(Mobile book) No Hero: The Evolution of aNavy SEAL

No Hero: The Evolution of a Navy SEAL

Mark Owen, Kevin Maurer
DOC | *audiobook | ebooks | Download PDF | ePub

MARK OWEN

wits KEVIN MAURER

READ BY PAUL MICHAEL

NO HERC

THE EVOLUTION OF A NAVY SEAL

s
$14.99

ﬁ»‘.‘_‘_’?f‘_‘?ﬂ l
C!H[“t% UNABRIDGED :‘rgullg

‘ & Donwload & Read Online J

#599105 in Books 2016-05-03 2016-05-03Formats: Audiobook, CD, UnabridgedOriginal
language:EnglishPDF # 6 5.90 x 1.10 x 5.10l, Running time: 660 minutesBinding: Audio CD | File size:
60.Mb

Mark Owen, Kevin Maurer : No Hero: The Evolution of a Navy SEAL before purchasing it in order to gage
whether or not it would be worth my time, and all praised No Hero: The Evolution of aNavy SEAL:

3 of 3 people found the following review helpful. Owens delivers afun, revealing, and relevant readBy M. MillerMark
Owen delivers again in this satisfying volume, covering avariety of stories from hislifein the Teams with pertinent
lessons that are applicable to any walk of life.l've read a number of books written by former SEALS, and while they
are all good, Owens does a great job of connecting with the average civilian reader and making life in special
operations accessible for those of uswith no military background. | read No Easy Day before this, and both are
comparable reads written in a conversational style that can be finished in afew days. | really felt like he was just
telling me stories over afew beers.While | do wish he went into more detail at times, | understand he had some legal
hassles after his first book and memoirs such as these tend to be sanitized pretty heavily of all the classified details.

Y ou can read between the lines and figure out what was edited, and | thought it was anice jab at the DoD to leave the
blacked-out text in the book, just to give you a sense of how ridiculous some of the censorship is.In my opinion Owen
isastand up guy who wants his stories and the stories of his teammates told right. At no point in histwo booksis he


http://f3db.com/pub/links.php?id=0399568832

self-righteous or taking you on an ego-trip; he clearly states he is no better or worse than any other SEAL and he's just
giving you his account of hislife in the Teams and some of the lessons he learned. | think it's a great motivational
book for any young guy considering becoming a SEAL and should be added to your essential reading list of former
SEAL literature.2 of 2 people found the following review helpful. Good follow-up to No Easy Day.By Ariel FloresNo
Hero isagood follow-up to No Easy Day. Owen gives amazing firsr-hand accounts of other raids and deployments
throughput Iraq and Afghanistan. | appreciate the accounts on certain raids where he participated with Delta and
Rangers. Hiswriting style makes it enjoyable reading, very articulate, humerus at times and allows you to experience
what he and his team went through. The first chapter recalls the loss of members of ST6 when their help was shot
dowN and the sense of loss in that community was well writtenSome problems with the book revolve around
censorship. There are several pages that have been Redacted and that was very cumbersome. Y ou can tell that they
censored Delta Force, Neptune Spear and other training/actual missions. also Owens could've gone more into detail
about the backlash he was receiving from other ST6/Seals from hisfirst book.At the end of the book you get a sense of
Owens feelings about retiring from The Navy and what that means. | can sense the loss that he felt and also the relief
that comes with it. | can't imagine leaving a career that you worked so hard and sacrificed so much and to
leave.Overall agood follow-up to No Easy Day.1 of 1 people found the following review helpful. Great bookBy
Customerl loved it but had to return the digital format because there were many pages blacked out for some odd
reason; but from what | could read, it was very interesting and motivational and | will purchase the actual book
insteadt. I've read alot of military autobiographies and most pump themselves up with being the strongest, funniest,
smartest and will often point out the stupidity of others but this book aswell as"No Easy Day" treats all with respect,
even when explaining the stupidity (for lack of a better word) of others, it's done with respect. That's not easy to do.
What this book does do, istry very hard to be motivational and positive but still keeping it real and | like that.

The second book by former Navy SEAL Mark Owen, following his multimillion-copy classic about the bin Laden
mission No Easy Day, in which he tells the stories from his career that were most personal to him and that made him
the operator and the person he is todayWhile Mark Owen’ sinstant New Y ork Times bestseller No Easy Day focused
on the high-profile targets and headline-grabbing chapters of the author’s career, No Hero will be an account of the
most personally meaningful missions from Owen’ s thirteen years as a SEAL, including the momentsin which he
learned the most about himself and his teammates, in both success and failure.Mark Owen describes his intentions for
his second book best: “1 want No Hero to offer something most books on war don’t: the intimate side of it, the
personal struggles and hardships and what | learned from them. The storiesin No Hero will be a testament to my
teammates and to all the other active and former SEALs who have dedicated their lives to freedom. In our community,
we are constantly taught to mentor the younger generation and to pass the lessons and values we' ve learned on to
others so that they can do the same to the guys coming up after them. Thisiswhat | plan to do for the reader of No
Hero.” Every bit as action-packed as No Easy Day, and featuring stories from the training ground to the battlefield, No
Hero offers readers an unparalleled close-up view of the experiences and values that make Mark Owen and the men he
served with capable of executing the missions we read about in the headlines.

“Owen emphasi zes the selflessness and service of hisfellow SEALS, along with the lessons he learned, in a book that
is sure to appeal to the many fans of in-the-trenches special forces memoirs.”—Publishers Weekly* Simple, well-told
stories that will interest general readers and certainly anyone contemplating a career in special operations.”—Kirkus
s‘Owen'swriting is genuine and insightful....No Hero may have been intended for the next generation of SEALSs, but
the book's lessons can also be useful to civilians.” —Associated PressPraise for No Easy Day” This harrowing, minute-
by-minute account by one of the highly trained members of Navy SEAL Team Six is narrative nonfiction at its most
gripping....No Easy Day puts you right there for every tense moment.”—Entertainment Weekly “Gripping....There is
no better illustration in No Easy Day that SEALs are ruthless pragmatists. They think fast. They adapt to whatever
faces them. They do what they have to do.”—The New Y ork Times‘[Mark Owen] has given us a brave retelling of
one of the most important eventsin U.S. military history.”—People “Make no mistake: No Easy Day is an important
historic document.”—L os Angeles Times* A remarkably intimate glimpse into what motivates men striving to join an
elite fighting force like the SEAL S—and what keeps them there.”—Associated PressAbout the AuthorMARK OWEN
isaformer member of the US Naval Special Warfare Development Group, commonly known as SEAL Team Six. In
his many years asaNavy SEAL, he has participated in hundreds of missions around the globe, including the rescue of
Captain Richard Phillips in the Indian Ocean in 2009. Owen was ateam leader on Operation Neptune Spear in
Abbottabad, Pakistan, on May 1, 2011, which resulted in the death of Osama bin Laden. Owen was one of the first
men through the door on the third floor of the terrorist mastermind’ s hideout, where he witnessed Bin Laden’ s death.
Mark Owen’s account of theraid, in No Easy Day, remains the only accurate eyewitness account on record. KEVIN
MAURER has covered special operations forces for nine years. He has been embedded with the Special Forcesin
Afghanistan six times, spent amonth in 2006 with special operations unitsin East Africa, and has embedded with US
forcesin Iraq and Haiti. He is the author of four books, including several about specia operations.Excerpt. ©



Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.Publisher’ s NoteThe author submitted this manuscript for review by the
Defense Office of Prepublication Security (DOPSR) at the United States Department of Defense. Some material not
essential to the book was removed or rewritten during the review process. In some cases no agreement between the
author and DOPSR could be reached, and in those instances the passages in question have been redacted. The names
of al individualsin the book have been changed for their security. The views expressed in this publication are those of
the author and do not necessarily reflect the official policy or position of the Department of Defense or the U.S.
government.PROLOGUEForty Namesl was home in Virginia Beach on standby when the texts started coming in.It
was August 2011 and the city was packed with tourists. Every day | drove by people on vacation, heading to the ocean
for aday on the beach. | stayed away from the Oceanfront—the area that runs parallel to the beaches—where the T-
shirt shops and mini golf courses attract sunburned vacationers. The tourists were in a beach state of mind, but al |
could think about was Afghanistan and my upcoming deployment.The dog and pony show of dignitaries and political
leaders was finally over. Now the prospect of going back overseas had me straining against aleash like a dog, ready to
get back to work. But first | had to survive standby.Standby was the worst.It was one “spin” after another. We got a
weekly brief on the latest intelligence from the world’ s hot spots, which actually made things worse. We all wanted to
be working, conducting actual missions. But during standby, all we could do was plan for missions that would
probably never happen. Overseas it was common to get a mission, put together a plan, and execute it afew hours later.
But most of the operations we were involved in during standby were spur-of-the-moment contingency operations that
would eventually disappear. We'd spin up, plan the operation, only to spin back down as Washington decided on
another option, or the hot spot cooled off. Making it worse, we were living at home, but we had very little time
actually being at home with family. We had to keep our families at arm’ s length because we never knew when we'd
suddenly be gone. I'd stick them in the same compartment in my brain that | used during deployments. For me, | was
gone during standby, even if my parents could call me on the phone.l know it was the same for every teammate. We
all just wanted to get into the action.It was early evening and I' d just finished dinner. We weren’t supposed to drink or
party on standby. The last thing anybody wanted to do was show up drunk for a possible mission. | was looking at a
lazy night in front of the TV when | received a series of text messages about a helicopter crash. The messages all read
the same.“ There's a CH-47 down in Afghanistan. Ours?’ It was what we call “rumint,” amix of real news and rumor
that oftentimes turned into bullshit. Unfortunately, thistime it would turn out to be true.l had to see only one text
before my mind started turning. If it wastrue, it didn’t matter if it was SEALS, Delta, or Special Forces. They were
teammates in the same fight. | called a good friend of mine who was on the squadron that was overseas. He wasn't
with his team because he was home taking care of his mother, who was sick. | thought he might know something.No
answer.l kept scrolling through my phone, calling anyone who might have information. Then | got the confirmation.” It
was ours.” The news hit me like an electric charge. In my head, | could see all of my buddiesin that squadron. My cell
phone buzzed as the news spread. The same message kept coming up.“ 1t was ours.” My stomach hurt. | couldn’t sit
still. | paced in my kitchen, my head down, scrolling through texts, waiting for more information, but dreading each
new piece. | knew my teammates had all volunteered countless timesto bein that exact place, doing what they were
doing. It could have easily been mein the helicopter. Hell, I’d been in a helicopter crash afew months earlier. It was
harder being back at home waiting for word, afeeling most of our wives and girlfriends knew all too well After a
while, | couldn’t be alone. | grabbed a twelve-pack of beer from the fridge and walked down the street to afellow
SEAL’s house. We were going to need a few beers tonight. The sun was fading and the streets were deserted. Asl
walked the few blocks to my buddy’ s house, | looked around the neighborhood. The development was new, with few
trees. Large brick houses sat on manicured lawns. On the weekends, | watched my neighbors stress over their lawns,
mowing and manicuring the bushes to perfection. It made the streets |ook peaceful.Most of my neighbors were
obliviousto what | or any of the guys who came to my house did when they were at work. As | walked past the
houses, | was sure my neighbors were thinking about summer vacation plans, bills, or what baseball game they were
going to watch that night. It struck me how wide the chasm was between what was going on in Afghanistan and what
was happening at home. | knew my neighbors cared and supported the troops, but they had no ideawhat it was like
and how often my teammates risked their lives. The war was largely absent from daily life at home except for the
families|eft behind to wait for their sailor or soldier to return.They would never understand the amount of sacrifice
being performed by our military on adaily basis. There was nothing | could do to change that, and tonight, it really
didn’t matter. The sacrifice was made. Now it was left to us to make sure it wasn't forgotten. The disconnect between
those of uswho put our lives on the line and the rest of the country was never as stark for me as it was on that quiet
night.When | got to my buddy’s house, he opened the door with the same pained look on hisface as | had. He just
nodded and motioned me to come inside. | walked silently to his refrigerator and dropped off the beer. | grabbed two
bottles and we quickly retreated to his back deck, leaving his family alonein the living room.I popped off the top of
my beer and took along drink. The beer didn’t taste like anything. | was just seeking the effect. My buddy silently
drank his and scrolled through the messages on his phone. We sat for awhile. Neither of us spoke. The helicopter was
full of our friends, and they were all lost. It was a paralyzing feeling because all we wanted was to act, but there was
nothing we could do.The sun had finally set, and it was completely dark on the deck. | could barely make out my



buddy’ s face in the shadows. He didn’t bother to turn on the back light. | think we were both glad for the darkness. It
made the grieving allittle easier.For months politicians and the media had been celebrating the SEAL teams after the
Osama bin Laden mission. | don’t know how many times |’ d heard the word “hero” thrown around. “Hero” isnot a
word we use easily, and it had gotten to the point where it had lost all meaning in our community. Everyone was a
hero now.The weight of the losses didn’t really hit in earnest until names started to appear on my iPhone screen.We
tipped back beer after beer as we recounted stories about the guys on the helicopter. We both tried hard to remember
the best stories, the funny stories, about each guy. There was no shortage. Humor gets us through the toughest and
most stressful moments. We reached back in our memories for anything that would bring up alaugh. My buddy was
inside grabbing a couple more beers when a new name popped up on my phone.Ray.It hit me like a gut punch. | set the
phone down on the table and started to pace along the wooden boards of the deck. | met Ray for the first timein 1999
on the beach in San Diego. We were both about to start BUD/S, the SEAL training course. He' d been to collegein
Louisiana. He completed ayear before giving in to his desireto be a SEAL. | had made it through college before I d
finally succumbed to the same lifelong itch. | remember standing next to Ray in the sand, looking at the surf, and
listening to the instructors yell at us. He looked determined, focused. All the noise and chaos didn’t seem to affect him
at all.Ray came across as a bit quiet until you got to know him. Unlike me, he was a natural athlete. He had been a
soccer player in high school, and he had that lean physique. Over time | would see Ray naturally excel at most of the
physical challenges that the instructors could throw at him. What made him so solid was his consistency. He always
finished whatever we were doing—a swim, a beach run, the obstacle course—at or near the front of the pack, no
matter the conditions.We both graduated BUD/S in December 1999. Ray was stationed at SEAL Team Three. | was
assigned to SEAL Team Five. Since we were both based in San Diego, we saw each other as often as possible.
However, with our busy schedules, we were usually on different sides of the globe.Ray had a black cat’s nine
lives.Some of his close calls had become legend. Ray got shot in the neck a few months before he screened for
selection and training, or ST. He was on a six-month deployment to Guam with SEAL Team Three. He and some of
his friends had gone to a bar to celebrate Christmas. After aminor altercation with some locals, Ray and his fellow
SEALsdecided to call it anight. They climbed into ataxi and were headed back to the base when one of the guys
from the bar, hanging out of the window of a nearby car, opened fire.The bullets smashed into the taxi’ s windows. One
of the bullets struck Ray in the neck, traveling clean through. Larry, another SEAL in the taxi, got hit in the ear. The
bullet came out of hisnose. The taxi driver rushed them both to the hospital. Ray stanched the blood with his shirt and
walked into the emergency room for treatment.A couple months later he showed up for ST. He was in my class and we
made it through together, but just like after BUD/S, we wound up assigned to different squadrons.Now Ray was dead.

| still didn’t believeit.My buddy came back with another round of beers, shaking me out of my funk. We sat for afew
more minutes silently. We both had our phones out, scrolling through the messages. But | was still thinking about
Ray.“Hey,” | said. “Y ou ever see that footage of Ray in Afghanistan?’ My buddy gave a knowing chuckle.”If it were
me, I’d be dead,” my buddy said.Most mornings when we got into work and checked our email, there would be an
After Action (AAR) waiting for us. An AAR is areport, sometimes including video footage from overhead drone
coverage, generated by everyone involved in amission. Everyone from the helicopter pilots to the intelligence analysts
to the SEAL s discussed all the things that went right and al the things that went wrong during the night’ s mission.
These AARs were distributed within the community so that, whether you were on the mission or not, you could learn
the same lessons that the team on the ground had learned. It also gave us alot to talk about after a particularly
interesting mission.Ray’ s mission was a must-see. Ray’ s squadron had been in Afghanistan. His troop was assaulting a
cluster of buildings behind amud wall. Ray was one of the lead snipers and had climbed on top of a nearby building
overlooking the compound where the Taliban commander was holed up, so that he could provide cover for the
assaulters.As | watched the footage, | could make out the assaulters moving silently toward the target compound. | had
done the same thing amillion times, so | knew exactly how those guys felt. | was still getting excited just watching
them. | knew their senses were on fire, listening for an opening door or the crunch of stones under a pair of Taliban
Cheetah sneakers. | caught myself scanning the walls of the compound looking for some movement.As Ray set up to
cover the assaulters, he took each step with care. I'm sure every creak of the thin mud roof gave him pause, knowing a
wrong move would give away his position to people who could be sleeping in the house.As the assault force closed in
on the target, adoor directly under Ray’ s position was thrown open from the inside. Then the distinct shape of an
RPG—the thin tube with a cone-shaped warhead on the front—poked out. There was a brief pause, maybe afew
seconds. | guessed someone inside Ray’ s building had heard him on the roof or had heard the assaulters patrolling the
compound. The Taliban fighter was probably trying to make out the approaching SEALsin the dark. Seconds | ater, the
rocket raced out, cutting a path right in front of the assaulters and detonating some distance away.The shock wave
from the backblast created by the RPG was powerful enough to cause the mud roof to collapse. The middle of the roof
opened like a giant mouth and swallowed Ray, dropping him in the middle of the house.Ray landed on a heap of
broken wooden beams and mud. He immediately saw five Taliban fighters through the dust cloud, holding AK-47
assault rifles and wearing chest racks carrying extra magazines. A few were lying on the floor, stunned by the RPG’s
backblast.Ray had only afew seconds to make a decision: stay in the room and shoot the five fighters or get out of the



house before his fellow SEALSs, who might not have seen him fall, opened fire on the building.Ray decided to get out
of the house.He spotted awindow and crashed through it. On the footage, | saw Ray fall out of the window in a heap,
landing at the base of the wall. Ray yelled to his teammates, identifying himself as one of the good guys. He hoped his
fellow assaulters would realize he wasn’t one of the Taliban. The footage showed Ray rolling away from the window
and calmly pulling out a grenade. Crouching under the lip of the windowsill, he tossed the grenade into the house.
From the drone feed, | thought Ray looked calm. All of his movements were smooth and fluid. He had away of
making something crazy look easy.Ray rolled away from the open window and dove for some cover. The grenade
exploded and sent a cloud of debris out of the hole in the roof. Inside the house, the shrapnel cut down the
fighters.Ray, like many of us, had served his country for more than a decade in some pretty hairy conditions. His
actions reinforced the concepts we live by for the whole team, and | know that watching Ray operate at the peak of his
ability made us more effective and saved lives down the line.As | sat on my buddy’s deck, | wished I’d had one more
chance to have a beer with Ray. For the rest of the night, we talked about our fallen brothers and tried to forget
everything else. It didn’t matter how they died. It mattered only that they were gone.Days later, details started to come
in about the crash. It was important that we learned from it, like we did from Ray’s mission. The lost guys had been
part of a quick reaction force that night. The QRF is a standby unit, often waiting near amission, that is ready to act as
reinforcement at a moment’ s notice, if things turn bad. Army Rangers had gone out to hit a target in Jaw-e-Mekh
Zareen village in Wardak Province' s Tangi Valley. The SEALswere originally offered the target but passed because
illumination from the moon was high that night and they thought it would be safer to wait for darker conditions. But
when the SEAL s passed, the Rangers decided to hit the target instead. They were after a senior Taliban leader. A
firefight broke out almost as soon as the Rangers landed. Taliban fighters from up and down the valley came to defend
the compound. The fight raged for at least two hours before a small group of Taliban started to flee. The Rangers
called the QRF for help. They feared the group that had taken off included the commander and his bodyguards, and
they didn’t want to lose him.As the helicopter—call sign Extortion Seventeen—came in to help the Rangers, an RPG
from one of the Taliban fighters struck the aft rotor assembly. Ray and the guys didn’t have a chance. Two days later,
commandersin Afghanistan claimed that the fighter who had fired the rocket-propelled grenade was killed by an F-16
bomb strike.That didn’t make it any easier.Later, rumors about an elaborate trap started to circulate. There was talk
that the Taliban had lured the SEAL sto the target and shot down the helicopter in retaliation for the Osamabin Laden
raid. But whatever the truth, the reality is that the downing of Extortion Seventeen was a tragedy. When the QRF is
called in, it'salmost always because something went wrong. Being the QRF is dangerous. There is no element of
surprise, especially when you arrive in a CH-47 Chinook, which is essentially a flying school bus. Sometimes, there
isn’t enough skill or luck in the world when it is your time.As the detailsrolled in that night, | knew a bunch more
teammates had lost their livesin Afghanistan. Thirty-eight service members were killed when an RPG hit Extortion
Seventeen. More than a dozen were SEALS. The crash was the deadliest day of the decade-long war in Afghanistan.
The sight of the flag-draped caskets on the way to the memorial servicesis forever etched into my mind.Of course,
Ray isn’t the only friend who was lost during my fourteen-year SEAL career. | have forty namesin my cell phone
contact list that I [l never call again. There have been many more than just forty SEALskilled since September 11, but
these were the forty whom | was lucky enough to have known and served with.We'll never relive the glory days of
past deployments over a beer. No more cookouts or training trips. All forty guys are more than coworkers or friends.
They are brothers. Every time | scroll through my contacts, I'll run across a name and instantly relive amemory.We
al arrived in San Diego with the same dream. It was a bond that put a kid from the backcountry of Alaska on the same
page as a surfer from Californiaand a pig farmer from the Midwest who saw the ocean for the first time on the first
day of training.l chased that dream from high school in Alaskato BUD/S. Once | got my trident, the iconic badge
SEALswear on their uniforms, | tried to excel at every task. For me, and for many of my teammates, being a SEAL
was just the start of our dream. Being a great teammate, pushing to constantly improve, and being there for the guysto
your left and right became akind of religion for us.l never became numb to the loss. For me it stung more and more as
my career progressed. My teammates sacrificed everything for their country. They spent months away from family and
loved ones, long hours suffering in the cold mountains of Afghanistan, and some, like my buddy Ray, paid the
ultimate price. Not one of them thought of himself as a hero.l was faced with a decision.l’ d spent fourteen years trying
to be the best SEAL | could be. But now | either had to reenlist and stay in the Navy long enough to earn my
pension—another six years—or get out and find a new challenge.The decision weighed on me like nothing else in my
life. Being a SEAL on one of the nation’s premier .........ccceeuveunenee. teams was more than just my job. It was my
identity and one of the chief ways | brought order and meaning to my life. It wasn’t like | could go overseas and run
missions part-time. | knew once | |eft, the train was going to leave me far behind, and most of what I’d known my
entire adult life would change forever.As | wrestled with the decision, | spent nights examining my career and the
events and lessons that came to define me. | ultimately decided to leave the Navy and forge a new path. In doing that, |
had to reinvent myself.The publication of the book thrust me into aworld | had never been in before, one where
millions of people | had never met suddenly wanted to talk to me and hear what | had to say. Most of the people | met
were supportive, but there was criticism as well. It was a new challenge, one that | couldn’t be sure my SEAL training



had prepared me for.It took me thirteen deployments in thirteen years to become the operator | was when | left the
Navy. Getting off the speeding train was difficult partly because | was heading into aworld where | had no ideaif my
skills would apply.When people hear about SEALS, they assume we' re superheroes who jump out of airplanes and
shoot bad guys. We do both those things, but those skills don’t define us. When we make mistakes, we try again and
again and again until we get it right. We're not superheroes. We're just committed. There is no “ secret sauce,” but
thereisalot of hard work, dedication, and drive.The reality isthat SEALs don't think of themselves as special. We
simply strive to do the most basic tasks extraordinarily well. One of the best leaders | know used to challenge his
junior guys to be engaged and part of the team.” At what level are you willing to participate?’ he’'d ask.“All in, al the
time,” was the only acceptable answer.We' ve learned, often the hard way, how to excel. Excelling means
communicating with each other, testing, leading, listening, studying, and teaching, day after day, year after year. It
means not just being able to trek miles through the mountains of Afghanistan carrying sixty pounds on your back, but
also letting others call you out on your mistakes. And getting called out by your teammates is often harder than
spending hoursin the cold surf.As | faced new challengesin my first year outside the Navy, | spent alot of time going
back to the lessons | learned during my SEAL career, and the moments and people whom | know | will carry with me
therest of my life. What | realized is that the important moments for me are not the moments that made headlines back
home. They are the missions that have no name, in which my team was tested and learned something that made us
better. They are the mistakes | made that | thankfully survived and learned from so | wouldn’t make the same mistake
the next time. The most important moments are the ones that taught me what the SEAL brotherhood really means.This
book is about those moments, and the lessons from each one that define me.Taken together, | hope these stories
provide an intimate glimpse into the life and work of a SEAL and the lessons passed down to me by the teammates |
served with and those who came before me.Being a SEAL isnot just ajob. It isalifelong commitment to challenge
yourself, and your teammates, to exist in a constant state of evolution, examining your decisions and learning from
your mistakes so that you and your team can be as effective as possible. The lessons | learned over my career make up
the legacy of the men, like Ray, we lost and all the other active and former SEALs who have dedicated their livesto
this country. Many were learned the hard way, through the sacrifice of friends. This book is dedicated to my
brothers.SEAL s are taught to mentor the younger generation and to pass the lessons we' ve learned on to the newer
guys. | wrote No Hero because that iswhat | plan to do.CHAPTER 1The Right to Wear the ShirtPurposelt was just a
black T-shirt.Size medium, one hundred percent cotton.On the front was a skeleton in awetsuit crawling over the
beach. He had an M-16 in his hands and a knife on his belt. The skeleton was coming out of the surf, the dark waves
crashing behind him. A SEAL trident was on the left breast of the T-shirt. The trident was the sole reason | got the T-
shirt in the first place.l remember when it came in the mail. There was no way | could get a shirt like this from a store
in the Alaskan village where | grew up. | put it on as soon as | opened it, and wore it practically every day. If that shirt
was clean in the morning, | was wearing it.To everyone else, it was just ashirt | always wore. But to me, it represented
my goal in life. Each time | wore it, the shirt renewed my quest to become a SEAL. | did the shirt into my suitcase and
finished packing the rest of my clothes—including a borrowed suit and dress shoes—and headed for the airstrip. | was
on my way to a conference in Washington, D.C., for “future military members.” It was 1992, and to thisday | don’t
know how | got invited, but it probably came from one of the many recruiters I’ d talked with about being a SEAL.The
airstrip was on the outskirts of the village, and it was our only lifelineto “civilization,” if you can call any town in
Alaskathat. The frontier lifestyle is why people move to Alaska. If you want convenience, stay in the lower forty-
eight.l watched the bush plane clear the trees at the far end of the strip and comein for alanding. Asthe pilot and a
newly arrived group of hunters unloaded, | hugged my parents near the small one-room building that served as the
airport terminal. The trip was afirst for me. It wasthe first time I’ d left Alaska alone. It was my first trip to
Washington, D.C. But of al thefirsts, | was most excited that | was going to meet my first SEAL .Everyone in my
villagein Alaska knew | wanted to be a SEAL. It was something | talked about with my friends and dreamed about at
night. | read every book | could find on the SEALs.I knew nothing of SEAL Team ..... until | read Rogue Warrior by
Richard Marcinko. “Demo Dick” and “ Shark Man of the Delta’ were some of his nicknames. He operated in Vietnam
and later started SEAL Team ...... Rogue Warrior tells the story of the creation of the unit. If you believe that book,
every SEAL can bench-press five hundred pounds and eat glass. | wanted more than anything to prove | could too.
Except for maybe eating glass.At the time, | just thought it would be cool to be a SEAL. | knew the training would be
hard, but | was too young to really understand how hard. | certainly didn’t know all of the sacrifices | would have to
make. | just wanted to be like the guys | read about, and at the time that was enough to push me forward.l was lucky. |
figured out my purpose early on. | don't think | understood it at first, but from the moment | found out about SEALS, |
knew that was my goal, because of the challenge. If you asked me then to say why | wanted to join, a sense of duty
would be on the list, but not at the top. At the top was a need to prove to myself | could make it through the toughest
training the U.S. military had to offer. Why would | want to do something that was easy? If it were easy, everybody
would do it. Looking back now, I’'m not sure why | had to prove myself. All | knew was after reading the history
books, | decided the SEAL s always stood out as the hardest and most challenging. | guess | figured if | was going to
join the military, | might as well go big.The pilot helped me stow my suitcase and | climbed aboard the plane. | waved



to my parents from my cramped seat in the back as we taxied into position on the runway. My family wasn't rich, but
my parents offered to cover the airplane ticket, and two Army veterans from the village covered the remaining costs. At
the airport in Anchorage, | pulled the itinerary for the trip out and went over it again. Before the SEAL session, I'd
have to endure trips to the national monuments and listen to sessions on the Army and Air Force.But it was worth it to
meet a SEAL .| got to Washington and instantly fell into the rhythm of the conference. We went to the Pentagon,
which is much cooler in the movies. It isreally just an odd-shaped office building. We also saw the Lincoln and
Vietnam Memorials. At the time, nothing held my interest. The vast number of names on the Vietnam Memorial took
me aback, but the impact faded because | hadn’'t experienced loss like | would years later in Iraq and Afghanistan.
Thinking back now, | really had no idea that someday I’d look at alist of names like the wall and understand just what
it meansto lose close friends and teammates. Visiting the wall now, | understand the gravity. But at that time, | was
just fixated on meeting the SEAL .Everything was scheduled to the minute, and each morning as | pulled on my clothes
| saw my T-shirt still neatly folded. | was saving it for the SEAL session.The session was in the afternoon, so after the
typical sandwich-and-cookie conference lunch, | hurried over to the meeting room where the SEAL was going to
speak. Unfortunately, when | got to the door, they said the room was full. The room was jammed with people, but |
could still see afew chairs. | tried to reason with the woman guarding the door. She was one of the chaperones and
organizers who were with us throughout the week. | could tell she wanted to let mein, but there were only a set
number of seats.She was apologetic but didn’t budge. There was a small crowd gathering outside. The SEAL session
was the hallmark of the period. Through the door, | could see the SEAL in his uniform talking with the younger
chaperones. Time was running out. | opened my itinerary, looking at the other sessions, but nothing came close. |
didn’t know what to do. I’ d flown more than four thousand miles to attend this session. At that moment, the whole trip
was wasted. | was crushed. Then, just before the session was about to begin, the lady at the door waved me over to her.
Shetold me they were going to let afew more people go in and ushered meinside. It was standing-room only. | found
aspot in the back and waited for the SEAL to begin. The SEAL was wearing a green BDU camouflage uniform with a
black balaclava pulled down around his neck. His pants were tucked into black-and-green jungle boots. He had longer
hair than you' d expect for someone in the military. Not shaggy, but not the high-and-tight haircut favored by the
Marines. He had an air of cockiness about him, afact | realized years |later. More cocky than confident, he lacked the
self-awareness to know that it wasn't cool to act cool .His session started with the SEAL boilerplate stuff. SEALs are
the Navy’s primary specia operations force. The acronym SEAL comes from the unit’s ability to operate at sea, in the
air, and on land. President John F. Kennedy saw a need for special operations forces to fight guerrillawars and created
the SEALswith the Army’s Specia Forces. In his 1961 speech announcing plans to land a man on the moon, Kennedy
also laid out plansto invest one hundred million dollars to create and train special operations forces.Populated at first
by members of the Navy’s underwater demolition teams, SEALs were deployed to Vietham, where they worked with
the CIA and set up ambushes to slow the supply lines in the Mekong Delta. SEAL s earned the nickname “men with
green faces” because of the camouflage face paint they often wore on missions. hung on each word for the hour-long
presentation. He told stories about Basic Underwater Demolition/SEALs or BUD/S training. He stressed how tough it
was, nothing about BUD/S was easy, from the frigid swims in the ocean to the grueling runs in the soft beach sand.
His stories just made me want it more.After the question-and-answer period, we had a short break before the next
event. | ran upstairsto my hotel room to change into my black SEAL T-shirt. | wanted to get my picture taken with the
SEAL. | figured if | was going to get a photo, I’ d better be wearing my favorite shirt. When | got back to the room, the
SEAL was till talking and taking questions.l waited patiently for my turn.”Hey, can | get a picture with you?’ | asked,
shaking his hand.He smiled and put an arm over my shoulder. If he told me to shave my head and walk backward the
rest of the week, I’d have done it. Just before one of the chaperones snapped the picture, he leaned over and whispered
into my ear.”Hey, you know you usually get your ass kicked for wearing a SEAL T-shirt when you're not a SEAL,” he
said.l smiled and thanked him, but at that moment all | wanted to do was get the shirt off. | raced up to my hotel room
and buried the shirt in the bottom of my suitcase. | never put it on again. When | got home, | put it in the back of my
dresser drawer. | wasn't aposeur. | just hadn’t had a chance to prove myself yet. The comment didn’t sting as much as
it fueled my passion to actually become a SEAL. | felt like I’d cheated myself by wearing it. It wasthen | realized my
desire to be a SEAL wasn’t an adolescent fantasy. It was the only thing in my mind that would give my life some rea
meaning and purpose. | wanted to earn the right to wear the shirt.Once | realized my purpose was to be a SEAL, |
never stopped trying to achieve it. Looking back, | think my parents taught me that having a purpose and living up to it
was important. My parents were young when their purpose brought them to Alaska, and | knew it meant sacrifice and
hardship.My parents were missionaries. Their faith drove them to move our family from Californiato Alaska, far from
any of the creature comforts of a city. There was nothing easy about living in avillage, but that didn’t matter to my
parents. Everyone was poor by suburban American standards, but really it was just amore smple lifeWelived in a
two-story house one hundred yards off ariver. | saw moose from my front door so often that it didn’t amaze me. There
was one TV station and no radio. Our house had water and electricity, but no central heating. We used a massive iron
stove in the living room to keep warm in the winter. My father would get up in the middle of the night to make sure
the fire was still going.A huge hopper stood next to the stove. It was my job to keep it full of wood in the winter. I'd



split the logs and keep the woodpile stacked on the porch. As the stack in the hopper dwindled, I’ d be out on the porch
getting another load. Chores for me weren’t away to make some spending money. We never got paid. It was part of
my family’steam effort to survive in Alaska.



