
Business Transaction Gone Bad 

 

“The best way to get over something is to talk about it. See, your emotions are like sports. The 
more you practice the easier it becomes for you, the better you get at talking over your    
emotions, the nightmares and uneasy feelings will go away” 

-From a shrink of mine 

  

 February 1, 2008. “RPG”! I’m knocked unconscious. A never ending black hole I fall into.  An RPG 

(Rocket Propelled Grenade) just struck the back quarter panel of my HUMVEE while I manned the turret. 

I am an 0331 Infantry Machine Gunner for the United States Marine Corps. Perez! Perez! Get up! Sgt. 

Major and the Marines of my vic are shouting in a stern manner.  I wake and am succumbed to smoke, 

the black hole fading to white on my return to Fallujah, Iraq. “Let’s get the mother fucker that shot it lets 

go, let’s go, let’s go!”  Still dazed there would be nothing sweeter than getting that insurgent that just hit 

us.  Orchestrated chaos would describe the next thirty seconds.  In my vehicle we played musical chairs; 

I went into the back passenger seat behind the driver, that marine went into the driver’s seat, and the 

driver went up into the turret. “Where’d it come from?” “Did you see who shot you?” “From the left, 

from the left” I respond.  My adrenaline was wearing out and I’m beginning to feel the impact of the 

concussion from the R.P.G.  Meanwhile, we had pulled into Kilo Company’s F.O.B. (Forward Observation 

Base).  Two marines are holding me up helping me to the raged couch they lay me out on. My head is 

beginning to pound, my ears are beginning to ring, an overwhelming feeling of nausea and confusion 

begins consuming me. “What had just happened?” 

 Earlier that day we told one of the head sheiks of Fallujah that we are no longer supplying 

money to them. A sheik is like a mafia boss, has everybody working for him and in his pocket. Families 

are given power to specified locations and govern them how they want.  We supplied the head sheik of 

Fallujah for a few reasons; information, “you keep guys off us we keep guys off you”, and to get their 



city back on their feet. Well that day we were no longer doing it; perhaps a hit was put out? Maybe a 

pissed off Iraqi citizen?  They’ll take out whomever for whatever reason for anything.  Unfortunately, it 

was my vehicle that got hit on that cold afternoon.     

 I was chosen for a detail of twenty five from over a thousand plus marines to form a Personal 

Security Detail (P.S.D.).  My mission in Iraq was to protect the Lt. Col and Sgt. Major of 3rd Battalion 5th 

Marines. In the second vehicle (vic) was myself, Platoon Sergeant Ssgt. Gant and Sgt. Major Edwards. 

Third vic, Lt. Colonel Dowling and his marines.  Followed by a fourth and a fifth vic. The twenty plus or so 

of us were a tight group. In five months we became a finely tuned machine. We operated fast and 

efficiently. We communicated well, trained hard, and played even harder. Instant trust, whether it’s 

because that’s how we were trained or because you just knew the Marine on your left and the Marine 

on your right would have your back. That’s how we got the job done, that’s how we get home to our 

loved ones, and that’s how we set new standards when it comes to missions.    

 Kilo Company medically evacuated me to Fallujah Surgical. Strapped down to a fold out one man 

stretcher, I remember being extremely cold in the back of the HUMVEE.  An Ice cold IV was running 

through my veins, fresh out the refrigerator due to low supply and my body temperature was dropping. 

On the way there we had a tire blow out. Given Fallujah’s safe track record and friendly atmosphere, we 

chose to stop and check it out. Marines don’t care how the mission gets accomplished, just as long as 

the mission gets accomplished. Fifteen minutes goes by and we had arrived at Fallujah Surgical. They 

had docs and corpsman on standby at the door. They pulled me out of the HUMVEE and onto a hospital 

stretcher and medical protocol followed. Forty five minutes later, I was floating on cloud nine and my 

heart rate finally settled down thanks to meds.  No internal bleeding and all vitals look good. Class three 

concussion with a ruptured ear drum, later to follow a dislocated jaw from a small tear in my jaw 

tendon. Still to this day; migraines from a T.B.I. (traumatic brain injury), loss of hearing, memory loss, 



sleep disorder, PTSD (post traumatic stress disorder), and anxiety are the by-products of what 

happened. I received a Purple Heart for my actions in Iraq, no other marines sustained any injuries 

during the attack.  I proceeded to get promoted to Corporal and finish out my four years of active duty.  

God was with me over that deployment and things are looking better every day. The process to 

becoming that “Old Kyle” is a slow one.  Keeping a positive mental attitude and faith can get you 

through anything. What better way to follow doctor’s orders than by writing about it.    

 

 Lcpl. Perez, 

 Bravo lad, it was an interesting, dusty, and cold afternoon and you should have seen the rocket 
 coming at you….I did! 

 Thank you for all that you do and you performed brilliantly during the entire deployment. Good 
 luck and keep your head down.  

        Semper Fidelis, 

        Lt. Col. C.S. Dowling 

 

   

    


