
One Soldier 

 

 Private Morrison moved as fast as he could. His exertions were not enough. The 

platoon sergeant, Hendricks, had not let up on him since he had arrived in country. 

 Nobody had much talked to him since his touchdown in Karachi. He decided the 

silence was due to the perfunctory attitude of veterans towards cherries. An unspoken 

“don’t talk to the newbie” rule. 

 The terrain was difficult to deal with by itself, the way Sergeant Hendricks had 

been on him made negotiating it near impossible. The mountains in this part of Pakistan 

were especially treacherous. Negotiation of the topography required great care and close 

attention. The mountain trail they followed was laden with enormous boulders. It led up 

the sparsely forested mountain, toward their objective. As the platoon drew nearer their 

destination an incline began to rise up along the right side of the trail. 

 The platoon reached their objective a short time later. Morrison was winded from 

the hike. Their objective was a small, Pakistani border outpost. The building, a 

dilapidated hut, looked like a stiff wind might blow it away.  

 Sergeant Hendricks halted the platoon and the men sought the nearest cover. 

Morrison lay down in a nestle of rocks with his M-16 at the ready. He charged his rifle. 

 “Who the fuck did that!?” Sergeant Hendricks exclaimed n a quiet yet stern voice. 

He stood and began pacing the length of his troops. 

 “Who did that?” He said again. He was not a happy platoon sergeant. 

 Morrison stood. He was embarrassed. “It was me sergeant.” 

 Sergeant Hendricks approached him. “We are not on a combat patrol, private. Get 

with the program. This is not a search and destroy mission,” he continued quietly, 



looking right at Morrison. “It is a recon operation. We’ve reached our objective, we meet 

friendlies here.” He turned to walk away and then stopped. “Friendlies, got that private?” 

 “Yes sergeant,” Morrison said, standing at parade rest. He waited for this dress 

down to end, he felt unsafe and exposed standing in the open. 

 “Good. You seem to be getting the idea now.” Hendricks paused a moment and 

looked over the platoon. The rest of the group lay under cover and at the ready. They had 

his back. He continued. “Okay, now, since we are meeting friendlies, is it really 

necessary to be locked and loaded, private?” 

 Morrison swallowed hard and said, “No, sergeant,” even though he didn’t really 

believe it. 

 Hendricks patted him on the shoulder. “All right soldier. Put your weapon on safe 

and stand down. If the shit hits the fan, you’ll have time, don’t worry.” 

 Morrison felt reassured. Despite being singled out he felt genuine concern coming 

from his platoon sergeant. He returned to his cover as Hendricks approached the door to 

the border outpost’s shanty. 

 Hendricks knocked twice. For the longest time, nothing happened. Morrison lay 

in silence, his eyes fixated on his platoon sergeant. The rest of the troop looked about for 

anything suspicious enough to shoot at. 

 A small caterpillar inched across Morrison’s camo-clad thigh. He didn’t notice. 

Somewhere, farther down the rocky trail they had earlier traversed, Morrison heard a 

voice. The noise averted his attention. The soldier on his right flank had heard it too. 

They both turned and raised their weapons. 



 The moment Morrison turned around an explosion rocked the air. The other 

platoon members witnessed Sergeant Hendricks attempt to open the hut’s door. It 

triggered massive explosion, blowing him apart. 

 Morrison covered his head. He could hear screams. They came from the soldiers 

who had been nearest the outpost building. He looked up as the debris from the explosion 

finished settling. 

 He saw a helmet rolling down the trail toward him. Blood spilled from the Kevlar, 

like a full punch bowl being rolled down a bowling alley on its side. It tumbled past 

Morrison. He could see bits of brain and skull matter in the helmet as it rolled past. The 

cover came to a rest against a rock, below Morrison. It spattered the rock with blood and 

gray matter. 

 It had to be Sergeant Hendricks’, he thought. 

 Morrison turned and gagged slightly. He brought one hand to his mouth and was 

able to avoid getting sick. 

 The screams of his comrades were piercing now. Across the trail from him one of 

the other soldiers stood up and rushed toward the wounded. The unmistakable rat-tat-tat 

of an AK-47 opened up on him, from somewhere on the hillside behind. The rounds hit 

the soldier in the back, mid-stride. Three rounds entered him and then exited his chest in 

a diagonal line. He stumbled forward and began to fall. As he fell, a fourth bullet ripped 

off his left hand. Blood spurted from his stub. He collapsed in the middle of the trail. 

Blood pooled up around his lifeless body.  

 “On the hillside!” A corporal, whom it appeared had taken command, yelled. 

They all began firing on the rocky incline that flanked the right side of the trail. No one 



was hitting anything. Their only accomplishments was grossly compromising their 

position and wasting a lot of ammunition. 

 The hill had some vegetation on it. Morrison was sure he had seen a muzzle flash 

behind a bushy clump. He flipped his rifle to burst and scanned for his target. He found 

the bushes. 

 If there was still an enemy there he was not advertising himself Morrison 

squeezed the trigger anyway. Three rounds left his rifle and entered the bushes. A 

turbaned Arab man tumbled a little ways down the hillside coming to rest in a cluster of 

rock and bushes. A Kill! He couldn’t believe it. 

 “Cease fire!” The corporal exclaimed. “Look for targets!” He said as if Morrison 

had given him the idea. The corporal stood and yelled his commands, too much like a war 

movie hero for any of the men to take him seriously. Their position was, again, 

compromised by lack of noise discipline. The troops obeyed, despite their interim 

commander’s ignorance. 

 Nobody fired. Morrison scanned the area for a target. He saw nothing. No enemy 

in sight, anywhere. 

 There was a possibility that there was another man or two on the hill. Most of the 

terrorists were on martyrdom missions, they rarely traveled alone. His attention to the 

hillside waned and drifted. Morrison glanced at the outpost shack. Through hanging 

smoke he could see his wounded comrades being attended to by the soldiers around them. 

The shack, itself, fed a small fire, as a result of the explosion. Its flames bit and tore at the 

soldiers in the building continually. 



 He could see a dead Pakistani soldier lying against the far wall of the structure. 

He could see the man’s throat had been slashed. Morrison’s attention drifted to the NCO 

meeting taking place near the shack. 

 The corporal, Ludlow by Morrison’s recollection, conferred with two other 

soldiers. They were all squad leaders and corporals, as well. With Hendricks dead, 

Ludlow had assumed command. He appeared panicky. The other squad leaders remained 

calm and were trying to tell Ludlow something. He ignored them though. He only 

continued yelling at them. Morrison could not hear a word of what was being said; his 

ears still rang from the burst of gunfire they had unleashed on the hillside. 

 He was worried. If the leaders were panicked, then how would they ever survive, 

he thought. 

 Corporal Ludlow again ignored noise discipline. “Listen up troops. We need to 

recon up to the top of that incline. I want a four man fire team at the summit, any 

volunteers?” He said motioning toward the hilltop. 

 He’s too loud, Morrison thought. 

 Morrison raised his hand to volunteer anyway. The soldier to his right did the 

same. Two other soldiers volunteered, they had found cover closer to Ludlow. Their blind 

obedience was almost awe-inspiring. Almost. 

 “Perfect, Get down here,” Ludlow said. “Carefully.” He turned toward the rest of 

the platoon. “You guys watch their asses.” His orders were obeyed and the fire team 

formed a kneeling circle around him. 



 Ludlow had more confidence now. Morrison saw no signs of the panic he 

observed earlier. “Move as if under direct fire, I don’t want anymore casualties. 

Understood?” 

 “Yes, corporal,” the four volunteers answered together. They were much quieter 

than their leader. 

 Ludlow looked up at the incline. “Morrison, check your kill too.” A smirk came 

over Ludlow’s face as he looked at the private. 

 “Roger,” Morrison answered. 

 Now didi, the rest of us got your back.” Ludlow motioned them forward. 

 Morrison hesitated before moving out. “Corporal?” He asked as the rest of the 

platoon waited. 

 “Quickly, private, what is it?” 

 “Watch your three. Carthage and I heard voices down the trail.” 

 “Roger.” Ludlow said. 

 The four volunteers pulled out, in two man teams, as Ludlow directed another 

soldier to guard their right flank. Morrison and his partner, Carthage, ran to the base of 

the slope and found cover. The other team did the same, one hundred meters to their east. 

 The Arab man that Morrison killed was splayed out just up the hill. His body 

intertwined with a rocky outcropping and a clump of bushes. 

 Suddenly the high-pitched whistle of artillery pierced the air. “Incoming!” 

Carthage instinctively yelled out. Morrison curled up into the fetal position and prayed. 

The shell landed behind his position and exploded. Dirt and shrapnel leapt from the 

ground and sprayed in all directions. Then Morrison could hear only screams again. As 



he looked back at his comrades on the firing line, providing him and Carthage cover, he 

heard only more incoming rounds. 

 I am going to die.  Morrison thought. 

 He was drenched in sweat and afraid. Afraid to die. Afraid to never be able to go 

home. Afraid he would never see Annette again. He drifted. 

 “Get down!” Carthage’s voice brought Morrison back from his thoughts of death. 

 Too late. 

 Morrison still held his head up, looking to the rear. He was looking back at the 

rest of the platoon when the second shell hit. It impacted to the rear of Morrison’s 

position and it was close.  

 It exploded and huge pieces of supersonic, hot shrapnel winged through the air 

toward him. A shard slammed into him, smashing into his head. It ripped apart and his 

headless body slumped to the ground amid a storm of furious, enemy artillery. 


