
New Fiction by Michael White:
“Eid  Mubarak,  Merry
Christmas”

My eagerness propelled me up the airplane steps. Eleven years
to the day. Well, technically eleven years and a day. We
assembled for the meandering trip to Afghanistan on September
11, 2012 but didn’t take off until September 12. Close enough.
I was finally on my way to join the fight.

The takeoff forced me back into my seat. Pushed the still
recent news of Todd forward. “Fuck, I don’t want to die.”

Sergeant Murphy, my perpetually pissed off platoon sergeant,
veteran of the invasion and surge in Iraq, was already asleep
in the seat next to me. His slight snore grew in intensity.

I thought of an old friend’s dad almost eleven years ago
watching footage of the initial combat in Afghanistan. “We’ll
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kick their ass and be home in a month.,” he had said.

*

Almost eight months later, with a few weeks to go in our nine-
month deployment, my company was preparing to shut down the
small combat outpost near the Pakistani border that had served
as our home and frequent target for attacks. We’d be turning
it  over  to  our  Afghan  counterparts.  Obama’s  surge  in
Afghanistan was over. The official line was we had created
enough space for the Afghan military to operate. They were now
prepared to take a leading role. At the soldier level, we saw
things differently.  Sometimes when our base was attacked, our
Afghan partners wouldn’t fire back. They didn’t always know
when an ammo resupply would come. We joked about how they’d
pilfer everything they could from the bases we turned over.
Then they’d sell it and desert before getting whacked by the
Taliban or Haqqani.

Meanwhile, we had some surplus ammunition that we decided to
use  for  training  exercises  before  we  left  the  base.  This
included  a  hand  grenade  familiarization  training.
Familiarization training is an ambiguously valuable phrase.
For our grenade chucking platform, we used a dirt ramp built
up the interior side of the base’s HESCO wall. It was normally
used as a battle station for an armored vehicle to return
heavy weapons fire when the base was attacked.

First Sergeant Gholson was supervising the lobbing. Gholson
was a freak. He ran ultra-marathons and was unusually strong
for his wiry frame. He was a creative problem solver, he
cared, and was a sarcastic dick. A model first sergeant. I
walked  up  the  ramp  after  my  soldiers  had  familiarized
themselves. It was a warm, sunny spring Afghan day. Gholson
handed me a grenade.

“Try not to fuck it up.”

“Fuck you, dickhead.”



I prepped the grenade. Picked out a particular bush I didn’t
care for. I wound back and lobbed the grenade. Gholson and I
braced for impact. We waited the customary amount of time.
Waiting. Waiting. Then an explosion of laughter from Gholson.

“You dumbass! You forgot to pull the second safety pin.”

“Fuuck, still a cherry huh?”

“Here, toss this one at it.”

I prepped, then double checked this was one was ready to go. I
found the same bush I didn’t like, and let it go. We braced
for  two  explosions.  The  grenade  bounced  in  the  wrong
direction. A single explosion near a different defenseless
bush.

“We uh, we don’t have to call that in for EOD right.”

Gholson paused. “Eh, fuck it. We’re on our way out.”

*

They celebrated as they rushed away from the objective. The
men scrambled along rocky ridgelines, moving south and east as
quickly  as  possible  while  nursing  injuries.  The  six  men
occasionally shook their rifles against the night sky.

“You got it on film, yeah?” The youngest of the group asked a
more seasoned veteran.

“Yes, yes. Now keep moving. We’re not safe yet.” He replied,
eyeing the dark sky.

The younger one smiled. He picked up his limping pace. The
smile turned to a grimace as pain shot through his right leg.

The donkey in the group bayed. The noise broke the night
quiet. The donkey was saddled with rockets and ammunition. It
hadn’t complained before.



“What’s that?” A third man driving the donkey asked the group,
or the donkey. He paused to crane his head skyward. Farther
ahead, the cameraman continued pushing his younger companion.

The donkey’s baying quickened. Its handler perked his own ears
toward a faint whistle.

*

The sun woke me. I felt a rock in my back through my body
armor. I struggled to place myself and why I was tucked in the
cracks of a craggy hilltop. My ears were ringing, my body
ached, and my watch read 6:30 am on October 29, 2012. The day
after Eid’s culminating celebration.

Right. The previous night’s “celebration” came rushing back.

I stood and looked down on the ridgeline below. The five
bodies lay in the same position as we’d left them last night.
They didn’t smell. At least not from about a hundred meters
away. At least not yet. I wondered again how someone had
survived the bomb blasts.

*

We  finished  our  patrols  early  on  the  final  day  of  Eid
celebrations. Eid al-Adha. We called it Big Eid because there
are two Eids. The first celebrates the end of Ramadan. The
second is a multiday celebration of sacrifice and family, our
interpreters explained. Abraham was ready to sacrifice his
son. His son was prepared to die.

These  days  Afghans  sacrifice  goats,  sheep,  and  cows.
“Bismallah.” Allah’s blessing is sought before the sacrifice.
Sons are no longer at risk of cold blooded murder. The purpose
instead is to share. To welcome others into your home. On the
final day of celebrations, the sacrificial meat is shared with
family,  and  friends,  and  the  poor.  According  to  our
interpreters,  it  was  the  Muslim  version  of  Christmas.  It



sounded less commercial, more selfless, to me.

Whatever it was, I was glad to have an evening off. Finally,
no second patrol for the night with its necessary preparations
and debriefs cutting into any downtime. Just a short morning
walk from our company’s small combat outpost for my platoon to
a nearby village. We enjoyed some Eid chai with the locals
wearing  their  best  manjams.  They  invited  us  to  chai  with
smiles. Their fingertips were a deep copper red from a fresh
dip in hentai dye. A couple rocked socks with their sandals.
Which was a first over here. It somehow looked classy. They
seemed happy to share the day’s tradition with us, but I
wondered what role our weapons played in that invitation.

We’d been in theatre for over a month. We had launched at
least two patrols a day from our small combat outpost near the
Pakistani border.  The only contact we’d made with the enemy
were the roadside bombs they left for us. We were getting
restless. It was clear from those bombs the enemy was watching
us. We had no way of striking back.

That night, I settled into my small plywood-walled room to
enjoy my first deployment movie. Goodwill Hunting. An old
favorite. Something I could relax to. Shortly after winding
down, there was a thundering crack that shook my room and me
out of complacency. My heart rate spiked. I rushed to throw on
my body armor and helmet.

A loud patter of dueling machine gun fire began. I grabbed my
rifle as I ran out of my room and into the night. The sky was
alive. Tracers on machine gun rounds streaked through the dark
toward and away from our base.

I ran to the tower my platoon was responsible for manning. I
felt as alive as the night sky. The tower was on the corner of
the base closest to the ridge that appeared to be the source
of the incoming fire. The previous unit had named it Rocket
Ridge.



Inside the tower, Private Kilgour was working the .50 caliber
machine gun. Sheer joy lit up his face. He was physically
illuminated by the bright orange muzzle flash. I could make
out fuzzy green movement on the ridgeline through my night
vision goggle. The thud of each .50 round coursed through my
body. The echoes of the machine gun in the tower went beyond
noise. It was the only thing I could hear or feel. It felt
like my heart rate was matching the rhythm of the rounds. The
pungent metallic odor of gunpowder was all around me. I loved
it.

I  sent  a  status  report  over  the  radio  to  the  company
headquarters as I ran to my platoon’s other battle station. My
ears rang so hard I couldn’t hear the response. Sergeant Lyons
was  directing  automatic  grenade  launcher  fire  toward  the
ridge. I asked what he saw. He pointed out barely visible
figures moving along the ridgeline.

I  popped  off  a  few  rounds  fully  aware  the  ridgeline  was
outside my rifle’s range. It still felt good. “We train hard,
so we’re prepared when we it’s time to fire our weapons in
anger.”  Our  battalion  commander  repeatedly  said.  I  wasn’t
angry. I was ecstatic.

A couple rushed hours later, I stepped over the last round of
concertina wire that surrounded our base. The night air felt
different on this side. The mountainous horizon was the same,
but the sky seemed bigger, more open.

An F-15 had been in the air nearby during the attack. From
thousands of feet in the air, the pilot dropped two 500-pound
bombs on six men and a donkey hurrying toward Pakistan. None
of our guys had been injured during the attack. It was a clean
win. My platoon was dispatched to investigate the blast sites.
Despite the late hour and waning adrenaline rush, there was
still a sense of excitement in the air.

We scrambled up and over rocky ridgelines and craggy hills not



quite tall enough to be mountains. They were tall enough to
cause a sweat in the cool night air. It felt good this night.
The  loose  shale  shifted  underfoot  as  always.  For  once,  I
didn’t mind.

Things got even better when the Company headquarters radioed
to say they’d seen a heat signature with the company drone.
They thought it could be a wounded enemy hiding because he
couldn’t keep up during the escape. The map grid headquarters
sent  threw  off  our  planned  route.  It  meant  a  lot  more
climbing. I briefed my squad leaders on the change of mission.
We moved out with a fresh determination.

We were winded when we hit the final spur before the heat
signature’s grid location. I directed a machine gun team to
higher ground for overwatch while First Squad got on-line to
assault through the objective. They advanced deliberately. My
heart  pounded.  I  braced  for  confrontation.  First  Squad
approached the suspect bush.

“Stand down, stand down.” The team leader called over the
radio. “It’s a fucking goat.”

I deflated. No last-minute encounter with a live one after
all.  I  sent  a  quick  update  to  headquarters.  Their
disappointment was clear in the curt response over the radio.

“Stupid  TOC  jockeys  don’t  know  what  they’re  looking  at,”
Sergeant Murphy said.

We knew we were close by the sharp chemical smell in the air.
There was a slight metallic taste as we grew closer.

“Two Four Bravo, set up on the hilltop at 3 o’clock.” I sent
the machine gun team to another high point.

The rest of us turned our headlamps on as we climbed the hill.
Better to be thorough. No one else would be coming so soon
after those bombs dropped. Debris littered the hill on the way



up. A sandal here. A piece of tactical vest there. Scattered
across the slope by the whims of explosive force. We hit the
first body where the slope levelled off to a long ridge. The
explosion had blown his pants off. The exposed legs were so
thin I struggled to understand how they propelled him up and
down mountains while attacking us. “We need F-15s for these
guys?” I thought.

When  we  flipped  him  over,  his  eyes  were  wide  open  but
unfocused. The flat gray eyes confirmed death more than the
charred hair, the blood, or the gaping wounds. Our biometric
scanners couldn’t register his irises. We were under strict
orders to collect their biometrics. My soldiers dripped water
onto eyeballs to lubricate them. Rigor mortis had set in. With
some of the bodies, it took two soldiers to pry fingers back
to snap them onto the equipment’s fingerprint scanner.

Sergeant Murphy watched as two of our soldiers wrestled with a
stiffened arm.

“They think this shit is cool now. Like they’re too hard for
it to matter. But one day, when they decompress, this shit is
going to come back. Everyone up here tonight will talk to the
battalion therapist. I don’t give a shit if they say they
don’t need it.”

“Yeah, that’s a good call.” I agreed. I didn’t have anything
meaningful to add. It was unspoken, but I knew he meant I
should talk to the therapist too.

We systematically exploited the first blast site. The pants
had  been  blown  open  on  every  body.  Explosions  behave  in
mysterious ways. Stephens, my radio operator, photographed the
bodies—under  clear  no  funny  business  orders.  Cellphones,
wallets, and notebooks were sealed in ziplock bags. Labelled
by body and location. I sent a report to headquarters that
site  one  exploitation  was  complete.  Site  two  was  about  a
hundred meters further south.



We followed a narrow, elevated path leading toward the second
site. We walked in a file. My eyes were forward. Someone else
was more observant.

“Nine o’clock, we got a live one.”

The shock registered as immediate action. I turned to my left,
raising my rifle in concert. I had flipped on my rifle’s
infrared laser without thinking. Through the narrow green tube
of my night vision goggle I saw a body lying flat on the
ground about fifteen meters away. The head was raised. He was
staring straight at me.

What the fuck.

Within seconds the body was covered with infrared lasers. The
head turned slowly. Proof of life. Bombs and their mysteries.
I tensed the finger on my rifle’s trigger. I scanned the body
and surrounding area as quick as I could. His life was in my
fingertip and the next words I spoke. I saw no weapon on him
or in the immediate vicinity. His arms were down at his sides.
Under the fuzzy green of my night vision it was just a body
with a head staring at me.

“Hold your fire.” I announced.

The lasers remained trained on the body. A fuzzy green figure
lit up in a morbid lightshow of narrow bright green beams.

“Tell him to put his hands up,” I said to my interpreter.

Sergeant Murphy raced up to me. “I should probably call this
in.” I said.

Sergeant  Murphy’s  eyes  remained  fixed  on  the  man,  this
mystery,  this  terrible  miracle  of  life.  He  shifted  as  he
spoke. “Roger, sir.”

We looked at each other and back at the man. I paused.



“Stephens,” I called. He hustled over. Passed me the handset.

“X-Ray this is 2-6, can you put on Choppin’ 6 actual, over.”

“Standby 2-6.”

The body was moving. Lifting himself upright. SFC Murphy and I
raised our rifles in unison.

He raised his hands above his head.

“2-6 this is Choppin 6 actual.”

“Choppin 6, we have one EWIA, break. Appears unarmed, break.
Condition  unclear,  I  think  he’s  messed  up,  break.  We’re
currently about 15 meters away, over.”

Silence.

I  imagined  Captain  Tallant  in  the  monitor  filled  plywood
walled operations center in a hurried discussion with First
Sergeant Gholson.

The silence dragged. It was broken with a question.

“2-6, Choppin 6, are you sure he’s alive?”

Was  that  an  innocent  or  targeted  question?  Radio  traffic
wasn’t built for ambiguities.

“Roger.”

“Positive?”

I drew a deep breath.

“Roger, he is staring right at me.”

Another pause.

“Roger, we’ll work with Battalion on extraction.”

 *



“Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck. I don’t want to die.” He thought. He
then worried that thought was too loud.

“Please don’t see me, please don’t see me. I just wanted to
have a little fun.”

He had crawled away from his weapon and gear once he’d heard
voices. Whatever adrenaline had carried his wounded body this
far had been knocked out by the two explosions. All he could
manage was to crawl a few meters closer to Pakistan, still
miles from its safe harbor.

“Are they laughing? These godless heathens!”

He stewed in anger and fear. Then the voices grew closer.
Worry overtook anger. He saw a line of armed men less than
twenty  meters  away.  Then  a  voice  shouted  something
unintelligible. The line halted. In the blink of eye everyone
was facing him with rifles raised.

“Fuck. This is it. This is how I die.”

 *

“What are they waiting for?”

*

After we confirmed that he was unarmed, I approached him with
Sergeant Murphy and Favre, the platoon medic. When I looked in
his eyes, I realized I had never seen sheer terror manifested
before. His eyes darted back and forth assessing us as threats
and  the  whites  were  prominent  beyond  reason.  We  were
surrounding  him,  strapped  with  weapons  and  body  armor.
Everyone around him had been killed by massive explosions. He
must have heard us laughing about the dead and already bloated
donkey as the group ringleader.

“I  am  here  to  help.”  Favre  said.  He  began  assessing  for
injuries. Once Favre’s hands touched his body his eyes darted



back and forth. The whites of his eyes grew another size. They
slowly returned closer to normal as Favre treated his wounds.
It seem like he was slowly realizing these Americans weren’t a
bunch of bloodthirsty, Muslim-murdering animals after all. His
name was Mahmoud.

“I swear I didn’t really know these men. This was my first
attack. I swear. It was supposed to be fun.” My interpreter
relayed.

We didn’t believe him. I figured Battalion would eventually
get some actionable intel out of him. It seemed like the right
choice as a medical helicopter flew him away. I wasn’t aware
of the conversations being had back at headquarters.

Battalion said they wanted us to overwatch the bodies that
night, in case their buddies came to collect their friends and
anything incriminating. That didn’t make much sense. How would
they know these guys were dead and where they were? And there
had been helicopters flying around all night. But whatever, we
were too tired to walk back that night anyway. I directed the
rest  of  the  platoon  to  the  machine  gun  teams  overwatch
position. We settled in among the rocky hilltop for a few
hours of sleep between guard rotations.

Third Platoon arrived energized and carrying body bags the
next morning. They laughed at the donkey, and all the missing
pants.  We  laughed  together,  but  I  felt  they  were  partial
intruders. They weren’t carrying the full night before into
this day.

Sergeant O’Keefe, Third Platoon’s wisecracking Mexican-Irish
platoon sergeant, walked straight up to me.

“Hey, sir,” he said in his usual casual tone. “The battalion
commander called the CO after you reported homeboy wasn’t
dead. He said, ‘why the fuck did they call up he was alive.’”
O’Keefe barked his signature laugh. “Hope your officer eval
don’t suffer.” He laughed again.



“Oh, by the way, some locals are coming out to collect the
bodies. CO agreed to it with a village elder to show respect
for them Islamic burial rites.”

We walked Third Platoon around the blast sites. We pointed out
the mystery head at the second site, perfectly intact but
missing a headless body. We divvied up the evidence to carry
back.  Third  Platoon  graciously  volunteered  to  lug  the
recoilless rifle. As we chatted among the bodies, a stream of
villagers emerged from a dry wadi leading toward the ridge.

 *

The conversations among the villagers were quiet as the group
wound through the wadi.

“It was good of the elder to host us for goat and sheep last
night.” Mansoor said as he looked at Haji Ghul leading the
procession of his villagers.

“Yes, yes, very good. I spent all my money on gifts for the
kids, and fresh robes. We had no money left for good meat,”
Abdul responded.

“Inshallah prosperity will come.” Mansoor replied.

“Inshallah.”

“I am surprised the Americans are allowing us to come for the
bodies. It wasn’t always this way.” Mansoor said.

“Yes, this too is good. Though I do not know these men.”

“Allahu Akbar.” 

The conversation ended as the curving wadi opened to a view
full of soldiers on a ridgeline.

*

They were all still wearing their best Eid clothes. The couple



of villagers I’d shared chai with the day before recognized
me.  They  smiled  as  they  waved.  Sergeant  O’Keefe  started
passing  out  body  bags.  I  began  speaking  with  the  village
elder.

He disavowed the attack. Swore the villagers knew nothing of
it, or any of the men. “They are from Pakistan. They were
running to Pakistan.” He said. He was solemn, and genuinely
appreciative we were letting them collect the bodies. “Even
though these are very bad men, it is very important they be
given a proper Muslim burial. We are truly grateful for the
opportunity.  Dera  manana.”  For  one  of  the  first  times  in
country,  I  didn’t  sense  a  hidden  motive.  In  most
conversations, I could tell something was being withheld, if I
wasn’t being outright lied to. This was genuine.

I watched the villagers place the bodies and parts in body
bags and on top of the wicker bedframes they’d carried. Their
best  holiday  clothes  and  their  objects  of  rest  collected
bloodstains. A deeper red than the hentai on their fingertips.
Their smiles remained.

*

When the villagers finished, we began the long trek back to
base. The sun was up and warm. It was still early in the day.
I was so tired I had to reach back to my time in Ranger school
to keep moving and issuing orders.

“That was a hell of a night, huh?” I posed to Sergeant Murphy
as we walked back.

“My wife is going to be so pissed.” He responded.

“Huh?”

“We were on the phone when we got attacked. I’d been telling
her this deployment was safe. I ran out with the phone still
connected.”



“Damn, that sucks.”

I  wasn’t  prepared  to  respond  to  that.  I  couldn’t  shake
Mahmoud’s eyes. The smiling villagers lining up to collect
bodies. The day after their Christmas. No gifts to return.
Assembled for a morbid collection.

We were heading home. The return walk was largely downhill.
But I felt heavy. My body armor was dragging down on my
shoulders. I was weary beyond the lack of sleep. It was both a
physical and mental challenge to raise my legs for each step.
Something had changed. I needed time to place it.

Several  months  later  and  a  few  weeks  before  we  left  our
outpost, a village elder informed us of a death. An old man.
He  made  a  living  selling  the  casings  from  rounds  ejected
during firefights. He was carrying a sack of casings when he
triggered something. An improvised bomb buried by the Taliban
or maybe an old Russian mine. The wounds proved fatal. A
villager  heading  toward  the  mountains  to  gather  rock  and
sticks came across his body.
I was eating lunch in our small cafeteria when Gholson walked
up with an odd grin. “It wasn’t an IED, it was a new UXO.”
Gholson said.

I finally made the connection. A fresh unexploded ordinance.
Maybe a grenade. I looked down at my tray of mini pizzas and
fries. I pushed it away.

“You’re uh, you’re not gonna say anything right?”

“Ha! What do I get out of it? Relax, I’m joking. Your secret
is safe with me. Besides, maybe it was the Russians.”

“Ok, cool.” I said, staring at my tray.

*

“So, did you kill anyone?” My high school friend Mike asked.



I was gathering with a few hometown friends about a month
after returning to the states. We stood in Mike’s driveway
deep frying wings and drinking beers.

Mike would never deploy. Never even join the military. He’d
failed out of college but landed on his feet selling used
cars. The auto industry and demand had recovered from a few
years back. Business was booming. Life was good back home. But
when Mike logged onto Call of Duty, if he was the friend of a
real-life killer, the war could be real enough for him.

His interest in a greater than a decade -long war came down to
a single issue: how many dudes did you kill? In Mike’s mind,
Afghanistan and Iraq were where Americans got paid to kill
people. Like so many Americans, these conflicts occurred in
the background. A novelty addressed with a “thank you for your
service.”

My hands reached for the rifle that had been slung across my
chest for nine months. I felt empty, alone. Powerless. My
authority, my purpose, was nowhere to be found.

“So, did you kill anyone?” Mike repeated as he leaned toward
me eyebrows raised.

“Mike, come on man,” Geoff interjected.

“Nah, it’s all good. I knew if anyone would ask it would be
Mike.” I took a long swig to finish my beer. Mike could be an
idiot sometimes, but he didn’t mean anything by it. “Not me
personally man. But my unit, we got six and a donkey in one
night.” I reached for a new beer.

“Oh, woulda been cooler if it was you.” He didn’t bother
hiding his disappointment.

I was still seeing the terror fade from Mahmoud’s eyes and
bloodstained Eid clothes. In place of the cold beer, I felt
the heft of a grenade in my hand on a warm spring day.



Wrath  of  UCMJ:  Against
Crushing Bowe Bergdahl
Americans have become jaded by injustice. Wealthy and elitist
citizens like Robert Durst and John du Pont bully, rape, and
kill their way through life like Godzillas, law enforcement
seemingly powerless to stop or even slow them. Meanwhile,
poverty-stricken  communities  are  treated  like  hostile
territory,  and  then  get  to  watch  as  their  citizens  are
routinely  treated  worse  than  we  treated  Afghan  Taliban
sympathizers on combat patrols. It goes beyond simple racism,
too—the  recent  hit  series  Making  a  Murderer  features  an
impoverished  white  man  systematically  framed
and—frankly—fucked  over  by  both  the  local  law  enforcement
community and its criminal justice system. And the success of
podcast Serial’s first season owed as much to its producers’
skill  as  to  a  boundless  cultural  appetite  for  true  crime
stories where the criminal is the justice system. Enter the
case of Bowe Bergdahl.

In late December, 2015, the Army announced that Bowe Bergdahl
would face charges of desertion and “misbehavior in the face
of  the  enemy”  during  a  Court-Martial.  The  stakes  are
high—Bergdahl faces Dishonorable Discharge (loss of money and
benefits) and a lot of prison time. Is hanging Bergdahl up by
his toes the right move? While I believe he’s guilty, and
think he’s a snake who deserved the misery he endured when he
chose to walk off-post in 2009, I don’t believe the Uniformed
Code  of  Military  Justice  (UCMJ)  should  destroy  Bergdahl.
Actually, although every time he speaks on Serial I hope the
Court-Martial panel finds him guilty and maxes his punishment,
upon reflection, and considering the broader situation with
how justice works in the military and society, I conclude that
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the court should go easy on Bergdahl. Justice and mercy are
rarely the same. There’s precedent for military mercy, though,
and  in  an  unusual  place  for  an  institution  dedicated  to
enforcing strict standards for its leaders: General Officers.

I was a fan of General
David Petraeus, and have
positive  personal
feelings toward him as a
leader.  His  punishment
for divulging sensitive
information was either a
great  precedent  for
mercy or a travesty of
justice

What happened in March of 2015 is the most prominent example
of this phenomenon that I can remember. General (retired)
David Petraeus was offered a plea-deal to avoid prison time
for allowing his biographer unfettered and unauthorized access
to classified material (in espionage terms, a potential “honey
pot” scheme). Whether one respects Petraeus, the work he did
in the military and afterward as Director of the CIA, it’s
difficult  to  see  how  his  crime  could  warrant  such  light
punishment, especially given the sentence delivered to Chelsea
Manning. Petraeus received what was, by all accounts, a slap

https://www.wrath-bearingtree.com/wp-content/uploads/2016/01/Petraeus-Wikipedia-CIA-Shot.png
http://www.nytimes.com/2015/03/04/us/petraeus-plea-deal-over-giving-classified-data-to-lover.html
http://www.nytimes.com/2015/03/04/us/petraeus-plea-deal-over-giving-classified-data-to-lover.html


on the wrist. This type of approach is normal when it comes to
higher ranking officers found guilty of misconduct.

Views on Bergdahl and his legal predicament metastasized in
2014, mostly for political reasons. For conservatives, the
trading of five Taliban was tantamount to Chamberlain ceding
the Sudetenland to Hitler. To Progressives, getting Bergdahl
back was an act of mercy. Then, members of Bergdahl’s unit
(veterans and active duty) broke their silence, condemning him
as a traitor and deserter, and the discussion focused on the
deaths and injuries Bergdahl’s act caused. Obama walked away
from what he thought had been a political triumph with egg on
his face, while an angry lynch mob clamored for the firing
squad or the hangman.

A couple years ago my old Brigade Commander in the 173rd, then-
Colonel James H. Johnson, III, lost a rank and was forced to
retire (keeping all of his benefits) after furnishing his
Iraqi lover’s father with tens of thousands of dollars of
contracts, engaging in bigamy, and some other hanky-panky that
would actually be hilarious if it hadn’t happened in real
life.

Because the argument over what should or shouldn’t happen to
Bergdahl has become intensely politicized if you’re a non-vet,
and  personal  if  you’re  a  veteran  of  Afghanistan  (and  the
closer you get in time and in space to the corner of Paktika
Province,  where  Bergdahl  deserted,  the  more  personal  and
emotional it becomes), it might seem like this is one of those
scenarios where there is no answer – perfectly suited for
adjudication  by  justice.  But  there  is  an  answer,  and  a
solution. Here’s how this needs to go down.

To begin with – it was good to get Bergdahl back. Regardless
of his actions, he’s an American soldier, and the military
doesn’t (and shouldn’t) let its members languish in prison –
Afghan,  Iranian,  Mexican,  wherever.  Trading  five  or  five
hundred Taliban to get Bergdahl back was worth it. By the
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numbers, we’ve been absolutely destroying the Taliban since
2001 – I can confirm that this is what I saw on both of my
deployments to Afghanistan, 2007-08 to Paktika Province, and
2010-11 to Kunduz Province, Taliban getting bombed, shelled,
mortared,  and  machinegunned  when  they  stupidly  came  close
enough  to  one  of  our  forts,  blundered  into  one  of  our
ambushes,  or  blunderingly  ambushed  us  when  we  had  jets,
artillery, or helicopters close by (as good commanders almost
always did).

I  sympathize  with  people  who  expressed  fear  that  the  5
released Taliban would join up with ISIS or the Taliban or
some other rag-tag group of fighters that could not withstand
a  single  day  against  the  concentrated  power  of  America’s
military. The Taliban and ISIS seem scary, and do horrible
things in places that are far away. To those conservatives who
live in constant terror that one of these anally fed five
early-2001 former Taliban commanders, hungry for vengeance,
will track them down and wage jihad on their patio: don’t
worry! Those Taliban are way more scared of you than you are
of them. They’re horrible shots. And if we ever want to kill
them, we can. The trade to get Bergdahl back is not more
reason to hate the soldier, even if it seems we could have got
him back for less.

It was good for us to retrieve Bergdahl. But the military has
placed itself in a bind. If Bergdahl doesn’t receive serious
punishment, some say, his trial risks turning UCMJ into farce.

Bowe  Bergdahl  Heroically
Eats Food in the Captivity
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He  Heroically  Heroed
Himself  Into

As painful as it will be for veterans to hear, especially
those personally invested in his adjudication, he should be
allowed to separate with benefits, owing to the unusual and
special nature of his case, and the fact that he’s quite
clearly  out  of  his  mind  and  always  has  been.  The  most
important jury—the jury that really matters (members of the
military community) already knows that Bergdahl’s a deserter,
a coward, and a man with no honor. That is already a fact,
based on the facts as reported in venues like The New York
Times as well as Bergdahl’s own testimony on Serial’s second
season (although subsequent episodes reveal that Sarah Koenig
believes that Bergdahl’s attempts to escape from the Taliban
are  exculpatory  and  mean  that  he  was  heroic  rather  than
cowardly,  this  well-intentioned  but  ultimately  hypothetical
argument  is  not  compelling).  Bergdahl  admits  (to  an
opportunistic  Hollywood  producer)  during  Serial’s  first
episode that part of his motivation in leaving OP Mest was to
indulge a narcissistic fantasy with himself as a cinematic
protagonist  on  par  with  Jason  Bourne.  Bergdahl  wasn’t  a
posturing intellectual who (as it turned out) created far more
problems than he resolved—he was crazy. And the military never
should have let him wear a uniform.

Bergdahl should keep his benefits, lose his rank (he is not a
sergeant,  and  his  appearing  as  such  dishonors  all  non-
commissioned officers), and face a fine and reprimand, as did
Brigadier  General  Jeff  Sinclair  (who  admitted  to  having
mistreated a subordinate with whom he claimed he was having a
consensual  sexual  relationship).  This  will  be  bad  for
Bergdahl,  but  good  for  the  military.  After  all,  he’s
immediately recognizable to almost everyone in the military-
veteran community—every time he were to enter a VA clinic or
hospital, he’d face a stony silence and turned backs. He is a
pariah. The best thing that the military can do is make that
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most powerful of gestures—conditional mercy. Something must be
done,  nobody  who’s  served  would  argue  that  he  should  be
released from his choice scot-free, this is an absurd and
childish claim. But what? Given the way the military handles
high-ranking officer misbehavior, what should be done with
Bergdahl isn’t much.

The military of today uses rules that were designed for a
draft  military,  where  desertion  was  (and  remains  –  see
Afghanistan’s  military’s  problems  with  desertion)  a  major
issue. For America’s volunteer military, composed of (mostly)
healthy  young  men  and  women,  the  problem  with  many  young
soldiers  is  keeping  them  engaged  while  they’re  not  in
dangerous areas. Restraining action is very different from
compelling  it  –  and  the  stories  that  infantrymen  tell
themselves and each other are how to get the Medal of Honor,
not how to shirk or avoid the mad minute. I don’t know about
Iraq, I was never there, but in Afghanistan, it was all about
getting out and after the enemy as much as possible. Our
military should not feel threatened by desertion – the idea of
honorable service among soldiers is sufficient to compel good
behavior. In other words, people serve because they want to,
not because they’re afraid of punishment, as they were in the
past.  Unless,  of  course,  those  soldiers  are  unhinged,  as
Bergdahl clearly was (and is).

Apart from the military not needing to enforce this archaic
rule  about  desertion  and  misbehavior  (although  it  seems
prudent to keep the rules on the books) because soldiers and
veterans will enforce it anyway as a matter of course, the
best reason not to punish Bergdahl severely is the one I’ve
been making throughout, which is that the military rarely does
so  in  a  meaningful  way  when  it  comes  to  its  officer
leadership. A great deal has been made of how Bergdahl may
have been responsible for the deaths of those searching for
him, and for endangering the mission in Afghanistan. So let’s
take the case of the Air Force Major General Carey, in charge
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of 450 ground nuclear missiles, or about 100 times what it
would take to kick World War III off in style. What happened
when (I could not make this up if I wanted to) he started
drinking heavily, fraternized with two “suspicious women,” and
ended up on a three-day bender while on an official trip to
Moscow in 2012? What happened to the guy who was casual around
the apocalypse?

He was removed from his position, reprimanded, and moved to
other positions of responsibility. No loss of rank, no fine.
Just—a little hangover.

If we want to be real about justice in the military, in
America, it’s time to stop jumping at every opportunity to
squash people whose lives are already miserable, and can only
be made marginally worse. It’s time to treat ourselves more
seriously, and use the rules equally—not to pretend that money
or power or influence can keep us from that ultimate justice,
which is death in a casual and uncaring universe. Bergdahl has
already suffered enough, and will suffer more without the
military lifting a finger. He’s a marked man, now—he will
never be able to live a life free of fear that one of his
comrades  won’t  track  him  down  and  beat  him,  or  worse.
Moreover, a brotherhood of which he desperately wanted to be a
part has forever turned its back on him. Why rub salt in the
wound? Give him an OTH discharge, treat him for the wounds he
incurred  in  Taliban  captivity,  tighten  up  recruiting
standards, and be done with it. That’s essentially what’s
already been done with so many General Officers. Time to show
a little mercy to the common man, even if the common man
happens to be a one-of-a-kind nut-job like Bowe Bergdahl.
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