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D-Day Speech
"For you remind us that in the 
end, human destiny is not 
determined by forces beyond 
our control.  You remind us 
that our future is not shaped 
by mere chance or 
circumstance.  Our history 
has always been the sum 
total of the choice made and 
the actions taken by each 
individual man and woman.  It 
has always been up to us."  - 
President Obama, 65th Annv of 
D-Day invasion.

It was 0500, or so, and the 
President was being 
broadcast to us live from 
Normandy. It felt 
heartwarming to have the 
President talking about the 
sacrifices of service members 
in of the past and their great 
deeds.  It was good to hear 
his profound respect for those 
of us that volunteer to put 
ourselves in harm's way.  I 
really enjoyed his 
insistence that 
our fates are in 
our hands.

DEPLOYED  TIMES
The Battalion’s Back in Town
And so we meet again...

The Battalion is in town, and 
life just isn't the same.  As part of 
the Advanced Party, I was part of a 
select group of highly trusted men, 
men who treated each other as 
men and just got things done.  
Now, we have over 1,200 men on 
deck, nearly our entire battalion 
and a few attachments - and the 
games have begun.

Anytime you have over 
population, you have problems.  
We now have 'circus tents' with 
120 men two feet apart from each 

other, with all their gear, no air 
conditioning, 100+ degree temps 
and daily sandstorms.  That is a 
recipe for agitation and stupidity.

We have a 23 year-old, who has 
completed all but one semester of 
college, yet continues to misplace 
his wallet, ID, and/or serialized 
gear - a chargeable offense.  These 
mishaps cause hours of "games", as 
he is forced to dump out all his 
gear and account for it piece by 
piece, until he finds the "stolen" 
item,                     CONT’D PG 2

“EVER DANCE WITH THE DEVIL IN THE FULL MOON LIGHT?” - JOKER TO BATMAN
I'm walking to chow, with a weapon and the 

relentless wind on my back.  The moon is 
full and rising over the clear horizon.  This 
evening is the clearest we have had since I've 
been here.  I'm seeing mountains I've 
never seen before, and they seem to have 
the same martian quality of those around 
Joshua Tree National Park.  The clarity 
accentuates the harsh character of the 

landscape.
This place is awful and should NEVER have 
been inhabited by humans.  Granted, I feel 
that way about Phoenix, as well.

We arrived under a full moon, and under the 
full moon tonight, I realize I've been here 

nearly a month.  As I write this, it is exactly one 
month from my last night with Maira and Sequoia.
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CONT’D 
FROM PG 1....
which 
invariably ends 
up in his boot 
- the lazy 
man's field 
safety deposit 
box.
We have a Staff 
Non-
Commissioned 

Officer who has made treasonous comments in front 
of the platoon - claiming he would denounce his 
citizenship on video to save himself from a 
beheading - and readily tells his junior Marines how 
he'll be the first one running, in the wrong direction 
during a fire fight.  He is a truly inspiring senior 
enlisted Marine (laced with sarcasm).

We have a 'motivated' Corporal who likes to 
wake up my night shift Marines, because "they never 
work" - of course he's sleeping while they're 
working.  He belongs to the Staff NCO above, the 
fine product of stellar leadership.

These few Marines do not represent the whole, 
but the whole suffers for the actions of the lowest 
common denominator, and policies are created 
thusly.

I feel separate from this group of 'new comers'.  
Sure, our Comm Shop has operated for over a year 
together, but our AdvOn, Advanced Onshore, team 
felt much tighter.  We are the trusted ones, which is 
why many of us have been selected as the "forward."  
We will be the first to occupy territory.  We will be 
the ones trusted to run the fight for our battalion.

As I prepared for boot camp, I couldn't imagine 
myself so close to the fight.  I signed up to be a data 
Marine, running servers, switches, and routers.  
Those things, in my mind, belonged - as we say in 
our cadences - in the rear, with the gear.  Well, the 
Marine Corps is an incredible fighting force, and 
because communication dominates warfare, they 
have managed to make tactically deployable variants 
of networking equipment.

Over the last three days, I've seen gear that I 
never thought I would, and have attended 
familiarization classes that should permit my team 

to establish a 
forward 
deployed 
network over 
vast airspace.  
I'm now 
prepared to do 
my job, where I 
never expected I might.  Jim Ryan, if you are reading 
this, you couldn't have been more correct in your 
assessment that I would see combat, first hand.

In the next week, I expect that we will leave 
Camp Bastion.  I'm likely headed for a Patrol Base 
(PB), which will allow us to be part of the 
community.  Much of our battalion will move to 
another FOB - Forward Operating Base, before 
beginning their assault toward our position.  It's 
hard to imagine just how wild it will be to have a 
battalion of Marines headed our way; I'm just glad 
their on my side.

Odd, I'm sure their presence will be VERY 
welcome, the next time they come to town.

MAILING ADDRESS
SGT Holzmann, Matthew J

1/5, H&S Co., Comm Plt, Data

Unit 40320

FPO, AP 96610-0320

Close quarters, beneath the “circus 
tents,” sleeping to avoid the heat.  
What happens, when training ceases.

Preparations: 
20090611

We're prepping to 
move out and and I've 
been keeping busy.  I've 
taken on extra tasks just 
to keep my mind off my 
reality.  Within two 
weeks, I'll be literally in 
the middle  of this War.

I'm heading out with 
our 'forward' unit to a 
patrol base (PB), 
approximately the size of 
two football fields, set 
end to end.  Tonight, that 
'base' came under heavy 
attack for approximately 
30 minutes.  For 30 
minutes, the troops in 
that already shelled out 
compound were fighting 
for their lives.  In under 
two weeks, that could be 
me.  I'm trying to repeat 
that concept to myself, 

so that I 'get' it.  Our 
current 'pos' (position), 
feels like we are part of 
an exercise on U.S. soil.

I'm mentally and 
emotionally in a place 
detached from 
Afghanistan.  I talk to 
my wife, almost daily.  I 
eat good chow.  I 
NEVER have need of my 
flak jacket.  I watch 
CNN feeds & keep up 
with Apple updates.

I was shocked back into 
this place, our job, and 
the VERY real danger, 
when I heard news that 
my home-to-be was 
bathed in a rain of lead 
for 30 minutes, while I 
ate steak in total 
comfort.

I synced up with some 
contacts in our Jump 
Platoon,  CONT’D PG3 
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"TIME ON TARGET" 20090619 1035: I'm in 
need of a 
haircut, as I 
spend my day 
prepping to go 
into the middle 
of the 
Helmand River 
Valley,  as part 
of Operation 
Khanjar - 
“sword strike”, 
currently the 
most hostile 
AO (Area of 
Operation) in 
Afghanistan.  I 
choose to 
shave off 
everything, in 
part because 

I'm in a rush, and in part because I feel I will be 'new' 
and fresh of mind, as I embark on this latest phase of 
my life.  I'm 18 hours away from dropping into the 
middle of enemy territory.  I’m in need of a new 
perspective.

This morning, I spoke to Maira to let her know 
that I wouldn't let be in touch for a few days, due to 
"changes" we need to make in our communications 
plan.  That was a blatant lie, but necessary in my mind 
to alleviate any worries she might have about me not 
being in touch.  I would also be violating operational 
security, should I tell my wife any details regarding 
our mission.  Therefore, I omit any mention of our 

mission.  
Unfortunately, 
knowing that I 
would be out of 
touch brought out new fears for Maira, which 
exacerbated the stress she's dealing with as a single 
mom, small business owner, and wife of a deployed 
Marine.  She's tired stressed, and scared - and I can't 
do anything to validate her experience or ease the 
stresses she encounters daily.  I left the conversation 
with an overwhelming feeling of guilt and sadness for 
my wife.

I *NEEDED* to 'clear' my head and start anew, 
because I can't afford to walk into the fog of war with 
a foggy head.

1100: I'm 
showering and 
continuing to clean 
myself, continuing 
to get my head 
right.

1115: It's time 
to shave, brush my 
teeth, and floss - because Maira would want me to 
floss, like a good boy. 

I'm staring at myself in the mirror and not fully 
recognizing the man I've become.  In this moment it's 
hard to think about how this chapter will play out; 
what will I be like after all I'm certain to see, as one 
of the first 100 men to be flown into our fight.  Our 
main body will catch up no sooner than 12 days from 
the time we land.                                  CONT’D PG4

“It's time to shave, brush my teeth, 
and floss - because Maira would 
want me to floss, like a good boy. “

Feugiat: Our urinals are old pipes in 
an open area.
 Bottom: How ‘urinals’ are made.

our Colonel's personal security detachment.  They were 
generous enough to invite me on mock patrols with 

them, in order to prep me for my coming mission.  Additionally, they remediated 
various battle skills, to include: tactical and speed weapons reloads, immediate 
action drills (for weapon stoppages), and contact drills (how to react to contact we 
receive from the enemy).  The training was training I 
had before, but it felt good to practice and get tips 
from the experts.
Honestly, as much as I psych myself up, or practice 
battle skills, I don't know if I will ever be 

thoroughly prepared for the experience of war.  I was once in a significant 
vehicle accident, and I know that there was no way I ever could have 
prepared for that experience.  I wonder if we simply are not meant to fully 
fathom how we may react and how particular types of events may unfold, 
when those events should be outside of the basic human experience.

CONTINUED FROM PG 2: PREPARATIONS

Packing comm gear in an 
‘iso container’.

My ‘security rounds,’ given 
before leaving friendly lines.
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CONTINUED FROM PG 3: "TIME ON TARGET" 20090619

Two nights ago, we received a pep talk from the 
MEB (Marine Expeditionary Brigade) Commanding 
General, Brigadier General Nichols and his Sergeant 
Major, SgtMaj Hoppi.  They were quick to tell us that 
we would make history, as we participated in the 
largest helo-borne insertion, since Vietnam.

That very morning, I helped two of our sleep-
deprived intel Marines name our routes.  The routes 
were named with a beer theme.  My contributions 

were Harps, Keystone (thanks to Brandon Curtis), 
and Kirin - Arrogant Bastard and Lienenkügël's (?sp?) 
were vetoed and most of the other beers I 
mentioned had already been mentioned.  So, at the 
very least, I will have provided the names to routes 
that will be in the Marine Corps history books.

2020: I'm on the flight line and we re all busy 
waiting, in typical military fashion.  I'm carrying the 
battalion colors (flag), which are the second most 
decorated in the Marine Corps.  I'm solely 
responsible for their safety and care, as we go into 
battle.  I can't seem to elucidate how honored I am 
to be responsible for such a prestigious object.  That 
honor and the exhilaration I have for our mission are 
tempered by the guilt of being away from Maira and 
Sequoia.  This entire episode seems to be a challenge 
to my modus operandi, moderation; everything 
about this place seems to operate in the realm of the  
extreme.

As I write, I'm drawn to memories of my journey 
to 1st Battalion, 5th Marines, from Communications 
School.  Specifically, I remember speaking to a 
former Marine and co-worker of my mother's, Robb 
Mitchell.  I remember knowing that I was going to 
be part of 5th Marines, which was one of only two 

regiments to 
be honored 
with the 
French 
Fourragere 
for their 
fearsome, 
violent actions against the Germans at Mont Blanc, 
Soissons, & Belleau Wood.  The very same regiment 
is responsible for the most infamous Marine 
moniker, Teufelshunden - or Devil Dog.  The name 
was bestowed upon us due to the ferocious fighting 
and unrelenting show of force we had against the 
Germans' best snipers and infantry units.

Now, I'm carrying the same colors into battle.  
Granted, the material is different, but the symbolism 
is the same, and I'm the only Marine in our battalion 
with the honor of protecting our most prized colors.

2009JUN20 0200: My 'wave' is still waiting to 
fly out, and thusly are tasked to deal with loading 
cargo into the birds (helicopters).  The flightline 
seems to be the only cool place at Camp Bastion/
Leatherneck, possibly due to the open, windy space 
and the gravel sucking our body heat away.

0300: We are under a nearly new moon, only a 
sliver in the sky.  As the CH-53D’s, helos, come in 
and out of the flightline, blacked out, I can see why 
we run night operations and just how much of a force 
multiplier we have because of our ability to fly and 
fight at night.  It is truly awesome to think that we 
can move freely under the cloak of darkness, in order 
to surprise our enemy.
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"GET SOME" 20090620

Today, I earned a combat 
action ribbon.  I'm still trying 
that on - I earned a Combat 
Action Ribbon, today.

At roughly 1845, our 
Forward element returned fire 
on our enemy in a nearby tree 
line, as our position was under 
attack from three sides.

FLASHBACK: We dropped 
into Patrol Base 
'Jacksonville' (for security 
reasons, in lieu of the actual 
name, I've chosen my 
hometown) at 0450, at the 
break of day.  We set up our 
communications equipment 
and started to get settled into 
our new home.  We spent our 
time gathering information 
from our Coalition Force 
counterparts, from whom we 
are taking the base, and our 
Afghan National Army 
assistants.

The day was beautiful, warm 
and humid, like my birthplace.  
And then, at 1815, the peace 
was broken with the crackling 
of small arms fire.  We were 
being engaged on two sides.  
Less than 13.5 hours on the 
ground, and we were already 
being tested.

Then, as our counterparts 
began their counter fire, with 
rockets and mortars, we took 
defensive positions and waited 

for our 
British 
partners to 
let us play.  
The counter 
fire was 
followed by 
a lull, as the 
Taliban 
forces 
repositioned.

The 
Marines received word that we 
were to return fire and engage 
the enemy.  Before I knew it, I 
was in a window providing 
suppressive fire.  I was 
shocked by my immediate and 
appropriate response.  I was 
shocked that I did what I was 
supposed to do.  I was 
shocked that I was 
commended by the grunts, 
with whom I was fighting.  I 
don't know if I'll ever quite 
understand just how quickly I 
responded, nor how easy it 
was to do so.  Apparently, I 
was trained well.

It will likely take me a while 
to process the event of which I 
was a part.  And, I don't know 
that I will ever be able to put 
into words how I felt, or what I 
was thinking.  I just acted.

After the event, I was thirsty 
for more.  The experience was 
oddly exhilarating.  It wasnʼt 
that I was excited to kill 
someone, but the happening 
itself was intoxicating.

Between the brotherhood, 
cacophony, focussed 
confusion, and survival 

instincts - 
endorphins, I guess - I just 
wanted more of what had just 
occurred.  I wanted to feel like 
I was doing something out 
here...and in those moments, I 
was clear about what I was 
doing.  I felt like it was worth 
the long flight, the time away 
from my family, and all the 
nonsense we put up with from 
day to day.

It was clear WHY we were 
here, and we were doing what 
we were trained to do, finally.

Iʼm not a fan of war; I wish 
that wars didnʼt have to 
happen.

Iʼm also fully aware that bad 
people exist in our world, and 
good people need to protect 
the innocent denizens that 
have their lives ruined by 
oppressive clans, 
organizations, or 
governments.

Thereʼs an obvious 
dichotomy in being enlisted in 
the military, in order to bring 
peace to the unfortunate.

By now, you have all heard what we’ve been up to, 
although you may not have realized you were reading or watching stories about us.  If 
you know the name Nawa, in the Helmand River Valley, then you know where I’ve 
been since 20 June.  We’ve only seen some of the initial reporting from the AP, and it 
seems like their basic facts are correct at this point.

OPERATION KHANJAR
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A Meaningful Existence: Fulfillment

“Most men lead lives of quiet 
desperation.” - Thoreau

When I joined the Marine Corps, 
I did so, in part, to have a job that 
mattered.  After our own D-Day, I can 
say with all confidence that my job 
matters.

Since being here, I’ve been asked 
to do things I was never trained to do, 
but needed to get done.  I’ve rebuilt a 
‘radio station’ that allows us to 

broadcast information and music to 
the locals.  I’ve become a studio DJ, 
mixing down Pastho messages over 
regional music.  I’ve been directly 
responsible for providing the 
technology workarounds to afford our 
command staff Predator video feeds, 
that spotted, confirmed, and 
terminated two Taliban IED 
implanters.  They were planting an 
IED along a route that would have 
Marines on it 2 hours later - so I 
possibly saved lives.  Additionally, the 
network that I support brings us all 
our reach back capabilities and 
tactical information, from which our 
command decisions are made 
and Marines’ lives are saved.

It feels great to have a 
job that matters.

Calendar
3 June, 2009

Aunt Judy’s Birthday

14 June, 2009

Flag Day 

20 June, 2009

Earned Combat Action Ribbon

21 June, 2009

Father’s Day (my first)

Brother-in-Law Ruben’s 
Birthday (soon to be father)

30 June, 2009

Cousin David’s Birthday


