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Iraqi Special Forces Soldiers and me before mission in Tikrit







This introduction is sparse as I had started one that is actually 
turning out to be more in depth. I wanted to get this book out 
and will offer the in depth experiences I had in either a separate 

edition or as an add on to this book. The images are from my time in 
Iraq from 2006 to 2007. 

It has been ten years since I returned from Iraq and I have finally had 
the time to collect these images of my time from my deployment. Some 
of the time has been spent in acquiring the skills and techniques to ren-
der the digital images appropriately. And some has been life.

My time in Iraq was spent on the streets of Tikrit and helping the other 
members of my detachment, 21 brave men and women who delivered 
the messages and supported the operations of the Companies and Bat-
talion and Brigade we were assigned too. As a Tactical PsyOp Com-
pany our mission was to be a force multiplier and to win the hearts and 
minds of the local nationals. We would attempt to persuade change or 
influence them to support the new Iraqi government and army.

It was a difficult job at best and not very safe to say the least. While all 
of our detachment returned home, many had scars from battle, literally 
and otherwise. One team had been hit by IEDs at least 8 times; one 
soldier received a sniper wound in the upper shoulder; another was hit 
in the helmet by a sniper round; another hit in the back by a round; still 
another injured from an armor piercing grenade; and multiple IEDs, 
drive by shootings, sniper attacks and the list goes on.

Through all of this these fine soldiers did not falter nor did they shirk 

“They won’t understand it’s about the men next to you... and that’s 
it. That’s all it is.”

Quote from Hoot in movie Black Hawk Down



from their responsibility. They were all committed to the mission and 
as the quote above states, each other. In the end it is about the guy next 
to you and nothing else. If you cannot rely on the person next to you 
neither of you will return home.

Our job was to go face to face with the locals and this was a very dan-
gerous proposition at best. While we could get information to the lead-
ers, many times we would be surrounded by small crowds of people 
who wanted to hear what was going on and to give their opinions about 
the lack of water, sewer services, electricity, fuel, food and jobs. Many 
of our security personnel did not like to go out with us as we were in 
the thick of things. In fact the EOD, explosive ordnance disposal team, 
stated after one mission they would not go out with us again as they 
felt it was too dangerous. Thank you very much but I felt their job was 
more dangerous. I guess it’s a matter of perspective,

I prepared myself for this deployment with a digital camera that was 
mine and not one given to me by the Army as was the case when I 
was deployed to Afghanistan earlier. I stashed in a pouch on my vest 
and when time and circumstances permitted I would make images as I 
could. It was an Olympus C-770 with a great zoom and was compact 
enough to use rather unobtrusively. This camera made it through the 
entire deployment and then some only to be damaged in a hand off 
between my wife and me. It mostly works but has been retired to the 
shelf to collect dust.

These are images of my time in Iraq when things were active. There 
were many soldiers lost in the units we supported and every time we 
left the wire every mission was fraught with danger. While you may 
think of the possibility of not returning that day, you push it to the back 
of your mind and focus on what needs to be done now. Live in the mo-
ment, do your job, and watch your buddies back. A simple code to live 
by. 





Under Sadam there was a policy of Arabization put into place in sever-
al parts of Iraq. This was done to reward certain groups or tribes and 
it was done to help quell possible hot spots. In the area of Kirkuk, it 

was to move the Kurds from the region and retain control of the vast oil fields 
in that area. Many Sunni Arabs were moved in, displacing not only Kurds but 
Shia as well.

Once Sadam was captured and the death of his sons confirmed, the Kurds who 
had been displaced, as well as the Shia, started returning to the homes they 
had lost. This sparked a great deal of unrest and conflict. Many Kurds were 
returning to homes that had been in their families for generations. The Sunnis 
and some Shia now found themselves displaced and in many cases without a 
home or employment. The only thing left for them to do was to return to their 
tribal home areas and hope family could help them out.

In many cases there was not enough housing or jobs for the newly displaced. 
They would occupy any abandoned structure. In many case the abandoned 
military sites in and around Tikrit were used for housing. There was no power, 
water, or sanitation. Most would occupy a room or two and use generators 
for power. Cars were parked near the rooms staked out by the returning refu-
gees. In some cases families would be let onto the former Presidential Palace 
grounds to use the open buildings. Some families were run off leaving their 
belongings as they fled for their lives from the violence of those who were 
returning.



Abandoned



Brother & Sister At VoTech



Mother & Daughter



Layover In Crete



Checking Out the Camera



While on a patrol in Bayji, just north of Tikrit, we were contact-
ing the local merchants in a small market area. Many of the 
neighborhoods have small market areas to serve the popu-

lace, as well as stores and a larger market area for the city.

As we were moving through the area some of the boys came out to see 
what was going on and to talk with the US soldiers. This young man fol-
lowed us on the majority of our trip through his neighborhood, first on his 
bike and then walking along side our vehicles. He would laugh and use a 
few of the words that had been taught to him by the soldiers, many which 
he did not understand. We all had a good laugh and in the end he obtained 
some candy from a couple of the soldiers on the hummers as we left.

I found it rather interesting to find items on sale from China and Iran, with 
merchants who spoke Arabic, and children wearing clothing with Ameri-
can logos and language. We certainly live in a small interdependent world.



Brazil



During one of our outings to the market place in Tikrit, we were fol-
lowed by the young man in this photograph. I was part of the secu-
rity detail and making photographs for later use. We started the walk 

at the south end of the street and it was at this point I noticed this young man 
following us. He stayed right on the periphery of the security detail guarding 
the XO, but he would always edge close when no one was looking.

After several stops, it became apparent he may not be just a local interested 
in the goings on. He would never make eye contact with anyone, and would 
turn away from time to time. I alerted one of our security detail, who started 
monitoring him more closely.

After a few minutes they closed in to speak with him, but the young man 
took off at a full sprint down one of the allies to the east. He was heading to 
an area known to harbor snipers and set up ambushes for other vehicles trav-
eling in the area. Since we were there to protect the XO he was not pursued. 
The visit ended shortly thereafter, since staying on location too long can set 
you up for an ambush.



Market Street Terrorist



Young Boy At VoTech



Brother & Sister



A mother and her daughter walked into the Vocational center. The 
Center employed various individuals making of all things, erasers. 
The mother entered the center and left her daughter outside. She 

would not make eye contact with any of us and would not answer any ques-
tions from our interpreter.

Most of the women in Tikrit were open and would speak to us on the street or 
in their homes and businesses. Many attended school, the Tikrit university, or 
other training in the area. Women do not seem to have as many constraints in 
Iraq as in other countries, but they still are oppressed.



Girl At VoTech



The market area in Tikrit was like any other and there were several in 
the city. Some were more accessible to the Coalition Forces and oth-
ers were not. While we would go to an area to visit with and ascertain 

the needs of the people, it was always a high risk situation. We were waitng 
in hostile areas, where car bombs, suicide bombers, armor piercing grenades, 
and snipers were common. So each visit was meticulously planned and every-
one knew where their security stations were and what to do if we had enemy 
contact.

When we took along high ranking officers, we had to make changes to the 
sights we would visit to keep them safe. So we would go to areas with less 
foot traffic and had easier access for our military vehicle. A hummer with lots 
of armor is not very small and with a .50 cal mounted on top was rather in-
timidating.

The streets had not only storefronts but vendors who would sell their wares 
from the back of vehicles, carts and open areas on the street. On the streets 
where there was more vehicle traffic, the market was similar to what is seen in 
America on a main street area.

Some stores were frequented by many men who would stop and comment on 
the state of affairs in the city, the lack of water, electricity, price of fuel, the 
latest political situation in Baghdad and in the province.

Some stores were frequented by many men who would stop and comment on 
the state of affairs in the city, the lack of water, electricity, price of fuel, the 
latest political situation in Baghdad and in the province.



XO and Shop Keeper



Waving At Convoy



Market Street, Tikrit



Market Street Spectators



During the visit to the Tirkrit market, US soldiers were a curiosity. 
Many of the the people would stop and listen to what was being said 
while the soldiers visited with shop keepers. The XO had stepped 

into an ice cream/coffee shop. 

Part of my responsibility was to pull security, do some PSYOP, and make a 
few images during the visit for reports and possible use in product (we were 
not allowed to call it propaganda). I was looking into the shop at the time and 
noted it was too crowded to try and make any images of the conversation tak-
ing place.

As I looked back out I noted the four males listening in and enjoying the con-
versation taking place in the shop. At that time a woman with her babe in arms 
came walking by, casting a not so friendly look at the shop filled with soldiers.



Market Commute



With most families too poor to own a vehicle or the male using 
the vehicle for work, most daily activities were accomplished 
on foot. We had set up a perimeter on a brief stop in one to the 

neighborhoods in Bayji. 

As we waited in the cold and cloudy weather, a mother with her family came 
by. They were not intimidated in the least, and went about their daily activi-
ties. In this case they were headed to the local market just down the road from 
us. In many instances the oldest daughter will take on the added responsibility 
of watching the middle children, freeing the mother to care for the youngest 
or newborn. Usually this results in the oldest daughter having to give up some 
schooling for those in the poorer families.



Worried



We were part of a major operation to bring down a cartel that was 
funneling about 30 million dollars a month into Syria. The op-
eration targeted banks, cell phone stores, and several car dealer-

ships in the city.

We hit the car dealerships, which straddled a street with other shops on it. In 
the midst of the takedown, an IED – road side bomb detonated on our cover 
units and we started taking sniper fire. The units we were working with, the 
FBI, DEA, Justice Department, Special Forces, US Conventional Forces, Psy-
chological Operations – us – and Iraqi Special Forces.

The Iraqi SF provided the majority of the security as we moved in and took 
control of the used car lot. This customer was seated on a bench awaiting 
interrogation by the Iraqi SF. The car dealer and his employees had been de-
tained and were zip tied awaiting transport to a detention center.

This image was made by Sgt Wiseman, my Assistant Team Leader. I lent her 
my camera to make images of any enemy propaganda when she made this 
photograph.



On Off Switch



Girl With White Head Band



The Empty Chair



Of all the images I made this is one of the most meaningful to me. It 
is of a chair at the radio station in Bayji run jointly by the US and 
Iraqi Army. We were tasked with training two of the Iraqi army 

soldiers with learning how to run the station. The station was a big hit and 
provided news and music which had been missing for quite some time in the 
town and surrounding area. 

One of the soldiers was a happy go lucky sort of guy, full of life, and enthusi-
asm for what he was doing. He worked hard and would often sit in this chair 
outside the radio station door. He said he loved Iraq and was glad he could be 
in the service of his country and earning their freedom. He said he knew the 
station was slowing down the bad guys.

He was right about that. The bad guys were severely hampered by the positive 
effects of the radio station. When the two Iraqi soldiers went out in a taxi in 
civilian attire to promote the station, the taxi was stopped by bad guys. The 
Iraqi soldier who loved his country was forcibly taken from the taxi. His bullet 
riddled body was found dumped at the side of the road. 

The Iraqi Army was outraged and conducted a swift hunt for the killers. I am 
not sure if they were ever found. 



Sgt Aleshire is a quiet, hard working young man from Texas. He is big, 
strong and committed, with a heart to match. He has lost some of his 
size because as he says “I have to buy my own food now”. He really 

bulked up while he served on a team in Bayji. As the driver, he kept the “Mur-
der City Devils” vehicle up and running. He also scrounged for parts and was 
in the maintenance area almost as much as the mechanics themselves.

Sgt Aleshire was the first in our unit to be wounded and receive a Purple 
Heart. I wish he was the only one, but war is indiscriminate about who lives, 
who dies, who is wounded physically and who is wounded emotionally. The 
latter two are scars that may never heal in some cases.

While serving as a gunner on a mission, Jon was hit by sniper fire as he popped 
up in the turret to check for enemy movement. The round struck him in the 
collar of his vest on the left side, followed it around and finally came to rest in 
his trap muscle. It did not completely pierce it and the bullet was still lodged 
in his shoulder when he was brought in from the mission.

When he was hit, he said it was like getting hit with a hammer. One moment 
he was standing the next he was slumped down in the vehicle. As they were 
working on him, he asked the guys to take a picture of him with his camera. 
Like he needed another souvenir!

As Sgt Aleshire was being wheeled out to the waiting MedEvac he was met by 
the 101st 3rd Battalion Commander, Col Steele, of Blackhawk Down fame. 
Col Steele, along with the Command Sgt Major of the BN, offered some words 
of encouragement, and as Sgt A was being moved to the bird, Col Steele gave 
him a titty twister! Not everyday you receive a titty twister from a full bird 
Colonel!

Sgt Aleshire was flown by chopper to COB Spiecher and was in surgery for 
about 45 minutes. Once he was awake he wanted to head right back to his 
team and FOB. But he was there in the care of the hospital and then the com-
pany for another week. Sgt Aleshire said it was one of the longest weeks in his 
life, being away from team mates, friends, his bed, and familiar surroundings.



Sgt Aleshire



Two Faces Of Iraq



Boy In Village



On a joint operation with multiple units, we were occupying the for-
mer Presidential Palace Grounds of Saddam. The grounds were 
huge and sprawled out along the western banks of the Tigris. Each 

unit was able to select a room to occupy for the night while we prepped for the 
mission. This building was at least 4 stories tall and had massive rooms, done 
in marble and huge plastic chandeliers.

Units moved in occupied whatever shade they could. As we were waiting to 
link up for our briefing, the dog handlers and the dogs took a short break. The 
dogs were agitated with all the activity and we had to keep our distance. Mili-
tary dogs are a bit more aggressive than police dogs.



Break Time



Sharing A cookie



Our mission to the Vocational Center was lasting longer than usual. 
So we broke out some food to tide us over until we returned to base.

Our Major had some extra chocolate chocolate chip cookies and brought them 
to the three brothers waiting at the front doors. He offered it to the boys and 
only the youngest took some. The two older ones waited until he took some 
and ate it. Once they saw he liked it, they also took a piece. I am not sure if 
they had seen the Life Cereal commercial with Mickey, but it sure looked like 
it. Once their brother had eaten the cookie they took some and smiled excit-
edly at the treat.



This is not one of my favorite places in Iraq. On my birthday, as I was 
on guard duty with two other soldiers and an Iraqi Army soldier, we 
were fired upon by a sniper. The tower was on the police compound 

in Tikrit. The round passed within inches of my head. We tried to return fire 
but were unable to find the location of the sniper. The Iraqi soldier initially 
told us it was safe up there. Following the shooting, he was on the back side 
of the tower out of the line of fire and we were done pulling guard duty in the 
tower for the day.

A soldier had been killed in a tower similar to this one in Bayji about two 
months earlier. A sniper was trying to make his bones and killed a US soldier 
in the tower from a car. He was rumored to still be in the area and was trying 
to move up in the terrorist cells operating in the area.

In this image we are looking east toward the major downtown area of Tikrit. 
The dark cloud on the horizon is smoke from a huge oil fire about 30 miles to 
the northeast.



Guard Tower



The Little Sheik



At least once a week we would have a scheduled mission to the Pro-
vincial Governors government compound. This was a necessary 
mission to provide contracts for new projects, follow up with Iraqi 

Government officials and meeting with local journalists. One of the big drives 
was to help the press understand its role in the democratic process. The press 
had been told what to write or had to receive governmental approval before 
writing articles on the events of the day. We had to teach them how to function 
in a democratic society and that they could write about government officials 
and policies without fear of retribution.

During  our weekly patrol to meet with the government we would have to 
travel one of several different routes, at different times to keep from being 
attacked by an ambush or IED. Even on site we had to keep under cover as 
we sat in our vehicles pulling security. On more than one occasion we would 
come under sniper fire. In fact gunfire was common in the city of Tikrit. Local 
traffic police would use gunfire to direct traffic! It was not unusual to hear sev-
eral shots fired in succession as the police directed an errant citizen to move 
to another lane or stop.

While on a mission to the Governor’s compound I was in the turret pulling 
security. The compound had iron gates and concertina wire all around. While 
there were Iraqi security forces in the area, they could not be counted on to 
keep people safe. Many were on the bad guys side. They would be trained by 
us during the day and then attack us at night. We just did not know who was 
good and who was bad. At that time a local Sheik came in with his son dressed 
in traditional garb. I made several images of them coming in the main gate. 
The Sheik smiled when he saw me photographing from behind my 240.



Soldiers will find ways to entertain themselves and this was no ex-
ception. Two soldiers, each from a different detachment were pitted 
against each other in a contest of wills and test of who had the stron-

gest stomach. With nothing to do while waiting to be transported to their bases 
this contest was good for some laughs and pictures.

The near beer had been sitting in some black tubs in the hot sun for an inde-
terminate amount of time and was not especially palatable. The contest was 
started and with great enthusiasm they started downing these hot, nasty fake 
beers. I don’t remember who won, but it was entertaining while it lasted, with 
each doing their best to win for their respective detachments and to keep from 
being sick.



Near Beer Drinking Contest



Three Brothers



It was the end of Eid and we were again at the Vocational Center. This 
time all three of the brothers had come out and were watching us. They 
stayed close to the front door of the residence and were grouped together. 

They were looking out the door and checking out the street. A US soldier was 
on the other side of the door guarding the center.

As they stood waiting for their father to return, they lined up, from youngest to 
eldest. This was the first of several images I was able to make of them as they 
stood near the front of the compound.



Capt Cederman Leads Convoy  Brief



Captain Cederman was our convoy/patrol leader. Normally on our 
mission briefs he would use rocks to simulate the vehicles in the 
patrol and responses on contact and so on. In this particular case he 

had some toy vehicles that had been sent for him to use. The use of the toy 
vehicles was short lived as they disappeared shortly after they were used in 
this brief.

Our missions were so frequent we could literally recite the brief with him as 
he went through the various steps from beginning to end. And really that was a 
good thing. We would joke and do all the things soldiers are wont to do before 
a mission, but these warnings and other imformation stuck with us. We came 
under fire several times, were hit with an IED - roadside bomb - had drive by 
shootings on our position, and many more exciting events. These briefs and 
the actions were instinctual and saved all of our lives. We all knew what to do 
and covered each other without hesitation.

What I like most about him was his attention to detail and his never going to 
a location the same way or leaving the location by the same route we came in 
on. On several occasions the bad guys had set up ambushes for us that were 
visible as we drove down different streets to head back or rendevous with 
other units. 

No matter how hard we tried or how strenuously it was stressed to visiting 
“senior officers” they would stay too long on station. As a result we would 
be sniped at, grenades thrown, ambushes set up and so on. In one case an-
other unit on patrol ran into an ambush set up for us due to “senior officers” 
disregarding time on station. As a result a soldier was killed, who was due to 
go home in three days. He left behind a wife and two children. We ended up 
providing cover to the ambushed patrol and escorting the dead soldier back to 
the COB. 

The following day we attended his memorial, in the heat and dust that is Iraq.



During his stay in power, Saddam Hussein built dozens of palaces 
up to 100 according to different accounts, across Iraq. Palaces were 
built -most of them after the end of the 1991 Gulf War- in every 

major city as an expression of his authority. These palaces provided housing 
not only to the dictator of Iraq and his family, but also to his party offi als, 
friends and countless mistresses. U.N. documents list eight main Saddam 
Hussein palace compounds containing more than 1,000 buildings -- luxury 
mansions, smaller guest villas, office mplexes, warehouses and garages -- 
and covering some 32 square kilometers (12 square miles) in total.

The grandiose architecture and the luxurious environment, dominated by 
marble surfaces and gold was supposed to support the image of a powerful 
leader for his followers and that of an eccentric dictator. Additionally it was 
rumored Saddam did not spend more than one night in the same palace and 
servants were expected to have a dinner meal ready for him in the event he 
arrived at that palace for the evening.

After the Fall of Baghdad in 2003, some palaces were occupied by the Ameri-
can army, while others were heavily looted by Iraqi citizens. While we were 
in country there was talk of handing the palaces over to the people of Iraq. 
Some of them will be maintained, others repurposed, sold to developers or 
demolished.

The image on the right is from one of the palaces in his Tikrit Presidential 
Palace complex on the Tigress River.



Saddam’s Tikrit Palace Compound



Village Group Photo



While on a follow up mission for the Satellite television station 
the US helped fund, we were invited to the station manager’s 
home. He lived just outside of Tikrit on a hill top over looking 

the Tigris to the east, in the distance. There were a group of about 5 homes on 
the hill top and the families all worked at the station.

As we were getting ready to leave following a large meal and tour of the 
homes, some of the women wanted a photograph to mark the occasion. So 
they all crowded around Sgt Wiseman and posed for the photograph. Our 
interpreter stood off to the right side and one of the women in the photo is 
looking skyward at a circling helicopter. We had quite a bit of security on this 
jaunt into the east side of Tikrit.



As we were preparing to leave following a visit to one of the outly-
ing areas of Tikrit, this young mother came up and insisted I make 
a photograph of her and her baby. She was very proud of her child 

and wanted me to have a photo of her.

The Iraqi’s are not unlike any of us, wanting the same things for themselves and 
their families – security, peace, freedom, jobs, water, electricity, nice homes, 
cars and the other things they see on TV the rest of the world has. While the 
standard of living may be lower than ours, they have nice homes and furni-
ture. Most of their goods are supplied by China and surprisingly, Iran.

We were frequently invited into their homes and given the grand tour of the 
house. They were very proud of their homes and the lives they had made 
for themselves. In one instance we were proudly shown a huge bay window 
and were asked if we liked the view. The view was of some rock strewn des-
ert hills and low growing vegetation. It seems the American way of life has 
spread everywhere.



Mother & Child



IA Soldier At Check Point



In the city of Bayji, the US shared a base with the Iraqi Army. The bulk of 
the base was occupied by the US. On the south east corner the Iraqis had 
their compound and were responsible for the security of the radio station 

we had set up and were running.

The IA are not as committed to the job they have of being soldiers, which 
was frustrating to those of us tasked with their training and going on joint 
operations. They all liked the pay check they received but a commitment to 
their job was rare. They would work for three weeks and then not show up for 
two weeks, stating they were on leave. And they would do this over and over 
again, with no control of personnel and no knowledge of who would be gone 
and when. And they would quit whenever it became more difficult than they 
felt it should be.

This young man was stationed at a check point inside the compound, near 
a check point we had to stop at while moving to the radio station.  He is 
dressed with whatever they could come up with for uniforms and his was 
one of the better uniforms available at that time. He even had body armor, 
which was unusual.



Boy In White Taqiyah



On a stop at the Vocational Center in Tikrit the youngest son of the 
caretaker had been out in the sun when we rolled up with out patrol 
of 4 vehicles. We had been in the area for about 30 minutes and the 

young man had gotten bored with watching us. So he moved under a tree and 
squatted down, continuing his watch of us.

I came up and made several photographs while he looked back seemingly dis-
interested. I showed him the images on my digital camera afterwards and he 
chatted excitedly with his sister about them.



Capparis Spinosa 



While on the way back from the chow hall one day I noticed a low 
bush with white delicate flowers on it. This was unusual as I had 
seen very few if any flowers in the region. The bush itself was 

covered in dust due to its close proximity to the dirt road and parking lot.

When I tried to take one of the flowers back to my room, a 10 minute walk, 
the flower had wilted, seeming to wither away to nothing. I noted the flowers 
themselves bloom and then are withered and dried by the next day.

After some exploring I found another bush close to my barracks and made 
several exposures of the flowers. The bushes had thorns about 2 inches long 
and if I was not careful in arranging the plant, would receive some nasty 
pokes. It was very interesting to me that such a harsh and hostile environment 
could produce such a delicate flower, armed with long nasty barbs.

Upon returning home, I discovered the name of the bush was Capparis Spi-
nosa. It is rather common in the area and in the Mediterranian countries.



Prisoners



Iraqi Males Discussing Coalition Information



The Wave



While on a patrol, I was making photographs of Sgt Wiseman and 
her interactions with the local Iraqi populace. We were at a cor-
ner store, where the vendor was a baker. There were several men 

speaking to the proprietor as they waited for their flat bread. By the way if 
you have not had flat bread fresh out of the adobe oven, it is a treat you have 
missed out on.

The discussion was friendly and as usual concerned about jobs and the gov-
ernment. Sgt Wiseman, who had the nickname of Hakeema, because of her 
last name, excelled at speaking with people. She  was perfect as a PsyOp sol-
dier. She also had a background in journalism and spent a year as an intern in 
Washington, so she was very knowledgeable on the workings of government. 
This made her an important asset in working with the US and Iraqi govern-
ment officials and setting up contracts for services.

Sgt Wiseman was very passionate about women’s rights and services in Iraq 
and helped to find funding for fledgling women’s groups. It may in part been 
because of our political leanings. In our office, Maj Egan, Sgt Wiseman and 
myself were the only Democrats in the entire brigade. This made for some 
interesting discussions and at times disagreements. 

As I was monitoring the interactions at the bakers, a white car came around 
the corner and a little girl was hanging out the window yelling enthusiastically 
to us – hallo, hallo, hallo! I made this quick image of her and her family, and 
gave a wave back to her. She waved again as her family’s car drove quickly 
down the street.



Young Boy At VoTech



Samarra Market Vendor



Provincial Government Compound Guard



Sgt Wiseman Interviews Iraqi Family



Girl & Barbed Wire 



At the local Vocational school and training center, the caretaker had 
a small residence at the entrance to guard the compound. During 
our infrequent visits his children would come out and observe what 

we were doing. A few times we would see the oldest daughter look outside to 
monitor the young boys and her younger sister.

On this visit I had the opportunity to get out of the vehicle and visit with the 
children. The youngest daughter was watching over her brother and had taken 
a seat at the side of the house. There was a small pen surrounded by some 
metal posts and barbed wire. The remainder of the area was open and barren. 
She was not shy at all and would look directly in to the camera. At times it 
seemed as if she was defiant. During our visits I never really saw her smile.



82nd Sgt Provides Security



Who Is Watching Whom?



Girl In White Head Dress



No matter where we would stop many of the children were curious 
about our vehicles. Usually we would keep them at a distance from 
the vehicles. This is not because we did not want to let them see the 

vehicle, but for their own safety.

On one occasion we were stopped on a lightly traveled street and had cor-
doned it off for security. We had a team in visiting with a local school teacher 
and her students. I was up in the turret of our hummer pulling security. We had 
two vehicles at each end of the street.

On the ground were Maj Egan and one of our interpreters. There were several 
children who had come across a busy street to visit with the Maj and they 
were involved in a light discussion. At that time a white vehicle with tinted 
window rolled by very slowly in the slow lane, close to the Maj and children. 
My partner in the other hummer turret and I noticed the vehicle and focused 
on it until it drove away.

But that was not the end of it. The vehicle circled around and opened up at 
the opposite end of the street. Bullets were zipping down the road at all of us 
from the drive by shooting. Fortunately none of the children were hit, though 
we were unable to pursue the bad guys because of our team in the school. The 
bad guys were indiscriminate on who they shot at or who was killed, even 
their own children. In this case the children disappeared at the sounds of the 
first volley of fire.



It was the beginning of Eid and we were on a patrol through the city of 
Bayji, north of Tikrit. It was cold outside and had recently rained, leav-
ing the streets wet and muddy. As we came to a stop on one of the main 

streets I noticed a small family move out from their house and move down the 
block toward our location.

The family consisted of the father, his small son, and his three daughters. As 
they stopped to enter the second residence, the young girls, dressed up for Eid, 
stopped and looked our way. As soon as the door opened, they rushed through 
the open door, disappearing from the street.

Eid was a time of celebration for the people of Iraq, similar to Christmas here. 
Gifts were exchanged and the families sported new clothing to mark the cel-
ebration.



Three Sisters Dressed For EID



Market Street Patrol Near Vendors Stalls



Sgt Wiseman Speaking to Store Vendor



Iraqi Special Forces



On a joint mission, we had the opportunity to work with the Iraqi 
Special Forces. They were Shia and were trained by our SF person-
nel. They dressed, acted, prepared, and had the same attitudes as 

their trainers – except they spoke Arabic! It was interesting to see the unit in 
action.

They were in every way professional in what they did and how they per-
formed. Those I had the opportunity to visit with were excited to receive the 
training they had and to serve their country. They were true patriots commit-
ted to the freedom and liberty of Iraq. They were not trusted by those in the 
Tikrit area and were seen as a militia causing additional unrest. The main 
reason for this is the Iraqi SF are Shia and the populace of Tikrit is Sunni. A 
slight distrust on both sides.

In this image the Iraqi SF were getting ready to move out with the rest of the 
task force. As I mentioned earlier, their dress, mannerisms and attitude re-
flected that of their trainers from the US SOF. 



Two Boys In Bayji Market



Children would flock to our vehicles whenever we would stop in an 
Iraqi neighborhood. This could be a very dangerous situation for 
everyone concerned. Many times the children did not understand 

the difficulty or the danger of trying to maneuver a hummer safely on a tight, 
crowded street.

Add the fact we were always a target and innocent children would become 
victims in attacks on us. In one instance we had a group of 5 to 7 school age 
children conversing with us through an interpreter, when a vehicle sped by, 
spraying the scene with bullets, an Iraqi drive by shooting. Fortunately no one 
was injured, as the children ran and ducked for cover. They obviously had to 
dodge bullets before.

In this image, two boys mugged for the camera and the soldiers hoping for 
some candy.



Girl Leads Her Brother



Girl In White Blouse



Psychological Operations is an ever changing and fluid concept on the 
battlefield. The idea is to win hearts and minds with a minimal amount 
of force or risk to soldiers or the local populace. We advised the Bri-

gade Commander as well as the Company Commanders on possible fall out 
from actions taken on the battlefield. PsyOp’s goal is to change behavior in a 
non lethal manner and if possible in a quantifiable manner. We tried to Change, 
Persuade, and Influence the behavior of the target audience through the use 
of product – radio announcements, Television, key communicators, handbills, 
loud speaker broadcasts, and face to face contact. We are essentially a large 
marketing firm, producing advertisements.

Face to Face was and still is the most effective means in getting information 
out and immediate feed back. However it is limited by the number of people 
contacted. We would try to inform, control and assess the information we 
produced and we also would try to collect information on what was being said 
about Coalition forces and its actions. Any action on our part could have an 
immediate impact on our credibility and standing in the area. The killing of 
innocent civilians in an action, resulted in a catastrophic loss of rapport with 
the civilians. One injury or death could undo months of careful trust building 
on our part.

Any negative action made by the US was usually acted upon very quickly by 
the bad guys.  Because they did not have layers of approval to go through, 
they could get information out very quickly to discredit the US and its al-
lies following an action. We were always trying to catch up on positives in 
comparison to the bad guys. A simple idea had to be approved by a commit-
tee prior to implementation. Public Affairs was a big part of the process and 
would occasionally accompany us on missions. I photographed a PA soldier 
making an image on one our stops at the VoTech, camera and weapon in hand.



Smile



Store Owner



White Ribbons



Samarra Patrol



Zarqawi had reportedly planned and carried out the destruction of the 
Golden Mosque in an attempt to foment further unrest and sectarian 
violence in Samara. It worked for a short while, leaving a swath of 

bloody killings across Iraq. Fortunately time and cooler heads have prevailed 
for the moment.

In Samarra, you have the Spiral minaret that is part of the Grand Mosque 
complex. And there was the Mosque of the Golden Dome, a Shi’a mosque 
(Zarqawi was Sunni) held sacred by both Shi’a and Sunni. It was reported to 
us the mosque to the north in the same complex is Sunni and called the Blue 
Mosque. Both mosques have great religious significance to each sect and are 
considered holy.

This is a view of the mosque from the east as we traveled on patrol in Samarra 
following an Iraqi curfew in Samarra. The Iraqi imposed curfew was put into 
place following the murder of several Iraqi police. You can see the remains 
of the dome, with the golden minarets flanking either side of the mosque. The 
minarets have since been destroyed by a second attack in June of 2007.



Major Johnson was a hard working man and well liked in the Civil 
Affairs Company he was assigned too. He went on many of the 
missions we had in the Brigade and was also pretty handy in the 

internet department. He helped us set up a wireless internet to each of our bar-
racks. This allowed us more consistent access to email and in some cases the 
use of SKYPE technology to phone home. But mostly it was used for online 
gaming by the lower enlisted.

Near the end of our tour, Major Johnson was assigned to take over a CA Com-
pany in the Diayala province region. As he was touring the area and taking an 
inventory of personnel and equipment, his vehicle struck an IED – road side 
bomb. The blast hit directly under his seat and his body was thrown out the 
front window. He was killed instantly and the other soldiers were injured from 
the blast.

Major Johnson had recently returned from leave. While he was on leave he 
and his wife had purchased some land in Hawaii, where he was going to return 
to at the end of his tour and retire. His wife was going to complete her training 
as a physical therapist with the Army and Major J was going to watch his 16 
year old daughter graduate from high school.

Major Johnson will be missed.



Major Johnson Memorial



The Last Salute



While I was in Iraq, I attended two memorials. One for a soldier 
who was killed in an action we were involved in and the other of 
a soldier I served and worked with. The memorials are a simple 

means to try and bring closure for those remaining after the loss of a comrade.

While I was serving with the 101st, they had a wall of photographs of those 
who had been killed in action throughout the Brigade’s Area of Operation. In 
the end I believe they had about 17 men who had lost their lives in the service 
of our country.

The 82nd then came in and took over the Area of Operations from the 101st. 
After 6 months, the 82nd had lost more men than the 101st did in a whole 
year of operations. It was a very difficult time for everyone. When a soldier is 
killed all outside communication is suspended for at least 3 days. No internet 
access, no email, no phone use. This was to give the Army time to contact 
families officially and not from a well intentioned, uninformed second party. 
At those times, it was difficult for families back home, because they knew 
what the break in communication meant. They would hold their collective 
breaths that is was not their loved one they would receive news about.

At the end of the eulogies, soldiers were allowed to come up and pay their last 
respects at the memorial of the fallen soldier. Some would take a knee and 
bow their heads, offering a short prayer. Others would leave a military coin, 
and others take the fallen soldiers dog tags in their hand, to mark the passing 
of their friend. And in the end, every soldier would stand erect and pay their 
final respects with a final salute.



Going Home



It had been a long 12 months in Iraq and as we lifted off for home on a 
C-17. I made this photograph of Sgt Nelson, SSgt Campbell and Sgt 
Aleshire as we started home. 

Sgt Nelson had an injured shoulder from his time in the turret of his hummer. 
He would spend another year in the army going through surgery and therapy 
before being released.  

SSgt Campbell had a grenade detonate next to his window, knocking him 
unconscious. A second grenade detonated, traumatically amputating the legs 
of the passenger behind him and peppering the interior with shrapnel. He suf-
fered traumatic brain injury, but received no real help from the Army or Purple 
Heart. 

Sgt Aleshire was wounded on a mission as he sat in the turret by a sniper. The 
round hit his vest and the bullet entered the muscle area of his upper shoulder.

All of these reserve soldiers are back with their families and Units.
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