





































































































































































































Ambush In Iraq, Part 2

Continued from page 47

they sped out of the main kill zone and past the outskirts of
town. The worst was over and the convoy pulled in to an
abandoned compound to assess their damage. The whole
thing hadn’t lasted more than an hour and 15 minutes,
including the hour to regroup in the field. No one had been
wounded.

“It’s nothing short of a miracle,” Chief commented. “I
have never in my career seen such a volume of fire and no
one got hit.”

It was true, no one had been hit. Not one of the SF troop-
ers had so much as a scratch, except for Jason’s ringing head.
The vehicles, however, were another story. As the guys
walked around counting holes, their amazement grew. The
LMVT, largest of the group, was a rolling wreck. After pulling
into the compound and shutting it down, it refused to start
again, its engine pouring oil onto the dusty ground. In the
driver’s side door, two bullet holes were found that straddled
the driver’s leg perfectly, one in front, and one behind. Had
one of those rounds hit him it would have produced a ghast-
ly wound. The bed of the vehicle was riddled and fuel leaked
freely from the drums inside. No one bothered to count the
holes, they were too numerous. Why the fuel hadn’t explod-
ed, no one will ever know.

With the lighter vehicles, it was the same story, although
they remained operational. Few of the Toyotas had any win-
dows left, but they ran. In the one that the major com-
manding the FSB had been riding in, pieces of an RPG rock-
et tail fin had sheared-off and embedded in the dashboard.
The rocket itself had skipped in the passenger side window
and across the steering wheel before sailing out the driver’s
side glass.

In the bed of another one of the pickups, they discovered
that one of the AT-4 anti-tank rocket tubes was empty. Tied
crossways to the roll bar, a machine-gun round had appar-
ently entered the rear of the tube and set it off, sending the
projectile sailing off to God-knows-where. “1 guess that’s
what knocked me down,” the operator who manned the
machine gun in back commented. In the hailstorm of ord-
nance, no one had even noticed. The gunner had gotten right
back up and had kept firing. Bullet holes were found all over
the bodies of the other vehicles.

Nor did the gun trucks escape damage. On Wess’, a round
had skipped-olf the hardened glass of the left rear passenger
door. Had it penetrated, it would have hit his driver square at
the base of his skull. The various holes through the hood and
truck bed elicited no comment in light of that. In Greg’s
truck, what appeared to be a .50-caliber round had plowed
through the 5-gallon metal fuel cans lined-up across the back.
It continued through the tailgate and another row of [uel
cans, finally disintegrating inside the spare tire. Had it pene-
trated, their Air Force Forward Air Controller would have
been killed instantly.

The Littie Blocking Position That Didn’t

As the group stood by inspecting their vehicles and trying
to figure out how they were going to get the LMVT running
again, they looked up, horrified to see another U.S. convoy
driving past, rolling straight into the hornet’s nest they had
stirred-up. The blocking position that had waved to them as
they drove through was still apparently not bothering to
block. This time, however, the convoy was from a rear-eche-
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lon maintenance unit who had been sent that way to recover
a broken-down trailer. Someone had passed them some bad
information, as well.

While some of the team raced towards the road screaming
at them to stop, Greg jumped into a Toyota and tore-out of
the compound, cutting-them-off as they approached the edge
of the town where the whole mess had started. The very, very
grateful group of mechanics fixed the team’s LMVT that night
and departed the next day, thankful to be alive. Had they dri-
ven into the hot area they would have been massacred. A
severe tongue-lashing was reserved for the Bradley crews
who had so utterly failed to do their jobs.

It later transpired that what they had ran into was no mere
group of Iraqis who were waiting for the Americans to come
and round them up. The unit that the team had driven
through, and severely mauled, was none other than the 14th
Mechanized Infantry Brigade of the Medina Republican
Guard Division. Had they continued north to Iskandariyah,
they would have encountered the 2nd Armored Brigade of
the same division and no doubt been wiped out. As it was,
they believe that they had driven through at least a full bat-
talion, posted to guard the bridge.

Train Hard — Play Harder

Since that day, the team has gone over the events in their
minds again and again, trying to make sense of the event and
how they had survived.

“The only conclusion 1 can come to is training,” Jason
commented as he looked out across the river running past the
team’s safe house near Baghdad. “Over and over again.
Failure drills and instinctive shooting. In the end, I guess it
was a bunch of dudes pouring-out effective fire, doing a job
they train for almost every day on the one hand, and amateur-
hour by the Iraqis on the other.”

Gunner Greg, also one of the team’s medics, stated, “Like
we said, they were like a bunch of deer in the headlights and
we beat them to the draw. It sounds clichéd, but it really did
boil down to violence, speed-of-action and surprise. We
push so hard in training. We're all PT studs; we do shooting
drills at the range and burn up thousands of rounds of
ammo. We practice and keep our wits about us. It's not
because we're some kind of super soldiers. It's because we're
senior soldiers. Every guy in this team has an average of 12
years active duty.”

There is truth to that statement. While the Iraqis, for the
most part, appeared to simply spray with their weapons, for-
saking aimed fire for blind luck, the Special Forces operators
had utilized controlled fire. 1t left a telling mark. A Battle
Damage Assessment team (BDA) had later returned to the
area and estimated that the Iraqi’s brush with the team had
cost them more than 262 soldiers killed. No one knows how
many perished later from wounds.

The Special Forces soldiers referred to in this article are
sometimes called upon to do counter-terrorism work of an
undercover nature. In order to protect their identities, first
nantes and middle initials only have been used. As was point-
ed out to this journalist, “If 'm ever captured, my cover story
about being a medic in the 101st isn’t going to hold up real
well when they pull out a copy of some magagzine with my
name and picture in it.” We thank the readers for their
understanding.

Freclance war correspondent J.S. Mosby has witnessed and
participated in conflicts from the Balkans to Baghdad. X
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