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Prologue


lexington, massachusetts, april 1775

The roaring fire in the hearth at Buckman’s Tavern popped and crackled, battling in vain with the predawn cold of a spring morning that seeped in through the doors and windows. Slowly exhaling a cloud of pipe tobacco that mingled in the air with a growing cacophony of heated discussion regarding Britain’s duplicity and the coming of battle, Ensign Robert Munroe felt every one of his 63 years. As men shouted, and some gave speeches, Munroe’s eyes were fixed and staring. Seeing and unseeing at the same time. A deep draw on his pipe sent Munroe further into thought and memory.

Like all the other 80 men at Buckman’s and on the nearby Lexington Green, Munroe was rough-hewn. There were, of course, a few of the local gentry in the growing crowd, but most of those who were milling about were stout farmers and tradesmen who occupied civilization’s edge in a new world. Their lives were defined by hard work, a delicate balance between success and ruin, peace and war. The British colonies had long struggled to survive against both European and native foes, meaning that these men of the frontier were soldiers. Not professional soldiers like the British who threatened their freedoms now, but militiamen. Armed citizens who answered their community’s martial call in time of need. And of those militiamen, Robert Munroe was among the most celebrated. He had served in several campaigns, even carrying the standard at the fabled capture of Louisburg in 1758 during the French and Indian War.


It was due to both his military prowess and his sterling reputation in the community that Munroe had been chosen ensign of the Lexington militia. John Parker was the unit’s commander, but Munroe was its heart and soul. It had been Munroe who greeted a breathless Paul Revere as he arrived deep in the night to warn of the coming of British soldiers. Startled by the galloping figure in the night’s stillness, Munroe asked Revere to not make so much noise. Revere retorted, “You’ll have noise before long. The British regulars are coming out!” After delivering his warning, Revere rode on to carry the dire news further into the countryside, leaving Parker and Munroe to face the grim reality of battle with the British.

By morning, the decision had been made. The citizen soldiers of Lexington would form on the common outside of Buckman’s when the British ranks neared the village. All hoped that there would be no bloodshed; that the British would somehow relent. As the discussions in Buckman’s had continued through the hours of darkness, Parker had even ordered that the men under his command were not to fire, but rather to disperse if the British proved unreasonable. As the first rays of sunlight gleamed in the tavern’s windows, heralding a brisk dawn, though, Munroe pulled on his pipe one final time and wondered. He knew battle. He knew men in battle. And he knew that battles and warriors have minds of their own. He feared that the morning might be a bloody one, no matter Parker’s hopes.

As word arrived that the British were fast approaching, the militiamen began to make their way out of Buckman’s and onto the village green to face the unknown. Knowing that it was his task to organize and galvanize those men, Munroe tapped the embers from his pipe, and turned to pat his seatmates at the table on their backs and to wish them well. Those seatmates were Ebenezer and John Munroe, the ensign’s own sons. As Munroe got to his feet, he fully understood the danger of what loomed before him. But he would be there amidst that danger with his sons, and, come what may, all would be well.



forward operating base dogwood, anbar province, iraq, february 2005

Larry Arnold wasn’t smoking as he sat on the edge of his cot in a tumbledown building that had been thoroughly looted by the Iraqis. Cracking his neck side to side in a moment of peace, Arnold’s gaze passed over the young men working around him. It was a beehive of activity. The forward operating base that his National Guard unit had landed on in Iraq wasn’t really a base at all. It was more a scratch of dirt in the middle of the desert. A couple of busted old buildings, a few tents, lots of sand, and an unknown number of locals who were going to try to kill them. But the soldiers around him approached their new situation with gusto. Improbably, someone had scrounged up some lumber and the guys were building rooms, lofts, double-decker bunks. You name it. The National Guard – the modern militia – had come to town and was settling in.

The fellas were talking and employing dark humor as soldiers do amidst the unknown. And it was all music to Arnold’s ears. At 46, he was the grandpa of the unit, and these men were all his boys. Having grown up on a small farm in the hardscrabble Ozark Mountains of Missouri, Arnold had the sun-worn look of a true soldier. He had joined the Army in high school, serving through the 1980s, and then shifted to the National Guard. All those busy young guys working around him knew that Arnold was a soldier through and through. But they knew him even better as the best mechanic in the unit, even though he wasn’t technically a mechanic. Arnold was a true gearhead, his property stateside covered in classic cars that he was busily restoring. He was famous for finding cars in the oddest places – old barns, junkyards, cotton fields. He would wheel and deal for the cars and then lovingly resurrect them. The guys came from all around back home to watch him work, especially on his beloved 1967 Mustang.

Arnold shivered a bit as a gust of cold night air blew through the hole in the wall where the door should have been. No doubt the guys would have a door up soon. But weren’t deserts supposed to be hot? This one was wet and windy, at least in February. Shaking his head, Arnold knew better than to wish for heat. That would come, and it would be relentless. After the terror attacks of 9/11, Arnold had known that he would be sent to war. It was part of being a soldier after all, and he had kind of looked forward to it. America had been attacked, and he was determined to do his part. In 2003 his National Guard unit had been mobilized and sent to Iraq as part of Operation Iraqi Freedom. Although he had done his part, a medical condition had resulted in Arnold being evacuated home, unable to see out his entire tour of duty, leaving him frustrated as the end of his military career neared.

A grin flashed across his face as Arnold remembered his good luck. The very next year another nearby Guard unit was notified of its mobilization for Iraq. Arnold wasn’t even in the unit. He certainly didn’t have to go. Even trying to go would mean calling in the many favors he had built up over a long career. But Larry Arnold was determined to go. So, he called in those favors, transferred units, and was now sitting on a bunk in Iraq once again. He did have to admit that the fact that his unit had landed slap in the middle of the “Triangle of Death” in Iraq was a bit off-putting. He had already talked to one of the old sergeants from the cavalry unit that had held the base before the Guard’s arrival and knew that there were strikes by improvised explosive devices, mortars, and rockets almost daily. He knew also that some of the men around him would not survive to return home. Knowing that it was his task to organize and galvanize those men, Arnold turned on his cot to pat his neighbor on the back and to wish him well. That neighbor was his son Robert Arnold. As Larry got to his feet to ready for his first patrol into the desert vastness, he fully understood the danger of what loomed before him. But he would be there amidst that danger with his son, and, come what may, all would be well.




Introduction: What Was the Guard?


Every Man therefore that wishes to secure his own Freedom and thinks it his Duty to defend that of his Country, should, as he prides himself in being a Free Citizen, think it his truest Honour to be a Soldier Citizen.


Exercise for the Militia of the Province of the Massachusetts Bay, Boston, 1758*






By keeping up in Peace “a well regulated, and disciplined Militia,” we shall take the fairest and best method to preserve, for a long time to come, the happiness, dignity and Independence of our country.

George Washington, Sentiments on a Peace Establishment, 1783†






the militia tradition

The militia that stood against British tyranny on Lexington Green and the National Guard that served in Iraq in 2005 were separated by more than 200 years of martial history, but they were very much the same thing. Militia forces are the foundation of the American way to fight wars: a way like no other in the world. To understand America’s way of war, one must first understand the place of the militia in American society and how that militia transformed into the modern National Guard.

The United States military system was a product of its British colonial forbearers, and in Britain, at that time, the trained, full-time soldiers of the Regular Army were often mistrusted and held in uniquely low esteem. At least since the dawning of the Tudor era, all too often the fighting and dying in English wars fell to the dregs of society. Relying on impressment to force the unlucky to fight, the English Army preyed on the lowest and most vulnerable, especially in terms of overseas military service. Even in the famed Elizabethan military, English military critic Barnaby Rich observed, “In England, when service happens, we disburden the prisons of thieves, we rob the taverns and alehouses of tosspots and ruffians, we scour both town and country of rogues and vagabonds.” The situation indeed got so bad that in the 1560s the English Army impressed the entire population of Newgate Prison, which was reserved for only the most hardened of criminals, while in 1597 when the army needed new recruits it simply rounded up 700 vagrants from the streets of Piccadilly in London and sent them to war.‡



While the great unwashed masses were fine as cannon fodder in wars abroad, home defense in England was quite another matter. Toward this end, the government of Queen Elizabeth I developed the idea of forming the more stalwart local citizens of England into “trainbands” tasked with local defense and with keeping public order. These trainbands were made up of armed, loyal local citizens and were officered by dependable men of the upper classes of society. Thus, England developed a two-tiered military: regular forces impressed from the lowest ranks of society mainly for use in overseas campaigns since they could not be trusted at home, and the trainbands that consisted of stout, dependable sons of England for home service.

The tradition of armed, upstanding local citizenry forming the true centerpiece of England’s power found fertile soil in the newfound American colonies. By 1631 Massachusetts had set up the first American trainbands, then known as militia, with armed local males in each town setting up defense forces that consisted of every male between the ages of 16 and 50. By 1672 the situation had become less chaotic, with local militias answering to a sergeant major general for the Massachusetts Colony. Town militia companies were established at a strength of 64 men who answered to a locally chosen captain who was assisted by a lieutenant. The men were directed to drill and be inspected six days out of every year, with military duty falling to all able-bodied men, at the risk of a five shilling fine. If militiamen were habitually absent, they could be sentenced to the stock, “riding the wooden horse,” or even prison.§



The militia system of Massachusetts flourished and became the centerpiece of the new American way of making war across the length and breadth of the colonies. The military system tied communities and the military together with unbreakable bonds of kinship and camaraderie, with Parker’s unit at Lexington standing as a sterling example since the nearly 80 men in the company included eight pairs of fathers and sons, and nearly one quarter of the men were Parker’s own blood relatives or in-laws. The “army as community” was initially looked down on by many of the British regular officers who fought alongside and often commanded colonial militia units in Britain’s many colonial wars in the New World, but the martial capacity of these local citizen soldiers soon became clear, with one British commander remarking, “Whoever looks upon them as an irregular mob, will find himself very much mistaken. They have men amongst them who know very well what they are about.”¶
 However, there were downsides to having the local young men of every town gather on occasion to train. During King Phillip’s War (1675–76), one of Massachusetts’ leading colonial generals complained that the men of many militias engaged in “the shameful and scandalous sin of excessive drinking, tippling, and company keeping in taverns,” and later fumed that some of the men were in “loose and sinfull costume and going riding from toune to toune and that often times men and women were together … to merely drink and revell in ordinarys and taverns, which itself is scandalous, and … a notable means to debauch our youth and hazard chastity.”#




It was the healthy suspicion of Britain’s Regular Army, coupled with rising taxes and British moves to lessen colonial autonomy, that led to the American Revolution. The first battles of that revolution were militia affairs, including the famous stand at Bunker Hill. Only in 1775 did the Second Continental Congress act to create the Continental Army, the first standing Regular Army in the nascent country. To construct his new army, General George Washington was escorted by a mounted militia unit – the First Troop, Philadelphia City Cavalry. This first ever unit of Washington’s army still exists today as Troop A, 104th Cavalry of the Pennsylvania National Guard.**
 For the entire American Revolution the Continental Army, much of which was composed of ex-militia members, fought alongside militia units in campaigns up and down the Atlantic seaboard.



forming an american way of war

After independence, the United States remained skeptical of the threat posed to democracy by a Regular Army. As would become American military tradition, in 1783, only six months after the Peace of Paris, all troops of the Continental Army were discharged, and by the next year the Regular Army consisted of 80 Revolutionary War veterans who guarded the military stores at West Point and Fort Pitt.††
 American reliance on the “citizen soldier” had begun. Instead of a national army, the United States chose to depend on an armed citizenry organized into local militia units that could be federalized and brought together to form a true national army only in time of great need. Once the need for a national army had passed, control of the soldiers would return to the states and localities that they served. It was Thomas Jefferson who put America’s peculiar reliance on citizen soldiers over regular soldiers into words, stating that the militia formed “one of the essential principles of our government” and supported “the supremacy of the civil over the military authority,” reasoning that “a well-regulated militia [stands as] our best reliance in peace and for the first months of war, till Regulars may relieve them.”‡‡
 America’s citizen soldier concept and reliance on the militia was codified in the Militia Act of 1792, which maintained the militia as the chief source of martial manpower for the new country.

In America’s ensuing conflicts, criticism of militia ineptitude in battle often ran in tandem with calls at the national level for a stronger Regular Army. As a result, in conflicts as diverse as the Whiskey Rebellion (1791–94), through the War of 1812, and even the American Civil War (1861–65), the militia was sometimes questioned in its ability, leading to larger iterations of a Regular Army. But in each of these conflicts it was militiamen that formed the leading edge of America’s armed force, whether it be incursions into Canada in 1812, or the pivotal Battle of Buena Vista (1847) in the Mexican–American War, where 90 percent of the soldiers engaged on the US side were volunteers, or the Battle of Bull Run in 1861. Whether the militia performed well or sometimes haphazardly in these conflicts, it was largely the militiamen who fought, until the Regular Army found its way. And after the wars’ cessations, the Regular Army once again evaporated in favor of the continued reliance on militias. Moreover, in the wake of the Civil War, the reliance on militias only grew. There were grave concerns over the Regular Army’s role in policing the South during Reconstruction. If the Army could be utilized to rule and reshape the South, what was to stop it in the future perhaps extending its rule on the home front? To many it brought back unhappy memories of the British Army being used as a tool of tyranny over the colonies. As a result, Congress passed the Posse Comitatus Act of 1878, prohibiting the Regular Army from a civil role unless so ordered by the President in time of great need. Thus, aspects of civil order, from storm relief to calming political disturbances, would fall to the local militias.

The Spanish–American War saw the emergence of the United States into the troubled waters of world affairs. The militia once again performed admirably, and, of the 194 militia units that served in the conflict, the much-ballyhooed heroes of the war quickly became Teddy Roosevelt and his “Rough Riders,” which included New Mexico and Arizona militiamen. There were, however, also massive problems of supply, enlistment issues, training problems, and tactical gaffes that demonstrated that the American militia system of citizen soldiers needed a marked upgrade as global events threatened to draw America into further wars. Following a campaign to reform the militia led in part by Elihu Root, in 1903 Congress passed the Militia Act (often known as the Dick Act after its chief congressional champion) that converted the hodgepodge of trained and semi-trained state and local militias into the National Guard. Guard units remained under the command of their state’s governors, but the Guard was also proclaimed the chief reserve force of the Regular Army, and America’s first national line of defense in the advent of war. Called to national service by the President, the Guard was meant to check the advance of any enemy force until a Regular Army could be raised, equipped, trained, and deployed. The Dick Act required Guardsmen to attend 24 drill periods a year, supplemented by five days of summer camp, all overseen by Regular Army trainers.§§





the national guard and war

The true test of the Dick Act was quick in coming, with the outbreak of World War I in 1914. The government of President Woodrow Wilson was able to avoid becoming enmeshed in the conflict until 1917, giving it nearly three years to prepare for what many considered to be an inevitability. Even with that time, though, America’s reliance on its National Guard was clear. In 1917, as American entry into the conflict loomed in part due to the submarine war in the Atlantic, the Regular Army numbered only 133,000 men, while President Wilson called over 400,000 Guardsmen to national service.¶¶
 Controversy quickly ensued as many Guard units were broken up and pieced out to form parts of new Regular Army units. Guard units also had their unit numbers and heraldry stripped as they were cannibalized. And Guard officers were often relieved of duty in favor of Regular Army officers. Eventually, of the 43 American divisions sent to France, 18 of them, nearly 40 percent of the entire American force, were National Guard. And Guard units suffered a total of 103,721 killed and wounded, nearly 43 percent of America’s total casualty numbers. By the end of the conflict, even the notoriously hard-headed and demanding General John Pershing understood the value of the Guard, and recognized its shabby treatment. He stated, “The National Guard never received the wholehearted support of the Regular Army during the World War. There was always more or less a prejudice against them.”##



After World War I the Regular Army was again dismantled in a controversial process of demobilization. Amidst the economic turmoil of the 1920s and 1930s, the Regular Army languished in size, usually hovering at just under 200,000 men. It once again fell to the Guard to augment America’s dwindling military might. Toward that end the National Defense Act of 1920 authorized 435,800 Guardsmen, but congressional funding consistently fell short of supporting that number. In a resultant effort to enhance Guard recruiting, states all over the nation decided to place Guard armories, used for training and for storage of equipment, in as many communities as possible. The ensuing armory-building boom brought the presence of the Guard to hundreds of new communities large and small across the country. As America lurched toward depression even as war clouds began to gather again, the new National Guard armories became erstwhile community centers, providing havens of certainty in an increasingly uncertain world. Many provided meals to the needy, others provided entertainment, ranging from concerts to parades, and all were comfortable gathering places where Guardsmen and civilians alike could seek camaraderie and solace amidst instability. The Guard building boom was transformative. The militia had always been part of the fabric of America, but it had now become intertwined with the nation at a much deeper level than ever before. Entire towns turned to the Guard for rescue and remain Guard havens to this day.

In World War II the Guard did what it had always done, with its service admirably summed up by Secretary of War Robert P. Patterson:


The National Guard took to the field 18 infantry divisions, 300,000 men. Those State troops doubled the strength of the Army at once, and their presence in the field gave the country a sense that it had passed the lowest ebb of its weakness… Nine of those divisions crossed the Atlantic to Europe and Africa and nine went to the far reaches of the Pacific. The soldiers of the Guard fought in every action in which the Army participated from Bataan to Okinawa. They made a brilliant record on every fighting front. They proved once more the value of the trained citizen-soldier.***





While the Guard’s service in World War II was heralded, and its place in the community was secure, a yawning gulf grew between the Guard and the Regular Army. In the new world of the Cold War, America could no longer afford to completely dismantle its Regular Army’s strength after 1945. In its new role as the world’s policeman, ready to militarily counter the Soviets at a moment’s notice, the Regular Army now had to remain in permanent readiness. The Guard was still there, standing as America’s military reserve, but the Guard took an ever-receding second place to the Regular Army.

The conflicts of the Cold War era were carefully managed, lest they spiral into a catastrophic nuclear world war. And full mobilization of the Guard could have been interpreted as a provocative escalation by the Soviet Union. In Korea, only select Guard units were mobilized either to take part in the war or to replenish American strength in Europe. A complex reorganization of the Guard in 1952 resulted in a renaissance of Guard training but was followed with the decision not to call the Guard to service in the Vietnam War.†††
 Instead, the Guard was perceived to be a place where those with connections could avoid exposure to combat. After Vietnam, the Guard retained its connection to community, and maintained its reputation on the home front in everything from storm rescues to efforts in support of school integration. However, in a military sense the reputation of the Guard sank to its lowest level, with many within the Regular Army seeing the Guard as “weekend warriors” who did the bare minimum of training and had a penchant for being overweight and enjoying beer and barbeque over any real military endeavor.




a radical change

Even as the Guard’s public military reputation ebbed, a radical change in how America would fight its wars took place. After the failure in Vietnam, everything was on the table as the military rethought how it would approach future wars. From recruitment, to training, to education, to a reliance on technology and maneuver, the American way of making war was restructured during the 1970s and 1980s. And one of the bedrock changes was the disappearance of the draft. Public support of the selective service process had cratered after 1968, and the draft itself was gone by 1973, and most in the military realized that it was likely never to return. Without the prospect of a draft to fill the ranks in case of war, the role of the Guard was perhaps more important than ever. Barring a conflict on par with one of the world wars bringing a forced return to the draft, the Regular Army and the National Guard, fleshed out by the Reserve, would have to suffice in wars both large and small.

Many within the military who were tasked with assessing Vietnam concluded that not calling up the National Guard had been one of the most glaring mistakes of the war. America’s resolve had failed in Vietnam, they argued, in large part due to a public disconnection with the conflict. These planners pointed to the National Guard – its myriad local connections, its armories as community focal points, its soldiers as citizens – as the most important aspect of connecting the military to the people. And not calling up the National Guard in Vietnam had severed that critical connection. Such a severance could not be allowed in future conflicts if the United States hoped to emerge victorious.

Facing a military world without a draft and needing to maintain the military’s connection to the people, planners developed the Total Force Policy. Although the tactical elements of implementing the policy have altered since its inception, the fundamental goals of the policy remain in place as a part of American war planning to this day. In essence, the Regular Army and the National Guard were to be merged. The Guard, while it retained its home front duties of disaster relief, community connection, and as a deterrent against civil disturbance, was also slated to train to a constant state of readiness that put it on par with the Regular Army. In addition, Guard units were affiliated with, trained alongside, and tasked with “rounding out” Regular Army units in time of war. Initially this meant that a Regular Army division would contain only two brigades, but it would train and work with a “round-out” National Guard brigade. In the event of war, the Regular Army brigades and the National Guard round-out brigade would join together to deploy overseas.

The shift to the Total Force Policy was a fundamental rewrite of how America approached conflict. The militia that had defined America at war was gone. That being said, the new Guard did retain much of its local connection. Its armories remained the focus of life in small communities across the country. Those same communities sent their sons and now daughters to serve in their local unit, in something that resembled a British “Pals Battalion” in World War I. The tradition of Lexington continued. Brothers, cousins, friends, local football heroes – all of whom had grown up together, played sports together, gone to church together – formed the local Guard unit. These units retained their role in disaster relief and in community service. However, these units were also now a much more integral part of the American warfighting machine. How this process was to be negotiated; how the Guard was to be much more kinetic in nature, facing potentially constant wartime deployment, yet was to retain its local character, is where our story begins.



the guard in mississippi

The centerpiece of this book is the 150th Combat Engineer Battalion of the Mississippi National Guard. Under its present structure, the Mississippi National Guard hosts one of the Guard’s five armored brigade combat teams, the basic deployable unit of the U.S. Army. The parent unit, the 155th Brigade Combat Team, has its headquarters in the north of the state in Tupelo, and its subsidiary commands are based in communities across the state. Its cavalry, 1st Squadron, 98th Cavalry, is headquartered in Amory; its infantry, 1st Battalion, 155th Infantry, is based in McComb; its armor, 2nd Battalion, 198th Armor, is based in Senatobia; its artillery, 2/114th Field Artillery Battalion, is based in Starkville; its support, 106th Brigade Support Battalion, is based in Hattiesburg, and its combat engineers battalion, the 150th Engineers, is based in Meridian, while other support, sustainment, maintenance, and aviation elements are headquartered at other sites.




[image: A black and white map of Mississippi marked with National Guard locations and the path and breadth of Hurricane Katrina.]

Within the structure of the 155th, the 150th Combat Engineers are tasked with the typical jobs associated with combat engineers, namely the defense of friendly forces through creation of hardened emplacements and minefields and the breaching of enemy defensive fortifications through the destruction of minefields and emplacements, and the crossing of natural and manmade barriers. While the 150th has its headquarters in Meridian in the eastern part of Mississippi, the component companies within the 150th are located and train at armories in communities across the state. In 2005, the deployment that is the focal point of this study, Alpha Company of the 150th, was located in Carthage in the central part of the state, Bravo Company in Lucedale (with a platoon located in Quitman) in the southern part of the state, and Charlie Company in Houston (with a platoon in Okolona) in the northern part of the state. And there was a battalion support platoon located in Union. Companies undertook local training at their home armories but shifted to the major base at Camp Shelby near Hattiesburg for brigade training. The 150th can and did certainly act as a distinct infantry battalion of the 155th, but its expected role in 2005 was to serve as individual combat engineer companies assigned to elements of the 155th.



the guard and the community

The armories of the 150th, many of which were founded during the armory construction boom of the 1930s and 1940s, had long served as the vibrant hubs of life in their communities. Certainly, they were sites of serious military training, but they were also social sites and even medical sites where citizens went to get their government-supported vaccinations. And the communities kept their local units packed with soldiers, and offered those soldiers support of all kinds. The armories were the community and the military as one. For many in these Guard communities, joining was an intensely personal and even transformative experience. One that was individual, yet somehow universal at the same time.


Stephanie Carter and Terrance Lee

Stephanie Carter was raised in the poor part of Lucedale. Her mom had her young and was focused on her own life – so she wasn’t much of a mother at all. Stephanie knew who her father was, but that was about it. He lived in Mobile, but as an adult she didn’t even have his phone number. So, Stephanie was raised by her grandmother, whom she called “Muh,” which was short for “Mother Dear,” and her grandfather, whom she simply called “Daddy.” Her grandparents were everything to her. They were busy raising a boatload of grandchildren, but Stephanie was always their favorite, and she knew it.

Life was tough, with the large family living very much from paycheck to paycheck. Most of the kids in the household were in a state of constant trouble, often mixing with the wrong crowds and getting told that they needed to get right with the Lord. But not Stephanie. Of all the kids, she was the one who was most determined to make something of herself. Life somewhat limited her goals, but she certainly had goals and knew what they were. Her goals weren’t pie-in-the-sky dreams of being a model, or a scientist, or a star athlete. Stephanie was better grounded in the reality of her world than that. Her dreams were practical, real-life ambitions. She wanted a good stable job – the kind where she could work with her hands. She wanted enough money to keep a roof over her head and to pay the bills without having to worry. That was it; that was enough for Stephanie. And Muh and Daddy couldn’t have been prouder.

It wasn’t much of a shock when Stephanie got pregnant during high school; such was the norm in the community and in the family. Again, Stephanie was practical. She and the baby’s father had agreed to marry, and all would be well. The couple would set down to the hard work of making sure that their child had a chance at a real future – perhaps one that extended beyond Stephanie’s own practical dreams. As high school neared its end, Stephanie was too pregnant to attend senior prom, so the couple decided to go watch a movie and have dinner instead. But Stephanie’s fiancé never showed up that night; he had taken another girl to the prom instead. Stephanie went to his house later and found the two together. Irate and heartbroken, Stephanie dumped him right then and there and concluded that she had been abandoned and forgotten for the last time in her life. She was now determined to take control and never have to rely on others.‡‡‡




Stephanie had her child, a daughter named Kamri, completed high school, and got a good paying job as a pipe fitter at Ingalls Shipyard. But Stephanie wasn’t done; she felt that she needed more, so she joined the National Guard. She really wanted to be in the Guard. These were the folks who helped others in times of emergency. These were the folks on whom everyone relied. She looked forward to the extra pay and benefits that being in the Guard provided. The training and physical regimen of Guard life was kind of tough, but she knew that it was all teaching her more discipline and gave her a whole host of new friends. But still Muh and Daddy were everything to her. She got a small place near them, and they helped out a lot with Kamri. Sadly, Stephanie’s National Guard career didn’t last that long. During a training cycle a couple of years later she injured her back and received a medical discharge. The injury didn’t affect her job at Ingalls, but her career in the National Guard had ended almost before it had really started.

Terrance Lee was from Moss Point. His mother, Dinah, was a high school junior who worked at McDonald’s. His father, Dedrick Lee, was also in high school. Although the young couple did not marry, they were determined to take care of Terrance the best way they could, and the matriarch of the Lee family stepped in to help. Terrance moved in with his grandparents, Anice Lee and Robert E. Lee, where his father also lived while completing high school. It was almost like Terrance was Dedrick’s much younger brother, and little Terrance soon ruled the roost. As he grew Terrance ran the neighborhood with a group of friends, with everyone sharing snacks and drinks with the boys. From the beginning Terrance was a fashion plate, always wanting the best clothes. And he was every bit a ladies’ man.

By the time that he was in high school, Dinah and Dedrick’s second son, Darius, had joined in living at the Lee family home. Although there were 13 years separating Terrance and Darius, the duo soon became close. After graduation, Terrance got a job at Ingalls, where he made enough to buy a car. It was a Chevy Avalanche, his pride and joy. Soon he had it tricked out with a set of rims, and he and Darius would ride through the neighborhood listening to Tupac and Master P loud enough for everyone to hear. By the time he was 20, Terrance and his girlfriend Stacey had begun to have their own children, welcoming Terrance Jr. and Raemone to the burgeoning Lee family. Anice could see the change that those children wrought in Terrance – he fairly doted on them and beamed with pride. And although his relationship with Stacey didn’t last, it was clear to all that parenthood brought him immense joy, coupled with a new and mature approach to his future.

It was about this time that Terrance first saw Stephanie Carter, both eating lunch at the same time in the Ingalls factory cafeteria. She was beautiful, and plainly had her act together. All of Terrance’s friends noticed his growing interest in her, something that they liked to poke fun about from time to time. And Stephanie certainly noticed that this young man was paying her attention. Stephanie noted how serious and mature Terrance was – she also couldn’t help but notice his good looks. And he sure was a snappy dresser. So, it wasn’t long before the couple started dating.

Things quickly became serious, and Terrance knew he wanted to provide a stable home for both his children and her daughter Kamri. One of the things that Stephanie loved about Terrance is that she could really talk to him – he would listen intently to anything she had to say. In 2004, though, when Terrance was 24 and Stephanie was 27, much in their lives changed. On a bright Sunday afternoon, Stephanie’s beloved Muh and Daddy were on their way home from church on Highway 98 when they were struck head on by a driver who was high on meth. Muh and Daddy died at the scene of the accident. Stephanie had lost the only relatives who had really cared about her. She was adrift. And there through it all was Terrance – the only person to whom she could vent; the only shoulder she could cry on. In the wake of the life-altering disaster the couple decided to marry – to start a new chapter together.

Terrance knew just what he needed to do to make his marriage a success; he needed to join the National Guard. Both his father Dedrick and his uncle Douglas were in the Guard, which had provided them with a job, benefits, and a new outlook on life. The Guard could make Terrance a better man. The Guard would make it possible for him to be the husband and father he wanted to be. Grandmother Anice wasn’t surprised that Terrance had opted to join, but it did worry her a bit. In 2004 it was plain that the Guard might well get called up to go to war in Iraq. She counseled Terrance on the possible dangers of joining, but he countered with a story. Just two weeks prior a thief had pulled a gun on him while he was stopped at a stoplight and threatened to kill him for his money. Terrance told Anice that Iraq might be dangerous, but he could just as easily get killed in Moss Point, and in Iraq he would be making a difference for America while also bettering his future. Anice knew that Terrance was determined and did not stand in the way of his enlistment. There was a surprise in store for Anice, though. She was going through Terrance’s pockets one day getting his clothes ready to wash, and she found a paper that listed Terrance’s wife Stephanie as his beneficiary for his military insurance. That was the first that Anice had heard about Terrance’s marriage. He and Stephane had secretly visited the justice of the peace just before he shipped out to basic training. Anice folded the paper neatly and set it aside while slowly shaking her head and smiling. Stephanie was a fine young woman, and Anice’s smile only grew as she daydreamed about the future that Terrance and Stephanie had together.



Sean Cooley and Laura Kehoe

Sean was born to Katherine and Jerry Cooley in 1969, the year that Hurricane Camille slammed into the Mississippi Gulf Coast. Jerry worked for a local chemical company and moved the family to a small village outside of Lucedale in 1971. Jerry kept his job at the chemical plant, but the family now also had a 160-acre farm complete with cattle, goats, and a fishing pond, which gave young Sean and his brother Patrick plenty of opportunity for chores to keep them busy. And the neighborhood was a family affair, with Sean’s grandparents living right next door. Sean loved the outdoors above all else and was fearless. Katherine nearly screamed when toddler Sean opened the back door one sunny afternoon asking for a bottle to put his baby whales into so he could keep them alive as pets. Those baby whales, however, were baby snakes, and Katherine very much did not like snakes. It only got worse a couple of years later when Sean brought home a skunk as a pet, which failed spectacularly. And Katherine always made sure to give Sean’s clothes a good shake before checking his pockets on laundry day. She had made the mistake once of reaching into one of his pants pockets and pulling out a live fish.

Sean was rather bored by school, but he loved to read. In the winter, when there was less outside fun to be had, Sean would often climb up into a deer stand. Not to hunt. He much preferred to just watch the beauty of the deer and really couldn’t bring himself to shoot something so majestic. And when there weren’t deer to watch, Sean would curl up in the deer stand and read for hours. It didn’t matter what kind of book – adventure books, science fiction, even nursing books. Katherine was a nurse, and her study books were all over the house. She knew where to look if one went missing. It was in the deer stand with Sean.

After he graduated high school Sean worked for a summer at the local sawmill. In all honesty Sean had never thought much about college or a career. But that one summer in the sawmill changed things. He wasn’t cut out for that kind of work and never wanted to do it again. While he was gathering his thoughts about his future, Sean decided to join the Navy. Both of Sean’s grandfathers had been in the Navy in World War II, so he had grown up with stories about their service. And he figured that it would give him time to sort out what he really wanted to be. Sean spent the first six years of the 1990s as a Seabee, and by the time he got out he did indeed know what he wanted to spend the rest of his life doing. He was going to become a nurse. So, Sean joined the National Guard, in part for the college benefits and in part because his time in the Navy had taught him a great deal about service. He very much wanted to do his part to keep his nation safe in an uncertain time. Sean also enrolled in his first nursing classes at a local junior college. After graduation, Sean worked at several local hospitals before winding up at Singing River Hospital in Ocean Springs where he worked as a trauma nurse.

Laura Kehoe had grown up in Ocean Springs and had tried computer science in college before moving into nursing. Bored with life in one place, Laura had served as a travel nurse, moving from town to town as the job demanded. But she had tired of eating alone and never quite knowing where she was, so she returned to Ocean Springs to work at Singing River. When she walked into the emergency room, there was Sean who smiled and said, “Hey. I remember you.” For the life of her Laura couldn’t remember meeting Sean, but it slowly dawned on her from Sean’s conversation that they had both been in a nursing class together. Initially she worked the night shift and Sean the day shift, but one night there he was. Turned out that he had altered his schedule so they could work together. She knew that Sean was married, but she had also heard that the marriage was in trouble. But at this point Sean was just a friend. The night shift was a tight-knit group that often sat around talking about everything under the sun when there were lulls in the action, and they often socialized together. And through it all Sean and Laura kept getting closer and closer.


Laura was instantly attracted to Sean. Sure, he was good-looking. But Sean also had a serious nature and a deep kindness that somehow set him apart from other men. Slowly the night shift group conversations became more Laura and Sean conversations. And they talked about everything, from life goals, to whether each of them eventually wanted children, to the best way to raise children, to faith, to money. They talked about it all, long before they were in any kind of relationship. It all meant so much to Laura – having an honest-to-God confidante. She just felt like she could share anything with Sean, no matter what. And it enchanted her that, even during the most serious conversation, Sean remained mischievous with the joyous heart of a little boy. She could tell that something was coming when his face began to break into a smile. And what was coming was a prank. His favorite involved the head nurse of the night shift, who liked to leave her car keys on the counter. Sean would go and move her car multiple times a night, cracking up the staff and leaving the head nurse with a perpetual, but good-natured scowl. Most importantly, though, Sean was incredibly giving. He would often stay long after the conclusion of his shift to sit and talk with a patient who was having trouble dealing with their trauma. He would hold their hand, pray, be a friend – whatever they needed, Sean did. Soon Laura Kehoe realized that she was in love with this nurse and Guardsman.

The National Guard was and is the heart of American military tradition, one that was undergoing great change at the dawn of a new century. Yet, throughout, the Guard retained its local character and connection, another throwback to America’s deep past. The Guard is its local families, its men and women. It is Stephanie Carter, Terrance Lee, Sean Cooley, and Laura Kehoe.
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Who Was the 150th?


I remember feeling a sense of anxiety because I’d never been deployed before. I’ve never even left the country before… Honestly, everything you see on TV, you kind of believe because that’s the way society is. That’s the way things are supposed to work. So initially, I thought I would be killed. I was afraid, but I knew that I had an obligation to fulfill. So I had a duty to go do, and I put everything aside, put my selfish feelings aside and did what I was trained to do.

Terrance Bloodsaw




joining the guard

Some members of the 150th, like Sean Cooley, came to the National Guard only after stints in the Army or Navy, but for most the decision to join was an organic first step into the US military. Reasons for joining the Guard were, of course, intensely individualistic and were often tied to the community’s close connection to the local unit. For some, joining the Guard was a ticket out of poverty in the poorest state in the union. Russell Griffith grew up on a farm in the countryside outside of Laurel, Mississippi. It was hard times for the local and national economy, and, even though everyone in the community tried to help each other out, the Griffith family could barely get by. Russell worked with his father picking peas on the family plot and selling them to locals, sometimes parking their pickup on the side of the road and hoping that customers would see their sign and stop. But it was barely enough to keep Russell in clothes for school, much less allow him to dream of anything like college. He did have dreams of maybe getting a degree in agricultural studies so that he could help his family, but instead he fell in with a bad crowd in high school and things looked even more bleak. For the Griffith family, serving in the Guard had long been an escape valve in life, with two of Russell’s uncles and three of his siblings already serving once they became of age. Seeing little future for himself and knowing that he needed to get away from the negative influence of his friendship group, Griffith joined the Guard to restart his life.

Christopher Dueitt spent his childhood in the deep rural fastness of Greene County. Only 13,000 people lived in the entire county, and his tiny hometown of Clark numbered just over 100 residents. Christopher had nearly limitless energy, but there never seemed to be any outlet for his drive and passion; there seemed to be nothing for him but dead-end jobs or getting into trouble with his equally bored friends. His mom worked hard to keep Christopher on the straight and narrow, but somehow that didn’t work, and by the time Christopher was halfway through high school he was using drugs heavily and had dropped out. His family didn’t know what to do to help him, and he certainly didn’t know what to do to help himself. There were a few people in the local communities who had “made it,” though, and their way out had been the Guard, which had an armory in Lucedale, in neighboring George County. Fearing for his future, and taking his mom’s advice, Christopher joined up, hoping to find something better.

Stacey Ford grew up the opposite direction from Lucedale in the village of Buzzard Roost, which boasted 75 residents. It was a town where everyone knew everyone, and they all sure knew the Ford family since Stacey’s father, John Henry, was a local Pentecostal preacher. Stacey loved motorcycles, especially his Indian 75cc, and he got a decent job apprenticing as an iron worker after high school. But something along the way went wrong, with Stacey running into trouble with local law enforcement. It was made clear that he had two choices – doing time or joining the Guard. Didn’t turn out to be a difficult choice at all. The Guard it was.

For Rickey Posey the choice was equally easy. His family lived in the sticks outside of Meridian, and his childhood playground was the woods where he and his family hunted pretty much anything they could. His father, a plumber, built their tiny house. As a young child Rickey could even remember when the house was nothing but floors – no walls, roof, or anything. Rickey had five siblings, which meant that he and his three brothers all slept in the same bed with two at the bottom and two at the top. And, even though Dad was a plumber, there was no indoor bathroom. The family never went hungry, but Rickey knew that they were poor. Two of his older brothers had already joined the Guard by the time Rickey was in high school, so joining the Guard like they had seemed the natural order of things. To Rickey Posey the Guard seemed to be the best ticket to a better life.



get that education

Others in the 150th joined the Guard more specifically due to the educational benefits associated with Guard service. Sherman Hillhouse grew up in Okolona, where his father drove 18-wheelers cross country while his mom worked as a seamstress in a local factory. In high school Sherman played on the local football team, and he had a fairly standard middle-class life. But he really wasn’t sure what he wanted for his future. His parents pushed him toward college, but he wasn’t convinced that the college life was for him. Then career day rolled around at high school, and the presenter on National Guard opportunities wound up being someone that Sherman knew, so he paid more attention to him than the other speakers. The speaker talked about Guard life and training but spoke a lot about educational benefits. The Guard would pay for him to go to school. And, to top it all off, the local Guard unit at the time was a construction unit, and construction interested Sherman deeply. So, as it turned out, Sherman and about 14 of his buddies went to see the recruiter to join up, and Sherman also enrolled at the local community college to learn more about electrical systems. He hoped that the two, together, would forge him a future.

Dexter Thornton was raised in the Sunrise Community outside of Carthage, Mississippi. His father worked as an electrician, and his grandmother ran a small country store across the street from their house; a store that served as much as a community center as anything else. Dexter’s parents had not been fortunate enough to attend college themselves, so they did their best to steer their children toward educational opportunity. Attending Leake Academy High School, Dexter took his parents’ hopes to heart and graduated with honors, planning on making their college dreams for him come true. What came next was made much easier by the fact that Dexter’s father had joined the local Guard unit himself before Dexter’s graduation. So, for Dexter Thornton, joining the 150th meant going to college and getting a chance to serve with his father. It didn’t take him long to make up his mind, and he joined during his senior year in high school.

Ken Cager was raised an old country boy and lived in the town of Carthage. His father Quentin worked offshore on the oil rigs, and his mom Janeese ran the local country store that served lunches to the workers at the nearby poultry plant. Neither parent had enjoyed much educational opportunity, so they pushed Ken and his two siblings toward excellence in school. And at school it seemed that nearly every male teacher or coach was a military veteran. Ken never believed much in his own academic ability but worked hard because it was what his parents wanted. He knew that he was going to college, but he had no idea whatsoever about how anyone in his family was going to be able to pay for it. But his dad knew exactly how he was going to pay for it: Ken was going into the Guard. One bright Sunday morning Quentin told Ken it was time to head down to the National Guard recruiter – no ifs, ands, or buts about it. So, the very next morning, Ken, aged 17, showed up at the recruiter’s office. The recruiter introduced himself and Ken said, “My dad told me to come down here and sign up. So here I am.” The recruiter responded, “Son, we can square you away.” Ken couldn’t help but think that he was the easiest recruit that the Guard had ever signed up.

Roy Robinson, who eventually commanded the 150th on its deployment to Iraq in 2005, grew up along with six siblings in Meridian, Mississippi. The family was by no means wealthy, but there was always a premium put on education, so for Roy there was never really a choice. He was going to college. Knowing his future, Roy started working at every job he could find to save money for his education. After high school he enrolled at the University of Southern Mississippi and discovered fraternity life. His first two years of study were “memorable,” perhaps not in an academic sense but certainly in a social sense. Then his savings simply ran out, and it looked like his college education was over. But one of his fraternity buddies patted Roy on the shoulder and told him that he had a solution. “No problem. Come with me. We will go over and talk to the recruiter.” His fraternity buddy was in the National Guard, and Roy got into the passenger seat of his car and the duo headed to Camp Shelby just south of town.

Robinson told the recruiter his situation. His academic standing wasn’t the best, he didn’t have any money, and had no interest in going home to live with his parents again. The recruiter had an easy answer: “Hey, no problem. We’ll put you in the Guard. The Guard will pay for your college. I know you’re here, kind of in between semesters. If you’ll work with me, I think we can have you on your way pretty quickly and have you back in time for the fall semester.” So, Robinson signed up for the Guard on the split option, which meant that he could undertake basic training and then go back to school before Advanced Individual Training (AIT). Thus, in the summer between sophomore and junior year in college, Robinson was off to Fort Leonard Wood, Missouri, for basic training. For some reason he didn’t think that they buzzed your hair any more in basic, but he was wrong there. All his nice hair was gone the next time he showed up to Southern Miss.



delving deeper


Norris Galatas

Connections to the Guard and reasons for joining ran deep across the 150th. Norris Galatas was born at Fort Meade, Maryland, where his father served in the Army. His mother was also in the military, and for a while things were good. The family grew quickly to include two sisters and four brothers. While Norris’ father was in the service everyone was pretty well looked after, but things got bad quickly when he retired. The family moved to Slidell, Louisiana, where Dad could not come to terms with civilian life; it simply didn’t suit him. He bounced from job to job, always thinking that he deserved more and always quitting. When he was between jobs, which was often, the situation was dire for the Galatas family. As Norris approached his teen years, the family all lived in a 1963 Chevrolet Impala Station Wagon. No water, hardly any clothes, barely enough to eat – and all eight crammed into a single car. The family was falling to pieces, and in desperation Norris’ father turned to his own mother, Peggy. The broken-down Impala and its many passengers barely made it to Peggy’s driveway in Jefferson, Louisiana. Norris’ parents bluntly told Peggy that the choice was simple. Either she could take the children in, or they would have to go to foster care.


Wiping tears from her eyes, Peggy knew that it wasn’t really a choice at all. All six children piled out of the car, hugged their parents, and moved into Peggy’s trailer. With seven people living in a two-bedroom trailer, it was not a life of luxury, but there was food on the table and real beds to sleep in. The two sisters shared one room, all four boys crammed into the same bed in another room, and Grandma Peggy slept on a fold-out couch in the living room. Peggy could hardly believe the condition of her grandchildren, and immediately set about putting their lives in some kind of order. They had largely done what they liked while living with their parents, but Peggy demanded more. She never beat them, but she required accountability and a strict schedule. For some of the older kids it was just too much, and soon the eldest three moved out.

Norris, though, who was just entering eighth grade, thrived under the new regime. He needed and enjoyed the guidance that Peggy provided. Convinced that some of the friction that had beset the family had come from their cramped living arrangements, Peggy moved to a small house outside of Meridian, Mississippi, where the remaining siblings could have more room to live their lives. Norris enjoyed school, especially Mr. Flowers’ science class. He attended Meridian High School and eventually became the only one of his siblings to receive a high school diploma. There had never been much talk of education in his family, although Norris was a good student, and certainly no talk of college. But Norris already knew what he wanted to do, so none of that mattered. He wanted to join the military – and to do better at both it and life than his father had. Toward that end, while he was in high school Norris took the Armed Services Vocational Aptitude Battery (ASVAB) test and scored well. He scored so well that the Navy wanted him to work in its nuclear reactor program. But Norris had no desire to work with reactors in the bowels of a giant ship or, worse yet, undersea on a submarine. Both filled him with a sense of claustrophobia. Instead, right after high school Norris chose to join his local National Guard unit.

Peggy was proud that Norris had graduated and had chosen to serve. Initially he worked as a movement specialist, issuing fuel and arranging for its transport to the unit that needed it. He also got a job working for a wholesale pharmaceutical company, starting off in packing but quickly moving his way up to driving a truck. The Guard pay, combined with the pay from his “regular” job, was enough for Norris to buy a small house on an open piece of property outside Meridian. And he had fallen in love and gotten married. Both he and his wife Janis shared a love of horses. After fighting so hard to get there, Norris could barely slow down enough to see how far he had come. A nice home, a horse paddock, and several horses that kept both him and Janis busy. He couldn’t help but think that he was living the American dream.



Larry Arnold

Larry Arnold was born in Thayer, Missouri – the hardscrabble land of the Ozark Mountains. If anything, his parents were even harder than their surroundings. His father, Howard, a preacher, was very demanding in all aspects of Larry’s life. There were difficult chores to do every day, and the family saw little need for schooling. Real men worked their way through life with their hands, so Larry dropped out of school to work and make money for the family. He worked at pretty much any job he could find, and as a result became something of a jack of all trades. He could build houses, run electricity, rebuild motors on cars, work with concrete, drive big rigs. If it meant working with your hands, Larry Arnold could do it. Through it all, though, Larry knew that there was more to life. He wanted something that stretched beyond his rural surroundings, but without much of a formal education any distant dreams seemed unreachable. But there was one way out. Larry’s mom had long told him that you aren’t a real man until you serve in the military. So, as soon as he was of age, Larry enlisted in the Army. Sure, it had basic training, orders, and hard work. But he was used to those kinds of things. The Army also had schools and travel to faraway lands: things that Larry could only dream of.

Before heading off to the military, Larry had met Melinda Burge on a blind date after the family moved to Ocean Springs, Mississippi, following Howard’s job. The newly married couple set off on deployments across the nation and even in Germany, a deployment that Melinda dearly loved. Even though there were language difficulties, everything seemed so quaint, and family problems were so far away. Amidst the deployments, the Arnolds had three sons: Larry Jr., Robert, and James. Even though he enjoyed the military with its sense of honor and strict work regimen, the constant travel got to be too much for the burgeoning family. Larry knew that his children needed stability and roots, so in the mid-1980s he retired and moved the family back to Ocean Springs. Larry landed a pretty good job driving big rigs across the country, which bothered him a bit because it meant that he would often be away from home. Civilian life started out well enough, but friction with his father Howard caused Larry abruptly to move the family to Arkansas to allow for some breathing room.

Larry didn’t make much money with his job, and often took on part-time work to help make ends meet. But he always made sure that his family wanted for nothing. It was only as adults that the Arnold children realized how hard their father worked to keep them from knowing that they were poor. The houses that Larry bought as the family made a few more moves were often a bit run down, but Larry would fix them up like new by hand. For Christmases Larry would head to thrift stores to buy toys, and then take them to his shop and make them sparkle. By the time the kids were older, he had moved on to cars. Larry would buy old junkers and get them running like they were fresh out of the factory. Through it all, including a move back to Mississippi, Larry had felt something was missing. The military had given him a prideful purpose. And the 1991 Gulf War had shown him that America still sorely needed its military – a military that he suspected would be called on again soon in an uncertain world. So, Larry joined the National Guard. The sense of purpose returned, the extra pay didn’t hurt, and Larry knew that his many skills would be put to good use if his nation ever needed them.




weekend warriors

The National Guard that the men of the 150th were joining was in the beginnings of its transition to more of a fighting force, but, for many on the outside, the Guard retained its image as weekend warriors for whom beer and barbeques took precedence over training and military readiness. In general, Guard units undertook one weekend of training per month and during the summer underwent two weeks of annual training. For the 150th, annual training often took place at Camp Shelby – one of the National Guard’s largest training facilities in the country. Even the term “annual training” was somewhat new. Brad Hollingsworth had grown up in Tupelo in the far north of Mississippi and had joined the Guard in 1999, in part because he thought it would be fun to fire the main gun of a tank. He had heard that training had once been called “summer camp.” But that term conjured up images of Boy Scouts in tents around fires. And that is not what the Guard was doing. The Guard was preparing for war, thus the switch to “annual training.” During the year, each Guard company would have three to four of its members on active (full-time) status to take care of the constant training and supply details associated with a military unit, especially in preparing the unit for its annual training.

The Guard of the late 1980s did retain some of its weekend warrior qualities.
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