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PREFACE TO THE NEW EDITION

I could never have imagined twenty-two years ago that the Trojan Warrior Project and its influences would reverberate within the ranks of the Marines and the Army and, in turn, inspire countless projects throughout the military, as well as in government and business. An innovative, classified experiment funded by the Army to improve the physical, mental, and team capabilities of its elite Special Forces, the Trojan Warrior Project today has exceeded my most ambitious expectations for it—that traditional warrior disciplines would someday be widely integrated into the training of America’s military.

The Marine Martial Arts Program now begins for Marines as they enter Recruit Training or Officer Candidate School and continues throughout their career—whether it’s four years or thirty. This concept was discussed many times in the offices of the Commandant of the Marine Corps, the Secretary of Defense, and the Secretary of the Navy. Other branches of the military, and local and federal law enforcement agencies, have since become interested as well. I believe that the values and skills of the traditional warrior are especially relevant in today’s “war against terror” and Operations Other Than War.

As we enter into a new era of warfare, it is clear that the lessons learned from the Trojan Warrior Project, and the two decades of work spent developing and supporting its applications in the field, deeply inform and influence our current concerns of counterinsurgency and antiterrorism—now more than ever.

George Leonard’s original introduction to In Search of the Warrior Spirit remains a firm foundation to introduce the ways in which awareness disciplines can positively influence the modern U.S. military. In addition, my work researching a combatives/leadership program for the Afghanistan National Army, through NATO, shows that reinventing the concept of the warrior in the twenty-first century is a viable alternative to cold-war strategies and thinking. The reader will find that the work with Israelis and Palestinians in Cyprus demonstrates that aikido and somatics can make a significant impact in helping diverse people in centuries-old conflict find a meaningful common ground.

It remains my conclusion that the ancient warrior archetype—one who embodies compassion and wisdom, as well as the ability to take effective action when necessary—is the model to bring sustainable peace and balance to humans and an endangered planet. I believe it is possible to train these strengths in our military and citizens. Embodying this sensibility and implementing this training both continue to be my mission. I invite the reader to share in the mission with me in this new edition.

    —Richard Strozzi-Heckler, Ph.D.

Strozzi Institute

Petaluma, California

October 2007


INTRODUCTION by George Leonard

In the spring of 1972, a new student appeared at the aikido school where I was training. He was in his late twenties. He moved with unusual grace. He was distressingly good-looking. Who is this guy, I thought?

Aikido is probably the most difficult of the martial arts to learn. The very idea on which it’s based—the release of power through harmonizing with, perhaps even loving the attacker—isn’t easy to understand. Then there are the intricate moves and the strenuous, scary rolls and falls that are a central part of the training. It’s no wonder that relatively few people come to this art, and that most of those who do come drop out during the first month or two. Thus, the arrival of a newcomer who shows promise of persevering is a significant event.

I had been practicing aikido for a year and a half and wore a blue belt, only a step up from the fresh, innocent white of the beginner. But ours was a very new school and I was the senior student. So I watched the newcomer with the proprietary interest of an older boy sizing up the new boy on the block. He wore a white belt, but it was obvious he had practiced aikido before coming to our school—probably some other martial art as well, from the way he moved. He kept himself mainly on the far edge of the mat and watched our teacher gravely during the demonstrations. He practiced the assigned technique with a focused, contained intensity, a presence that set him apart from all the other students.

On the second day after his arrival, I made it a point to sit next to the newcomer while the teacher was demonstrating, then bow to him as an invitation to train with me. We stood, I extended my right arm, he took my wrist with his right hand, and I performed a technique known as ikkyo, which, through torque on his arm and shoulder, caused him to bend over. We took turns practicing ikkyo for perhaps ten minutes. We never spoke because there was no need to. It was through the eloquent language of bodies joined in movement—impossible to describe in words not because it’s less precise but because it’s more precise than words—that I met Richard Strozzi-Heckler. We didn’t know it then, but there were already threads that connected our lives. Now there are so many that no one could count them. It was one of those threads that in 1985 was to lead Richard Strozzi-Heckler to play a key role in what must be classed as one of the boldest and most imaginative experiments ever attempted in the training of the military forces. Back in 1972 that experiment, the subject of this extraordinary book, was still far in the future and, to say the least, entirely unforeseeable. Richard and I continued training together on the aikido mat and gradually came to know each other off the mat. I discovered that he was working on a doctorate in psychology and that he had studied aikido for six months on the island of Kauai, where he had co-founded a school of mind-body psychology with a medical doctor who some time earlier had given me ten sessions of a deep massage known as rolfing.

The years passed. Other students came and went and faded from memory, and we kept on training, experiencing the quiet, enduring joys of a strong, beautiful discipline and suffering the inevitable bumps and bruises that accompanied those joys. Sometimes, the injuries were more serious. At brown-belt level, Richard had his arm broken in two places during a particularly powerful throw by our teacher; everyone there heard the bone snapping. A couple of weeks later, he was back on the mat wearing a cast up to his elbow, still training. Nothing special.

Our teacher made Richard and me and a gifted student named Wendy Palmer assistant teachers even before we became black belts. It was our job to run a special class for beginners. In February of 1976, at age fifty-two, I passed my black belt exam. Wendy and Richard went up three months later. I served as Wendy’s designated attacker during her exam, and sat at the edge of the mat while Richard was being tested. That test still shines in my memory as the most dramatic moment of all my nineteen years in aikido.

The circumstances were harrowing. During the three months’ period of intensified training that led up to the exam, our teacher had subjected Richard to the kind of reduction of ego that you normally read about only in the legends of Eastern masters. For the final three weeks, he had never looked Richard in the eyes and had referred to him only as “what’s-his-name.” Up to a few moments before the test, in fact, he had not even let him know for sure that he would be tested. Only when Richard saw his name on the schedule did he assume his test was on. Our teacher, in his curious wisdom, still wouldn’t speak to him.

The test began and, as I was to write in The Silent Pulse, “it was apparent that something extraordinary was occurring. It was like one of those sporting events that are later memorialized, perhaps a World Series game or a bullfight, during which every last spectator realizes at some level that what is happening out on the field is more than a game, but rather something achingly beautiful and inevitable, an enactment in space and time of how the universe works, how things are.” Richard’s exam was so beautiful that there seemed to be—I hesitate to bring up such matters—distinct changes in the illumination of the room, noticed not only by me but by many other aikidoists and spectators as well. The event reached its climax in the final randori, a simultaneous, all-out attack by three black belt aikidoists.


To a first-time spectator, the rushing, swirling, tumbling, crashing motion of randori is simply overwhelming; the senses can’t handle it. An expert aikidoist observes techniques and moves, watches for breaks in the energy field that subsume both defender and attackers. But on this day spectators and experts alike saw Richard’s randori as harmony, the promise of reconciliation. No matter how hard or swift the blow, he was not there to receive it, but always at the moving center that holds all opposites in perfect tension. As for Richard, he experienced no effort or strain whatever; only a voice in his head, repeating, “This isn’t Richard.” There, in the eye of the storm, stripped of the certainty he had always deemed necessary for survival, denied the support of his teacher, divested even of his name, Richard found the deliverance he had not known he was searching for. He had no question that he would be hit or trapped. If need be, he could go on forever, realizing all the while that “he” was not doing it. The voice in his head was clear: “This isn’t Richard. This isn’t Richard.”



Four months after Richard’s test, in October of 1976, the three of us opened our own aikido school in Mill Valley, California, a move that caused more than a few raised eyebrows in the aikido community; first-degree black belts don’t usually start their own schools. But Aikido of Tamalpais was successful from the beginning. The three of us have continued training and developing our skills, and our school is now a respected and a happy one, a constant and unqualified joy in our lives.

The phone call that was to take Richard away from us for six months came in the spring of 1985. Chris Majer was the president of a Seattle firm called SportsMind which, among other things, had conducted a successful conditioning program for Army basic trainees. Now, Majer told me, SportsMind had the opportunity to train a group of twenty-five Special Forces troops—Green Berets—in the new human technologies. That meant meditation, biofeedback, aikido, and mind-body psychology—not quite so far-out as it might sound, since the soldiers’ mission could involve remaining still for long periods and being acutely aware of their surroundings. Did I have any ideas, Majer asked, as to who might run the project?

I hesitated for maybe a half-second before answering. Jack Cirie was unquestionably the man for the job. A year earlier he had completed a rigorous two-month training program in a discipline I had developed by blending aikido with Western psychology. He had come to the program directly upon retiring as a lieutenant colonel from the Marines, with two combat tours in Vietnam and a chest full of medals. Those military credentials alone would command the respect of the Special Forces troops. But Cirie wasn’t just a war hero. His proven leadership ability was tempered by playfulness and poetry and a large measure of soul, which I defined for Majer as being the faculty of having ready access to deep and authentic feelings.

A man named Joel Levy was already aboard as a teacher of biofeedback and meditation. When the subject later arose of who might join the team of Cirie and Levy as an aikido teacher, I immediately recommended Richard Strozzi-Heckler, hesitant to do so only because I knew we would miss him at the aikido school. Thus were drawn together the three leaders of an experiment the likes of which had never been seen or even imagined in the military.

The program got underway at the beginning of August 1985. In mid-October I flew in for a three-day stint as one of eleven guest teachers who participated in what was listed under the Army code name, The Trojan Warrior Project. I stayed in a spare room of the big old house the leaders had rented off-base for their quarters, and it was easy to see that all three of them were already pressed to their limit. The days were long, the training rigorous, and sleep was in short supply. Still, I noticed that even at the end of a 16-hour day, Richard would take the time to make entries in his journal. How did he plan to use the journal? He really didn’t know; the project was classified at that time. He was just doing it because he felt it should be done.

We are fortunate that he felt that way, for Richard Strozzi-Heckler has expanded those journal entries into a book that is as original, unexpected, and startling as was the program itself. In Search of the Warrior Spirit serves first of all—though this is by no means its only or even its most important function—as a white paper on the subject of the military in today’s world. I can’t imagine anyone from here on out writing a book about the warrior in a technological age, in a nuclear age, in a terrorist age, without referring to Strozzi-Heckler on the subject.

This book deals with some very tough questions indeed. Even before the program got started, Richard was excoriated by people he respected for even considering teaching aikido and other awareness disciplines to Green Berets, to “trained killers.” Does this imply that those of us who love peace would have no soldiers at all? And if we do have soldiers, do we really want them to be deprived of the best possible training? Do we want low-grade soldiers with no awareness or empathy? And if we do teach awareness and empathy to our soldiers, will they be able to perform the brutal tasks sometimes assigned them? Surely we don’t want a horde of Rambos loosed upon the world. But if not Rambo, then who?

There are no simple answers. Once, during a meditation retreat, Richard opened his eyes and noticed that the man next to him seemed to be in a deep meditative state. He was sitting very straight. His breath was moving rhythmically from the very center of his belly. “My eye is caught,” Richard writes, “by something on the black T-shirt that hugs his huge biceps and barrel chest. Printed in bone white on the front is a large skull and crossbones. The words over the skull read ’82nd AIRBORNE DIVISION:’ and the broad letters below the skull scream, ‘DEATH FROM ABOVE.’ ” Richard was momentarily disoriented. People don’t wear T-shirts like that at meditation retreats, yet the person inside the T-shirt looked exactly like someone at a meditation retreat. “I have absolutely no mental file for what I see,” Richard writes. “Killing and meditation simply do not go together.”

It is precisely through the acknowledgement of such seeming contradictions that this book proceeds, arriving at unexpected truths through the illumination of paradoxes. We ultimately learn that the young men who wear Green Berets are nothing at all like Rambo, but rather like the rest of us: idealistic and cynical, thoughtful and thoughtless, brave and fearful, vulnerable and touching in their strategies for concealing their vulnerability.

More than anything else, In Search of the Warrior Spirit is an adventure story, a personal odyssey of one man’s search for his own manhood, for a way to get it right in an age that offers few absolutes. And what an adventure it is! From the first chapter to the last, Richard is under attack—from civilian friends, who insist on seeing the military from an “us vs. them” perspective; from the Green Berets themselves, who are equipped with sensitive shit detectors and let nothing in this strange new program pass unchallenged; from his own internal doubts and fears, and from the anger and competitiveness that sometimes break loose despite years of aikido training. I am reminded here of randori, the sort of rushing, swirling, crashing multiple attack that Richard faced during his black belt exam—except that this randori is multilevel and never-ending. And when Richard finally accepts one of the soldiers’ numerous challenges “to see if this stuff really works,” there’s yet another question, another level to explore: Will he be able to handle a physical confrontation in the loving spirit of aikido?

It would be unfair to tell more, only that you should be prepared for a marvelous story that will take you down through level after level of insight and understanding and vivid writing. On the very deepest level, you might discover that “us vs. them” really doesn’t exist, that peoples and nations, civilians and military, Green Berets and their trainers, and even you and I all share a common humanity. As the founder of aikido, Morihei Ueshiba, said many years ago, the only opponent is within.

—George Leonard



When the samurai Kikushi put down his sword and was initiated into Zen, his master said to him, “You must concentrate and consecrate yourself wholly to each day, as though a fire were raging in your hair.”




The Invitation

[image: ]On a hot day in early June of 1985 I was interrupted at my desk by a phone call. I was completing the final draft of a book on aikido, so I welcomed a relief from the tedium of editing.

“Hello, Richard; this is Jack Cirie. How would you like to teach aikido to the Green Berets?”

Bewildered by what I suspected was a not-so-funny joke I made a stab at a comeback.

“Yeah, sure. And how would you like to teach bowling to the Hell’s Angels?”

Jack laughed: “I’m serious. We start in six weeks. Twenty-five Green Berets. You’ll train them every day for six months.” I was stunned. This was a challenge I had both longed for and feared. He continued: “We’ll also do all of their activities with them—running, hiking, swimming, meditating, even some of their military exercises.”

I suddenly felt like I was being served up a meal I had ordered a long time ago. But first some background:

In the early 1980s, SportsMind, a Seattle-based organization with a successful track record among business executives, as well as with athletes (Olympic, college, and professional), was approached by the Army’s Special Operations division to design an experimental program for Green Beret A-Teams. As unlikely as it seems, the Army pictured a holistic approach for enhancing the skills of individual soldiers. After three years of developing such a radical concept, designing a six-month plan of instruction, and then guiding it through the fabled bureaucratic maze, SportsMind had its brainstorm approved and funded by the Department of Defense. A senior officer who had supported the venture baptized it with the code name The Trojan Warrior Project. He was onto something—that soldiers initiated this way, perhaps like the Greek warriors hidden in the belly of a wooden horse, would be an elite cadre converted to the leading edge of inner technologies, in the belly of the U.S. Army. They took the logo of a flying horse above two crossed light sabers; underneath was the inscription, Vi Cit Tecum, Latin for “May The Force Be With You.”

Based on my experience as an aikidoist and psychologist, I was being asked to become part of the three-man core team within this program. I would also be partly responsible for organizing a one-month meditation retreat and a section called “psychological values.” My two colleagues would be entrusted with a variety of tasks, including the administration of the program, biofeedback, and mental training, physical fitness, diet, and also some of the so-called psychological values.

The offer was basic and unambiguous because the required involvement would be nothing less than total. Our life would become the life of the Special Forces soldiers, attending every activity, including their military exercises, with sixteen-hour days the rule.

When Jack gave me the chance to become part of this project, I immediately felt a resounding “Yes!” emerge from the core of my belly. There was no way I could turn down such an invitation. My life would be interrupted and I would have to rearrange the next eight months with my children and former wife (as well as explain to clients why I would be gone, choose teachers to take my aikido classes, and find someone to live in my house and take care of my animals); yet I felt grateful for the opportunity. This would be the first school in the Army with a curriculum based on the holistic model—optimal performance of all human aspects: mind, body, and spirit. I would be able to teach an advanced martial art to a group of highly trained soldiers, thus get to study firsthand a subject that had fascinated me as long as I could remember: warriorhood and the modern warrior. It was the meal that I had ordered. After I accepted, I was overwhelmed by what I had to do to get ready, though sustained initially by a mild state of euphoria. It took only a day for me to be jolted into the other reality.

“How do you feel about teaching meditation to trained killers?” Andrea’s pale blue eyes were filled with contempt and accusation. Her tone read like a plague warning: ‘This man is ill for what he’s about to do.’

“Wait a minute,” I responded, “this is an opportunity and challenge to teach the aikido version of warriorship to the military.”

“It’s a male ego trip,” she snapped back. “What are you trying to prove to yourself anyway? To think that you would even consider teaching aikido to the military shocks me.”

I was taken aback, but it was a paradox I would eventually have to confront, both in myself and from others. Andrea is an old and dear friend who is a Berlin psychotherapist. She accused me of being immoral for taking part in this training, and after an evening of heated discussion I found myself countering that she was one of the most hostile people that I knew, hiding behind a passive/aggressive facade of spirituality.

Staying up most of that night we launched a dialogue that continued for me with friends and colleagues over weeks. Their images of what I was doing emerged like National Enquirer headlines: “Rambo Learns Mind Control!” “I Meditated With 25 Green Berets and Lived To Tell About It!” “Special Forces Killers Trained In Human Potential Techniques!” Those that were most openly critical assumed that it would be a disaster to transmit awareness techniques to the Army. They argued that the military would use them for destruction, that I would merely refine their methods of aggression and make them more sinister. They reminded me that my students, after all, would be the Army’s elite, “Be All That You Can Be” to the tenth power, already trained to be the instrument of force for our political process. In the eyes of some of my friends I had become a demon of their most horrible nightmare, Public Enemy Number One: “How could you pass these sacred teachings to Them?”

Us and Them. Here was a caste system of which I hadn’t been consciously aware. In my mind the soldiers were not them. Teaching the disciplines that have most positively affected me, to a population that seemed most obviously in need of them, was an obvious outgrowth of my work. Obvious to me if not to others. Although I knew I would get a reaction from being part of this project, I thought it would be entirely different from the Us/Them scenario.

The issue I first struggled with revolved around the interventionist policies of our government and its hostile use of the military in places I thought it shouldn’t be. Coming of age during the Vietnam War, I felt forever cautioned against our country’s intrusion in foreign wars. By teaching the Special Forces would I be in effect supporting an imperialistic policy that we are now extending to Central America? Would I simply be a piece of fuel on the fires of our nation’s aggressive and paranoid posturing? Would involving myself in this program make me a representative of the part of our government that I most oppose? Or would I be able to express my ideals of warriorship within the military context? Could the principles of aikido add a needed dimension to our limited concept of national defense?

Almost everyone who was opposed to my teaching in this program voiced very different considerations from my own. It wasn’t our foreign policy; it was Us and Them. They are bad people. If We associate with Them, We’ll be tainted. We’re better human beings than Them. We’re different from Them, therefore They cannot be trusted. I could see that in some way my friends felt hurt or betrayed by my choice. Meditation and therapy had taught us the timeless message that compassion is right and harming others is wrong; aikido, as opposed to the martial arts that stress competition and fighting, emphasizes the loving protection of life. How, asked my friends, could I teach this power form to Them, men who might use it for harmful means?

I was shocked. What did they mean Them? Are these men different in kind from myself? Won’t they be the same men that I played basketball with, marched with in the Marines, knew in martial arts dojos, double-dated with? Was it only because I was raised in a military family and wore the uniform myself that I think this? Was it because I have known many men in many different situations, some good, some bad, some I liked, some I would never want to see again, that I understood that these men would be different in degree, but never in kind?

Wasn’t it important that these men—especially these men—be exposed to the contemplative and martial arts that teach the power of harmony and wakefulness? They were the buddies, the guys I had known from childhood growing up in San Diego. I wanted to encounter them again and bring them what I had learned. I even wanted to find out why they were in the Special Forces and what they thought about warriorship.

I wasn’t afraid of them. I was more afraid of those who continue to make the same terrible choices in our foreign and military policy. The men in the military, after all, are the chess pieces who carry out policy. They aren’t subhuman, or even different from me. I had long wanted to begin a discussion of these issues with them. This was my opportunity.

For instance, if I were asked to teach aikido to those in the White House I would do it without question. Likewise, if I were asked to teach aikido to the Soviet Politburo … I would teach it to senior citizens. I would—and have—taught it to urban gangs, chronic juvenile offenders, police officers, corporate executives, and emotionally disturbed children. Did that make me an “aikido mercenary”? Was I hero or fool?

Both sides of this issue were certainly real, and even as I tried to bolster my position by arguing that Master Morihei Ueshiba, the founder of aikido, taught the Japanese military and police, I felt a residual hollowness in my argument. More and more I began to see that I had fewer answers and more questions. I only knew that I had been given a choice to act.

When I would voice these hopes and aspirations I would often be met by either outright opposition and slander, or a stony silence. I was told I was too idealistic, naive, or downright traitorous. I was accused of crossing over a line many of my friends felt I shouldn’t have even been close to. On the eve of my departure the students at my aikido school honored me with a farewell party and presented me with a traveling bag as a gift. George Leonard, my longtime colleague and friend, gave a speech declaring that I “was taking the work from the Tamalpais Aikido dojo into the dragon’s mouth.” He voiced his clear support for introducing the values of aikido into the code of warriors known as the Green Berets.

Then the people I was closest to, those who had shared my highest and most difficult moments in aikido and life, shook my hand, slapped me on the back, and wished me well. It was a warm and supportive occasion, but inside I felt empty and alone. I thought of Joseph Conrad’s hero in the Heart of Darkness who was inexorably drawn “to face the abomination.”

There is certainly a legacy that distinguishes the warrior from war. The sacred path of the warrior is part of an ancient moral tradition. It includes the Indian warriors Krishna and Arjuna in the Bhagavad-Gita; Homer’s hero Odysseus who outwitted his opponents rather than slaying them; the post-sixteenth-century Japanese Samurai who, in his finest hour, administered a peaceful government while still maintaining a personal discipline and integrity through not only the martial arts but the fine arts of calligraphy, flower arranging, and poetry. It includes the American Indians who lived in harmony with the land and whose ritual wars were exercises in bravery rather than slaughter; the Shambhala Warrior of ancient Tibet who applied power virtues to spiritual development; and Carlos Castaneda’s celebrated warrior shaman, Don Juan Matus. These historical and mythical warriors found their strength and integrity by defeating their own inner demons, living in harmony with nature, and serving their fellow man. I believed—and still believe—that if we embody the virtues of these archetypal warriors we are acting in support of the whole planet instead of constantly fighting external enemies for petty ends.

The tasks of packing, renting my house, completing my current work with clients from my psychotherapy practice, and finishing my aikido book were all relatively easy compared to saying good-bye to my children. I explained to Django, who now calls himself D.J., and Tiphani what I was going to do and I invited them to come with me. At fourteen Tiphani didn’t want to leave her friends, and D.J., age six, preferred to stay with his sister and mother. I felt remorseful about leaving them and imagined myself walking in my own father’s footsteps. It was a tearful farewell, and with a lump in my throat I promised to write and call. Looking out of the airplane window at the parched brown hills of the San Francisco Bay Area, I wondered who I would be when I returned.


Preparations

August 4

[image: ]Spent the weekend moving into the rambling two-story, four-bedroom Victorian that will be home for the next six months. We’re a few blocks off the main street of a small, tidy, western Massachusetts town that’s about twenty minutes from Thoreau’s Walden Pond. I’m in the upstairs middle bedroom between Jack and his wife Anne Bartley, and Joel and Michelle Levey. Joel and Jack have worked together the past six months in Seattle. In one sense I’m the odd one out, since I’m the only single person, but above and beyond that we’re an instant family. Jack is a former Lieutenant Colonel in the Marine Corps. After logging twenty years and two tours in Vietnam with the Marines, he decided to retire upon completing a two-month training in energy awareness with George Leonard. A Yale graduate, Jack was captain of both the football and boxing teams. He also has a Master’s degree from Wharton in Business Management. A hard charger and natural leader, he was last stationed at the Pentagon itself. The word is that he would have eventually landed in the Marine Corps Commandant’s chair if he had reenlisted. I like Jack immediately. He’s a serious man who has done well to combine keen intellect with physical prowess. The perfect liaison between our team and the military. I instinctively trust him. My main consideration is that, after working for myself for so long, will I be able to follow orders?

Joel is about ten years younger than Jack and myself and heads the meditation and biofeedback section. He is tall, thin, and bearded, with shining eyes. We call him The Wiz, Mr. Science of the New Age. His primary interests are meditation and altered states of consciousness. He’s studied with Kalu Rinpoche and Zong Rinpoche, two highly respected Tibetan meditation masters, and is completing a Ph.D. in transpersonal studies. He’ll coordinate the complex and highly sophisticated Brain Wave Training and will be responsible for the meditation retreat. At this point, it’s difficult to imagine him with hardcore military types. He’s too off the ground and intellectual.

Along with Jack, Joel, and myself, Michelle Levey is the only woman who participated in the design and will be in some of the teaching elements. Michelle has been involved with the project since the beginning, primarily in the development of the “biocybernautic training.” This includes the biofeedback and neurofeedback training and the complementary arsenal of inner-technologies that complement the highly technical biofeedback section. Along with Joel she also plays a key role in the overall research, design, and development of the month-long meditation encampment. Joel and Michelle carry with them the insights from nearly four years of preparation, research, and interviews with many neuroscientists, peak-performance experts, and inner-science masters as they helped shape the original proposal for the program.

August 5

Today we’re at the Post to conduct preliminary interviews with the men. Moving through the guard station I’m immediately struck by how familiar it all seems. My father was a career Naval officer and I spent many years living on bases. The sight of the uniformed men walking among the well-ordered grounds and numbered buildings puts me in a strange nostalgia, a mixture of familiarity and suffocation. The last time I was on a military base was in the mid-sixties as a twenty-year-old Marine. It’s almost as if time is standing still. I remember being in uniform myself, but I also remember a ten-year-old boy walking proudly next to his father the times he would take me to his base. He and I have been stubbornly isolated from each other for over twenty years and I wonder if this work will be a healing or simply an opening of old wounds?

Joel and I head for the Special Forces buildings to interview our team. A friendly top sergeant with a southern drawl let us into a small room and says he will “send up one of the men so y’all can get started.” The first man comes in wearing cut-off jeans, a sweat-stained T-shirt, rubber sandals, and carries a Coca Cola can. I’m a bit surprised. Did I expect Rambo? John Wayne? He introduces himself last name first, rank and serial number, shakes our hands, and sits looking at us with an expressionless gaze. He isn’t sullen, but he’s not friendly either. His thin, sticklike legs seem barely able to support his well-developed arms and massive chest. The classic American male body. Big on top, not much on the bottom. Chest out belly in. From the wad of chewing tobacco under his lip he spits a thick brown liquid into the Coke can. He looks so young; twenty-two it turns out, one of the youngest in the group. We start with basic questions about military specialty, marital status, health, time in the service, career goals, etc., and then more specific questions about the program.

“What do you expect to get from the program?”

“I don’t know.” Long silence.

“What are you looking for personally?”

“I heard we might get stronger and have more endurance. I’d like that.” Long silence.

“Why did you sign up for the program?”

“Well, most of my team thought it was a good idea and I want us to stay together.” Long silence.

“Do you have any considerations about the program?”

“I’m not sure what it’s about, but I guess I’ll find out.”

“Do you have any questions you want to ask us?”

“No.” Spit in the can.

When he leaves Joel and I look at each other and shrug. But then most of the interviews go like this. Some are more animated, some less. Some want to know if their families will be included (They would), others want to know if they will get extrasensory powers (If you apply yourself to the program all your capabilities will increase). Will there be a lot of time spent in the field? (Yes, a number of exercises will take us away from garrison for as much as a month at a time). Will I have to quit smoking? (We’re encouraging everyone to give up smoking and chewing tobacco). What is aikido? (A Japanese martial art that emphasizes centering and blending). Will I have more control? (You’ll learn that control follows awareness). Some men answer solely with “yes, sir” or “no, sir.” Only two say they have been waiting for an opportunity like this for a long time. Others merely comment that they have been to many Army schools and they will judge this one when the six months are over.

Some ask if there will be other teachers. We tell them we have invited fourteen experts to present their diverse disciplines. They will stay anywhere from a morning to ten days and their ranks include a Tibetan monk; a Master of Capoeira (a Brazilian martial art); a bodyworker who will give every soldier a complete session; a medical psychologist whose expertise is Brain Wave Training; a well-known philosopher, author, and aikidoist who is in his sixties; the Stanford karate coach; a Benedictine monk; and a world-class triathlete.

They are guarded and probing—psychic radar. I feel them take in every detail. They’re sharp and accustomed to camouflaging themselves. Jack and Chris feel the same way about the other team.

First impressions: We have our work cut out for us. Nothing will be swallowed at face value. These are practical men and everything we put before them will have to be backed by our own personal experience and relevance to their job. They’re interested in results, not theory.

My original suspicion is also true. I know these guys. They’re the college athletes I played sports with, the philosophy students with whom I discussed literature and politics. Some remind me of men I knew in the Marine Corps and the martial arts world, others I know because of the way they speak of the joys and struggles of fatherhood. Some are courteous and friendly, others are reserved and suspicious. No one looks like Sylvester Stallone or Sergeant Bilko.

At the same time there’s a distance. The Us and Them thing again, now I’m the outsider looking in, wanting credibility. Will they let me enter into their world? How do I develop trust without being seduced by their mentality of eliteness: “We’re special because we wear the Green Beret.” Is this also a consideration of theirs? Them not wanting to be too easily seduced by my world of the new inner technologies? Am I looking into a mirror?

August 6

When we leave for the Post at six A.M. it’s already hot and muggy. An hour later sweat darkens our T-shirts. By the time we finish our morning run I feel I have no water left in my system. Jack, Chris, and I run together while Joel rides his bike because of a knee injury. Besides conditioning ourselves we use the time to talk about the soldiers, the program, ourselves. I went to college on a track scholarship and it feels familiar to be running; I welcome the opportunity to get in good physical condition. I’m usually sore the next day, but I expect this and actually enjoy the feeling of working myself in new ways.

Today’s interviews have a slightly different tone. The way they anticipate the questions and make comments about the program tells me word’s traveled; they’ve been briefed by those we saw yesterday. I make a mental note that they stay in good communication with one another, at least on this level, and that they are probably putting us in somewhat of an adversarial position. Us and Them from the other side too. Today we see the older, higher-ranked men: they are more present and willing to engage. They have things better thought-out, a stronger sense of what they want and don’t want. They’re not just on board for the ride. These men have clearly chosen to take part in this program. They reflect that if there’s something here that will be helpful for them they want it; if not, can it. These guys are also somewhat familiar with ideas of awareness and energy training. Not so much from specific practices but from reading and discussion with others.

When I ask him how he would define a warrior, Top Sergeant Mattelli’s New York street fighter face softens into Florentine dignity. “A warrior,” he says confidently, “is someone who is always striving for self-mastery, to improve himself and to better serve his goals.”

The twenty-five soldiers in this project are white, middle-class men who come mostly from the South and Midwest, though this is not true for all Special Forces A-Teams. Over half are family men. They range in age from twenty-two to forty-one and come in all shapes, sizes, and weights. Their average time in the Army is ten years; the longest is twenty-two years and the shortest five. Only four of them are college graduates (two from West Point), but they all have passed tests that place them at college level.

We’re astonished to find out how little they have been briefed about the project. Most of them have just a vague notion about what will be taught and what will be expected of them. While most of them have a general sense that they will improve themselves physically and mentally, a few of them have an inflated view of graduating six months later with superhuman powers. SportsMind had made it clear that all the participants should know exactly what the program consisted of and then be able to choose freely whether to join. As it turns out only half of them are true volunteers. The other half are “military volunteers”; that is, if you don’t sign up you can look forward to a desk job for the next year.

There are four Special Forces Groups billeted in the U.S., Latin America, and Europe. Each group has basically three battalions, with approximately three companies in a battalion. There may be anywhere from four to six twelve-man teams in a company. We have two A-Teams of twelve men each. Team 560 is an established team that is highly regarded within this Special Forces Group. They’re older, more experienced, SCUBA-trained, and tightly knit. Team 260 is newly formed, with an inexperienced Team Leader and very little group cohesion; some of the men have been on the team for only a month. Captain Thorne, their company commander and West Point graduate, will also be part of the project.

Jack, Joel, and I are getting to know one another through getting to know the soldiers. We agree that unity and clarity among ourselves is vital to the success of the program. I make a personal commitment to frankness and openness in communicating with them. If we’re not allies for each other it’s going to be a long, cold season.

After lunch we visit our classrooms and dojo. An old movie theatre is being turned into the aikido dojo, with one end being closed off for the classroom. An entirely separate building will serve as offices, library, and biofeedback center. Today the buildings are alive with activity; old walls being torn down, new ones being framed and wired, floors swept and mopped. There are a number of recognizable faces from my interviews but also new faces from the other team. A few nod in my direction, but most act as if we’re not there.

One barrel-chested soldier with the rank of Warrant Officer swaggers up next to me, sets himself in a wide stance, crosses his arms over his chest, and gazes out over the activity. After a bit he says to the space in front of him, “So you’re the martial arts sensei?” I look at him; his jaw muscle ripples rhythmically, he continues to look straight ahead. He has a Teflon face; nothing would stick to it.

“I’m the aikido teacher,” I reply. He turns slowly and looks at me, sizing me up. His eyes are gray green and hard.

“Are we going to be training every day?”

I extend my hand and tell him my name. He has a firm grip and the stern line of his mouth breaks into a wide grin. Suddenly he’s warm and animated. He’s a fourth dan in a Korean form of karate and ranked in a few other arts, he’s heard of aikido and he looks forward to the opportunity to learn it. He’s also a sensei and has taught his form of karate to some of the men on his team as well as his children, which I gather are many and of whom he’s quite proud. Soon we’re swapping martial arts stories and talking philosophy.

He’s the Warrant Officer on Team 260. Been in the military for almost eighteen years. His first six in the Marine Corps included a tour in Vietnam. After getting out he found he was restless and unhappy, until one day “my mother said, ‘I know what’s wrong with you. You’re a soldier and you miss being in the military.’ So I joined the Army this time and got in the Special Forces pretty quickly. You can be an individual here. I don’t like having to spend a lot of time on the spit and shine of a line unit. That’s crap. I guess I’m a warrior at heart. Now I have just a few years to go and when I get out I want to open my own dojo.” When I’m leaving he gets my attention again: “Call me chief; that’s what everybody else does.” Then he folds his arms across his chest, takes a wide stance, and resumes a hard-guy position.

August 7

On the way to the Post this morning Jack and I resume our recurrent discussion about the warrior. We both agree that the Army’s goals for this project do not necessarily have to depart from ours. The question is, can we deliver both? I do know that a primary motivation for my being here is to see if the warrior—or what I envision as the warrior—has a place in today’s Army.

The sentry at the gate today is a woman. First, the obvious question, “Does ‘warrior’ include both men and women?” Jack and I both agree yes. For the warrior power arises from a source that does not rely on a sexual hierarchy or, for that matter, any hierarchy. It’s a power of self-knowing, self-educating, and self-accepting free from trends or tyrannies, including gender. The warrior is connected with him- or herself. And only from that connection does he or she connect to others and the environment.

Just inside the gate, a “Be All That You Can Be” billboard shouts encouragement as we pass in front of a World War II tank. There is a very comfortable, safe, country-club feeling in the air; well-kept grounds, golf course, tree-lined streets, an orderly attitude prevailing. Safe harbor. “Be All That You Can Be.” That certainly fits the modern concept of the warrior. A brilliant marketing ploy, or a genuine need from the military unconscious?

And the question remains: What does the Army really want from this? The official contract mandates a program to make “full use of Emergent Human Technologies to enhance physiological and psychological awareness and control in Special Forces Detachment members.” But what does this really mean? Of course they must have concrete objective goals, but what about the deeper psychological motivations? What is the military’s present paradigm for the warrior? What are his or her values? In other words what do meditation, or a Japanese martial art, or visualizations, or brain synchrony training have to do with the men of the Army’s Special Forces? (Rambo didn’t take on any of that; he also didn’t, as these soldiers mockingly testify, carry a ninety-pound pack.)

If our military is to survive and grow stronger I believe that the warrior ideal has to be brought into the bigger discussion. More than that I have the audacity to believe that the military can still be a formative ground for the training of the modern warrior. The military man I’m imagining would also be trained in the discipline of harmony.

So the answer to the question of why the military is open to a program such as this may be twofold. First, a growing number of middle-level officers—Captains, Majors, and Colonels—recognize that the bloated defense budget is not making a stronger military. For instance, as Amitai Etzioni argues on the op-ed page of the April 6th, 1984, issue of The New York Times, the decline of combat readiness in the years 1981–1984 coincides with the most costly peacetime build-up in America’s history. Military planners themselves are recognizing that a tremendous expansion in arms and technology does not necessarily make a military more prepared for its job. It appears, in fact, as if it’s doing the exact opposite. Since 1980 we have spent more than one trillion dollars on defense. This is an average of $9,440 per second during the Reagan administration. In the past six years the defense budget has increased by thirty-three percent, with inflation discounted, without our military being anything like a third stronger. Not a single unfavorable element of the U.S.-Soviet military balance has been reversed by all this spending. NATO ground forces are still inferior in Europe. We’re similarly at a disadvantage in Korea; in Southwest Asia we are underequipped with respect to submarines and fighter aircraft. Spending one trillion dollars on technology has not magically transformed our inferiority to superiority.

The second point is that our military record over the past thirty-five years has been anything but successful. Our bitter stalemate in Korea was followed by an even more painful failure in Vietnam. In taking the Mayaguez from Cambodian hijackers, forty-one Marines were killed rescuing forty seamen. The irony is that they were killed as the crew and ship were being released from their captors. The raid to liberate the American prisoners in Teheran was botched and eight servicemen were killed when their operation was aborted at the Desert 1 site. In 1983, 241 Marines were killed when a single terrorist drove a truck bomb past guards with unloaded weapons and inadequate barriers into the Marines billet. Even our commuter war with Grenada, which we “won,” is not a model for inspiration. The discipline in a number of the Eighty-Second Airborne units broke down, and a combat-experienced officer who monitored the Division’s communications said that it sounded as if the whole division was on the verge of panic. In three days it advanced approximately five kilometers. At the end of the campaign the Army awarded 9,800 medals when there were only about 7,000 soldiers on the island. We’re spending more money on technology and winning less.

Many of the officers who recognize the need for a reformed military are Vietnam veterans who saw our complex technology and weaponry beaten by an enemy who relied on small-unit tactics, simplicity, and heart. These career officers are committed to improving the individual skills and capabilities of our soldiers, while focusing on maneuver instead of attrition warfare; they see through the fallacy of high technology and complexity. During conversations with both active duty and retired career officers, I often hear their concern about the loss of warrior virtues in an increasingly technology-oriented military. While millions of dollars are spent developing robots to fight wars, the role of the soldier is quickly being reduced to that of technocrat and computer operator. It gradually became clear that the officers and men who supported our program with the Special Forces were the ones hoping to reconnect the military with the traditional warrior virtues of service, courage, selflessness, loyalty, and commitment.

By reinstating the dignity of the warrior spirit in our Armed Forces I believe it would be possible for us to develop a military that would make America secure without making other countries insecure. Audacious? Yes. But we have to begin someplace.

August 8

A General is coming to town and that means an inspection; pressure on everyone. It also means that work on the offices and dojo are behind schedule; we may not be able to start on time. Spent part of the morning in Battalion headquarters taking care of administrative details. It’s the first day of the inspection and everyone is looking smart in their full-dress uniforms complete with campaign ribbons and green berets rakishly pulled to the side. I’m warned that the Battalion Sergeant-Major as well as a few of the other senior NCOs are skeptical about the program (“a bunch of mumbo jumbo as far as I’m concerned”) and I expect to field some flak while I’m there. No such thing happened; the worst is some hard glances and cold shoulders. I’m introduced to Major Wilson, a beaming-faced giant who is a cross between Jon Voight and Conan the Barbarian. He nearly pulverizes my hand, and without a trace of irony he says he hopes to get over and take some of my aikido classes. I make a note to get a jump on him next time we shake. At one point he tells a story to a group of officers that goes something like, “After we G-2’ed the op we packed M16s, 104s, 98s, humped our rucks with 031 and 027, passed the grunts in the APCs like it was PT, stopped for some MREs, 86ed hill 19 …” The string of acronyms continues for about five minutes and ends with him letting out an ear-splitting war whoop and everyone, except me, laughing their heads off. I feel like the new kid on the block who is turning out to be a nerd.

Major Wilson has just been selected to try out for Delta Force, the elite anti-terrorist cadre, and it’s in question whether he will be at Battalion during the length of our stay. As it turns out, he was accepted and after the first six weeks I never saw him again.

The SportsMind team has its own “uniform” of khaki pants, rose purple shirt and sweater, and purple belt with brass buckle. In addition we have a workout uniform of black shorts with a gray T-shirt with the Trojan Warrior logo printed on the left breast: two crossed light sabers over a Trojan horse. Underneath is written the Green Beret motto, “De Oppresso Liber” and beneath that the project motto, “Vi Cit Tecum.” The Green Beret motto means “Free the Oppressed.” We thought ours would be a great secret from the soldiers, but the first day we wore the shirts Sergeant Martin immediately commented, “That’s cute, ‘May The Force Be With You.’ ” He is fluent in a number of languages and Latin, it seems, is one of them.

I don’t like the idea of having our own uniforms. My idea of warriorship is individuality, not homogeneity. I’m concerned that we will be pulled into the military game and thus lose our perspective and effectiveness.

“It defines us as a team and it makes us easier for the soldiers to relate to,” Jack argues.

Joel radiates his beaming smile, “I don’t really mind,” he says evenly. “I understand the need for us to be presented this way for the soldiers.” Chris is ever the administrator, saying it doesn’t matter what anyone thinks because this is the way it will be. More and more I appreciate Jack’s evenness and continual effort to look at the big picture. More often than not, he puts himself aside for the larger good. But since he’s so recently out of the Marine Corps, I feel the need to keep an eye on him so we don’t become swept away with too many military-isms.

[image: ]It looks as if we will be working the weekend in order to complete the dojo and offices. Although the Army promised the buildings would be completed by the 12th we can’t seem to find out who “the Army” is. The soldiers have been hindered by preparations for the inspection and difficulty in procuring building materials. The officers seem burdened by protocol and bureaucracy. Some of the men have also been temporarily assigned to other duties. They complain, but the flatness in their voices borders on resignation. These interruptions are frustrating; we were promised that they would be free of any other duties while they were in the Trojan Warrior Project. When I mention my annoyance with the bureaucracy Griggs laughs and says, “That’s nothing; the reason a Delta Force team wasn’t able to reach the hijacked Pan Am plane in Athens two years ago was because they weren’t able to procure a military plane fast enough to get them there.”

We have just completed our pre-program interviews. Joel goes into the office to pick up his briefcase before we drive home and I walk to one of our two rented cars to wait for him. Jack and Chris are walking up the street after completing their interviews; Jack is shaking his head and raises his hands in a gesture of futility.

“Why is it that they haven’t been briefed about the program?” he demands. His voice is insistent and drops lower than his usual deep baritone, as though he’s talking from the inside of an oil drum. “We knew from the beginning it was essential that these men be able to choose freely to be in this program and not be railroaded into it …” He pauses and looks up at Chris who is a good half a foot taller than he is. “Half of them,” he continues, “have no idea what they’ve signed up for and the other half are in it because they were told to be in it.” He shrugs. “What happened? You were supposed to handle that end of it.”

Chris waves him off like shooing a fly away, but his face is taut and serious, “Settle down, Jack, you’re exaggerating. One man told us they signed on because they didn’t want to leave their team and somebody else said he was pressured to join. That’s not half the men by a long shot. I told Colonel Flynn what we needed and he said it would be handled.”

Joel walks up and I add, “My sense is that at least half of the guys in our interviews somehow just drifted into the program.”

Joel nods in agreement. Chris frowns and his lips tighten against his teeth.

“I don’t have a good feeling about it,” Jack says morosely.

“Well, we’ve got to work with it now,” Chris says. On the drive home his talking increases, as though Jack’s moody silence is a hole he’s trying to fill with words.

Outside the car window the evergreens sag under the late afternoon heat. The smell of sweat from our workout gear cuts through the vinyl newness of the car. Somewhere down the line it could be a serious problem that a significant number of the men signed up because of external pressures rather than free will. A half-hearted approach will result eventually in frustration and bitterness.

The urge to confront personal ghosts and uncover our full potential is ignited only by an inner need. This arises from a discontent about who we have become. When the need becomes strong enough to challenge the status quo we summon the commitment and courage to attempt the unknown. In order to face the demons that arise when we move past the boundaries of our small self, we need precisely the courage of our commitment to move us forward. If we do not have this commitment, it’s altogether too easy to say it hurts or is uncomfortable, and then return to our smaller self. If many of these men don’t feel this inner need and commitment to change, we may be headed for rough seas.

On the other hand, the Special Forces soldier, as a member of the military elite, is well suited to be in a program like the Trojan Warrior Project. He is already distinguished by his individuality, intelligence, self-discipline, and ability to adapt to new situations. If there’s anything approaching a living warrior archetype in the U.S. Army it most likely will be found in the Green Berets. And a warrior is committed, by nature and training, to face the demons that come.

The notion of a Special Forces Unit trained in unconventional warfare arose in the early 1950s in the Pentagon office of General Robert McClure’s Psychological Operations Staff Section. When General William J. (“Wild Bill”) Donovan’s Office of Strategic Services (OSS) was terminated in 1945, the U.S. had nothing resembling an unconventional warfare unit until the Korean War broke out in 1950. Special operations then were largely ineffective; accounts are filled with terms like “amateurish,” “ineffectual,” “poor planning,” and “lack of coordination.” Most of the units that took part in engagements were hastily assembled and lacking in both planning and training. It became apparent that a successful special operations detachment had to be selected, trained, and fully prepared before the outbreak of another war. General McClure first gathered a group of men who had had guerrilla experience in World War II with the OSS; he was developing guerrilla warfare plans for World War III, which in the immediate postwar years seemed inevitable.

There was considerable opposition within the Army to a new Special Operations branch, particularly from the two existing sections, Intelligence and Plans, and Operations. Only after a number of bitterly fought contests at the Pentagon was the concept finally accepted, and in early 1952 the Army reluctantly allotted 2,500 personnel spaces to the program. Colonel Aaron Bank who had served in the OSS during World War II became the first Group Commander of the 10th Special Forces Group in April 1952. The basic missions of the Special Forces were twofold:


1) To seek out, train, and support men capable of becoming effective guerrillas.

2) To seek out, engage, and neutralize guerrillas.



There was, additionally, even more serious opposition outside the Army from the newly formed C.I.A. and the Air Force which had just recently broken away from the Army as a separate branch. But in the climate of international fear, Soviet build-up in Europe, and the disappointing experience in Korea, the Army Special Forces survived its various detractors. However, opposition to a military elite continues from both inside and outside the Army to this day and it provokes ongoing battles over finances and equipment allocations.

In 1961, at the beginning of a golden era of counterinsurgency, President John Kennedy reviewed the Special Forces Group at the Special Warfare Center at Fort Bragg, North Carolina. The commander of the center, Colonel William P. Yarborough, wore the controversial yet unofficial green beret for the presidential visit. Impressed by the elite troops, the President sent a message back from Washington proclaiming the green beret as a symbol of excellence, a mark of distinction and badge of courage. Shortly thereafter the Army officially authorized the wearing of the beret. Kennedy’s approval also had the effect of further promoting, and perhaps permanently establishing, the mystique of elitism and romanticism that still pervades the Special Forces soldier.

Within the Army the code specifies that a complete A-Team (a Special Forces Operational Detachment A) have a team leader (often a captain), a warrant officer, team sergeant (often a top sergeant), and nine noncommissioned officers (NCOs). Each man trains in a specialty, in which he becomes somewhat of an expert, as well as cross-trains in other specialties that ideally interlock the skills and talents of all the men into a self-contained unit. I say “somewhat of an expert” because a few men are absolutely brilliant in their fields and others are still working for mastership. It’s often the difference of those who have studied their specialties for fifteen years and those who have for only two. These specialties include operations and intelligence, light and heavy weapons, demolitions, communications, and medical care (each team has two medics). Since the role of instructor is a specific goal of a Special Forces soldier, each man learns how to impart his skills to others. In the Trojan Warrior Project we have operational command of two complete A-Teams of twelve men each plus their company commander, twenty-five men in all.

Besides their specialties and cross-training, most of these men have graduated from such schools as Urban Operations, Sniper’s School, Mountaineering, Ski Training, Escape and Evasion, and HALO (as in High Altitude Low Opening: they jump from over thirty-thousand feet and free-fall until one-thousand feet before opening their parachutes). They’re all airborne-trained and the greater majority have been in Ranger Battalions. A number are bilingual and have field experience in intelligence gathering. Team 560 is a SCUBA team, which can carry out underwater operations. Many of them have been instructors in other schools, including some in foreign militaries. Sergeant Dudley put it rather succinctly, “We’re million-dollar men.”

This is certainly one version of “Be All That You Can Be.”

August 9

Abrupt weather change today. A soft rain and cooler temperatures mercifully replace the heat and humidity of the previous week. The men go through a modified A.P.R.T. (Army Physical Readiness Test) this morning. During the six months of the program they will take the test four times to quantify any changes. In addition to push-ups, sit-ups, and a two-mile run, we have added pull-ups and a stretch test for flexibility. Everyone is approaching the first test with an air of seriousness and camaraderie reminiscent of high school and college sporting events. They cheer one another on in the different events, muttering about having improved or falling below their personal best. They have also dropped hints that they will make an especially strong effort to score high so that it will be hard to improve. They want to make sure this training works. The scores at the end of the test demonstrate they did make a committed effort; most of them exceeded the Army maximums by considerable margins.

The afternoon is the famous Special Forces ruck march—a macho event that, as one soldier says, “tests the size of your balls.” A one-hundred-pound pack plus an M16 rifle (approximately eight pounds)—and if you’re a small arms specialist, an M9 grenade launcher (approximately three pounds)—full camos (camouflage uniform), and boots are to be humped fifteen miles in this steaming weather as fast as you can. The race is against the clock and not one another, therefore it’s an individual effort, not a team event. When you finish you get three shots to find a bulls-eye the size of a silver dollar at fifty meters. The same yardstick will be used here as in the physical fitness test: They do it now and then later and we see if the program has affected their performance.

With their rucks, weapons, and uniforms they no longer look like jocks on college intramural teams. There is an ease and knowing in the way they shift the weight of their packs and hold their rifles. This is home. This is what the animal is trained for. All the conditioning is not just to look good in the tight sleeveless T-shirt, but to hump this unforgiving load over long distances at the highest speed possible. A gut check of this type, but much longer (three days), over cross-country terrain is one of the tests required to pass Special Forces qualifying school. We will also administer a three-day gut check midway through the program.

These soldiers in camouflage uniforms, boots, and automatic weapons immediately evoke media images of their equivalents in Honduras, El Salvador, Beirut, the Philippines, South Africa, Ireland, and South Korea. A camouflage virus spreading over the planet. A culture of violence infecting the bloodstream of every race and creed. A global uniform designed to appear indistinguishable from the earth, so you can shelter yourself on the earth, then blow holes in the earth and in each other in the name of right and justice. I experience a moment of doubt about why I’m part of this. “Am I training them to be better killers?” “Don’t be naive, this isn’t the Boy Scouts.” “What exactly does aikido have to do with these men?” The inner dialogue accelerates from a dead start to one hundred miles per hour in a micro-second.

As they come across the finish line about two and a half hours later their uniforms are dark with sweat and they’re complaining about the “no running rule” (because of a rash of injuries the command has prohibited running with the heavy rucks). These men scoff at the idea and complain that their times would be much better if they could run. Sounds half macho and half true. Most of them look pretty wasted and dehydrated, although almost all of them put their three rounds dead in the center of that black circle.

I feel out of it in my clean SportsMind uniform observing the activity while not really involved. Some part of me would like to be out there seeing if I could do it. Jack asks the officer at the firing range if there are any weapons we can use. In a moment’s time a staff sergeant is reviewing the M16 for us and telling us how to use it. Pushing an indicator switch he drawls, “This is single shot, this is semi-automatic, and this is Roock and Rolllllll my friends!” as he switches it to full automatic. Now I’m lying in the dirt chambering a round and slowly taking a bead on the target. Weapons are going off on either side of me and fire spits out the muzzles. I have a memory of the time I shot my first .22, and then my father’s 30.06. I think of my grandmother shooting prairie dogs out the kitchen window, and later myself firing the M14 in the Marines.

Wham! The weapon next to me explodes in fire. A young buck sergeant from our group brings his target over and hands it to me. The bulls-eye is shot almost completely out. He flashes a crooked grin and tramps off in his drenched uniform. Spending the entire day in full-out physical effort and then finishing with this kind of steadiness is impressive.

My first shot is upper left. I group my next three and the sergeant looks at the target appreciatively but with no outward acknowledgement. He suggests that I squeeze the trigger more slowly and relax as my breath exhales. This sounds like my message: Relax, breathe properly, work with one’s energy. They know this, yet how can I deepen it? I need to discover their point of weakness, bring it to awareness, and then let it become their strength.

August 11

It’s two-forty-five A.M. We’ve just spent the entire evening preparing for our opening day tomorrow, or I guess it’s now today. Jack is at the other desk making some final notes, the others have been in bed since midnight. At the last minute we discover an incomplete section in our presentation and even though everyone else is asleep I can tell Jack is going to see it through. He wants to go in tomorrow fully prepared, so I decide to stay up and finish it with him. Although I can barely see the keys in front of me and dread the thought of getting up in three hours, I have the satisfying feeling of closure. I probably wouldn’t have decided on my own to do a marathon, but Jack’s commitment and thoroughness inspire me to see it through with him. This sense of commitment is one of the hallmarks of a warrior; and in Jack’s case, probably one of the things that helped him survive two tours in Vietnam.

August 12

OPENING DAY. The classroom presentation is attended by all the men, the Battalion Commander, Colonel Flynn, and Colonel Barnes, the commander of this particular Special Forces Group. Horst Abraham, who will teach classes in exercise physiology, is also present and will be with us for the next ten days to lay the ground for a physical training regimen. Chris Majer introduces all the instructors and then delivers some fairly dramatic words about the historical significance of this program and how the word “warrior,” in its truest sense, will be enhanced by this work.

“Those that put themselves in harm’s way,” he booms out, “deserve the leading edge of human technology; and this is what the program will deliver.” This is a big carrot to dangle in front of them and I swallow uneasily. He finishes by invoking the warrior traditions of the past, including the African Zulus, the Roman Centurions, and the Japanese Samurai. He then presents Colonel Barnes with a samurai sword from our team, and Barnes responds with a dagger from the Special Forces. Colonel Barnes gives a short talk about the uniqueness of this program and the special opportunity each and every man has to make themselves better soldiers. He says that even though much of the material will be new and perhaps even strange, he wants everyone—and he gives a meaningful pause here—to make a one-hundred-percent effort. I have an uneasy feeling about his emphasis. Does he know something about the attitude of the men that we don’t? There must be backroom talk about not all of these men being true volunteers. I also sense the unease and skepticism the men have with the ritual and speech making. They have already let me know that one of the reasons they are in S.F. is so their training and soldiering will be free of unnecessary ritual and salesmanship.

For the aikido section I’m to wear my hakama and gi and speak about the history and tradition of the art. Jack and I have briefly rehearsed a scenario whereby in the middle of my talk he will rush at me from the back of the room with an eight-inch butcher knife. The plan is for me to disarm him and then demonstrate additional techniques while he’s on the mat. What we don’t rehearse, because we’re unable to get the weapon until the day of the tour, is for Jack to charge me with a pre-hidden M16 automatic rifle with a fixed bayonet. Never having practiced before, I know there’s plenty of room for surprises, but we decide that if we pay attention no one will get hurt and there will be the added benefit of having the soldiers see the effectiveness of aikido in response to a weapon familiar to them.

As planned I’m standing in front of the men speaking about the role of aikido in the Trojan Warrior Project. They’re sitting attentively, like kids on the first day of school, wearing their new white gis with Army name patches sewn on their left breasts. Sitting in chairs off the mat are a small group of officers and senior NCOs from Battalion headquarters. Midway through my talk a loud scream from the back of the room shatters the air and Jack explodes from behind the men waving the knife above his head. There is a stiffening in the room as he races toward me, the knife poised to strike. As Jack lunges with the flashing blade I step to the side, grab his knife hand and turn his wrist in a kote gaeshi technique that makes him flip head over heels. I twist the knife from his hand and place it out of reach. Jack springs to his feet and aims a front kick at my groin. I trap his kicking leg and up-end him. He then attacks with a variety of strikes, kicks, and grabs. Blending with his movements, I demonstrate the numerous possibilities that aikido has to offer in dealing with an unarmed attack. In response Jack rolls forward, backward, sometimes flipping through the air in a dramatic breakfall, or is held immobile in a painful joint lock.

This is called jiyu-waza, or free form, and it’s one of the sweetest pleasures of aikido. There is no set sequence and each partner is constantly adjusting to the other’s rhythm, speed, and force. If his attack is hard and fast I yield and let him move by; at other times I enter into his attack so I end up behind him; or I move in such a way as to initiate and lead his attack. He varies his force and adjusts his intensity in relationship to my energetic presence. If I’m not energetically full he lets me know by moving into my weak spot, upsetting my balance, or striking me where I’m open. His attack is a wholehearted expression of intent; my response is listening to his message and embracing it, allowing it to resolve into an earthbound spiral. It’s a call and response, a speaker and a chorus, an invocation to the martial god to inspire our movements. We’re separate and we’re one.

Jack rides the momentum of one long throw ending up at the hidden M16. Without a pause he handles it knowingly and charges me in his best gung-ho Marine. His brow knits determinedly and his flat hard gaze reminds me that the man behind the pig sticker is a two-combat-tour survivor of Vietnam. The sucking in-breath of the spectators is drowned out in Jack’s battle cry; he looks like a runaway train barreling down my track. I sidestep his lunge, grab the rifle, and guide his ferociousness in a tight circle. Jack takes a hard quick fall, but I’m holding the rifle, the collateral for his aggressiveness. “How did this happen?” their bewildered faces ask.

I put the weapon a few paces away. This is where our mental rehearsal has ended. But Jack is pumped up and attacks again. There is a giddy exhilaration from working with the bayonet and we’re onto a fresh conversation, not knowing what will happen next. He grabs for my throat and I turn his attack to the side. I take him to the mat and pin his shoulder, waiting for the tap that signifies “enough” so I can let him up. But Jack doesn’t give up. His free hand is reaching toward the M16; thirty pairs of eyes crowd into those few inches between his fingers and the trigger guard. I have him tightly pinned but he continues to struggle, trusting that I won’t seriously hurt him, but also telling me that if I don’t take command he will have the weapon again. It’s an exquisite edge that we’re riding. The only sound in the large room is Jack’s hand clawing against the mat as he struggles forward. A drop of sweat falls from my forehead to the mat. Even though his shoulder could be torn loose he’s requesting a very definite statement from me, and I finally give him the clarity that he demands. I tighten my grip and his margin of choice evaporates as his shoulder, my center of gravity, and an energetic plumb line into the depths of the earth become one coherent statement: Relax and be still or your own struggle will cause you pain. He wrenches back to free himself from the pain and taps. I release my hold and the room sucks in a collective in-breath. Afterwards, one of the officers, his eyes still wide with excitement, says, “It was like watching a movie, I had no idea what was going to happen.”

Later Jack and I talk about what transpired and our animated reliving of it is epic in description. For the people listening it seems bewildering that there’s little mention of the technical aspects of the moves, or how hard a throw may have been, or even the reaction of the audience. Instead we talk about our interaction on the mat as a highly sophisticated and complex conversation—a communication with layered meanings, brimming with moral questions and answers. Those that hold me in contempt for working with these soldiers would probably consider our philosophical discussion about a martial art that can maim, and kill, also dangerous and immoral. Even aikidoists who are only concerned with physicality and technique would scoff at our descriptions of command and respect, intention, and guiding. But it’s in this relationship between the uke, the attacker, and nage, the one who will perform the technique, that we find a philosophy of language, plus the deepest truths that aikido has to offer.

August 13

Fort Davis is a wooded sprawling Army Post with lakes, golf courses, shooting ranges, running courses, pools, gyms, schools, and hundreds of soldiers traipsing around in green uniforms. But after only a week I’m repelled by the uniformity. Rows of buildings painted the same color, same uniforms, same vehicles, same mentalities. Fortunately these Green Berets are rugged individuals. They’re tough physically, very conditioned, with a honed disregard for officers, a vast cynicism that spares nothing, and a genuine curiosity for those things that they think will make them better soldiers and people. I really don’t think I could do this if I had to work with the regular Army. It would be too stiff and even more oppressive than it is.

The aikido dojo with its bright blue mat, freshly painted walls, and ceiling-to-floor banners depicting samurai in battle is an oasis of color in this sea of homogeneity. Because they have never seen aikido before and because there are no senior students to assist me we go slowly, laying a strong foundation in the basics. While some teachers consider certain elementary techniques like ikkyo or nikkyo the basics, I emphasize the principles of centering, blending, grounding, and how we use our ki, or energy, as the foundation. If these principles are learned the techniques easily follow.

Today I’m teaching ukemi, the art of attacking and falling. As I expected these men have little fear about hurling their bodies over the mat; my challenge is to slow them down so they will feel their movements and not simply perform them. While they are enthusiastic about what they are learning they seem equally bewildered by the movements. They pepper me with questions about what they saw in the opening presentation. “How long will it take me,” a young soldier asks, “before I can throw someone across the room?” While they enjoy the techniques and physical interaction they are more deeply drawn to the notions of ki and blending—power without domination and force.

“In ukemi,” I point out, “you learn how to give up your ground without giving up your center.”

“What’s the difference between the two?” Farley asks.

“Center is the connection with your own sense of personal power. Ground is extending that power into the environment.”

Farley narrows his eyes, “Give me an example.”

“Imagine yourself standing on a well-polished marble floor and you have wool sweat socks on. You can be centered, but not too well grounded. Take the sweat socks off and you can ground yourself.”

I call Jack over and have him throw me. I demonstrate that while I give up my ground, as I turn upside down in the roll, I can still keep my center, my own sense of personal power and choice.

“Learning how to do this on the mat we can learn how to roll with any incoming energy, or difficult situation, without giving up who we are.”

A faint smile breaks through Farley’s bulletproof face, “I think this is exactly what I need with my wife.”

Preparing for the start of the project Joel, Jack, and I have been going sixteen hours a day for almost two weeks and I’m bone tired. I rise at five A.M. for a short meditation and then leave the house at around six A.M. so we can be at muster at six-thirty. Morning physical training includes a five-mile run, industrial strength calisthenics, and an hour and a half of aikido. Afternoon classes in nutrition, exercise physiology, and learning theory are followed by a mile-and-a-half run, a half-mile swim, and a three-quarter-mile run back to our lockers. Evenings are spent in our team meetings and with administrative work. Heavy bags are forming under Jack’s eyes, but he seems tireless. He is often the last one to bed and the first one out the door. Sometimes I think he’s simply a workaholic, but I’ve made a personal commitment to go the full distance with him, however hard he pushes.

August 15

Hot and sticky. The barometer still rising at ninety-five degrees and eighty-seven percent humidity. By midday the asphalt on the company street is spongy and the heat fixes a stale, bloodless taste in my mouth. Sergeant Tom James, the medic in Team 560, catches up with me on the way out of the classroom. “Do you mind if I put something personal to you?” I’m pleased and ask him what’s on his mind.

“Are you a Christian?”

“I was raised Lutheran, but I’m not a practicing Christian,” I reply.

His eyes blink away my answer and I can tell that he hasn’t really asked the question he wants to.

“Do you believe in a Supreme Being?” His jaw inches forward. I know that we’re into something serious but not yet to the point.

“I’m not exactly sure what you mean, but I do believe in a power that is greater than my individual ego. The best way to describe my feelings is to say that I’m spiritual but not religious. My relationship with God, or a Universal Being, or whatever you call it, is a personal one.”

He pauses for a minute, takes a deep breath and says, “No offense, but I’m not comfortable bowing to the picture of Master Ueshiba in aikido class. It just doesn’t feel right to me.”

James was raised in a small east Texas town and his parents raised him with strict Christian ideals. The idea of bowing to an Asian martial arts teacher, much less any person, is repugnant to him.

“One of the main reasons I wanted to be in this program is that I thought it would make me a better person. But I don’t know if bowing to this photo will make me a better person.”

I explain that we aren’t deifying Ueshiba but rather bowing in respect to the long and honorable tradition from which aikido came. He frowns and shakes his head. “I don’t know,” he says, “I’m just saying that it’s not right for me. It may be okay for you and some of the other guys, even for some of the other Christians. I’m not saying you’re wrong, but with my belief in Jesus as my Savior it doesn’t feel right.” He looks at me earnestly, firm in his belief while at the same time looking for some kind of solution.

“Tom,” I say, “part of this program has to do with accepting values from other cultures.” Even though this is technically true it sounds like bullshit the moment I say it, some kind of academic leverage that has nothing to do with the struggle he’s really going through. He looks at me coldly without saying anything and we let the comment go. I feel awkward and embarrassed.

Suddenly a light goes on in my weary head. “Why don’t you think of it as a kind of salute? When you salute an officer you’re respecting the rank and tradition, right? It doesn’t mean you’re putting them on a pedestal or comparing them to God, you’re simply respecting the rank. Think of it as a new kind of salute.”

His soft eyes gaze imploringly into mine. Slowly and almost imperceptibly his head begins nodding up and down. In the judicial corner of his mind that weighs right and wrong he’s straining to see if the scales will come to some balance between the heavy moral hand of linear Christian fundamentalism and the Asian philosophy of many spokes leading to the hub. Being raised in a backwater town of the Bible Belt where everything is as clearcut as the endless plains meeting the endless sky did not make James a less complex man. Behind the firm patriotic jaw and resolute good looks he whirs with the complexity of an advanced turbo jet. He married a Catholic Panamanian girl while on tour in Central America, has ambitions to play the piano, takes a massage course at the local University, despises communists, has a love-hate relationship with his radical feminist sister who lives in Berkeley, and is a top-rate medic, father, and understanding ear for the rest of his teammates.

He continues to search my eyes, his jaw muscles rippling, ‘Can I trust this guy? Is this liberal psychologist hipster type (he must be liberal, he’s from San Francisco) trying to pull something over on me?’ The part of him that is fascinated by the program and likes to hang out with the humanities students over coffee is trying to cut a deal with the part that has a Bible in one hand and apple pie in the other. It’s not as simple as yes or no.

“I’ll try it,” he finally says. The head nodding increases and his blue eyes relax their knifelike edge. “I’ll try it and see how it is. I’ll just try it,” he repeats. He stands up abruptly, puts out his hand and in his best east Texas drawl says, “Thank yew. Ah appreciate your time.”

This was the most personal contact I had made with any of them, although I wasn’t quite sure what had happened. James has that strange mix of traditionalism and openness that is common to these men, and perhaps to America. On the one hand there’s a rootedness in the traditional American values of God, country, and family, a single standard that declares apple pie and the flag are right and anything different is wrong, a deep river of conservatism that reacts against anything that is even close to the outside edge. On the other hand they also identify with the maverick, the lone hero who lives outside the law, unaffected by the demands of society. The factors of individualism, non-conformity, the ability to make decisions on their own, and the desire to be more than just the rank and file are the very qualities necessary to be part of the Special Forces. Is this two-sided coin a strength or weakness? If the military Special Forces represent, as Roger Beaumont claims in his book Military Elites, a cross-section of the society it serves, then I’m looking into the soul of the American male. A soul that I also happen to share.

August 18

We finish the first week with family night. A drenching thundershower lasts into the early morning; after the previous days and nights of heat, it’s a cooling relief. It’s also beautiful. The heavy moist sky lights up with distant lightning, creating a spectacular show of light and sound. Then the rains come. It’s as if the heavens simply turned a bucket upside-down and released the tears of a lifetime. It feels purifying, and everything instantly cools off.

Scheduling time with the families is our way of including the spouses and children in the work we’re doing. We all meet in the dojo, so it resembles a PTA meeting in some small town. Everybody shows up (it must have been an order) including a few grandparents, nursing babies, teenagers ogling each other, a pack of kids (Chief Harner has six himself), and the single men standing in pairs looking slightly forlorn and out of place. Without their uniforms, stripes, and insignias these men look more like contestants on the Dating Game than the notorious Green Berets. I laugh when I think of my friends back home spying on this gathering. If they were dropped unknowingly into this scene they would probably think they were at their ten-year high school reunion instead of a gathering of their imagined bloodthirsty killers. In the middle of an attentive crowd is the star halfback, the serious one with glasses was the former Student Body president, the intense talkative one a member of the debating team, the lanky awkward boy the MVP on the baseball team, the charmer with the wide smile was voted most likely to succeed, the two slouching together in the corner spent all their time under hoods in auto shop, there’s the nerd who loved electronics, and the disheveled one with the bright, inquisitive eyes the editor of the school newspaper. The older men, who could actually be their fathers, look like the basketball coach, the principal, the woodshop teacher, and the school counselor.

Captain Parker and his girlfriend are one of the surprises of the evening. She is French and strikingly beautiful with long auburn hair falling wildly to her waist. Not that the other wives and girlfriends aren’t beautiful, but her attractiveness is contemporary and she has all the ear-markings of the counterculture. What is Parker into I wonder? Psychedelics, politics, feminism, alternative lifestyles? He is tall, blonde, blue-eyed, intellectually bright with a boyish face. In another life I could see him as Viking-in-training, sailing from the cold North to plunder Europe. One of the last Great White Hopes.

The five SportsMind team members who taught this week—myself, Joel, Jack, Chris Majer, and Horst Abraham—give short presentations. Horst is our exercise physiologist who was a member of the Austrian Olympic skiing and sailing team; he’s presently a world-class marathoner. He is also a gentleman in the best of the European tradition.

The most popular event is Joel’s computer-based biofeedback game. One end of an EMG biofeedback unit is attached to a person’s fingers while the other end is fed into the computer. The EMG unit monitors muscle tension and relaxation. The computer screen displays colorful hot-air balloons rising into a blue sky. The more tension the player has the faster they will rise, the more relaxed the quicker they descend. The goal is to move the balloons skyward while avoiding the rockets that the computer shoots toward the balloons. You dodge the rockets by consciously adjusting your muscle tone between relaxation and tension. Cheers and shouts arise from around the table as players try to move their balloons to freedom.

This is a difficult game to master and it’s interesting to watch the men play. Most of them have a frustrating time because their primary strategy in dealing with obstacles is to exert massive amounts of force and effort. This produces an inability to control the balloons. The more effort and force they apply the less control they have and the more the rockets shoot their balloons down.

“Damn!” Sanders shouts. He tightens in frustration, tries harder, and becomes more vulnerable to the rockets. He is caught in this loop, the balloons pop like firecrackers.

“Damn!” The little “blip” sound that happens when a balloon is shot down becomes a duet with the player. “Blip” “Damn!” “Blip” “Damn!” “Blip” “Damn!” “Blip” “Damn!”

The way they respond to this simple computer game speaks of something, not only in the military culture, but in the culture as a whole. We’re taught that in order to succeed we simply need to push harder, louder, or longer. If there’s an obstacle, overpower it. If there’s resistance break it down. The military’s wet dream is conjured by the culture as a whole: If something is in your way just bowl it over. In a single sentence General Curtis LeMay embodied the national attitude during the Vietnam War when he declared, “Bomb them back to the Stone Age.”

“Americans try so violently to be non-violent,” the Tibetan meditation master Chögyam Trungpa Rinpoche has observed.

As we leave, Chief Kirby of Team 560 stops me at the door and says, “You have won all our respect. We’re all on board together now.” Hearing this while still feeling the warmth of the family gathering is satisfying and important to me. I know that this first week has been very powerful for both soldiers and trainers. There has been a collective sharing which has moved us toward a deeper and more intimate look at ourselves. And yet … I wonder about the shadow side. Somehow it all seems too hunky-dory. But knowing the rhythm of these kinds of things I’m sure that the dark side will claim its throne soon enough.

At home Jack, Joel, and I talk about the evening and evaluate one another’s presentations. I voice my concerns about going deeper with the men—they’ve been thinking the same thing. We remind ourselves that while the element of trust is important, our goal is not to be friends with them, although that may happen over the course of time.

“What is important is that we deliver those things that will increase their potential as soldiers and individuals,” Joel says.

“Why do we say soldiers and individuals?” I ask. “In some ways it’s a false distinction, but … can a soldier ever be an individual? In the classical sense a warrior is an individual, but can the modern-day soldier be a warrior?”

“If there’s such a thing as a warrior, with individual initiative, in today’s military it’s these men; they are the crème de la crème,” Jack says. “We need to find their strengths as well as their limitations. But their being so good at what they do, and knowing that they’re good, isn’t going to make this an easy task. This morning Rader said to me, ‘What can you teach us? What could you possibly know that would make me better at what I do?’ ”

Jack’s eyes brighten. “They need to know that what they don’t know will hurt them.”
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