as POW's.  

 This is it for today cause I am going to bed. Any further events, I 

will write tomorrow. 

 

 
 

“This conflict started August 2nd when the dictator of Iraq invaded a small and helpless neighbor. Kuwait 
- a member of the Arab League and a member of the United Nations - was crushed, its people, 

brutalized. Five months ago, Saddam Hussein started this cruel war against Kuwait. Tonight, the battle 
has been joined.” ~ President George Bush 

 
“The great duel, the mother of all battles has begun.… The dawn of victory nears as this great showdown 

begins!” ~ Baghdad Radio broadcast 17 Jan 1991 
 

 I recall the anxiety and excitement when we learned that the war had begun – the air war at least. I 

recall the pangs of worry – what was my wife thinking and feeling, particularly over the next few weeks 

since we could not talk.   

 Many of us were not fans of the nerve agent pills. They were supposed to build up our tolerance in 

case of a nerve agent attack. It was thought that Saddam had a huge stockpile of chemical munitions 

and had threatened to use them against us.  Rumor had it that these nerve agent pills had only been 

tested on horses, which made many nervous. I am not sure if that rumor was true or not.  The military 

was so adamant that we take these pills that we would take them while in formation on some occasions 

so that leadership could confirm we took them.  At some point, I stopped taking mine and would drop 

them in the sand and bury them. 

 

 
 

“The Lord is a warrior; the Lord is his name” (Exodus 15:3). 



  
 Men have a misplaced or skewed view of who Jesus is. It’s no wonder men don’t want to know Him; 

the church has failed in this regard. But, if we don’t know Him, then we can never truly know ourselves. 

"Men must get our hearts back. We must dislodge the lies our enemy has embedded in our hearts."8  

 As for me, during that period of my life, I believed that Jesus was boring, if not a fantasy. I saw him 

wearing a dress and I saw him acting like a girl. Love?  Really? Turn the other cheek? No way, not me!  

But, here is the deal and the truth, I had been misled and taught a picture that is not accurate or factual. 

I had not been told the truth of God; I rarely had the opportunity to learn more or have a desire to learn 

more about Him.  

 Both John Eldredge and Michael Thompson refer to the problem of churches developing "Really 

Nice Guys," as a domesticating process. No wonder men are turning away from church. Adding to my 

own quandary is that my father’s philosophical take was that we lived in hell and I tended to believe him 

– is there ever a day that you do not feel pain of some sort, whether physical or emotional? This is what 

I told myself.  

 But Jesus is a fierce Warrior with more strength and courage than any of us can muster.  Too many 

people get mired in some of the New Testament Scriptures that depict Jesus as a "God of love, kindness, 

and mercy."9 They neglect what it says about Him elsewhere in the New Testament as well as the God of 

wrath and judgment manifested so often in the Old Testament.  The New Testament also shows another 

side to Jesus.  It was Jesus that confronted the Pharisees, the elite class of the time, and called them 

snakes and vipers to their face (Matthew 23:33). It was Jesus that entered the temple and started 

tossing and throwing tables over while chasing out the "money changers" (Matthew 21:12-13). 

 If that is not enough for you to see a side of Jesus that was not meek and humble all of the 

time, then let's see what John had to say about Jesus in the Book of Revelation, Chapter 19:11-16 

(NASB): 

  
And I saw heaven opened, and behold, a white horse, and He who sat on it is 
called Faithful and True, and in righteousness He judges and wages ar. His eyes are a flame 
of fire, and on His head are many diadems; and He has a name written on Him which no 
one knows except Himself. He is clothed with a robe dipped in blood, and His name is 
called The Word of God. And the armies which are in heaven, clothed in fine linen, 
white and clean, were following Him on white horses. From His mouth comes a sharp 
sword, so that with it He may strike down the nations, and He will rule them with a rod of 

 
8 Michael Thompson, The Heart of the Warrior, (Heart and Life Publishers, 2015), pg. 33 
9 https://theblazingcenter.com/2016/12/imagining-precious-moments-jesus-warrior-jesus.html, accessed 
30May2019 



iron; and He treads the wine press of the fierce wrath of God, the Almighty. And on His 
robe and on His thigh He has a name written, “KING OF KINGS, AND LORD OF LORDS.” 

  
 The impression of Jesus as a loving, tender, compassionate Savior is true, but so is the impression of 

Him as a "righteous Warrior." Jesus’ power extends to all creation. With only a word, He calmed a 

terrifying storm. “He fought for justice by driving out the greedy from God’s temple and He cared for 

children and the vulnerable. He regularly cast out demon after demon causing all of the demons to fear 

him.”10 The Lord is a Gentlemen? I don’t think so. Not if you are in the service of His enemy. “God has a 

battle to fight and the battle is for our freedom. No question about it – there is something fierce in the 

heart of God. ‘Then the Lord intervened’ is perhaps the single most common phrase about Him in 

Scripture, in one form or another. There is definitely something wild in the heart of God."11  

 Jesus’ strength and courage as a Warrior was on full display as He received blow after blow when we 

could not. He was stricken so many times across His back and sides that his ribs were showing, but He 

did not falter. He carried a large wooden cross that must have weighed over a hundred pounds for 

several hundred yards, after being beaten; yet, He did not cry out. He laid down on the cross as the 

Roman soldiers hammered six to eight-inch nails through His hands and his ankles, but He remained on 

course. When they raised the cross and it fell the one to two feet into the ground as it settled, I am sure 

the weight of His body was crushing through those nails in His body as it reacted to gravity. He was 

completely naked, fully exposed in the sight of all. Was He in pain? Did it hurt?  It hurt just as much for 

Him as you can imagine it hurting for you. Yet, He remained on mission as a true warrior would. For it 

was His mission to die on that cross and endure all of the pain and humiliation. So that some people on 

this earth could have "a good day"? Absolutely not. So that you could have eternal life, your salvation, 

your Savior.  

 "In this new covenant era, Satan and his minions fear the power of Christ that manifests itself among 

Christians through the Holy Spirit (Mark 5:1-10; 2 Timothy 1:7); thus, we should not be surprised that the 

Enemy will do everything in his power to silence the witness of the church. But Jesus fights for us, 

wielding the sword of the gospel to convert the nations, turn foe into friend, and make the impenitent 

ripe for the outpouring of His wrath” 12 (Acts 9:1-31; Revelation 19:11-21).  

 
10 https://www.ligonier.org/learn/devotionals/divine-warrior, accessed 30May2019 
11 John Eldredge, Wild at Heart: Discovering the Secret of a Man's Soul Updated Edition, (Nelson Books, 2010), pg. 
27 
12 Et al. 



 Recovering your heart does take time. It took me a few years even after being born again. Along 

with it comes healing and restoration. But it does take commitment, which can only happen through the 

grace of God. And, don't mess with the Son of God.  

 

 

 

Friday - 8 February 1991 
 
 I can’t remember much about today except that we (me and Kelly) flew 

1.2 hrs. day and 1.2 hrs. NVG [Night Vision Goggle].  

 Mr. Green knew some people that were with 1st Cav up at Al Batin. 

The one that really caught my attention was a CW4 named Charlie. This 

dude must have been 50 years old. He talked a lot about his 

experiences as an OH-13 pilot in Vietnam. He said that nothing has 

changed. He still doesn’t have body armor and he still only has a .38 

Cal pistol.  

 There were 3 OH-58D pilots that we were speaking with. While Mr. 

Green reminisced with his old pals we also gained a little information 

on current events.  

 These guys have been doing actual border missions. They said they 

could see SA-8's firing their missiles at fast movers and missing 

every time. They've been watching the air bombings going on in Iraq. 

They can hear and see a lot of s***.  

 They talked about some of the ways that Iraqi's have been defecting. 

They said that one Iraqi walked up to a tank, knocked on the turret 

and gave himself up. There was also a story of an Iraqi that walked 30 

miles barefoot to give himself up. I don’t know what truth there is to 

these stories, but they were pretty interesting if I was to get into 

detail. 

 

 
 

 All aircrew members carried a pistol of some sort on their bodies. I was surprised that Charlie still 

carried a .38 as I thought they had been phased out from the Army. A year or so ago, we had changed 

from .38s to a .45.    



 The OH-58D was a modified and technologically updated Kiowa aircraft (as compared to the OH-

58A/C that I flew). The OH-58D introduced the distinctive Mast-Mounted Sight (MMS) above the rotor 

system, four rotor blades, and a mixed glass cockpit. My aircraft had two rotor blades and an analog 

cockpit.   

 A SA-8 (Gecko) is a surface to air missile system, something that anyone flying aircraft in theater 

wants to know about.  
 

 
SA-8 Gecko 

Credit: Shultay Baltaay/Shutterstock.com 
 

 I enjoyed flying Night Vision Goggles (NVG) as this added another layer of excitement and thrill to 

the job. The weight of the goggles took some getting used to at 3.5 pounds of added weight to your neck. 

But when you flipped those NGVs down, you’d find yourself in another world, a green world, where the 

desert offered nothing for you to base your position on.  

 The deserts of Saudi Arabia and Southern Iraq being such a vast and flat wasteland, even during the 

day your depth perception would be negligible if you were more than 100 feet off the ground. At night, 

under NVG, the ground would turn into an almost infinite ocean of dull greenness – you could not see the 

ground even if you were one foot above it, and it was nerve racking. Even if you could see the ground, at 

some point the rotor wash would pick up so much debris and dust that it would create a cloud, blocking 

the view of everything around you. Back in the world, you could turn on the searchlight of the aircraft, 

but where we were, this was a non-starter.  We did have our radar altimeter which provided us with 

details about our height above the ground. This helped a lot, but you still wanted to see the ground. At 

night, even under NVG, we would find ourselves flying via instrument flight rules (IFR). Unless, that is, 

you found something that would break up that oceanic terrain. This condition also created a nightmare for 

navigation – but I will save that discussion for later. 

 Tank tracks. As tanks and other forms of armor thundered and rolled across the desert, their heavy 

steel treads would tear up the ground, bringing up darker colored materials from below the surface, 



thereby breaking up that monotonous flat desert landscape.  On some occasions, we would search for and 

find these tracks, which we could then use like a runway, or a visual beacon, bringing us back to mother 

earth.  Oh, those glorious armor tracks!  

 

 
 

 All men need to get their hearts back, that which our modern culture has taken away, and by force I 

might add. Men were made for more than we are allowed. A man should have the courage to stand up 

for what is right without fear, be uncompromising, and strong in character. Every compromise you make 

is taking a toll on your life and it is time to stop. Wake up to your spirit that is inside of you, recalibrate 

your heart to the center of the scale, and start collaborating with the Holy Spirit. God will arrange the 

right moments for you, He will set the alarm clock; it is up to you to actually wake up and stop hitting 

the snooze button.  

 In the military, it takes courage to hold and shoot a weapon, sending rounds downrange to take out 

the enemy that you can see. It takes training to know how to do that; with repetition your muscle 

memory will eventually execute it with little to no thought; it becomes secondary to you.  

 The same thing applies in God’s Army, but, in this case you are fighting an enemy you cannot see. 

You may see the enemy manifest in another person but we are discussing spiritual warfare and this 

takes a different kind of weapon, and it is real. The weapon is your heart armed with the Word of God 

stored within, where His Word becomes second nature to you. Except, in this war, you have the Holy 

Spirit as a Guide. 

 

 

 

Saturday - 16 February 1991 
 
 Today we moved out from TAA Henry to FAA [Forward Assembly Area] Viper. 

We only logged .9 hrs.  

 We spent all day packing our s*** and taking down tents. We took off 

for Viper at 1700. When we got to Viper, we set up a tent that is 

really a parachute that Mr. Kelly scrounged up. It worked pretty well. 

It protected us from the wind. But if it rains we will be screwed.  

 The thing I'll most remember about today is that I messed up the 

start procedures for our aircraft. I took my finger off the start 

button when I wasn't supposed to. I almost burned the engine out.  



 Luckily for Mr. Kelly mostly, we got the aircraft started and 

haven't had any problems since. I felt really bad about it. I couldn't 

believe what I did. It was a lesson learned, but the hard way. 

 

 
 

 A Forward Assembly Area (FAA) is a smaller version of a TAA, located closer to the enemy line. An 

FAA is a site that provides faster reaction time and response when called. At some point, everyone from 

the TAA will move forward to the FAA.   

 We finally reached that point where we had done everything we could to prepare to get us to the 

condition and position we needed to be in. At this point, the entire organization was packed up and in 

convoy order. Aircraft were prepped, fueled, armed, and ready to fly. We were finally moving north, a 

few miles from the Iraqi border.  Preparation was difficult since the environment had not been friendly 

to us. But everything was coming together. We were ready.  

 The next step was to get down to business and defeat the bad guys, the last barrier, the final hurdle 

to do what we came here to do. But, my mind struggled to reconcile this reality based on my conduct up 

to this point. I was remorseful due to the undocumented actions and events that I had been a part of. 

And then... I screwed up. Again! 

 Kelly and I strap into the aircraft. We run through pre-startup procedures and then I turn the 

checklist to the page that lists the startup procedures and prepare to read them off.  Kelly tells me to go 

ahead and start the aircraft, I hand him the checklist.  

 “You go ahead and start her up,” he says.  

 “Roger,” I reply. Generally, the pilot will always complete the startup process while the AO reads off 

the checklist, but it was good practice for AOs to complete the startup process on occasion. We had 

done this hundreds of times and knew the startup procedures by heart, but we always read off the 

checklist to meet both safety and regulatory requirements.  

 Kelly starts reading from the checklist, to which I respond “check” to each item.  

 "Circuit breakers IN" – "Check" 

 "Instrument lights, console lights, navigation lights" – "Check" 

 "Anti- Collision Lights Switch ON" – "Check" 

 "Position Lights Switch ON" – "Check" 

 "Engine Oil Bypass Switch OFF" – "Check" 

 …………. 



 "Generator Switch OFF" – "Check" 

 "Battery Switch ON" – "Check" 

 …………. 

 "Avionics OFF" – "Check" 

 "FORCE TRIM switch set to FORCE TRIM" – "Check"  

 "Hydraulic Boost Switch set to BOOST" – "Check"  

 Flight controls…we check the cyclic and collective, making sure they are neutral but loose.  

 "Rotor Blades, "CLEAR Left Side" – "CLEAR Right side" 

 "Fuel Boost Switch to BOOST"– "Check" 

 The collective, which sits in between my seat (to my right) and the pilot seat, also contains the 

starter button and the throttle. I reach over with my left hand and press and HOLD the starter button 

with my left pointing finger. I grasp the throttle with my right hand, ready to turn at the right time. 

"Starter button pressed," I call off. 

 The engine immediately starts and the turbine starts to hum like we are used to. We watch the 

temperature gauge and ensure it remains below 200°C; it rises quickly as the engine comes to life but 

remains within limits. At this point, the battery is running everything.  

 We are now watching the N1 gauge (engine RPM) as the turbine engine starts up and the RPM 

increases. Since it is warm outside, we are looking for 15% N1 before I twist the throttle which will 

introduce fuel to the turbine engine. We watch the rotor blades, expecting them to start rotating in an 

extremely slow, but noticeable rotation.  We are also looking at the oil gauge, looking for it to start 

increasing when N1 hits 20%. 

 When we hit 15% N1 as expected, we both notice the rotor blades start to turn, and simply 

acknowledge with a very slight head shrug. I depress the throttle release with my right pointing finger 

and twist the throttle in a counter clockwise direction until it clicks. When it clicks I know that I have set 

the throttle to idle position. Nothing is said, but Kelly does see that I twisted the throttle at the correct 

time. 

 We continue to watch the oil pressure as it increases to 20%. "Oil Pressure” – “Check." It’s about 5-

10 seconds since I first pressed the start button. Engine temperature is increasing; it is hot, but it is still 

well within limits. We are now waiting for the N1 to hit at least 58%, at which time I will release the 

starter button. The rotor blades are now turning at a noticeable rate, but still very slow. I keep my eyes 

in the RPM gauge waiting for 58% N1.  



 For reasons that I cannot remember, nor explain, I took my finger off of the starter button around 

50%. At this rate, the engine is not ready, internal systems stop pumping coolant into the engine and the 

temperature shoots way above normal, it is burning on its insides. The engine RPM is not high enough to 

kick the turbine into gear and maintain proper rotor blade momentum. I also have fuel working in the 

system, which introduces additional complications and danger.  Kelly looks at the instrument panel and 

my hands wide-eyed and slaps my hands away from the collective and throttle. He turns the throttle 

clockwise to off and turns anything and everything related to the engine off.  About 30 seconds later, 

the aircraft is completely off and ready for a new startup process. 

 We have no idea if any damage was introduced to the engine when it burned hot during the first 

startup attempt. But we run through the startup process again, followed by a third attempt. However, 

we cannot get the aircraft to start. Most likely due to my first startup attempt, the battery no longer has 

enough power to start the engine. It is also unclear if we experienced engine damage during my initial 

startup attempt. In either case, we cannot get enough engine RPM to rotate the rotor blades. We are 

dead in the water. We made a call on the radio and I remember one of the maintenance Sergeants 

running over to the aircraft. He grabbed one of the rotor blades, and then ran with it around the aircraft 

as fast as he could and pushed the rotor blades as hard as he could, to get the engine to fire up properly. 

As the pilot in command, Kelly would have ultimately been responsible. I felt horrible.  

 Luckily, the aircraft started up and we were able to continue the mission. If not, I could have caused 

some costly delays. 

 

 

 

Thursday - 21 February 1991 
 
 Well today has been an exciting day. Starting at 0145 hrs. 

 Around 0145, 5 of us (Scouts and 2 Apache pilots) were sleeping on 

our bunks minding our own business when an Apache decided he was going 

to land on our heads. Some part of his helicopter hit our center beam, 

cracked it. Causing our GP Medium to crash down on us. Some people say 

it was just rotor wash, but that son of a b**** wasn’t more than 10 ft 

above our heads. When the tent collapsed it took most of the stove 

with it. Almost causing the tent to catch on fire. But SSG Parker and 

Mr. Green saved the day by picking up the tent and lifting it off the 

fire. Mr. Hawkeye and Mr. Gere were pinned in their bunks. This little 



incident almost cost a couple of lives. I was just s******* my 

underwear when I heard the Apache getting closer. When I heard it, I 

knew what was going to happen. I pulled my entire body into my fart 

sack when I felt and heard a thump as the tent collapsed on us.  

When I looked up the TOC tent had also collapsed, but it was 

worse off than we were. SPC McDonald hurt his back. Mr. Gere hurt his 

knees and elbows. 1SG James got second degree burns on his arms and 

legs when the stove in his tent fell on him.  

 It was 0430 by the time we had our tent and the TOC tent set up 

again. The enlisted dudes helped us out since their tent was still 

standing. We turned all vehicles on and turned on the headlights. We 

were like "f***" light discipline.  

 We replaced our center beam with one from our other GP Medium that 

we didn’t have set up. There was a lot of emotion floating around 

after this. It ended up being a plane from B Company. Mr. Green went 

over there to kick somebody's a**, but he eventually turned around and 

came back. I cursed for about 10 min as I froze and put my flight suit 

on inside out and put my jacket on. I then took care of all the people 

that needed medical attention and took them to see the medic. Some 

people ended up with busted radios and Walkman's. Our big map board in 

the TOC got blew to h***. There was a lot of damage caused by the 

Apache. Someone ought to pay for this s***, but everyone knows that 

nobody will pay for nothing.  

 Tonight is the night. The Apache's go on their first combat 

mission.  

 CPT Patterson returned to us tonight. And the Apache's got delayed 

another 24 hrs. Apparently a recon plane observed some FROG's [enemy 

rocket system] and ADA [Air Defense Artillery] in the area that wasn’t supposed to 

be there. So instead of placing the helicopters into something 

unknown, they delayed the mission another day. 

 

 
 

 Wow, what an evening, one that I remember vividly! On this evening, several of our Apaches were 

called to the border with Iraq on a mission. Upon their return, one of the Apaches accidentally mistook 



our tent for a landing area and hit the top of it, breaking the center beam before the pilots had realized 

they’d made a mistake. The entire GP Medium tent crashed down on top of those that were asleep at 

the time. I recall hearing the aircraft coming and getting louder and louder; there’s no mistaking the roar 

of the engine from an Apache. And then the tent fell down on me.  Between the weight of the canvas 

and the weight of the wooden poles that supported the tent, some of us were trapped inside. What’s 

more, we had a stove going to warm the tent at night. The stove could easily have flamed up and the 

tent could have caught fire, but luckily this did not happen.  

 A few guys were able to slip out from under the canvas and help lift the tent off of others that were 

trapped.  Our TOC (tactical operations center) was setup about 30 feet away from the sleep tent and 

was also blown away – this is a much smaller and lighter tent. Our First Sergeant received burns in the 

process.    

 An emergency call went out and many people came out to help gather materials that were blown 

across the desert. We were close to the frontlines, but we ended up turning on a lot of headlights to 

help light up the area while we cleaned up. I think what hurt the most was that the unit responsible for 

landing on our tent never came to help. However, this was probably a good thing as tempers were high 

and fights might have broken out.  

 I don’t recall any reprimands or discussions about this event; it seems that it was just tossed under 

the rug with no apologies. This issue was never discussed again.  

 Our Company Commander returned from the rear and would participate in the ground war with us. 

Once the ground war was over, he would permanently leave us within a matter of days.  

 

  



CHAPTER 12 
HELICOPTER CRASH 

   
“Helicopters don't fly, they vibrate so badly the ground rejects them.” ~ Tom Clancy  

 
 In early May, we finally received the good news. We would be going home! At this point in time, we 

had been located at TAA Camelot for about two months.  Kelly had been redeployed to Germany back in 

mid-March due to his family issues, so I would be flying an aircraft with our Battalion S-1 (Human 

Resources officer) back to the Saudi Port of Dhahran.  On 8 May, the aircraft we were designated to fly 

came up with a broken alternator, which would take a few weeks to repair.  After much debate, 

discussion, and not wanting to delay the redeployment, the decision was made that we would fly the 

aircraft the next day in a flight of four Blackhawk helicopters. The aircraft was signed off by the 

appropriate maintenance personnel for a one-time flight. 

 In simplistic terms, the battery in the OH58 can hold enough charge to start the aircraft and operate 

radios and instruments for short periods. However, since the alternator had failed, the battery would 

not recharge, nor would any power be generated to run our electrical instruments and radios for long 

stretches of time. As most of our instruments were analog (airspeed, engine and rotor gauges), we still 

had the ability to monitor aircraft performance. Once the aircraft was approved for a one-time flight, 

the S-1 and I came up with internal procedures. We were ready to go.  

 After the aircraft was started, we would leave the radios on long enough to communicate our take-

off, and then turn our battery off once we reached flight level.  While the battery was turned off, we 

would not be able to communicate internally through the internal communications system (ICS), so we 

wrote things down and used various hand signals to communicate.  The plan was to intermittently turn 

the battery back on to check other systems, monitor radio traffic for a few minutes, and then turn the 

battery off again. But I cannot recall if we ever did this.  This was the process we had come up with.  

 Our departure was scheduled for the morning of 9 May 1991. I recall the total flight time being 

estimated around four hours or so. After take-off, we flew for a few hours and successfully crossed the 

Kuwait border into Saudi Arabia, and an hour after that we hit what was called the Tap Line road (an 

east-west hardball road that ran from Dhahran, Saudi Arabia to Jordan). After we hit the road, we 

turned east and started following the road straight into Dhahran. About an hour out from our final 

destination is when we experienced problems.   



 We were flying at about 300 feet at 90 knots and I was on the controls.  First the engine noise 

changed just a little, and then the aircraft starting shuddering, requiring more power on the collective. 

This is when we noticed that the engine and rotor RPM needles started to split, which is a bad thing. 

Note: if we had our battery I am sure that our caution lights and alarms would have been going off to 

alert us. The engine RPM started dropping quickly and the rotor RPM needle was decreasing at a slower 

rate. It was obvious to us that we had lost engine and were starting to descend. I turned the controls 

over to the S-1 and he immediately set us up for an auto-rotational descent.  Basically, we were falling 

but were working to control our fall by maintaining enough forward airspeed and allowing enough wind 

to flow through the rotor blades so that they would continue to rotate, further allowing us to glide to 

the ground.   

 One of the challenges that I had alluded to earlier in this book is that there is not a lot of depth 

perception in the desert, so it is difficult to see the details of the terrain until you are close to it.  At 300 

feet, we could not take in all of the terrain features below us, but per procedure we fixed our eyes on a 

spot on the ground and committed to the auto-rotation. Once committed, while you have some 

maneuvering latitude, it is difficult to change your targeted landing spot or you can negatively impact 

your descent.  I should also add that we had no communication with the other aircraft in our flight. Since 

we had no radios, the other aircraft had no idea what was happening. I know there was a Blackhawk 

flying behind us, but they may not have realized what was happening until we hit the ground.  

 At about 20-30 feet above the ground we realized that we were going to hit the downward slope of 

a small “bowl.” Once you get to a specific point above the ground, the pilot pulls up on the collective, 

twisting the rotor blades at an angle that slows the rate of airflow through the blades. This gives us a 

cushion of air that allows the aircraft to slow the rate of descent so that you hit the ground as softly as 

possible. You want to pull this power in at a point where you can safely land the aircraft on the ground 

with allowance for forward momentum. The OH-58A/C is a very light aircraft, so the intent would be to 

pull in power about 10 feet or so above the ground. In our case, the pilot pulled in power at around 15 

feet. This slowed our rate of descent but once the air cushion was used up you cannot get it back. The 

aircraft came crashing down about five feet or so.    

 At some point during the descent, I locked in my shoulder harness and prepared to land.  In those 

final seconds, all I could do was kiss my butt goodbye and tell my wife that "I was sorry." We were going 

to hit the ground hard. At this point, my entire life did flash before me, regrets, disappointments, and so 

on.   



 The helicopter hit the ground hard as expected, splitting the skids and busting the downward view 

window bubble. Our initial impact was on the downward slope of a small hill. The helicopter slid forward 

until the front of the skids dug into the sand and lifted the rear of the helicopter up, so it rolled over 

towards the pilot side. The rotor blades, still turning, hit the other side of the slope which pivoted the 

helicopter over and backwards. We finally landed on the right side (pilot side) of the aircraft and the 

helicopter came to a stop. No explosions and no fire and the cockpit remained mostly intact. We had 

been flying doors off and my side of the aircraft was now the top. When I looked down at the pilot, he 

was laying sideways in the sand where his door would normally be.  I don’t remember who asked first 

but we eventually determined that we were both okay. This is when I smelled smoke. We both 

unbuttoned from the aircraft and climbed out as quickly as possible and walked about 50 feet from the 

airplane.   

 The emotion I felt was anger. Everything came to the surface in an emotional blow up. How could 

this keep happening to me? Why? Numerous judgment mistakes, challenged leadership, a lack of 

protection when we invaded Iraq, then the humiliation of being propositioned. And now, a helicopter 

crash! Why could we just not get by for another 30-45 more minutes? It would all have been over and I 

would be heading back to my wife and child. Why?  

 We had crashed about 100 feet or so from the Tap Line road which had a lot of traffic on it. 

Numerous local people started walking towards us. I am not sure if they were just curious or concerned, 

but nobody did anything drastic; they were rather nice. I did chase them off – it was very obvious that I 

was upset. It was also around this time that one of the Blackhawks had landed and the crew chief ran 

over to the pilot and me to make sure we were okay. Once he noticed we were, he helped to run off the 

local population. Within 30 minutes or so, the pilot and I were evacuated to Dhahran for medical 

checkups.  

 In those final seconds before we hit the ground, I was left with one prevailing thought: that I had left 

absolutely nothing for my wife and son. I had left no legacy. I had no money, no assets, nothing. That is 

what I would have left a nineteen-year-old widow and a now ten-month-old son.  I promised to turn this 

all around! I fully intended to get my life together. I had finally reached my life pivot. I was pissed off and 

I refused to let this defeat me! 

 

I would make it home on 21 May 1991. 
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