
 It was my day off, in a schedule that is 7 days on and 1 day off.  Each shift was anywhere 

from 13 to 16 hours long.  I worked the night shift at Camp Bucca in Southern Iraq during the 

winter.  Despite it being a desert, it would get awfully cold at night, dropping below freezing on 

a regular basis.   

 I was lying in my bunk, the top bunk in a bunk bed.  I looked at the time on my 

computer, it was 11:45 P.M.  I was watching a cheap, low-quality haji film on my computer, 

trying to enjoy my day-off, when I thought I heard faint booms in the distance through my 

headphones.  I wasn’t sure if it was the movie or not, so I paused the film and took my 

headphones off and heard another much louder boom that was much closer to me.  I jumped, 

pushed my computer off my lap, and rolled off the top bunk onto the plywood floors that ran 

the entire length and width of the tent.  My chest thumped onto the floor which caused me a 

little pain from the long fall of over 6 feet, I wrapped my arms over my head and braced for 

potentially more impacts.  Dust from the floor was kicked up and settled in my mouth, I could 

taste the Iraqi dirt on my tongue.  Not the best tasting dirt I’ve had.   

 After a few moments without any more explosions, I heard the attack warning system 

go off.  It was delayed, just like during all the other attacks I experienced at that base, before 

and after.  I put on my body armor, helmet, grabbed my weapons, then reported to my unit for 

accountability.  It happened to be below freezing that night.  

 Accountability procedures requires each person in every unit to conduct a UXO 

(unexploded ordinance) search for any rockets or mortars that did not detonate in each unit’s 

respective work area.  Unexploded ordinances present dangerous risks for everyone that works 

and lives on the base.   



 I didn’t find any UXO’s in our unit’s search area, I reported my findings then found a spot 

against a concrete barrier.  I was waiting for the all-clear signal, so I could go back to my tent 

and finish my movie.  Usually, these kinds of attacks are over fairly quickly with the all-clear 

signal happening within an hour of the initial attack because we typically wouldn’t retaliate 

back.  However, each attack is different, and this attack proved to be very different indeed.   

 Ten minutes have elapsed since I reported in for accountability, the rest of my unit has 

reported in too.  Still no all-clear signal though.  It was quiet with not much activity or talking, 

everyone was cold and tired.  A friend offers me a cigarette, which I gladly accept.  The scent of 

burning tobacco and chemicals had a sort of artificially calming effect.  I just got the thing lit 

when I hear another loud noise that made me jump, but it sounded different.  This time it was 

the sound of the Americans and British launching rockets and mortars towards the point-of-

origin (POO) of the first attack.  The activity had started to pick-up and it became too loud to 

have an effective conversation.   

 Almost immediately, we were attacked again with rockets and mortars being launched 

towards the base from a different location.  I saw and heard explosions occurring around me.  

They were close enough to make me go deaf temporarily, but not close enough to do any 

serious physical harm.  They ended up hitting open and empty fields on base a few hundred 

feet from where I was sitting at the barrier at the time.  The explosions threw rock and gravel all 

around me and lit up the night sky temporarily.   

 Then I heard the sounds of jet engines flying overhead.  Apparently, fighter jets were 

scrambled to help aid in the fight.  The jets were so low to the ground that they made me go 

deaf too.  I assumed they attacked the second point-of-origin.  I couldn’t tell what kind of 



fighter jets they were, all I saw was the red glow of their engines streaking through the dark 

night.   

 It was Iraq.  We had all our gear on, which does a good job of trapping in body heat, but 

it was still pretty cold.  Each side took turns attacking one another, like a game of Chess.  

Fighter jets were swooping and flying overhead, splitting everyone’s ears from the loud noise.  

The explosions didn’t help either.  All I could do was sit on the barrier, shiver from the below 

freezing conditions, smoke cigarettes, and pray that I would survive.  My ability and control of 

protecting my life was severely diminished.  I realized my life was in the control of a power 

beyond my mortal body as I occupied that particular spot in time.      

 Another wave of rockets and mortars rocked the base, this time they hit further away 

from where I was.  My friend offered me another cigarette.  I have one lit in each hand now, 

smoking two cigarettes at once.  Still shivering my ass off and praying.  My friend was doing the 

exact same thing; double-fisting cigarettes and shivering.  I’m sure he was doing his own version 

of praying.     

 This cycle repeats itself for the better part of 2 hours.  Explosion, explosion, whizzing 

jets, cigarettes.  Explosion, explosion, whizzing jets, cigarettes.  I was praying the whole time.  It 

was a vicious cycle that I never want to experience again.  It was also the longest and largest 

attack that I have ever witnessed.     

 December of 2007 was the month I started smoking and praying every day because of 

that attack.  I haven’t been able to quit smoking or praying every day since then, a full eleven 

years later.  Being deployed for another four years after that until the drawdown in Iraq in 2011 

will do that to a person.  A couple trips to Iraq with a trip to Afghanistan in 2009 will make it 



hard for a person to quit both.  Even if someone was successful, the next attack will probably 

make a person start smoking and praying again. 

 Life on this Earth is a holiday that should be enjoyed and experienced by everyone who 

has a body with a caring and kind heart and mind.  It is the only place in the entire universe 

where wonderful people are creating wonderful creations.   

 My prayers have been rewarding me with a fuller and more meaningful life.  Someone’s 

time here on Earth can end at a moment’s notice due to some unforeseen event such as an 

attack, medical emergency or an accident.  Along with everyone else on their wonderful 

holiday, I should live a life that enrichens and empowers the people around me.  

    


