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Author’s Note

This Story Almost Stayed Buried

If you're holding this book, I want you to know—it almost never happened.

Years ago, I spent about a year and a half writing down my experiences. I had a deep desire to document what I’d been through and hopefully pass along something that could inspire others. But after pouring everything out, the project sat untouched for years. Life got busy, and like so many things, it faded into the background.

Then something unexpected happened.

I was sharing a few stories from my time in the military with my longtime friend Jaime Acker, and she said something that struck a chord: “This sounds like something that should be a book—or even a movie.” When I told her I had, in fact, written it all down years ago, she didn’t hesitate. She offered to take a look.

That moment was the spark that reignited the fire.

Jaime didn’t just read it—she jumped in with both feet. With her support, skill, and vision, what was once a dusty collection of memories began to transform into a real book. Her belief in the project gave it structure, clarity, and heart. Without her, it would still be sitting in a folder, unread and unfinished.

This journey has been humbling. It reminds me that sometimes it just takes one person to see value in what you’ve been through to bring it to life.

Thank you, Jaime, for helping me turn this story into something others can hold, read, and hopefully be inspired by. Your role in this project has been unforgettable.

With gratitude,

David Donald James
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D

edicated to the brave souls lost during a dark day for 1st Force Reconnaissance Company (FMF): the tragic helicopter crash aboard the USNS Pecos on December 9, 1999.We honor the memory of:


	GySgt James Paige

	SSgt Vince Sabasteanski

	SSgt David Galloway

	SSgt Jeffery Starling

	SSgt. William C. Dame, EOD

	HM1 Jay Asis

	Cpl Mark Baca



These Marines, some of our nation’s finest, may be gone, but they will never be forgotten.

1st Force Reconnaissance Marines, December 1999

In memory of those who gave all.

“Fear is a reaction.... Courage is a destination of the Warrior”
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T

his book would not have come to life without the unwavering support and guidance of many. I would especially like to thank Jaime Lyn Acker, whose editorial insight, dedication, and belief in this project helped shape my story into a clear and powerful message.

Thank you to my family, fellow Marines, mentors, and every young person I’ve had the honor to mentor, you are the reason for this mission.
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The Author, Dave “Rage” James.
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E

very life has a story, but some stories are meant to be shared. Not for recognition, but for a greater purpose. This is my story. My life has been a journey through valleys of testing, tragedy, and resilience. Now, standing in my sixties, I can look back with clarity and conviction. Through it all, one truth has become undeniably clear to me: God was there, even when I couldn’t see it.

Deciding to write this book didn’t come lightly. For years, my experiences stayed locked away, known only to me and a select few. From the adrenaline-filled missions of my military days to the life-altering challenges and near-death experiences, each moment carried lessons that shaped me into the man I am today. But as I reflected on my journey, I realized my story wasn’t just my own, it was meant to inspire, guide, and encourage others, especially the next generation.

Today, I have the privilege of serving as a mentor to troubled youth on a military base. It’s my way of giving back, of sharing the lessons I’ve learned along the way. I don’t yell or bark orders; that’s not my approach. Instead, I stand strong as an example, a man who’s faced life’s darkest hours and emerged stronger, not because of my own strength, but because of the grace of God.

My testimony is a testament to God’s glory and the transformative power of faith. I’ve come to understand that the trials I endured, from the training grounds to the personal struggles, were not without purpose. They were part of a divine plan that was unfolding, even when I couldn’t see it. Each near-death experience, every moment of doubt, and all the victories and failures were leading me to a greater understanding of who God is and the purpose He has for my life.

Through this book, I hope to share not just my story, but the hope and faith that have guided me through it. My journey wasn’t easy, but it was worth it, and my greatest desire is for others to see that no matter how hard the road may seem, there is a light that can guide you through it. That light is the Lord Jesus Christ.

This book isn’t just a recounting of events; it’s a reflection on how faith can transform even the most challenging experiences into a testimony of resilience and purpose. My hope is to reach young people who are searching for direction, struggling with their own battles, or feeling like they’re walking through life alone. I want you to know that you are not alone. God is there, just as He was there for me, and He has a plan for your life too.

As you read these pages, my hope is you’ll see the hand of God weaving through the moments of my life, the good, the bad, and the unimaginable. It is a story of redemption, grace, and unshakable faith. And it is proof that even when we don’t realize it, God is working, guiding, and carrying us through. My prayer is that my story will not only inspire you but also draw you closer to the One who makes all things possible.
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Prologue: One Team, One Fight
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T

he journey of a Marine is not just about missions and medals; it’s about resilience, sacrifice, and the unbreakable bond of brotherhood. My path was forged in the crucible of grueling missions, personal loss, and the pursuit of a higher purpose. These moments shaped who I am today and taught me lessons I hoped to pass on to the next generation of warriors-lessons that, I now understand, were part of a divine plan guiding me through every trial.

This book is a testament to those lessons. It’s not just a recounting of challenges overcome and milestones reached; it’s a guide for those who face their own struggles, whether in the military or in life. As I shared in the introduction, my journey is a testimony to God’s grace and resilience. Through these pages, I hope to inspire the next generation to find their strength, embrace their purpose, and rise to meet their challenges, knowing they are never alone.

From surviving a frigid open-water swim off the coast of San Clemente Island to enduring the most brutal initiation ceremony of my career, these stories are more than memories, they are steppingstones placed by God to mold me into the man I am today. Each moment taught me grit, determination, and the power of never giving up, even in the darkest hours.

Every chapter in this story is a step in a journey of transformation. It is a story of perseverance, faith, and the unshakable bond of brotherhood. I invite you to walk alongside me, to face the challenges, and to find the strength within yourself to overcome. Together, we will see how, even in life’s most difficult moments, God is always there, guiding us toward a greater purpose.
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​Chapter 1 
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Young Dave “Rage” James
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I

was born in Warren, Ohio, in the early 1960s and spent my earliest years in Lordstown, where much of my dad’s side of the family lived. My grandparents had a farm, a rugged spread of land with rusted fences, creaking barns, and muddy fields that turned to ice in the winter. That farm became my kingdom. I ran wild through the cornfields and pastures with my two sisters and cousins, often barefoot, always untamed. You could hear our laughter echoing off the silo walls like a wild pack claiming its territory. Even then, people would say, “That boy’s headed for the military.” And they weren’t wrong.

I had a butch haircut, a box of plastic army men I treated like real soldiers, and fists that were always balled up, ready for action. There was a kind of storm in me, something loud, fast, and dangerous, like a racecar with no brakes.

Once, when I was just a little kid, I gave my baby sister a bath using an entire box of Tide laundry detergent. Bubbles overflowed the tub and spread across the floor like chemical warfare. In my mind, I was on a cleaning mission, scrubbing in like a Corpsman on a combat op. My mom didn’t quite see it that way, but even she had to laugh once the panic wore off. That wild energy never left me, it just evolved. I thought I was helping to make sure she was really clean! Looking back, it was one of those moments that defined my wild and unrelenting energy.

When I was three, my family moved to Minnesota. That’s where I grew up, surrounded by a world of fast cars and adrenaline. My dad was a, part of the legendary James Gang Racing Team. His car, The Spirit of '76, looked like a rocket with wheels—painted in deep purple, red, white, and blue, with a roaring 440-cubic-inch big-block engine that could rattle your bones from fifty feet away. That car wasn’t just metal and paint, it was a symbol. It was him. Grit, fire, and speed. I idolized every bit of it.

As a kid, I was intense and focused, always aiming to do my best. But I also had a wild streak. Bullies always seemed to find me in a crowd. Bullies were drawn to me like flies to blood—not because I was weak, but because I was volatile. They didn’t dare mess with me directly, but they loved pushing my buttons, and they usually got what they came for. One second, I’d be calm, the next I was throwing punches like I was clearing a room in a hostile village. They lit the fuse and stood back to watch the fireworks.

I spent every chance I had with my dad, whether it was tagging along to his job, hanging out in the race car garage, or going to the track. The garage was filled with tough, no-nonsense guys, just like my dad, and that’s where I picked up a lot of my toughness. It wasn’t a place for feelings, it was a place for fire, grease, and grit. My dad didn’t tolerate weakness, and neither did I.

I had a reputation for being quick to throw down. If someone disrespected me or picked on someone weaker, I didn’t talk, I just started swinging. My fists did the talking, and they spoke fluent “hell no.”  I wasn’t a bully, but I had zero patience for anyone who preyed on the weak. My mom tried her best to manage my wild energy, but it wasn’t easy for her. She was there for me as much as she could be, but I was too restless, too angry. Even as a kid, I could see the unfairness in the world, the way people hurt others or took advantage of them, and it made me confused and furious. I didn’t have the words to explain it then, but I felt it burning under my skin. Like my soul was wearing a uniform before my body ever did.

Growing up wasn’t easy. My family moved nine times, which meant nine different schools. Starting over that many times made it hard to form lasting friendships, and each new school brought its own set of bullies. I had to keep proving myself, over and over again. Every new hallway was a battlefield, and I learned early: don’t flinch, don’t fold, don’t back down.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
"LIFE axo TIMES

""RAGE"

"“’X

mswmunnrf/ OF SPECIAL 0P'S MEfolRSHIP

5
== " by Dowd Donc _'J;ame‘s:
= w.th‘Uaime Lyn‘_Acker






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image006.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





