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Local Present Military 

From Army Brat to Sergeant Major 

 

The Military View 

By 

Jerry Hogan 

During the 1991 Gulf War, a large coalition force from 30 nations, led by the United States 

and mandated by the United Nations, attacked through Kuwait and into Iraq with the task 

of liberating Kuwait from the Iraqi invasion of August 2, 1990. The build-up of this coalition 

force and the development of the battle plans started in the fall of 1990. With all of the prob-

lems of language, different operational procedures, national pride, egos of commanders, and 

sheer geographical distances for the forces to travel to arrive in the staging areas prior to the 

attack, caused many to think it would not be successful. Adding to these problems was the 

terrain, the areas that needed to be controlled as the attack progressed, and the deception 

plan that needed to be developed to “fool” the Iraqi forces into not knowing the tactical 

scheme of the attacking force. 

One of the main terrain related geographical issues was the wide open exposed left flank of 

the coalition forces. As the attack would move north through Kuwait and on into Iraq, the 

wide open desert terrain of western Iraq offered a severe military challenge to the attacking 

force; being “flanked” by the enemy as you attack is definitely not a good thing! To prevent 
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this from happening, the US Army 18th Airborne Corps, composed of the 82 Airborne Divi-

sion, the 101st Airmobile Division, and the French 6th Light Armored Division, augmented by 

a US Army Brigade from the 82nd Airborne Division, was given the task of controlling the 

flank and turning the battle into the eastern part of the battle zone. 

On February 24, 1991, the ground phase of Operation Desert Storm began. Reconnaissance 

units of the French Division advanced into Iraq. The initial objective for the French was an 

airfield 90 miles inside Iraq. Reinforced by the 82nd Airborne Brigade, the French crossed the 

border unopposed and attacked north. Meeting a division of the Iraqi Army, they controlled 

the objective and captured 2,500 prisoners. By the end of the first day they had secured their 

objective and continued their attack north securing the highways from Baghdad to southern 

Iraq. The plan had worked; the flank was never uncovered and the objectives were quickly 

reached. After 5 days in Iraq the French and their US Army Brigade withdrew and the war 

for them was over. 

Chris Lynch, son of Joe and Connie Lynch of Rock-

wall, was with that Brigade of the 82nd Airborne Di-

vision attached to the French 6th Armored Division. 

As he says, “we took down one objective and spent a 

total of 5 days in Iraq, as it was over fairly quickly.” 

Chris, the son of a military father, like many 

“military brats” grew up all over the world. He was 

born in Boston in 1969 and then proceeded to live in 

New Jersey (Fort Monmouth), North Carolina (Fort 

Bragg) and then numerous overseas bases in Ger-

many. After attending three different high schools, 

he graduated from the Munich (Germany) Ameri-

can High School in 1987 and immediately joined the 

Army. Back to the States for Basic training and 

then it was to a variety of different assignments as 

an infantryman: Fort Polk, Louisiana; Fort Bragg, 

North Carolina; Korea; Fort Benning, Georgia; Boston, Massachusetts; back once again to 

Fort Bragg and Fort Benning; and now to Tarleton State University located in Stephenville, 

Texas. 

In February of 2003 it was back to Iraq but this time as a Platoon Sergeant with the 82nd 

Airborne Division as they fought in Operation Iraqi Freedom. This time not only was he re-

sponsible for himself, but he was the senior non-commissioned officer responsible for a pla-

toon of approximately 40 hard charging airborne infantrymen.  

As discussed in past articles, the platoon is the lowest unit where an officer, usually a Lieu-

tenant, is assigned. The platoon is the training ground for these new officers and their 

teacher is usually the platoon sergeant. He is an experienced non-commissioned officer, in 

the rank of E-7 (Platoon Sergeant) whose duties range from the welfare of his Soldiers to 

platoon leadership to personnel accountability to field operations to counseling to physical 

training to maintaining morale to hand holding to…I think you get the picture. This man is 

responsible for the lives and the welfare of his men. Working with and under the Lieutenant, 

the two of them develop a close cohesiveness and both lead and protect their Soldiers. And 
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nothing develops this skill and leadership ability better than being in combat where every 

decision has the ability to mean life or death for your fellow Soldiers. 

Coming back to the States in February of 2004, SFC Lynch, promoted ahead of his contem-

poraries to Master Sergeant, went to Fort Benning where he became the senior non-

commissioned officer at the Airborne School. Here his duties focused on the training of all 

new paratroopers in the Army. In November of 2006, he was reassigned to Tarleton State 

University where he is the senior Military Science Instructor in their ROTC program. As he 

says, “there are 150 cadets in our program that are all attending college and working toward 

commissioning as officers in the US Army. They are all great young adults eager to serve. 

We have a total of about 8,000 students at the university and our relationship as an ROTC 

military program on campus is great. While there is no Air Force or Navy ROTC program, 

there is a lot of interest in the opportunity afforded through the Army ROTC commissioning 

option. 

He went on to comment, “the Soldiers that join the Army to-

day are smarter and just as eager to serve as generations of 

the past. I tell the cadets and I tell others thinking about join-

ing the service that it is an excellent place to start, to mature, 

and to accomplish anything that you would like. I have en-

joyed my Army experience immensely and wouldn’t do any-

thing differently.” 

Continuing his past experience, Master Sergeant Lynch is 

once again being promoted early to the rank of Sergeant Ma-

jor and will be attending the Army Sergeant Major School at 

El Paso starting this summer. Soldiers who attain the distinc-

tion of being selected by the Department of the Army for par-

ticipation in the Sergeant Major program are the epitome of success in their chosen field. 

There is no higher enlisted rank for enlisted Soldiers and there is no greater honor. 

Within this rank are two designations; the “Command Sergeant Major (CSM)”, and 

“Sergeant Major.” Both provide the highest level of non-commissioned officer leadership; the 

CSM is in a direct Soldier leadership position such as a Battalion or Brigade, while the Ser-

geant Major is generally the key enlisted member of staff elements at levels higher than bat-

talion. They both are looked up to with awe and respect by their fellow Soldiers. And that 

should be no surprise to anyone who knows Chris Lynch…he should be looked up to with 

awe and respect because he has earned it every step of the way in his Army career. 

Jerry Hogan is a retired US Army Lieutenant Colonel who volunteers to write these articles. 

To have the story of your friend or relative told, please contact Jerry at jerry-

hogan@sbcglobal.net or 214-394-4033. His web site is www.themilitaryview.com 



Indian Battles in 1861 

From the Dallas News 

By Frank Wristen 

 

     This company was composed of young men, Capt. Barry himself being at that time a com-

paratively young man.  With us life was then in the romantic stage and at first our occupa-

tion was a sweet taste of the mind’s desires.  We 

were kept sufficiently busy with scouting and 

drilling to avoid the monotony that makes the sol-

dier’s life  a dread around the post and we had en-

countered no dangers and only pleasant experi-

ences.    

Game was plentiful and our commissary had only 

to provide  sufficient breadstuff for our supplies to 

be abundant.  We were stationed at Camp Cooper  

early in the spring and the country was simply 

one magnificent picture.  Rains having been abun-

dant, the lakes and prairies were full of water, 

and the grass was green and the trees were in full 

leaf. 

     We had been at Camp Cooper perhaps two 

months, nothing of interest or importance had 

transpired and the rollicksome spirit that had 

first entered into our lives as frontier guards was 

now occasionally interspersed with the desire to 

go back home and see the folks.  We had made 

several scouting expeditions into the surrounding 

country and yet we had never seen Indians nor the sign of Indians and the prospects of our 

doing any real service was not encouraging, and if there was anything we craved about that 

time was military glory.  “But all things come to him who waits.” 

     One morning it began to rain. It was a chilly, gloomy , late spring rain.  Of course the rain 

had not caused the Captain to relax his military vigilance and sentinels had kept watch dur-

ing the entire day, one of these sentinels being kept on a mountain about one mile north of 

the post.  Soon after the storm closed the sentinel on the mountain turned in an Indian sig-

nal and then proceeded to turn himself in as fast as a Spanish pony could tumble down a 

mountain side, and he scarcely reached the post when another picture came into view where 

the sentinel had formerly stood, for there silhouetted against the receding clouds appeared 

about two hundred Comanche Indians.  How many, if any, Indians were in reserve we could  
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Not, of course conjecture,  but here were enough in sight to afford more military glory  than 

we had bargained for.  From the top of the mountain the Indians commanded a full view of 

the post and the surrounding country.  The chief and some of his sub-chiefs rode a short dis-

tance in front of the main column and there seemed to  hold a consultation and by their ac-

tions and gestures indicated they had viewed the situation to their entire satisfaction, 

whereupon they rode back and the whole band disappeared. 

     The corral in which the horses and mules were kept every night was inclosed with cord 

wood, the wood being piled to a height of eight or ten feet and two cords deep.  Into this cor-

ral the horses and mules were quickly gathered and thrown and every possible preparation 

was made to resist an attack, which the Captain was confident would be made during the 

night, but for some reason no attack was made and the Indian trail showed that the redskins 

had approached no nearer the post than the top of the mountain,.  Perhaps they were sur-

prised to find the post there and had overestimated its strength. 

     This incident impressed upon 

our minds, however, that there 

were plenty of Indians in the 

country and that we had some-

thing to do besides killing time 

and buffaloes.  From this time on 

experiences came thick and fast.  

A scouting party seldom went out 

and returned without anywhere 

from an incidental skirmish to a 

hard fought battle with Indians.  

Frequently a scouting party 

would return leading a few rider-

less horses or bringing into camp 

one or more severely wounded 

companions. 

     Early in the fall the tribe of 

Tonkawa Indians appeared at 

Camp Cooper and appealed to Captain Barry to escort them to Red River.  The Tonks were 

terrorized and could not be dissuaded from the belief that if they attempted the trip unes-

corted they would be attacked and annihilated by the Comanches, their implacable and re-

lentless foes.  About forty miles north of Camp Copper , at a post which was known as Wil-

low Springs, a company of soldiers was stationed, and on the Red River, about forty miles 

north of Willow Springs, there was another company and the three posts were kept in con-

stant communication with each other by pony express and this route the Captain sent an es-

cort of ten men with the Tonks.  The Tonks were safely landed on the banks of the Red River 

and the returning escort encountered no noteworthy incident until about eight miles south of 

Willow Springs.  At that point they were crossing a long stretch of open country and were 

suddenly attacked by a band of fully fifty Comanches. 

     The Indians divided into two squads, their evident purpose being to prevent the soldiers 
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Returning to Willow Springs or going forward to Camp Cooper.  The men knew that a small 

scouting squad was then stationed at Fish Creek, about fifteen miles further south, and real-

ized that owing to the character of the country they would have a better fighting chance to 

reach Fish Creek than they would have retreating to Willow Springs, so they decided upon 

this gloomy alternative.  Then began  a running fight in which ten men on tired horses were 

pitted against five times their number of well-mounted Indians.  As the men would charge 

upon the line in front of them the Indians would disperse, form a new line and confront the 

men at another point.  Within a distance of ten miles the men broke through the Indian lines 

not less than a dozen times, three of the men had been severely wounded and the Indians 

were gradually drawing the cordon of death nearer about them.  From behind them and in 

front of them and on each side of them the bloodthirsty devils yelled in triumph and rained 

arrows about their intended victims more in a spirit of tantalization than with a desire to 

kill.  For the men there was apparently no hope of escape and to fill their souls with terror 

was the height of the Indian’s joy. 

       Once more the men dashed through the 

line before them, but at the cost of one 

brave man’s life, for Private James McKee 

received a fatal arrow wound.  As he fell 

from his horse Corporal Urkenback 

[Ercanbach?] who had the mail and express 

in his saddlebags, jumped from his horse 

and picked up the wounded man, but in do-

ing so his horse jerked away and started in 

the direction of Fish Creek camp.  How the 

horse got through the line of Indians is a 

mystery, but he did and when he dashed 

into the camp on Fish Creek the saddle 

pockets had been ripped almost into shreds 

and only contained an unimportant letter 

or two.  The men in the camp knew by this 

that a fight was in progress or had taken 

place between that point and Willow 

Springs, but just what to do was the ques-

tion. 

     There was only seven men in the Fish 

Creek camp and it was getting late in the 

evening.  If the escort had been killed they had certainly been attacked by superior numbers 

and if they had not been killed a messenger instead of a riderless horse should have dashed 

into their camp.  The Sergeant in charge of the camp finally decided to send a runner to 

Camp Cooper and with the other six men make an effort to reach his comrades, dead or 

alive. 

     Then in the distance appeared a horseman, a messenger from the little bunch of men he 

had left in the very jaws of death.  His story was quickly told.  Three miles back on the road 

to Willow Springs were his companions, three of them dangerously wounded,  one of them 

  Special Forces Medic 

At work 
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dying, surrounded by Indians, and five of them able to fight, all battling for their lives a 

hopeless task without immediate assistance.  All of them might have dashed through the 

lines and reached Fish Creek except the wounded men.  To protect them only one man could 

make the break.  No messenger was sent to Camp Cooper, but the seven men and the mes-

senger rushed to the assistance of the besieged men and as the relief came in sight the Indi-

ans fled.  Where the men had made their last stand was a ghastly sight.  Within a radius of 

a few feet were four dead horses, three badly wounded men and one in a dying condition. 

     It was then dark and two men were dispatched to Camp Cooper for a surgeon.  Early the 

next morning the surgeon arrived, accompanied by twenty-five soldiers.  The fatally 

wounded soldier was dead when the surgeon reached camp, but the wounds of the other 

three were dressed and all of them recovered and were soon again in active service. 

     The wounded men were sent into Camp Cooper and Captain Barry decided to make a 

scouting expedition covering a large portion of country, this expedition starting from the 

point where the ten men had made their last stand against the Indians.  Three days later 

this scouting party was attacked by a large band of 

Comanches and a desperate fight ensued.  The pack 

drivers were a short distance behind the other men 

and the Indians dashed upon them.  There were 

three of the drivers and all of them were killed.  

Several Indians were killed and after the fight we 

dug a big grave with our butcher knives and buried 

our three comrades, piling rocks over their graves to 

prevent their being dug up by the wolves.  This was 

undoubtedly the same body of Indians that had at-

tacked the escort between Willow Springs and Fish 

Creek. 

     About a month later Captain Barry decided to 

make another scouting expedition as far west as the 

foot of the plains, covering the Pease River country 

and the head of the Clear Fork of the Brazos.  We reached the head of the Clear Fork with-

out discovering Indians, but at this point we collided with quite a band.  There were about 

twenty-five of us  and perhaps sixty or sixty-five Indians.  They succeeded in stampeding the 

pack mules, cutting the packs all to pieces and leaving us  entirely without supplies.  After 

scattering the pack mules the Indians made a running fight, traveling northward.  We fol-

lowed them a short distance and then resumed our course and soon ran into what had been 

doubtless intended as a kind of permanent camp, for it was late in the fall.  The Indians had 

evidently abandoned this camp in a very great hurry.  There was a big scaffold of buffalo 

meat, freshly and finely barbecued, and near by were three Indian ponies and several blan-

kets and there were quite a number of women’s and children’s tracks about the place.  It was 

only a short distance from this to where the Indians had attacked us and doubtless their ob-

ject in trying to lead us north was for the purpose of allowing the women and children time 

to make good their escape and our unexpected return had made it necessary for them to 

abandon their camp in the manner they had.  It was now very late in the evening, so we pre-

empted the camp and being without provisions gladly availed ourselves of the barbecued 
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Buffalo meat. 

     Notwithstanding the loss of his supplies the Captain decided to continue the scouting ex-

pedition, so the next morning we continued our way around the foot of the plains, nor had we 

to go very far until we encountered a band of about fifty Indians.  A running fight ensued 

and the Indians divided into two bands, after which each of which the Captain sent a band of 

men in pursuit.  A small bunch of us pursued the band of the Indians for several miles, kill-

ing several of their horses and wounding , perhaps killing some of their number.  Being 

closely pressed the Indians dashed up the mountain or cap rock and going some distance on 

the plains awaited us. 

The Indians were armed with bows and arrows and 

lances and we were for the most part armed with pis-

tols, consequently effective fighting must necessarily 

have been at very close range.  The Indians would 

dash at us, hurl their spears and then dash away, 

only to repeat their tactics, and how we escaped anni-

hilation is little less than miraculous, especially con-

sidering the superior number of the Indians.  I was 

the only man seriously wounded, being shot in the 

neck with an arrow.   In this fight there were twenty-

two Indians and owing to a mistake in understanding 

orders only six of us were engaged in the hottest of 

the fight.  Reinforcements reaching us the Indians 

fled, leaving six of their dead on the battleground and 

taking four 

other dead 

ones away with them. After this fight Captain 

Barry returned to Camp Cooper, scouting the 

country as he returned, but encountering no more 

Indians.  .  .  .   

 

 

Great Uncle Frank had the arrow pass from the 

right to left through his neck, behind the windpipe 

and all the arteries and veins.  The arrowhead 

pushed the flesh out on the left side of his neck 

and fearing removal the surgeons cut it off on the 

right side which also had a bump from the shaft.  

The Comanche knew of him and his survival and 

feared him because of his big medicine.  This fear 

was used to advantage to protect the family until the end of the Indian depredations.  Fran-

cis Jasper Wristen was eighteen during the time of this story. 

 

It is amazing how his account transfers to the patrols in Vietnam and I bet now Afghanistan 

. 
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  Welcome to the President’s corner….a monthly dialogue by your chapter presi-

dent…first, I would like to thank the editor, Sam Wylie, for taking the time to put 

this publication together.   I would also like to appeal to all of you folks that have 

dropped by the wayside, to rejoin the chapter. We need your camaraderie and 

support. This first issue is being mailed to all the folks we do not have email ad-

dresses for and ask you to let us know if you have one and wish to be added to 

the list.  Obviously, it is most cost and time effect to use the internet. The news 

letter will also be available on our new and improved website, which at the mo-

ment is under construction. This month’s letter is to also thank all of our active 

members; you know who you are, for your support of our chapter functions. I 

will endeavor, through this letter, email and our website to keep you all aware of 

the current situations in the Spec-ops community and upcoming functions that 

include chapter involvement. Well, I will cut this short and talk to you again next 

time. Stay Safe out there.   

De Oppresso Liber                                                                                                                          

Ron 

March...ST. Paddy’s Day…14th@1600...Travis and Bobbie Mills                   

April...Dallas Military Ball ...April 18th                                                                                 

May…2 @ 1930...VFW-Plano Charlie Barksdale roast                                                                               

May ...25th@time TBA… Memorial Day Service/ Party                                                  

June...7-12 National Convention…Las Vegas 
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The editor reserves the right to edit all submissions for wording and content.  Those articles 
submitted or recommended by members shall have first precedent for publication.  Construc-
tive criticism , especially with alternatives, is greatly appreciated.   

Please submit ideas for publication  

sam_wylie@yahoo.com,          

817 860 5349 

PRESIDENT’S CORNER 
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Maggie and Billy 

Nick Rowe and Billy 
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Ross Perot and 

Billy 

ODA-232 

1st SFG 

1963 

TDY Vietnam 
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