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	This story has been  almost  twenty  years in the making.   It is difficult to find the beginning; I do know the ending, if in fact there is an ending, at least one that will be written by me.	
	The story begins during Desert Storm, an incursion by the United States and its allies into Kuwait, a small oil laden kingdom located in the Middle East.
	My name is Lonnie Thompson; at the time I was a Captain in the United States Marines deployed to displace the Iraqi army of Saddam Hussein.
	Interestingly or not, every super power wants and needs the natural resources in the Middle East.  Iraq at that time was intent on recovering what the Brits and others had taken from them through something the British called re-distribution of land.  One of those disenfranchised areas taken from Iraq became the Sovereignty of Kuwait with kings and princes, a new-born kingdom. 
	Tensions bubbled over the years since the l930’s.  This should have been expected, after all a foreign nation, and a European one at that, created boundaries in the desert sands for the treasure of oil.  Oil was then and is now the gold of the Middle East.  He who controls the oil reserves controls the world.
Iraq knew this, they’re not stupid, and Iraq has been a nation predating history and the bible.  Many scholars have discerned that the Garden of Eden from the book of Genesis was located in Iraq somewhere on the Euphrates River.
	Believing that Kuwait was a nation divided from its mother country, “Iraq;” the dictator, Saddam Hussein decided that enough was enough and the world was prepared for a new and expanded Iraq.
	So it would not be a far reach to conceive that it was oil not terrorism that was the moving factor that dictated the war as the alternative to save the kingdom of Kuwait
	The Muslim community was outraged at the intrusion of the infidels into their homeland, and rightly so the Arabs were not naïve to the intentions of the Allied presence.
	In the initial days of the invasion American war planes had completely annihilated the Iraqi’s Armed forces.  Iraqi tactics were so antiquated the enemy would be compared to an l9th century war machine.  
	 The initial excursion force was sent in on a recon mission to deploy explosives and demobilize the enemy.   I was among the first marines to cross the common boarder and enter Kuwait. I was trained in ordinance, destructive devises meant to render the opponent incapable of mounting a counter insurgence.  I was one of the unfortunate marines that were wounded by friendly fire, not once but six hits to the body while directing incoming fire.
	I can tell you that I do not remember much after that.   I do remember awakening in an 
American evac hospital in Germany, groggy and uncoordinated caused not so much by my wounds but by the heavy dozes of morphine.
	I have no idea of how long I remained in Germany. In fact I don’t remember the flight back to the states, landing in Washington D.C.  I was placed on the severe hit list at Walter Reed Naval Hospital.
	And after six months was removed from the critical list, but had become addicted to Morphine,
I spent approximately eighteen months in recovery before being moved to a satellite facility to continue my rehabilitation.  This meant that I was in combat for twelve hours and as a result of that twelve hours in the field, I spent nearly three years in hospital facilities.  Three years that would entail seven major surgeries. That’s not including the reconstructive surgery to my arms and legs.  
	As a matter fact the doctors had written me off several times.  During the hospital stay I spent the first three months in an iron lung, that tube kept me breathing, day by day, month by month.
	 I spent the first year on a downward spiral during that time I was awarded seven purple hearts and had only six hits.  How, you ask?  The marines counted one hit twice; that one went through my left leg above the knee and exited out of my ass.  O! Well, six, seven what’s that mean when
You’re alive, “right?”
	The nurses kiddingly gave me a moniker; they began calling me BULLET PROOF.
   
	       
    	 
