
IntroductIon

F udge brownies. Rich, moist fudge brownies. Let’s say we cut 
a pan of brownies into ten pieces. Each person gets 1/10 of 
that pan, and each piece is a decent chunk of brownie. Grab 

a tall glass of milk and enjoy - especially if you get an edge piece 
and it’s chewy and even a little crunchy. Mmmm mmm mmm…

On the other hand, let’s cut that pan of brownies into 
100,000,000 pieces. There’s not much in one single 100,000,000th 
crumb of brownie. No glass of milk is needed there, just sadness and 
disappointment. As we get closer and closer to an infinite number 
of slices, we won’t even get a proton of brownie.

This looks like scary math, but it’s not. To translate: the limit of 
1/x as x goes to infinity is 0. What does that mean? As x gets bigger, 
the final result gets smaller. If we could cut our pan of brownies 
into an infinite number of pieces, our portion would be essentially 
nothing. That’s the limit of 1/x as x goes to infinity. It’s zero. That’s 
the end result.

When I first learned about limits back at age 17, I immediately 
associated x with Time. When it comes to Time and this universe, 
I envisioned the same thing. If x represents brownie slices, we get 
nothing. If x represents the disintegration caused by Time, then as 
x goes toward infinity, this whole world goes away. 

The Second Law of Thermodynamics says that this universe is 
tending toward disorder. Entropy - randomness - is always increasing 
on a cosmic scale. The universe is ultimately breaking apart. As x goes 
to infinity, the Earth keeps spinning and spinning, flying around 
the Sun one millennium after the next. Billions of years pass, and 
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As X Goes to Infinity

the Sun swells into a red giant and finally explodes, destroying our 
solar system. All the stars in all the galaxies fly ever outward into the 
blackness. They eventually explode, collapse, burn out or otherwise 
die. Eventually, like our protons of brownie, every atom is scattered 
away from every other atom; the universe experiences a heat death 
as entropy fulfills its ultimate purpose and all energy is uniformly 
distributed throughout space. Everything we’ve ever known is gone. 
There is no life. There is nothing worth calling “anything.” As x goes 
to infinity, this world is gone.

Let’s say my atheist professors are wrong, and God lives. He is 
the answer for the miracles I’ve experienced and the First Cause 
of all that is. We don’t have to wait billions of years. As x goes to 
infinity, He steps in and puts an end to this broken world. He’s been 
stretching out the heavens,[1] and one day He’s going to roll it all up 
like a piece of paper.

All the host of heaven shall be dissolved, And the heavens shall 
be rolled up like a scroll; All their host shall fall down As the 
leaf falls from the vine, And as fruit falling from a fig tree. 

Isaiah 34:4

This whole universe is destined for destruction, no matter how 
we look at it.

And yet, let’s say God rolls it all up, what’s left? It’s only the 
digital projection that’s gone. The movie screen rolls upward, rising 
out of the way, and the eternal world suddenly comes into view. The 
new heavens and earth are presented to us, dimensions outside the 
ravages of Time, dimensions made to last forever.[2]

Secular scientists have a habit of looking at our visible space-
time as the real world and the spiritual world as imaginary. As x goes 
to infinity, though, this world is zero no matter what. No matter 
what. This physical world is ephemeral. It’s in the process of passing 
away into nothing. The only world that has a chance of being real 
is the spiritual world, the world that lies behind the curtain. That 

1 Isaiah 40:22
2 Isaiah 65:17; Isaiah 66:22; 2 Peter 3:13; Revelation 21:1.
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existence beyond space-time - that’s the one that remains after this 
world is gone.

I’m betting on that real world. Mathematically, it’s pretty useless 
to bet on this one.
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Chapter 1
the AlbAnIAn Ghost chIld

“Nevertheless do not rejoice in this, that the spirits are subject 
to you, but rather rejoice because your names are written in 
heaven.”

Luke 10:20

S o the nunnery was haunted. So what. 
I walked past the doorway of the basement’s dark boiler 

room, the monstrous metal beast silent in the shadows. I 
could imagine easing past that hulking furnace and into the dingy 
cellar room beyond. We’d been told that a tunnel once led from the 
cellar under the road to the old brick hospital across the street. We 
could see the outline of the old opening where it had been filled in 
with concrete. 

Why a tunnel under the road? It was a small neighborhood in a 
small town – so easy to just walk out the front door and across the 
quiet street. What purpose did the tunnel serve? Did they torture 
people there? Had they buried the bodies of dead miners, indigents, 
and drunks down there? I didn’t know.

Whatever its history, we took it for granted the building was 
haunted.

A week earlier, my 11-year-old brother Shadow trotted into the 
living room, where our handyman Ray sat swaying back and forth 
in the rocking chair. Ray had thick hair, prematurely white hair. 
Distinctive hair. Shadow continued past him down to the kitchen 
where Ray stood at the sink doing dishes. 
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“Wait,” Shadow glanced behind him down the hall. “Weren’t 
you just sitting in the rocking chair?”

“What?” Ray said, his hands deep in the warm water.
“I just saw you…” Shadow’s eyebrows creased in bewilderment. 

He turned and trotted back to the living room. The rocking chair 
sat empty.

Shadow wasn’t alone. Five-year-old Maxwell played on the floor 
of Mom’s bedroom when a stack of magazines caught fire on the 
table beside him. He kneeled there, staring at them in surprise. A 
few moments later, Mom walked in and saw the magazines aflame, 
and she quickly threw a towel on the pile and put out the small 
conflagration. She lectured Max about the dangers of playing with 
fire. 

Max has always claimed he had nothing to do with it. Even as 
an adult, Max believes the magazines spontaneously combusted. “I 
guess I did it,” he still says, “but I do not remember setting those 
magazines on fire.”

Before the nunnery, we had been living in a tiny trailer behind 
Gloria’s Steakhouse in Prichard, Idaho. Six of us kids squished into 
that tiny camping trailer. Then, my mother’s brother offered us a 
marvelous alternative; Uncle Doug said he wanted to relocate to 
North Idaho, and he’d buy a house if we picked it out. He said we 
could live there until he moved up. 

Of course, Mom hunted up the biggest house in the county. 
She picked me up after school one day, excitement flashing Roman 
candles from her eyes. “I found it! I found our house. Guess how 
many bedrooms it has,” she demanded.

“How many?” I asked.
“Guess!” she insisted.
“Five bedrooms?” I offered. I could tell by her enthusiasm it 

wasn’t some little cottage. 
She kept looking at me, waiting for me to try again.
“Six? … Seven?” Had she found a castle?
“Eight!” she declared in triumph. “This place has eight bedrooms, 

17 walk-in closets, five staircases, five bathrooms. It’s… it’s a crazy 
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house. You have to see it. There’s a bathtub in the wall of the master 
bedroom!”

“In the wall? What do you mean ‘in the wall?’”
“It’s in the wall. You walk up one step and you can climb into 

a working bathtub.”
“A bathtub in the wall? Can we go there now?” I asked.
“Sure!” Mom said. “We just have to go pick up the kids.” 
The old nunnery in Wallace had been listed for $60,000, which 

was cheap in any decade. It had been built as the mayor’s house 
half-a-century before the nuns moved in, and it was a grand old 
building. As we stepped through the front door behind the realtor, 
a wide staircase wound up around the corner to the second story. 
Hardwood floors stretched across the living room to the fireplace 
and into a little library by the broad front windows. We wandered 
past smooth, rounded corners and down a hall past the music room 
into a large kitchen with windows overlooking the back yard. We 
stood and stared up at the yards of cupboards stretching up and 
up, and we wondered who could reach that high to put dishes into 
them. That house just kept going on and on, with more hallways 
and bathrooms and closets and doors.

It was a weird old house. The coat closet in the foyer had a false 
back that opened into the first-floor bedroom. We hiked down 
another hall past the kitchen and up the narrow servant’s stairs to 
explore the five bedrooms on the second floor. On top of everything 
else, a bathtub sat in the master bedroom’s north wall, just like my 
mother said. A working old claw foot bathtub. In the wall! 

There was more! A staircase in the upstairs hall led to the third 
floor, but there was also a hidden staircase in the east bedroom walk-
in closet. We opened an extra door in that closet and looked up into 
the shadowy darkness at a trap door to the top of the house. A trap 
door! In our house! We kids couldn’t have been more delighted.

After the cramped space of our tiny camping trailer, we were all 
ready for a 6,000 square-foot house. Sorry Uncle Doug that it needed 
some mending. Sorry that it turned out to be haunted.

We didn’t care about ghosts. We danced all over the music room 
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in the evenings, pop songs blaring. If we tumbled and wrestled onto 
the carpet, we didn’t have to worry about smacking into end tables 
or chairs in the wonderfully empty room. We could run and slide 
down the floors in wide hallways and bounce into broad rounded 
corners without injury. And we didn’t fear the massive basement 
with all its secrets. 

Through the magic of Youtube, I recently watched a 1983 
interview of Eddie Murphy on Te Tonight Show with Johnny 
Carson. Eddie said something entertaining about ghosts:

Eddie:  There's the ghost in my house, that's why I'm moving.
Johnny:  A ghost?
Eddie:  Yes.
Johnny:  Does he talk or-?
Eddie: No, see blacks aren't like whites with a ghost in the  

    house.
Johnny:  Really? I didn't know that.
Eddie: ...I was watching Poltergeist on telev- on cable. And  

    I noticed that y'all just stay in the house when the  
    house is haunted and -

(Audience laughter)
Eddie: "-we leave."
Johnny: "You leave."

We didn't leave! A year after we'd moved in, I paused in the 
blackness of the basement hallway, thinking about the tunnel under 
the street. Then, I marched on into the laundry room to scoop warm 
clothes into the laundry basket. I clicked off the light and returned 
through the darkness. No evil spirit ever showed its face to me.

That didn’t mean the spirits didn’t bother other people. A single 
mother and her child lived with us for a couple of weeks the summer 
I turned 17. The young woman woke my mom several nights in a 
row, hissing in her ear, “Sheri! Sheri, I heard them again!” 

Mom finally said, “Look Danielle. The ghosts aren’t bothering 
me. You are.”
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Uncle Doug and Aunt Terri eventually moved up and overhauled 
the house, turning it into a bed and breakfast. Aunt Terri reports, 
“Every workman without exception who worked in this house would 
find me at some point to ask me if this house was haunted.” 

Something invisible walked loudly up the steps and down the 
halls, sometimes right in front of terrified observers. Something 
moved coats and hats and tools around. Something sat in the rocking 
chair, pretending to be a human. The bed and breakfast patrons 
came down every morning to eat, and each new couple would ask 
(a little hesitant and embarrassed), “Um… is this house haunted?” 
Aunt Terri would answer, “Why do you ask?” 

Of course, it isn’t politically correct to believe in disembodied 
spirits. Dr. Stillwell frowned at Michelle Caerphilly and me when we 
started talking about ghosts one day before our Historical Geology 
class. The old geologist assumed that our ghosts were the stuff of wild 
imaginations. Perhaps the nunnery just creaked with age and settling. 
Perhaps people expected an old house like that to be haunted, and 
they only imagined the footsteps walking down the halls and stairs. 
Perhaps little Max set those magazines on fire. Perhaps.

Then again, we’ve had some noteworthy spiritual run-ins.

Some years after Shadow saw the fake Ray rocking in the rocking 
chair, his twin brother Baron was stationed in Vitina, Kosovo, 
where his anti-armor platoon worked as a quick reactionary force 
(QRF) (82nd Airborne Division, D Company 1-325, Airborne 
Infantry Regiment) as peacekeepers between the warring Serbians 
and Albanians. One night, Baron walked into his tent to find his 
fellow platoon members gathered around a Ouija board. Specialist 
Sean Green had bought the board, and the guys huddled together, 
chatting with whatever spiritual things hung out there. 

“Hey Truman!” one of the guys waved Baron over. “Check this 
out. We’re talking to a 3-year-old boy and a 70-year-old man.” 

“Wow,” Baron thought. “Those Albanian ghost 3-year-olds can 
text, in English, via Ouija board. They sure make today’s preschoolers 
look lame.” 
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Baron declined and walked past the guys to lie down on his 
cot. He wasn’t keen on talking to Uncle Screwtape and Wormwood 
junior. The guys continued speaking to the flimsy game board, and 
Baron lay there, becoming increasingly anxious. Finally, too scared 
to stick around anymore, Baron got back up and left the tent. He 
wandered over to the small chow hall that was open 24 hours a day. 
The chaplain happened to be sitting at a table, munching on an ice 
cream bar in the otherwise empty room.

“How are you doing, Truman?” the chaplain said. 
“Uh. Not so good. I can’t sleep because they’re playing with a 

Ouija board in there,” Baron answered.
“Well. Pray that God goes before you,” the chaplain took another 

bite of his ice cream.
Baron nodded. Mom had said the same thing when she’d had 

to deal with demons. So, Baron paused and said a simple prayer. 
“Lord, go before me.”

When Baron entered the tent this time, his fear evaporated. He 
returned to his cot to sleep, but as he lay there, he couldn’t help but 
listen to the other members of his platoon talking to the Ouija board.

Baron finally decided he’d have to get up and confront the thing. 
“I shouldn’t have talked to it,” Baron says. “It was really stupid of 
me to talk to it. Once you’re on their radar, it’s really hard to get 
them to go away. But, I wanted the guys to know that they were not 
talking to a 3-year-old boy and a 70-year-old man.”

To use a Ouija board, people put their fingers on a little pointer, 
and it slides across the board to letters or numbers or to the words 
“Yes” and “No.” Each person can suspect the jerk next to him 
is moving the pointer, so there’s little certainty that one of the 
participants isn’t faking the whole thing. Either way, it’s dangerous 
to mess with spiritual doorways. Evil spirits are like Ebola. You just 
stay the heck away from Ebola. 

As I type these words, Baron is sketching trees on graph paper 
at my dining room table. “They kept asking it stupid questions,” 
Baron keeps drawing. “Things like, ‘What is it like to die?’ and 
‘What’s your favorite color?’ Stupid things. Finally, I spoke up and 
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said, ‘Ask its name.’”
So, they did. They asked the board, “What’s your name?”
It spelled out “D-E-V-I-L” three times in a row, and as they read 

off the letters, cries of alarm rose to the roof of the military tent. 
I think that was interesting – that it showed some of its face like 

that. Demons hate to be honest about who they are. They’re not 
extraterrestrial aliens. They’re not the dead relatives we miss so much. 
They’re not mothmen. They’re not sweet 3-year-old Albanian ghost 
children. Demons are a bunch of posers. I also think it was lame 
of the spirit to go generic. C’mon. Give us your real name, Legion. 

What took place that night was no party game. As Baron spoke 
to the entity in the Ouija board, the soldiers at the table couldn’t 
hold their hands on the pointer. It shot across the board faster than 
they could keep up. 

“It didn’t even touch the board. It glided across the board like 
the puck in air hockey,” Baron says. “I asked it things the other guys 
wouldn't know. Things like, ‘Who was the first ruler of Babylon?’ 
and it told me, ‘Nimrod.’”

He asked things that an old Albanian guy wouldn't likely know.
At my table, Baron takes a drink of his coffee and goes back to 

drawing. “It did not like being questioned. It was obviously upset. 
It knew what I was ramping up to.”

When it didn’t want to answer a question, the pointer would spin 
all over the board in a blur. “I’d tell it, ‘In Jesus’ name, answer the 
question,’ and it would unwillingly answer me,” Baron says. “After 
awhile, it wouldn’t answer any question unless I commanded it in 
Jesus’ name. And then it would go back into its tizzy fit.”

“How many of you are there?” Baron asked at one point.
“1.”
“How many of you are there?”
“3.”
“How many of you are there?”
“74.”
“Why did you ask it three times?” I question him.
“I don’t know,” Baron shrugs. “I didn’t believe it. I guess I was 
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badgering the witness. But, I didn’t ask it three times in a row - it 
was three times throughout the night.”

That's another reason not to mess with Ouija boards. It's 
impossible to trust anything these entities say. They are skilled liars, 
skilled manipulators, and in Luke 4:33-35, Jesus told one to be quiet 
even when it spoke the truth. Don’t engage unclean spirits.

Finally, Baron asked, “Who is God?” The spirit didn’t want to 
answer. It spun madly around the board. 

“In Jesus’ name, who is God?”
“L-U-C-I-F-E-R.”
“In Jesus’ name, who is God?” Baron repeated.
The pointer flashed across the board in fury. 
“D-I-E-D-I-E-D-I-E.”
“I had to demand it to tell the truth in Jesus’ name,” Baron shakes 

his head. “Until it finally wrote out, slowly, like it really hated to say 
it, ‘J ... ...  ... E ... S ... U ... ... ... S.’”

 I kind of wonder if there weren't angels there, forcing it at the 
tip of a sword. 

Baron was getting tired, so he finally left to lie back down.  
He had wanted to sleep earlier that night when he’d first entered  
the tent, and now he’d wasted time on this evil being that wanted 
him dead. He needed his rest.

“Later on when I went back to bed, they asked it some more 
questions,” Baron tells me from the dining room table. “I could 
hear them. They narrated everything. They asked, ‘Are you afraid 
of anybody in this room?’”

“Yes.”
“Who are you afraid of?”
It pointed at Baron.
“Are you afraid of Truman?”
“Yes.”
“Why?”
“G - O - D - G - O - D - G - O - D.”
Baron didn't perform any holy rites. He didn't join the 

priesthood. All Baron did was ask God to go before him. That's 
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interesting. I also think it’s interesting the entity so often gave its 
answers in triplicate. I wonder why that is. 

Finally, Baron had to get back up and order the spirit(s) to leave. 
He rests his pencil on the table and looks at me. “I said, ‘I bind you 
in the name of Jesus, and I cast you out of this board. You are not 
allowed to come back ever again. None of your friends are allowed 
to use it. Nobody else down the line is allowed to use it.’”

The night terrified the other guys – tough military guys. Greg 
Allen asked to borrow Baron’s Bible so he could sleep with it. 
“Nobody made fun of him for it either,” Baron says. “They all acted 
like, ‘Gee. I wish I’d thought of that first.’” Baron kindly handed 
it to Allen, even though it’s not the paper and ink of the Bible that 
saves us. It’s the truth it holds that matters. But, anyway, it made 
Allen feel better.

People are nuts, though. The fear didn’t stop the soldiers from 
wanting to try the board again. 

“I wanted to buy the Ouija board from Sean Green,” Baron 
says. “I offered him $60 for it, because I wanted to burn it. Green 
didn’t want to sell it to me, though, because he’d just spent the night 
watching an evil spirit talk to people, but it never worked again.” 
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“Months later, Green came up to me and said, ‘Hey, Truman, 
do you want to buy the Ouija board?’ 

“I told him, ‘I’m not buying that from you. It’s just a piece  
cardboard.’

“‘Well, what should I do with it?’ Green asked.
“I said, ‘Burn it.’” 
So, he did.
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Chapter 2
the bAttle of nAjAf

His friend responded, “Tis can be nothing other than the 
sword of  ideon son of Joash, the Israelite.  od has given the 
Midianites and the whole camp into his hands.”

Judges 7:14 (KJV)

H orrific things happen in this world. We can find reasons to 
grieve all over the place, because we live on a battlefield: 
battlefield Earth. In the midst of the traumas, though, God 

has persistently shown His kindness and provision to my family. I 
don’t know if it’s because my grandmother prayed for us all those 
years before she died. I suspect there’s something to that. I don’t know 
if it’s because we pray for each other. I suspect there’s something to 
that too. I think a big part of it is that we don’t depend on our own 
righteousness. We try to do what’s right, but we’re plain not that 
holy. Instead, we depend on God’s goodness and faithfulness, and I 
believe He likes that. Whatever the full reason, miracles take place 
in my family, and some of the miracles are huge. It's time to tell 
about my brother Shadow's battle in Iraq that is every bit as good as 
Gideon’s victory against Midian in Judges 7. At least, it’s pretty close.

On January 28, 2007, the mayor of Najaf, Iraq was attacked 
as part of a power play by terrorist forces. This was back when the 
United States still had a strong presence there. The climax of the Shia 
Muslim holiday of Ashura was approaching, and a group of terrorists 
intended to take over the city. A small group of Iraqi soldiers and 
their U.S. advisors had been getting ready to leave the city that day, 
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but the attack delayed their plans.
Sergeant First Class Donny told me, “We were just about to 

head out when we got a call asking if we could help the mayor get 
out of this little firefight he was in.” 

The U.S.-led team spent an intense three or four hours fighting 
it out with the Soldiers of Heaven, a Muslim cult, but the U.S. 
mission was successful. They rescued the mayor and transported him 
to safety, then they returned to their Najaf operating base, “and got 
plussed up with ammo and food and gas.” 

Shadow told me, “We were thinking, ‘That was bad.’ Because 
a lot of people got shot. Sean Kirkwood got a Silver Star for that 
morning, and you have to practically save the president’s daughter 
to get any kind of recognition in Special Forces.” The team didn’t 
know that the “bad” of the day hadn’t even started.

The Green Berets don’t usually advertise their work,  and it's been 
difficult to find comprehensive information about that day's events. The 
Melbourne, Australia newspaper Te Age published a decent article.[1]  
Te New York Times’ version sounds like official propaganda from 
the Iraqi government, written to sound more in control than it was.[2] 
I don’t know…maybe Te New York Times was right and there was 
a midnight meeting and a battle plan to take out the Soldiers of 
Heaven Muslim cult, but I have serious doubts based on accounts 
of the different battles from soldiers who were there that day.

There are many things the media got mostly right. There were 
about 250 terrorists killed and several hundred captured during 
the battle that took place that afternoon. The Soldiers of Heaven   
militants in Najaf believed their leader to be the 12th Imam, the 
Muslim messiah. They were planning to take over Najaf during the 
Ashura holiday. Two Americans died in a helicopter crash. Eventually, 
U.S. strikers and air support got there to help - but not until many 
hours after the fighting started and the battle was basically won. 

I cannot find a single article that explains that the battle was 
1 US, Iraqi forces kill 250 militants in Najaf. (2007, January 29). The Age. Retrieved May 6, 2015, from http://

www.theage.com.au/news/world/us-iraqi-forces-kill-250-militants-in-najaf/2007/01/29/1169919241141.
html.

2 Cave, D. (2007, January 29). Iraq: 250 Insurgents Killed in Battle. The New York Times, retrieved May 6, 2015, 
from http://www.nytimes.com/2007/01/29/world/middleeast/29iraq.html?_r=0.

18



Te  attle of Najaf

fought by about 62 U.S.-aligned forces. The American side was 
out-numbered at least 10-to-1, yet they won an absolute victory.

This is a big deal.
Donny and Shadow and their guys included a small group of 

20 U.S. Special Forces and 30 Iraqi soldiers they had trained, plus 
another ODA of 12 or so guys who showed up there from Hillah. 
This little Gideon’s army was ambushed by a group of 600-1000 
enemy soldiers after the helicopter crashed, and nearly everybody 
in that little band of Iraqis and Americans came out alive. Even the 
newspapers agree that the other side took all the losses. Even the 
newspapers get that right.

The U.S. forces were scheduled to leave Najaf that 28th day of 
January. They were getting out, which tells me that nobody was 
planning to attack the Soldiers of Heaven, no matter what Te New 
York Times says about midnight meetings. The first time they tried 
to leave, they got called on to rescue the mayor. The second time 
the U.S. team tried to leave, they got a call: “Hey, we got an Army 
bird down.” The Apache helicopter was shot down first, and the U.S. 
team was sent out to recover the bodies of the men inside.

They set off toward the smoking helicopter. “It was kind of weird, 
with fire coming from all over the place, people taking pot shots 
from alleys or berms. The desert’s kind of crazy,” Donny told me.

“There’s a funny story,” Shadow said. “There was a small gun 
fight on the way. We were driving along, and one of our Iraqis 
was shot off the back of the Humvee, and we almost ran over him.  
So we stopped and got him. And while we were stopped, I ran over 
to his Humvee and started working on another Iraqi who had been 
shot in the hip. 

“So, I shoved him up into the back of the Humvee, kinda like 
the back of a pickup truck, and I’m standing there working on his 
hip to stop the bleeding. All the Iraqis are huddled there, staring 
at me, and I’m shouting to my Iraqi medic, ‘Hey! Put your hand 
here! Put pressure right here to stop the bleeding!’ And they’re all 
staring at me. Later, I found out there were bullets flying all over 
the place past me, and I’m standing there working on this guy,  
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completely clueless.” 
“They thought you were purposely protecting them,” I said.
“Well, I was trying to patch him up! He said later, ‘Shadow! 

You are like my brother! You must love me so much, to take care 
of me and put me behind cover while you were out there exposed! 
You are so brave!’ They all thought I was really brave. As far as I 
was concerned, I was just patching the guy up. They didn’t realize I  
come from a large family and can tune out noise.” 

The team moved on and decided they’d drive around a big dirt 
bank and out to the helicopter crash site. “We had to drive between 
two berms,” Donny said, “That’s not good; it’s a perfect place for 
an ambush.” 

There didn’t appear to be any other route to the helicopter, so the 
train of trucks carrying the few U.S. and Iraqi soldiers began to drive 
into the danger zone. As soon as they did, the Soldiers of Heaven 
militants poured over the tops of the berms and began shooting at 
them from just yards away. 

Shadow said, “We picked a route, and it just happened that route 
went through the center of the Heaven’s Army. And right there is 
the 12th Imam surrounded by all his people.” 

“They used the berm as cover and started shooting at us, basically 
at point blank range,” Donny said. “I was inside the Humvee behind 
bullet-proof glass, but the guys like Shadow in the back of the truck, 
they were only protected on the sides. The back was open and totally 
exposed.” 

I never worried about my brother Shadow, no matter how many 
times he was deployed to the desert. Mom had lost her first husband 
in Vietnam, and she hated that Shadow was repeatedly sent into the 
warzone of the Middle East. She prayed for him all the time, but 
I just never worried about him. The U.S. forces were good. They 
hunted down terrorist leaders, broke down their doors in the middle 
of the night, and arrested them - sometimes putting zip ties on their 
wrists before the groggy militants had fully woken up. Baron and 
Shadow had both done tours in Iraq, and they’d come back just fine.

Then, in late January of 2007, I was walking through my front 
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door when it occurred to me that Shadow could die. I had just 
stepped over the threshold of my cabin. I had something in my arms. 
It might have been baby Zekie, or it might have been groceries. I was 
in the middle of living my life when I was hit by an overwhelming 
sense that Shadow could actually get killed. 

So, I stopped. 
I must have closed the door behind me to keep out the cold, 

but I stood there and prayed before walking another step. I asked 
God to protect Shadow and all the guys with him, to keep them 
all safe. I prayed for maybe a minute. Then the burden lifted, and 
I went about my day.

I later found out that Baron and Dad had had the same thing 
happen to them; they suddenly felt a strong urge to pray for Shadow. 
It makes me wonder how many other parents and friends and family 
were called on by Heaven to stand in the gap for those 60 young 
men ready to be slaughtered by a cult leader who thought he was 
the 12th Imam. I think of the people out there praying for our 
soldiers every day.

“We were fish in a barrel,” Donny said. “They had a little mini-
city they were building there, and we drove right into the middle 
of that hornet’s nest.” 

Not only were the Iraqi and U.S. soldiers hugely outnumbered, 
but the Soldiers of Heaven were hopped up on drugs that made them 
feel invincible. It’s hard to kill people whose bodies refuse to believe 
they’re dead. Little prayer packets were found with the bodies, which 
the militants believed made them invisible. They were not fearful, 
terrified, running Arabs. 

“These guys were high,” Donny said. “I’m looking directly into 
these guys’ eyes through my bullet-proof window, and they were 
high.”

Shadow agreed. “They weren’t just high. They thought we 
couldn’t see them. They were brazen!”

Air support did arrive eventually, but it took hours 
because of radio frequency issues. In fact, the battle was being 
watched from the air, but the messages to send help weren’t  
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getting through. 
Shadow said, “It was so bad - what they were watching on the 

overhead view from a drone - a supply guy was told to get a bunch 
of cots and body bags, because they were just expecting us all to be 
dead.”

“But you guys didn’t get shot?” I asked. 
“It’s so weird, I didn’t get a scratch,” Shadow said. “Not a single 

scratch. And this is like, you put your finger up in the air, and it gets 
shot off. It was unbelievable fury! Unbelievable fury. The Imam’s guys 
were so close we could reach out and touch them. I was definitely 
red most of the time on my ammo.” 

“Can you believe that?” Donny said. “That’s God. Generally, if 
you set up an ambush, you should kill somebody. I’m not saying they 
were bad, because it was a pretty good ambush, but we had God.”

The enemy used everything. They had .50-caliber machine guns, 
which are devastating. Contrary to the urban legend, .50-cal rounds 
do have to actually hit people to kill them, but they are still bad news. 
Audie Murphy famously won the Medal of Honor in WWII after he 
held off six tanks and 250 German soldiers for more than hour with 
a .50-cal machine gun. The Soldiers of Heaven also had 25mm quad 
Gatling guns and anti-aircraft artillery. Shadow estimated that 25 
rocket propelled grenades (RPGs) hit his truck without exploding.

That's unfathomable.
  
Shadow said his team didn’t do the assessment after the battle, 

but they figured that several hundred enemy soldiers were killed and 
several hundred more were arrested. In contrast, the U.S. side lost 
two Iraqis during the fight - two Iraqis from the group they were 
advising. Shadow grieved over these two men he had trained, men 
who had become his friends.

The U.S. team got past the berms and to a more defensible 
location, but the serious part of the battle lasted from about 1:00 
p.m. until nightfall. After the fight was over, Shadow and Donny 
got down on their knees and honored the Lord. 
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The Army later learned that the Soldiers of Heaven had been 
intending to attack Najaf the next day. They had 100 women and 
children from their own camp ready to act as suicide bombers during 
the Ashura march, which would have resulted in thousands of deaths. 
The cult was a Shia cult, and Ashura is a Shia holiday, but the plan 
was to blame the Sunnis. The mass slaughter of Shiites on Ashura 
would have destroyed political relations between Shiite and Sunni 
leaders and pushed the country into all-out civil war. The destruction 
planned for that January day was halted by the presence of the U.S. 
forces who trusted in a different God.

Dr. Stillwell didn’t want to hear this story when I tried to tell 
it. He sneered, “Oh. The Americans won because God was on their 
side.”

Hey. In the name of his god, the self-declared 12th Imam 
was willing to have 100 suicide bombers destroy their fellow Shia 
Muslims, but because Shadow and Donny’s team rolled into that 
ambush, 100 women and children were spared death as suicide 
bombers, and their thousands of planned victims were able to walk 
home.

As one of the terrorist soldiers lay dying, he insisted that the 
Army of Heaven had won.

A U.S. soldier standing by him said, “What are you talking 
about? Your people all died.”

“It doesn’t matter whose blood is spilled,” the cult member said, 
“just as long as blood is spilled.” That tells us something about the 
god served by the Soldiers of Heaven. 

After the battle, Shadow’s shirts were so trashed with bullet holes 
and enemy blood, he threw them away. 

I said, “What! You should have kept them!”
He said, “They had holes all through them. At the time, I was 

just thinking, ‘Oh. These are useless. Somebody will give me crap 
for being out of regs for wearing them.’ So I tossed them.” 

Shadow was awarded a Bronze Star with a “V” device (for valor) 
for that day. Man. I wished he’d kept those shirts with the holes in 
them.
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