Hi Sal, i really hope you get this. Please text to say you did? 
Thanks for all the boxes and support so far. So much you have kept me smiling. 
Thank you. You two are special, not me. Xxxxxxx

I wanted to write to tell you what I have been through in the last few days.  I haven’t been through this before.  I was leaning against a wall of a compound with one of the troops when there was a loud
explosion, it wasn’t far as i could see immediately the smoke rising from the trees to my front about 150 meters.  I was told to move forward so my troop could deal with what was now coming over the
radio as a bomb which has hit our reserve troop waiting at a bridge crossing.  Someone shouted out '3 possible casualties'. 

I sent this information up my radio.  Jets were on their way to me as i closed in on the bridge location. It was a track leading up to the bridge, with water running over the bridge like a ford about ankle deep. I looked down and the stream was crimson red with bits of army tattered clothing floating by.  The sgt major told me to brace myself as i passed him....At this time i was thinking. Great my feet are getting wet. My radio buzzed saying widow 55 (my call sign)...you have 1x helicopter inbound for casualties at Fob Nolay. 

The 2 vehicles had taken 2 casualties back to base. I walked half way across the water covered bridge and was stopped by a body looking up at me. He was dead, i could tell, face all grey where the blood had drained from his missing arm, well not missing but about 5 foot from him. I couldn’t look away.  

The radio came to me. "Widow 55 you have IRT helicopter inbound 5 mins to Nolay." Roger i said and turned to the Officer and shouted over the noise of people trying to set defensive positions around the bridge.  "Sir, Helo 5 mins!”  "Roger Mickey. Stay in the water"...he shouted back, "we think it’s a
mine!” It wasn’t, i knew it why was there a foot with shoe also in front of me, when the body has both feet still, another person was missing here! I looked back at the body. Half his clothes were missing and blown off but his face was fine. The water was flowing past him at about his ear level.  

Someone shouted it was a suicide bomb; they used a 13yr old kid. Fuck i thought. I looked at the body
again, then i recognized him, then i froze again, manni...a guy I had got close too. Only this morning he had a play fight with me in the washing area, tried tickling me and last night had joked with me, pretending to massage my neck.  He was a sgt and had 14 months left in the marines, everybody liked him because i spent 3 years in 5th regt and lived for Sunderland he took a shine to me.


The radio again brought me back asking to clear in the helo to the base. "Roger your clear into Nolay". I watched 4 guys pick manni up on a poncho and carry him to the side of the road as the company sgt
major picked up the body parts about 5 meters from me. I was now talking to a USA F18 jet clearing the area of any suspicious persons.  As they loaded the body, we started to patrol back. Everyone nervous and the Intel unit stated a 2nd suicide bomber was getting ready for us. But we got back ok.

A few men broke down once we were in the Fob. I had to finish with the jet. I sat with tears in my eyes that night. Sgt 'Manni' Manual was the best guy. The 2 other lads died, one in the Fob in the hands of the female field surgeon and the other in Bastion. The sky seemed grey that day even with the sun out...strange. 

Hope this isn’t boring. Thanks for boxes. They do help!!!


Love your special Mickey xx
