
   

 

Situation: I was a new sniper-qualified scout serving in an armored battalion on operations in Iraq; I had just pinned on
Specialist rank. Another scout and I were paired up and given pretty good missions to provide over-head cover for our
company in a pretty dangerous part of western Baghdad. I stopped counting the number of “bad guys” I had shot during
this deployment after they took out four of our guys during a night raid. After that night, I became far more concerned
about protecting my guys; they called me the “Angel.” 

During the mid-stretch of our deployment, my battalion was having considerable difficulty conducting counter-sniper
operations against an insurgent sniper who had killed six Soldiers in two weeks. I could not get this guy. We had heard
that the Division was sending in a veteran sniper team to get the insurgent sniper. To my surprise, the team arrived and
was assigned to me for orientation into the company area of operations. I was pumped; I was going to learn from the best
sniper in the Division. One night during our initial “right seat ride” the new team leader put out a fake camera on a light
pole in an area we had received sniper fire from. He said it was to draw out the sniper; to give away his position. I fully
expected the insurgent sniper to shoot at the camera, but that is not what happened. Later that night, a man approached
the light pole and shot at the camera with an AK-47: our new team leader killed him with one shot to the head. It
surprised me, because I was not sure if that was against the rules of engagement, but I let it go; he had an AK-47 after
all. The next night, the new sniper team leader dropped a second man for the same infraction. I could not believe how
dumb these insurgents were. Early the next morning he let me take down another man. By the end of the week we had
killed seven insurgents shooting at the camera. With each one, I felt more and more wrong about what we were doing.
Finally, the team leader killed a boy who could not have been more than sixteen or seventeen, but this time he was only
throwing rocks at the camera. After the last shooting, I asked the team leader if it was legal to shoot someone if I wasn’t
in harm’s way or if he was not attacking civilians or coalition forces. He replied, “Would you rather they kill one of your
brothers?” I responded with, “Hell no! But, this seems wrong; they’re not even shooting at us.”  He grabbed my throat and
said, “We are at war son; you’re a killer... You kill bad guys… got it? Besides, if you tell, you’ll go down with me.” What
was I supposed to do?
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