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This book is dedicated to the men and women of the armed forces that serve to heal everywhere.
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INTRODUCTION

My Journey as a Combat Medic is the true story of one medic who served in several different wars. The author served in the active Army and the Army National Guard, during training missions overseas and also during combat operations. It is the story of one who started out as a wet-behind-the-ears, naïve medic and evolved into a well-seasoned, hardened combat veteran. This book is not about tactics of war, nor does it glorify the horrors of war. Quite the opposite: it is a celebration of life and humanity, as the combat medic is one of a few people who brings compassion and humanity to the field of battle.

The author served with the elite and well-storied 160th Special Operations Aviation Regiment (Airborne) in the capacity of a special operations flight medic. This position included aviation operations and paratrooper operations, as well as the routine medical operations that an Army medic encounters. The author deployed to Operations Desert Shield and Desert Storm and fought with the 160th during that time of war.

The book details what it was like having served again at war as an older, more seasoned soldier – this time with an Army National Guard unit, the 76th Infantry Brigade. The author deployed to Afghanistan in 2004-05 in support of Operation Enduring Freedom. The author describes many issues that other military reserve members must overcome and the wearing of two hats – that of the civilian career and the military career.

Most books written as memoirs cover important events in a chronological manner. This book is different: the author writes about his journey based on similar events. Each chapter covers a specific component of what made the author’s journey so special; for example, in the first chapter the author writes about the thrills and consequences of jumping out of perfectly good airplanes. Many soldiers both in the active military and the reserve services are often exposed to traumatic experiences in the realm of combat and, as a result, suffer from post-traumatic stress disorder. The author writes about how he has dealt with this disorder and his homecoming. The book is not only about combat operations, but also the training that soldiers go through to become a medic in the US Army.


THEY SAY THAT IN THE ARMY

Oh, the coffee in the Army, they say it’s mighty fine,

It looks like muddy water and tastes like turpentine.

(Chorus) Oh, no! Don’t want no more of Army life, Gee, Mom, I wanna go home!

Oh the food in the Army, they say it’s mighty fine,

A chicken got off the table and started marking time. (Chorus)

And the biscuits in the Army, they say they’re mighty fine,

One jumped off the mess tray and killed a friend of mine. (Chorus)

The women in the army, they say they’re mighty fine,

They look like Phyllis Diller and march like Frankenstein.

(Final Chorus) Oh, no! Don’t want no more of Army life, Gee, Mom, I wanna go, But they won’t let me go, Gee, Mom, I wanna go home!




CHAPTER 1: AIRBORNE, ALL THE WAY

The jumpmaster yelled the order out: “Get ready!” I looked around at the other Airborne paratrooper students; by the look in their eyes I could tell they were as scared as I was. The jumpmaster then yelled, “Outboard personnel, stand up!” This was my cue to stand. Now or never. It was hard to stand with the parachute on and the turbulence from the airplane. Salty sweat burned my eyes. Adrenaline started to flow in me, and my legs trembled. I was getting a little bit nervous. The next order given was “Hook up.” I hooked my parachute static line to the metal wire going down the length of the airplane. My heart pounding, I was beginning to wonder if I had made the right decision in joining the Airborne. It wasn’t too late to back out; nobody would say anything, and no one would even remember me. I thought about the past two weeks of hard training and running at Airborne School. No, I was going to go through with it. 

We approached the drop zone. My stomach was tied in knots. The next command was “Check static lines.” The static line is the cord that comes out of the parachute and that I had hooked to the plane. The jumpmaster yelled, “Check equipment!” I half-heartedly checked my equipment. If something was wrong with my parachute, I would not have known it anyway. I also felt my reserve parachute; it was still there. I made sure not to accidentally pull the reserve ripcord while I was in the plane, as, if I had pulled the reserve parachute, everyone in front of me would have to quickly jump out of the airplane, with the static line hooked up or not. We had to always keep our hand covering the reserve ripcord and pull it just in case the main parachute didn’t open up once we were outside of the plane. I looked at the soldier’s parachute in front of me. I couldn’t tell if there was anything wrong with it; it looked just like mine. I wondered if anyone else in the plane felt like quitting at the last minute. The jumpmaster yelled, “Sound off for equipment check!” The last soldier in our chalk of jumpers smacked the soldier in front of him and yelled, “OK.” One after another, we all slapped the person in front of us on the hip. The soldier in front of the chalk yelled and pointed to the jumpmaster, saying, “All OK, jumpmaster!” 

All was OK; I was in my third week of Airborne School, just about to make my first parachute jump from an airplane. I had just graduated from advanced individual training (AIT) to be an Army medic and soon I would be an Airborne paratrooper medic. As I shook, struggling to maintain my balance, this thought put a smile on my face. The jumpmaster grabbed hold of the first soldier in our chalk and put him in the door of the airplane. I was glad that I was not first in the chalk on my first jump. The jumpmaster yelled, “Stand by!” Behind the cockpit, the green light came on, meaning it was time to release the jumpers. The last command the jumpmaster yelled was “Go!”

We all shuffled to the door as we had been taught. For a second I hesitated at the door, before jumping out of the plane and seeing the ground below me. I was quickly jolted upward as my parachute opened. We were taught to count after jumping out of the plane: one thousand, two thousand, three thousand, four thousand. If the main parachute didn’t open up after those four seconds, we were supposed to pull our reserve parachute. I was uttering something, but it wasn’t numbers. First I heard the deafening roar of the airplane engines and everyone screaming, and then a peaceful silence. It was serene. I held tightly to my parachute and looked around at the earth and all its beauty. It was a nice day in late March, 1990.

We jumped about 1,200 feet from the ground, so it was not too high, but more than enough to get a thrill. I looked around at the jumpers in my chalk; everyone’s parachute had opened. Well, I did it; I made my first jump out of an airplane. I was slowly falling towards the ground. As I came about tree top level, I started doing the parachute landing fall. “I hope this doesn’t hurt,” I thought to myself. Training took over; I landed on my left side and kicked my body over. A paratrooper is taught to land in a certain way so none of the pressure of landing goes to the back. I stayed on the ground for a minute to relish what I had just done. I stood up, invigorated. As I turned in my parachute I had a big smile on my face. Four jumps to go and I will earn my jump wings.

I had wanted to be a paratrooper since the second grade. It was at Fort Devens, Massachusetts, where I first witnessed soldiers jumping out of airplanes; my father had been stationed there. I will never forget the sight. Now I was going to be one of those soldiers. I can recall my first jump after Airborne School. Known as the “Cherry Jump,” it is the first jump a soldier makes with his unit (his sixth overall), and after that they would no longer be a five-jump chump. The sixth jump is a time of excitement for a rookie paratrooper, as you don’t break your cherry until you land on your sixth jump. I put on my parachute as I had been taught and strapped it down. I got in line for the jumpmasters to inspect my gear. A couple of jumpmasters surrounded me and started mumbling. They had worried looks on their faces. One of the jumpmasters asked me who had packed my parachute. I had no idea who had packed my parachute; I assumed it was one of the parachute riggers in the company. I told the jumpmaster, “I guess that Uncle Oley packed my parachute.” Uncle Oley was the nickname we had for one of the older parachute riggers in the unit. They slapped a piece of tape on the front of my helmet and wrote “CHERRY” on it in red magic marker. One of the jumpmasters walked away and I heard him say, “I hope nothing bad happens.” I knew the guys were going to mess with me and give me a hard time, but I thought, “What if something is wrong with my parachute – wouldn’t they just make me take it off and put on another one?” My sergeant assured me that my parachute was fine; he was one of the jumpmasters too. The jumpmasters were just trying to scare me as was tradition. 

We loaded the plane and took off. This jump was going to be out of a C-130 cargo plane. I was scared and a little nauseated at the same time, but the sense of nausea was superseded by the excitement I felt. I remember the sound of the hydraulics as the door of the plane opened, then the roar of the propellers and the high-pitched sound of the wind. It was loud inside the airplane. Everyone was screaming out loud as a way to psyche themselves up for the jump, and to hide the fear that we all felt. Some paratroopers were singing songs. I was nervous and just wanted to make sure to click my static line to the bird; otherwise my parachute wouldn’t open and I would have to pull my reserve. Thoughts of what my tombstone might say raced through my head as I shuffled to the door of the C-130: “Here Lies Patrick, He Died On His Cherry Jump, May He Rest In Peace, Airborne.”

I forcibly jumped out of the plane. As the deafening sounds of the plane subsided and I heard the canopy of my parachute open, I again became one with the space around me. There was an eerie silence for a second; I looked up to make sure that the canopy of my parachute was fully deployed. After that, I welcomed the silence. The air up there was cool; to breathe it was invigorating. The earth slowly creeping toward me, I prepared to do my sixth parachute landing fall. I was nervous, my heart pounding. I was about to break my cherry, but I was just hoping that I wouldn’t break anything else during the fall. I kept my feet and knees together extra tight during this particular jump. The ground, as I hit it, was soft and inviting. The ground was saying to me, “Welcome to the Brotherhood of the Airborne, Patrick. Won’t you stay a while?” I landed, checked to make sure all my joints were OK, and got up before tearing off the piece of tape that had “CHERRY” written on it. I was no longer a cherry.

A paratrooper could spend a few minutes falling to the earth, depending on the heat, the wind, and the altitude. The hotter it is outside, the slower a jumper falls to the ground, because heat rises and it carries the parachute with it. One time our battalion command sergeant major was jumping and he hit an updraft. Instead of falling down to the earth, he was going higher in the sky. The man did not weigh that much, and on a hot summer day in Georgia, this can happen. He safely landed in a tree in the woods a few hundred meters outside of the drop zone. We had to get out chainsaws to cut him free.

I made it a point to guide my parachute as close as I could to the parachute turn in point – where a jumper goes to turn in the used parachute and where the jumpers are counted in. I hated walking around with all that equipment on. There is a lowering line that we tied to the rucksack and to the weapons case. I always released the line at about 100 feet and then watched my rucksack and weapons case hit the ground before readying myself to do a parachute-landing fall. After hitting the ground, I would do a preventative maintenance, checks, and services, or PMCS, on my body. I checked my body by wiggling my toes and fingers, and then the rest my joints, before I got up. I would pull my weapon and rucksack in and pack my parachute into the aviator kit bag with the reserve parachute clipped on, connecting the two handles. I would throw the parachute over my back and carry it to the turn in point. I was never particularly quick about doing any of this.

I jumped into the ocean a couple of times. These were fun jumps, as I don’t recall the unit had a combat mission requiring us to parachute into the water. The name of the drop zone was called Tybee Island Drop Zone, off the coast of Tybee Island, close to Savannah, Georgia. We made these jumps during the hot summer months. We didn’t wear our helmets or any of our combat gear during a water jump; instead we just wore our uniforms, parachutes, and a flotation device. Once I made the mistake of wearing my glasses, which I had strapped around my head. As I jumped out of the helicopter, the wind caught them and they quickly blew off my head before I could catch them; I watched them fall into the ocean and out of sight. We activated the flotation device as soon as our parachute opened. If it did not inflate, we had time to either blow air into it or take our chances: it was a sink or swim situation. They say that the parachute canopy can be used as a flotation device, but I didn’t want to take any chances. Jumping into the ocean was a beautiful experience; I could see the ships beyond the horizon, the blue waves of the ocean as they formed and got closer to land, but I mostly enjoyed breathing the fresh salty air as I fell closer to the water. When we landed, it was a spectacular splash. Even if you kept your mouth closed, saltwater would go up your nose and into your mouth.

I had one bad jump, or I should say bad landing. I think every paratrooper has had a few bad jumps; it is something that unfortunately goes with the territory. We were doing a routine night jump with our full combat load. There was no mission or patrol to follow, just the jump. The plane was supposed to be 800 feet from the ground, but I believe the plane was lower than that and was flying faster than is safe when paratroopers are jumping. Even before the jump I sensed something bad was going to happen; I had this gut feeling. I jumped out of the door and my parachute opened up fully. I got ready to hit the ground by quickly releasing my rucksack and weapons case. It was windy and raining that night; I felt the raindrops hit my face and my glasses fogged. SPLAT! I landed on my back. I couldn’t move because my back was hurting so much. I tried to take deep, slow breaths, but as I breathed my back hurt even more. Not able to take full breaths, I started to panic. I took a few minutes to calm myself down by watching the sky as other paratroopers jumped out of the plane and landed. My breathing slowed down and I relaxed. I stayed on the ground and pulled in my weapon and my rucksack, before pulling in my parachute and slowly stuffing it into the bag. I thought about just staying on the ground and waiting for the medics to find me. However, it was dark, windy, and raining: it would have been very hard to find me on this large drop zone, especially in the middle of the night. I decided to slowly walk back to the parachute turn in point. The walk was excruciating. I should have left my gear; carrying it made my back pain even worse. As I walked the uneven ground, every step sent a stabbing pain radiating down both my legs. I made it to the turn in point and dropped all my gear. I proceeded to the ambulance and fell to the ground, telling the medic that I had hurt my back on the jump. Calmly, he got out the backboard and the neck brace. One medic put the neck brace on me, and then the rest of the medics log-rolled me on the backboard and strapped me down. They drove me to the Army Hospital at Fort Stewart, Georgia. Every bump in the road made my back pain even worse, and, despite never having cried as a result of pain before, the pain I was experiencing was so severe I couldn’t help but cry. The drop zone was in the middle of the training area, and there were not any paved roads to make the ride smoother.

 I had never been on the receiving end of this before. As a medic, I stabilized other paratroopers with suspected neck and back fractures. One of the medics was in the back of the ambulance with me. I was glad he was there as I was scared. I was afraid that I had broken my back and that I would not be able to jump anymore. We arrived at the emergency room, where I had X-rays taken of my spine and neck. The doctor told me he could not find any fractures. That was a relief. I received a shot of pain medication and he released me. I could hardly walk, I was groggy from the shot, and my back still hurt like hell. He gave me diazepam (used to control muscle spasms) and narcotic painkillers. I stayed in bed for a few days but my back never fully recovered from that jump.

Every paratrooper has a story to tell, and my friend Bill had a very scary experience during a routine jump. I personally do not believe in good luck or bad luck – things just happen – but we had a tradition of going to the same fast food restaurant before a jump. For some reason we did not go out to eat that day, and Bill joked about having a bad feeling about the upcoming jump – but he said that about every jump. We were jumping out of Blackhawk helicopters that day. I made my first jump of the day and was putting on another parachute for my second jump. I glanced at the helicopter as the remaining jumpers pushed themselves out and watched in horror as I saw a parachute not fully deploy. I thought it might have been a cigarette roll – when a parachute is tangled and does not fully deploy. Nobody survives a cigarette roll. It was Bill. He quickly pulled his reserve parachute and it fully deployed. There is a saying among paratroopers about pulling your reserve: “When in doubt, whip it out.” Bill did just that and he was safe. The main parachute opened afterwards. Bill’s face was red as a beet and he was shaking, almost trembling. The best way to restore a jumper’s confidence is to have the jumper go up and jump again, so Bill put on another parachute and did just that.

I didn’t know it at the time, but my last jump would be in December, 1994. The unit was jumping into Fort Sherman, Panama. My unit was on a training mission to provide aviation support for the Army Rangers from Fort Lewis, Washington. We took off from our base at Hunter Army Airfield, Georgia, via a C-5 cargo plane, and within three hours, we were over Panama. A C-5 cargo plane is a massive airplane; the cargo area is almost the same size as a basketball court. The unit was going to set up a Forward Area Refueling Point or FARP – where helicopters go to refuel. The FARP would be air dropped with parachutes. The unit would have two blivets full of fuel for the helicopter refueling, set on a metal pallet. A parachute was attached to each pallet and jumped from the airplanes. The FARP team jumped after the pallets. My job as the medic was to provide emergency medical care for the FARP team in case something went wrong. Not just the FARP team was jumping this night; most of the paratroopers in the battalion were jumping too. I had never jumped out of a C-5, but I was told it makes for a hard jump due to the sheer size of the plane. Because the plane is flying so fast and the wind speed is so high, a wind blocker has to be put up on the door to help prevent injuries as the paratroopers exit the aircraft. To the observer on the ground, the plane looks like it is going so slow to the point of almost falling out of the sky. The paratroopers’ perspective is a very different one: the ground is going by so fast, and it looks daunting. However the plane is going as slowly as a possible for the jumpers but jumping out of this airplane makes for one hard, windy jump.

The drop zone was not one of the largest drop zones in the world, and it was right next to the Atlantic Ocean. The jumpmasters were pushing jumpers out the door as fast as they could. Everyone jumped except for the jumpmaster and me. The medic jumps last, with the jumpmaster following, in order to provide medical care to any of the injured paratroopers who have already landed. I stood in the door for a good ten minutes, as the plane had to make another pass around the drop zone. The jumpmaster was smart; he was timing the jump so we both would land as close as possible to the refueling point. As I jumped out the door, a large gush of wind hit my body. I felt like I was being stretched out for a second, and then I felt the pull of my parachute. The sounds of the plane and the wind diminished. I checked my canopy to make sure it was open. The drop zone was right next to the ocean, but it looked to me like we had jumped above the ocean and then drifted towards the land.

As I fell closer to the earth, I spotted the refueling point. I could hear the sounds of the jungle – monkeys howling and other wildlife – as I neared the ground. I felt the humidity; it was getting hot and muggy. I landed, pulled in my rucksack and weapon, and started my walk to the refueling point. I was fortunate that no one had been injured from the jump. It would have been very hard to find someone who is injured when it is dark in the jungle. Once the FARP team had refueled the helicopters, we were going on patrol in the Panamanian jungle. We would be gone for a few days, so before we left, my boss took away all the gear I did not need for the patrol. I was in favor of doing anything to make the load lighter. Our helicopters arrived and the FARP team went to work.

Nothing beats jumping out of a perfectly good airplane. There is no ride in the world like it, no other thrill in the world that produces the same rush; bungee jumping has nothing on it. I jumped out of both airplanes and helicopters and I was scared every time I jumped, but it is the ultimate adrenaline rush. I have never experienced anything like it since. I enjoyed jumping for the Army. Parachuting and going Airborne was one of the most positive experiences in my life. AIRBORNE!


C-130

C-130 rolling down the strip

Airborne Medic on a one-way trip

Mission uncertain, destination unknown

We don’t know if we’re ever coming home

Stand up, hook up, shuffle to the door

Jump right out and count to four

If my main don’t open wide

I got another one by my side

If that one should fail me too

Look out ground I’m coming through

Hit the drop zone with my feet apart

Legs in my stomach and feet in my heart

If I die on the old drop zone

Tell my Mom I did my best, box me up and ship me home

Pin my wings upon my chest

Bury me in the leaning rest

Cause I’m Airborne, All the Way

Airborne, Everyday






End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OEBPS/images/9781780965956_img20.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781780965956_img9.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781780965956_img2.jpg
poop






OEBPS/images/9781780965956_img8.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781780965956_img22.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781780965956_img21.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781780965956_logo.jpg
OSPREY

PUBLISHING





OEBPS/images/9781780965956_img5.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781780965956_img4.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781780965956_img19.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781780965956_img7.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781780965956_img18.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781780965956_img6.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781780965956_img34.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781780965956_img33.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781780965956_img35.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781780965956_img13.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781780965956_img14.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781780965956_img11.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781780965956_img12.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781780965956_img17.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781780965956_img15.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781780965956_img16.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781780965956_img30.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781780965956_img3.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781780965956_img32.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781780965956_img31.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781780965956_img1.jpg
s
=






OEBPS/images/9781780965956_img27.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781780965956_img10.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781780965956_img29.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781780965956_img28.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781780965956_cover.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781780965956_img24.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781780965956_img23.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781780965956_img26.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781780965956_img25.jpg





