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I am a former military policeman. I was among the first 
soldiers to move into Afghanistan after the Sept. 11 attacks. 
For nine months, my company provided support for 
Rangers and special operations forces. We returned home 
in September 2002. Four months later, in January 2003, we 
were in Kuwait preparing for another war.

I remember the day we moved into Iraq. It was about a 
week after D-Day [the initial U.S.-led invasion in March 
2003]. As soon as we crossed the border, we saw cratered 
highways, dead bodies and burning vehicles. For the next 
year, my company provided security for main supply routes 
and patrolled the streets of Mosul. There was never a 
firefight, just constant, low-level violence. Sniper fire, RPGs, 
IEDs and mortar attacks kept us on edge at every moment. 
We were hypervigilant. We couldn’t shut it off. It reached the point when we thought 
that anything could be a bomb, that anything on the road could blow up.

Now, the war is on my home front. I often ask myself, why am I still fighting? I’m safe 
now, aren’t I? But PTSD, like an insurgency, is elusive. It attacks from all angles, almost 
invisibly. The enemy is out there, but you don’t know when or from where an attack will 
come. As a soldier, I saw things no one ever should. I once responded to a call from a 
field artillery unit that had shot an Iraqi who tried to flee a checkpoint. Have you ever 
seen what a .50-caliber round does to a person’s head? Imagine a large wooden mallet 
smashing a watermelon. The .50-cal. does the same. Brain matter was splattered all over 
the inside of the Iraqi’s truck. At the time, I didn’t feel anything. I felt numb. It was as if 
nothing had happened. No emotion at all.

Once I came home, once my mind wasn’t racing at 100 miles an hour, I had time to 
think and to detox from the military. And as I processed my memories, I wondered if 
something was wrong with me. In truth, my family and my wife knew before I did.

Before I deployed, I was very laid-back, an easygoing guy. I joked around a lot. When I 
returned from Iraq, I was edgy and short-tempered. The smallest thing could trigger an 
outburst. I viewed everything from a life-or-death perspective. I would get ticked off if 
my wife and I left five minutes late for an appointment. On a mission, “five minutes late” 
can get someone killed. You can’t be “five minutes late” to a firefight.

I couldn’t get out of The Zone.

In Iraq and Afghanistan, I was constantly telling soldiers what to do to stay alive. I did 
the same at home. In the evening, when my wife would tell me what she did or where 
she went that day, I might bark at her. “What the hell’s wrong with you? You could have 
gotten hurt.”

I couldn’t focus on any one particular task. I had to juggle several jobs at once to 
relax. That’s why I thrived in the chaos at my workplace, at a job I hated. I had trouble 
sticking to a conversation, and I had no patience. I couldn’t sit still for more than five or 
10 minutes before I had to walk around the house. I couldn’t sit through a movie with 

Many veterans of the wars in Iraq and Afghanistan suffer 
from PTSD.
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