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History’s Judgment 
 

We have our boot on the first 
step of the boarding ramp - literally. 
We are going home. Man that 
sounds so sweet!  As always the 
journey forward is made better by a 
glance in the rear view mirror to see 
where we’ve been. History will judge 
us by our actions, by our behavior 
and by our achievements. On all 
counts I think we need not fear 
history’s judgment. 

Our Actions:  We acted when 
action was wanted and we did so 
with honor. We acted when it took 
courage to do so. No Fear on Earth 
was allowed to create an obstacle to 
our action, ever! Fear may have 
been felt, we let it pump our 
adrenaline and heighten our senses, 
and then we went on to do what 
needed doing. There was no time 
when we failed to act, and there was 
no act that failed. Our acts allowed a 
country to embrace democracy. Our  

 
acts gave a country hope, without 
which they can achieve nothing. Our 
acts are forever written in the history 
of Afghanistan and in the journals of 
the Wolfhounds. 

Our Behavior: Our actions 
won the battles we came to fight, our 
behavior will win the battles after we 
leave. Uncountable numbers of 
children will remember the 
Americans who brought Books, 
Candy and Smiles. Those children 
are the Afghan leaders of tomorrow; 
they are future allies of America. 
They will remember you and that 
memory will forge their thoughts and 
actions for decades. You also 
touched thousands, hundreds of 
thousands of adult Afghans. Even 
those to whom you didn’t speak 
watched you closely. They saw you 
– they saw armed men, men who 
look rough and can be cold, men 
who, with a glance, can bring a 
shiver to a spine. They saw men 
whose freedom to act was total and 
virtually unrestricted.  
(Judgment continued on page 8) 
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Commander’s Forum 
By: LTC Piatt, NF6 
 
  In March 2004, members of 
the 2nd Battalion, 27th Infantry 
(Wolfhounds) deployed to 
Afghanistan for a year long rotation 
in support of Operation Enduring 
Freedom.  As the commander, I told 
the Wolfhounds that our mission was 
to win a war, not just complete a 
tour.  Having previously served in 
Afghanistan, I cautioned everyone 
that America could still lose this war 
if we did not accomplish our mission.  
A year later I wonder, “How will 
history remember the Wolfhounds?”   
 No enemy formations 
surrendered.  No major battle forced 
the enemy to retreat.  In Afghanistan, 
the signs of military victory are not 
present.  In the end, history will 
judge our actions, but I am 
convinced that the future will prove 
our actions were just.  For now, the 
absence of enemy activity is our only 
measure of effectiveness.  Success 
is found in the friendships we have 
made in the past year, and the hope 
we have fostered in a society that 
previously had none.     
 The enemy has not given up.  
He remains determined but 
ineffective.  True success occurs 
when people decide to support their 
government and not the enemy.  The 
enemy will continue to spread his 
radical views and his 
misinterpretations of religion in order 
to stir hate.  The US military must 
remain engaged in Afghanistan until 
the Afghan people have all the right 
tools to govern themselves.  Our 
efforts remain noble and necessary.   
 It is easy to want to quantify 
our service here—no soldier likes to 
(NF6 continued on page 3) 

 
2-27 DAY 
 In two different time zones, on 
opposite sides of the world, the 
Wolfhounds celebrated 2-27 Day. In 
beautiful Hawaii, family members 
and Wolfhounds who already made it 
back celebrated with a potluck that 
started at 2:27 pm. In Afghanistan, 
the officers of Task Force 2-27 
celebrated by meeting at our 
flagpoles to run at 2:27 am.  
 No matter where we are, or 
what we are doing, any member of 
the Wolfhounds, soldier or family 
member, has something to be proud 
of. As we prepare to re-deploy, we 
continue to take pride in all we have 
done and everything we will do. 
Whether our intentions are to leave 
the Army and continue life as a 
civilian, or to continue serving our 
country, the many endeavors we 
have accomplished here are 
memories we can carry with us for 
the rest of our lives. 

-BR�  
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The FNG 
By: 2LT Thomas Elfont, A Company 
 
 Expectations; my own and 
others, occupied my mind as the CH-
53 touched down into Orgun-E.  How 
would I perceive the Wolfhounds, 
and how would they perceive me?  
My sense of nervousness was only 
muted by my optimism. 
 SFC Haddad wasn’t too 
happy to hear about my arrival.  He’d 
seen his fair share of lieutenants 
over the past three years.  He goes 
through them faster than a can of 
Copenhagen.  I’ve been told that the 
meek will inherit the earth, but it 
doesn’t seem likely with men like him 
around.  In a war of words SFC 
Haddad packs major verbal 
ammunition.  It didn’t take long for 
him to voice his dissatisfaction about 
babysitting a new platoon leader.  
Luckily, after meeting him I think he 
changed his mind.  
 After meeting SFC Haddad he 
introduced me to the rest of 1st 
Platoon A Co.  They’re characters to 
say the least.  I felt like Lee Marvin in 
the Dirty Dozen.  There’s monsters 
like SPC Fraser, surfers like SGT 
Chandler, and Southern boys like 
SSG Baldwin.  You name it we’ve 
got it.  Each one has a completely 
different personality, but they all 
share three attributes:  discipline, 
professionalism, and attitude.  I 
really think that 1st Platoon has the 
best NCOs.  Give them a task and 
it’ll be done quickly and to standard.  
On the other hand, they all have big 
attitudes.  Sometimes I wonder how 
they got it.  Does attitude come with 
the third chevron, or do people with 
attitudes become NCOs?  What 
comes first, the chicken or the egg?   
(A co continued on page 6) 

(NF6 continued from page 2) 
leave before the job is finished.  All 
of us must now, more than ever, 
understand the nature of the Global 
War on Terrorism.  We are winning, 
but more engagements remain.  We 
will most certainly deploy again to 
combat, either back to Afghanistan, 
Iraq or to another location to defeat 
the enemies of freedom.   
 The question that I am most 
often asked is: “Is the war necessary 
and worth the lives of our young men 
and women?”  My answer is always 
yes.  I admit that I find no honor and 
glory in war; it is a gruesome reality.  
One of my former commanders told 
me that no good comes from war.  
When I heard him say this, I 
challenged his comment.  Certainly 
our freedom, our nation, was a result 
of people willing to fight for what they 
believe in.  It took awhile, but then I 
realized the wisdom of his words.  
Our world is not perfect and at times 
we must do imperfect things in order 
to maintain peace.  War is horrible 
and the loss great, but better than 
the alternative.  If we do not stand, if 
we do not try to help those who 
cannot help themselves, then all we 
cherish will be lost.  We are right to 
be here and yes, it is worth it. 
 Life will go on in Afghanistan 
without the Wolfhounds.  The enemy 
will continue his efforts to influence 
the people in the wrong direction.  
More will die so that many can live.  
We did not finish the job, but we 
leave this country a better place than 
when we arrived. We also leave here 
better people for having served.  
Many came here as boys and now 
leave as men.  Their innocence lost 
to the evils that each experienced.  
Each of us yearns to return to our 
(NF6 continued on page 4) 
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(NF6 continued from page 3) 
homes and our families.  What most 
do not understand is that part of our 
soul will remain here, forever 
entangled in this struggle.  As the 
Wolfhounds depart I pray that each 
will remember the good they did here  
and  be proud of  their service.  It is 
time for us to go home and return to 
the roles of sons, fathers, and 
husbands again.   
 The first time I departed 
Afghanistan I remember thinking that 
the country was an evil place and 
that the people were incapable of 
good deeds.  This tour has proven 
my earlier perceptions false.  There 
is a divine spark that lives inside 
these proud people of Afghanistan.  
Peace can grow here, and the 
Wolfhounds have planted the seeds 
of peace everyday throughout our 
year here.  The enemy’s formal 
surrender will probably never 
happen; however, the enemy loses 
each day the Afghans govern their 
country.    
 Leaving something that we 
have poured our heart and soul into 
is difficult.  The unit taking our place 
will pick up the torch and carry on 
where we left off.  I am certain that 
they will do better and make Paktika 
Province a better place.  I am also 
certain that more battles will occur, 
and once again the Wolfhounds will 
be called to serve.   
 I will never forget the brave 
Wolfhounds I served with.  I will 
forever see their smiles, understand 
their fears, and admire their courage.  
The world will forever benefit from 
their deeds.              
 
 
 
 
 

 

 
Battalion Mortars 
By: SGT Smith and SPC Hurd, HHC 
 

It is the middle of the night, 
pitch black; the dim glow of a red 
lens flashlight can be seen shining 
from the cab of a cargo HMMWV.  
Faintly a man©s voice can be heard, 
whispering fire commands to the 
tired-eyed group huddled around the 
tube.  Only moments before, they 
were asleep soundly in their bed 
rolls, now only a minute later after 
hearing those infamous words “FIRE 
MISSION” are standing by in 
whatever they could grab preparing 
to shoot.  Seconds later a bright 
flash illuminates the sky and the 
sound like rolling thunder slices the 
quiet night air.  Several Kilometers 
away, a radio crackles, “SPLASH 
OVER.”  Another flash of light is 
followed by an explosion, “NICE 
SHOT, TYPHOON, FIRE FOR 
EFFECT.” 

11Cs.  Indirect Fire 
Infantrymen.  They are often times 
the forgotten stepchildren of the 
Infantry Battalion.  Quiet, on the 
sidelines, providing base security, 
illumination on demand, and bringing 
down that “steel rain” when needed. 

The HHC 2/27 IN 81mm 
Mortar platoon was given a difficult 
task when sent to Afghanistan.   
(Mortars continued on page 5) 

Comments or Suggestions? E-mail 
them to robeckb@kolchak.org 
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Wolfhound Cooks 
 
Being food service for an infantry 
battalion is never an easy job, 
especially in a combat zone. Every 
soldier is different and was raised on 
a variety of foods. Cooks take much 
criticism and receive little accolades 
on all aspects of food and its 
preparation. You might ask, “Why 
would any soldier want that 
enormous responsibility?” Maybe 
that soldier loves to cook or enjoys 
the gratitude of a meal well done.  
For most of us cooking is not just our 
job, it is a passion. We personally 
look forward to those holidays when 
cooks get to shine and show their 
true talents. Thanksgiving and 
Christmas always give us the best 
opportunity. It also gets us out of that 
everyday normal routine. And 
because everyone at least makes it 
to the DFAC once a day, soldiers 
tend to know who you are. Most 
know you before you know them, 
and you are always being watched! 
One of the key elements of being a 
Quartermaster Soldier in an infantry 
unit is having the support of your 
Chain of Command. Food is the 
major morale booster for all soldiers, 
which comes to show that food 
service will always be a major 
support element for the Army. 
 
“Quartermaster leads the way” 

(Mortars continued from page 4) 
Traditionally operating in no 

smaller than a two-squad element 
with a dedicated Fire Direction 
Center.  Upon arrival in country, the 
mission dictated that the platoon 
would be operating at a squad level, 
scattered throughout the Paktika 
province, requiring one squad to stay 
in FOB Sharona, another in FOB 
Waza Khwa, leaving two squads to 
rotate through endless missions with 
the line companies and specialty 
platoons as well as providing base 
security in FOB Orgun-E.  The 
situations left the squad leader to 
often times function as both the FDC 
and still perform his usual duties. 
Many times this left missions to be 
accomplished with as little as two 
men and himself. 

Though very different from all 
doctrinal training and platoon SOP, 
they adapted very well, adding in 
extra training time for squad leaders 
and their subordinates.  Without a 
dedicated FDC, each individual in 
the squad needed to be able to step 
up into any position and perform all 
duties with competence and 
confidence. 

Along with the new system of 
operation, the Mortars faced unique 
and interesting challenges.  In May 
of 2004, the Mortars were instructed 
to prepare a Jingle truck for a 
mission.  Two days were spent lining 
the bed of the truck with sand bags, 
while having to consistently reassure 
both the driver and the owner that 
we would not break their vehicle.  
After two days of preparations, an 
81mm Mortar was set up in the bed 
of the truck and fired.  The first 
round, set to the minimum charge, 
flew out of the tube.  Three rounds 
(Mortars continued on page 7) 
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(A co continued from page 3) 
I guess I’ll never know. 

My introduction to the other 
lieutenants was another experience 
I’ll never forget. Lieutenants Almirez, 
Barker, and Leinbach were happy to 
see me.  They now had a “cherry” to 
sweep the roof and take out the 
garbage.  Our XO, Lt. Choe was 
happy to see another person who 
didn’t work as hard as him.  One 
more thing to be bitter about.  
Slowly, and against my own will, I 
grew to like the other lieutenants.  Lt. 
Almirez is easy to get along with 
other than the incessant 
conversation about Star Wars (Nerd 
Alert!!).  Lt. Barker (now Capt.) is all 
about snowboarding.  “Dude, It’s not 
just a sport, it’s a lifestyle.”  He’s 
taught me that snowboarding is more 
than carving up a mountain; you’ve 
got to have the right clothes, image, 
and music to be part of the 
“underground movement.”  As for Lt. 
Leinbach, I rarely get the chance to 
see him.  I think he works at the Hajji 
Mart selling Breitlings.   
 Now to be fair I should rag on 
my CO a little bit, but unfortunately I 
don’t have any dirt on him.  He is the 
greatest leader/hero/Elton John fan I 
have ever met.  Maybe I’ll write 
some more when he’s not handling 
my OER.   
 Jokes aside, becoming a 
Wolfhound has been a great 
experience.  From LTC Piatt to PFC 
Stoker, everyone has been 
welcoming.  I am honored to be in a 
unit that has served so well, so long, 
and accomplished so much in 
Afghanistan and around the world.  
My experience has exceeded all 
expectations.  I just can’t wait till the 
next “cherry” comes in.   
 

It’s an Honor 
 The first day of March was a 
very monumental day for the 
Wolfhounds. In the quad at Orgun-E, 
with the Wall of Heroes as the 
backdrop, the task force awarded 
some of the key Afghans in Paktika 
Province. We said goodbye to some 
of the men with whom we have 
created such a strong bond over the 
last year. We also welcomed the 
Italian Battalion. The paratroopers 
from 1-508 watched and listened as 
some of the significant men who 
made this last year such a success 
speak. 
 Of the large number attending 
the ceremony, included were: CTF 
Thunder Commander, COL Cheek; 
Task Force Wolfhound Commander, 
LTC Piatt; Task Force Fury 
Commander, LTC McGuire; Paktika 
Governor, Gulab Manghal; and 
Paktika Police Chief, General 
Rahime. Local Afghan patrons were 
also in attendance. 
 During the final speech of the 
ceremony, LTC Piatt started by 
saying, “Hope is born when decency 
and human kindness are extended to 
those who have none.” 

-BR�  

 
 
 
 
 
 

Gov. Manghal, COL Cheek, and LTC Piatt 
present awards to Afghan workers for 
outstanding work performed during Task 
Force Wolfhounds’ stay in Paktika Province. 



 7 

 
(Mortars continued from page 5) 
were fired culminating with one 
round at maximum charge, which in 
turn bounced the truck so violently 
that the gun was tossed on its side.  
In the end it was decided that we 
would have to dismount the mortar to 
fire it. 

The coming of winter added 
another challenge, one that is quite 
unfamiliar to a group of soldiers 
stationed in a tropical environment.  
During a recent mission to the Naka 
area, as they pulled into a position 
where they would be staying over 
night, the squad leader opened his 
door and stepped into snow that 
came nearly to his waist.  The 
gunner and assistant gunner were 
already out of the vehicle, frantically 
shoveling and kicking snow out of 
the way in an attempt to place the 
gun into action.  A minute passed, 
then two.  The assistant gunner was 
plowing through the snow, taking 
directions from his gunner, trying to 
lay out his aiming stakes.  The squad 
leader began 
calling out fire 
commands, and 
the gun was spun 
around.  A high-
explosive round 
was fired from the 
tube, covering the 
assistant gunner, 
who was standing 
on the base plate, 
in a layer of snow 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
as it bit fiercely into the frozen 
ground. 

These challenges, along with 
many others, have been overcome 
by the knowledge and drive of the 
NCOs of the platoon; as well as a 
whole lot of sweat and backbreaking 
work by the lower enlisted personnel.  
When told that they would be 
conducting dismounted patrols with 
all of their gear loaded on the backs 
of donkeys, the platoon put their 
heads together, so with some G. I. 
ingenuity and some good old fashion 
Trial-N-Error a load plan was 
devised. After some walks around 
the FOB the load plan was tested on 
patrol through the mountains. 

The job and role of the Mortar 
platoon has changed and evolved 
significantly since entering theatre 
eleven months ago.  None-the-Less, 
they have adapted to the varying 
conditions, the broken vehicles (the 
most overloaded and overworked in 
the task force), the constant 
equipment repairs and maintenance, 

and the forced 
confinement of a 
combat zone.  
They are a 
cohesive unit; 
Brethren in arms.  
Ready at any 
time, day or night.  
Just one call can 
bring down the 
“rain.” 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

All previous full color editions of 
The Bark can be found on 

www.kolchak.org 
Click on the 2nd Battalion page. 
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The foundations of a society are reforming: schools; equality among all 
regardless of gender or religion; laws and a fair system of justice administered 
evenly. A first-ever free election of a national leader was held with the 
participation of a vast majority of eligible voters, both men and women. There 
could have been no greater illustration of a people reinvigorated and filled with 
hope, and eager to control their destiny. 

In May of 2004 President Bush dedicating the World War II Memorial said, 
of the great veterans of that war: “They faced the most extreme danger, which 
took some and spared others, for reasons only known to God. And wherever they 
advanced or touched ground, they are remembered for their goodness and their 
decency.” 

We don’t compare our war with theirs, but we take pride in the successful 
completion of a mission critical to our country. And, completing that mission in a 
manner that is in keeping with the best traditions of the United States Army - a 
manner that would earn the approval of the Wolfhounds who have preceded us. 

-MH  

Yet, they saw such men act with 
restraint and with humanity - men who 
used force only as a last resort and then 
just the force needed and not a bit more. 
They’ve seen men with guns before – 
they’ve just never seen men like you!  

Our Achievements: We came to 
bring order to a rough piece of a rough 
country, a country in disarray. We came to 
put the good people in charge, and put 
the bad people on the run. Most of all we 
came to replace bullets with ballots. Done, 
done and done! Infrastructure is being re-
built: roads, buildings, water and utilities.  

(Judgment continued from page 1) 

Bark Staff 
 

SPC Hennigan - MH  
 

SPC Robeck - BR�  
 

The ADVON party boards a CH-47 on the 
first leg of their journey back to Hawaii. 


