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By Col. Mark T. Lisi
Kabul, Afghanistan – Our little saga continues. I’ll
be 51 years old this month. This marks yet another
birthday that I will spend away from home, and
my second in a combat zone. Before we all start
getting misty eyed (there’s no weeping on this
range), I swore an oath to defend the Constitution
and obey the orders of the President. It’s a fairly
simple equation for the enlightened among us.
Oh, I did everything I could do to make them
send me, and I had to work for over two years to
get here. If you’re a soldier, you’re compelled to
be as far forward as you can get. As we age, we
can’t and don’t do those things the young fellows
do – fight – so, like a good soldier, I bear my bur-
den as a staff officer and take solace in the fact
that I’m doing my bit. I want to thank all of you
who have taken time to keep your young men and
women in your prayers,
who have sent “Any
Soldier” packages, and
generally supported the
kids who are doing the
heavy lifting.

Let’s take a minute
and review what your
young warriors bring to
work every day, and
examine where they
work. These kids strap on
Interceptor Body Armor,
a Kevlar helmet, 250 to
300 rounds of rifle
ammo, a belt or two of
machine gun ammo,
several hand grenades,
lots of water, and some
personal gear and set out
to gun fight with the bad
guys. If you’ve never car-
ried this stuff, it’s a lot of
weight – close to 100
pounds. It’s hard to do
anything with that much
weight hanging off of
you. It’s hot, often above
the 120-degree mark, hotter in Iraq, and steeper in
Afghanistan. I was one of these guys long ago, and
they amaze me. Be proud of these kids, treat them
like the Great Americans they are: the gatekeepers
of the new millennium. These kids are the kids
you watched play high school football a year or
two ago, who you chaperoned at the dances, and
who, as parents, we worried about late into the
night. They are now savvy combat veterans, who
know love, suffering and death. Hard work is no
longer merely a concept; it’s an everyday ordeal.
There’s an old saying about the Infantry, “The
Infantryman’s world is cold, wet and lethal.” Here
in Afghanistan, it’s hot, dry and lethal. The young
soldiers of today are making life-and-death deci-
sions every day, and they need your love.

Support from home is more important than
anyone at home really knows. There seems to be a
keen interest in what we do here. That’s particular-
ly true in Afghanistan. Most of the news in the US
is about Iraq and we just slog along here. While
the kids out on the pointy end deserve the lion’s
share of the “glory,” every uniformed service
member qualifies as a Great American. I’ve often
heard, “I support you, but I can’t support the war!”
Shooters, that just can’t be! Folks can’t support the
practitioner and not support the task. 

It’s much easier to contend with the voices of
dissension if we know that the collective voice of
America is behind us. Shooters, we’re relying on
you to be that voice. Speak for us, save us space
on the sign-up sheet and let it be known that your
club has a vested interest in how events play out
in both Iraq and Afghanistan. That’s who we are:

the shooters of your club
who have been called to
do the Nation’s bidding.
This year at your State
Shoot, when the US
Colors are run up the
flagpole, take a minute
and consider those of
your number who are
out standing a watch on
a lonely desert wall, and
those who have done
their duty who will shoot
with you. All they want
to know is that you care.
I sent a US flag to my
IDPA club that was
flown over my com-
pound here in
Afghanistan. I expect
that my name will be
kicked around before the
shooting starts. I wish I
could be there this year.
Last year there was only
one revolver shooter and
he was the 2004 State
Champion; we can’t

have that, not with two suitable IDPA-legal
revolvers at home! It was a good plan until I got
this invitation to the great 2005 Afghan Shoot Out!
We’ll see how this works out; all I want to do is
police up my brass and go home. 

I saw on my gun club’s web site a call to rally
the shooters to the range for the annual clean up.
The clean up here is a BIG DEAL. The word is that
there are 30 million land mines here in
Afghanistan. If there’s a “MINES” sign, believe it!
Everyone here knows the danger of these things.
The Russians mined everything as they left, but
then, I expect they were kind of angry. Moving in
and around any built-up area is assuming an
unacceptable level of risk. Mines don’t stay in one
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