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			The journey of a thousand miles begins with one step.

			—Lao Tzu

			





Preface

			Well, here we are. The long shadow of COVID-19 is at last receding, bringing brighter days with it.

			But how bright?

			“Our best guess is something like 60 percent of the employment reduction is going to be temporary, and 40 percent is going to be permanent,” Nicholas Bloom, an economics professor at Stanford University, told Marketplace.org last May. “Looking through history at previous recessions, often these temporary layoffs unfortunately turn out to be permanent.”

			And, according to AARP, “COVID-19 will change everything, from how we greet each other to what’s on our bucket list. ‘It’s the single greatest disruption of our lifetime,’ says Jeffrey Cole, director of the Center for the Digital Future at the University of Southern California. ‘The kind of change that’s occurred over a few months will change how we do things for years.’”

			Pharmafield, in an article titled “New Normal, New Thinking: Life Post COVID-19,” adds, “The COVID-19 pandemic has changed, and will continue to change, the world and the way we work, rest and play. So ‘going back’ to the way we were before COVID-19 is not an option. The challenge, and I think the opportunity, is now to start the process of thinking about a ‘new normal.’”

			Ian Davis from McKinsey & Company said this in that same article: “What will normal look like? While no one can say how long the crisis will last, what we find on the other side will not look like the normal of recent years.”

			The point is the light breaking through the clouds of COVID may not burn as bright for everyone. Indeed, the effects and realities imposed upon us by the New Normal are likely to have ramifications for everyone (some more than others). I faced plenty of metaphorical clouds in my twenty-six years as a Navy SEAL, and my goal in the pages that follow is to provide you with time-tested tools to deal with whatever shape the New Normal takes and what that means for you.

			So why is this book so damn important to me, and why did I feel the need to intertwine my life story and experiences, as well as those of a few others, into a guide for surviving the post-pandemic world, this New Normal in which we find ourselves? My goal, my purpose, is to get a message out that’s been gnawing at me for several years, even before the pandemic struck.

			For many people, everyday life has been getting more and more polarized. Politics is dividing friendships, families, and workplaces. The news has become an either/or predicament: either you believe this or you believe that, with nothing in the middle. We have our left- and right-wing news agencies, and they feed us conflicting news that spins it into the narrative they want us to hear.

			This naturally divides us into subgroups of Americans, and it has transformed our sense of collective identity into competing camps. It’s become a way of life, permeating and influencing our conversations, the people and groups we associate with, the shows we watch, and, hell, even the places we eat out at. Yes, now there are restaurants that have made public their moral or ethical beliefs, and that has created factions of people who either will eat there because they agree with the mindset or those who will not come hell or high water; they’d rather starve.

			Amazing! Even eating has become polarized!

			More recently, we’ve all witnessed the competing viewpoints of maskers and the non-maskers, the vaxxers and the anti-vaxxers. All the contention and conflict that was present prior to the virus has only been inflamed by the social, economic, and practical changes imposed upon us in this New Normal fostered by COVID-19. To put it in US Navy SEAL terms, the virus has left us walking in mud on the bottom of a dark bay carrying a heavy load while breathing from a scuba tank. And as a former SEAL, I find myself wanting to help make sense of this unexpected burden we’re all living with by sharing some of my own experiences and how they relate to what the whole country is facing.

			Many of you have no doubt heard of the infamous BUD/S bell that hangs outside the training cadre’s office. You ring it once to get the attention of the cadre inside. Ringing it three times triggers a “Drop on Request,” meaning you quit. Once rung, you can never “un-ring” the bell. I think all of us at some point in the months since COVID hit have wanted to ring our own metaphorical bell three times. To throw up our hands in the face of overwhelming adversity and changes forced upon us that we neither embraced nor signed up for. As much as anything, the mission statement for this book is to provide an alternative to ringing the bell when life piles on, if not because of COVID, then because of something else. And, unlike the case in BUD/S, you can indeed “un-ring” your metaphorical bell and this book will help you there, too, in steering a course toward recovery, reconstruction, and, even, redemption.

			How do we get out of the figurative mud in which we find our feet mired, slogging along with every step a challenge? That’s the question. For the answers, turn the page, and let’s begin our journey to the other side.

			





Introduction

			To augment present naval capabilities in restricted waters and rivers with particular reference to the conduct and support of paramilitary operations, it is desirable to establish Special Operations teams as a separate component within Underwater Demolition Units One and Two. An appropriate cover name for such units is ‘SEAL’ being a contraction of SEA, AIR, LAND.

			—Vice Adm. Wallace M. Beakley,
Deputy Chief of Naval Operations, June 5, 1961

			I wasn’t born until two years after Vice Admiral Wallace Beakley uttered those words that would come to define my adult life. I loved every minute of being a Navy SEAL and served in Special Operations for twenty-six years, fourteen of those (1987–2001) with Naval Special Warfare Development Group.

			As a SEAL I traveled all over the world to train with our allies and fight America’s enemies, never imagining that the greatest enemy, and greatest challenge, our country ever faced would end up being something I couldn’t even see. A microbe, a virus.

			COVID-19.

			As individuals, we never could have anticipated or prepared for this. One day the world was normal and the next everything changed, jolted to a halt by the pandemic. Part of my training as a SEAL involved preparing for biological warfare, but no enemy I’d been trained to fight unleashed this scourge upon us. There are the theories as to how it came to be, but at this point it doesn’t really matter. This virus knows no nationality, culture, or political persuasion. COVID-19 has upended our lives, confronted us with our own mortality, and torn apart the very fabric of who we are.

			Not being one to give in or give up, I found myself wanting to respond, not with bullets but a keyboard. My job, my purpose, as a Navy SEAL was to keep you safe from the things that go bump in the night, from the monsters out there that are very real. COVID is a monster too. And if I can’t keep you safe from it, maybe I can at least help you endure the New Normal the pandemic has left in its wake. To foster a mindset of perseverance, of courage, of never giving up in the face of adversity—the bedrock principles of the Navy SEALs.

			First, a bit of perspective.

			In 1983, the Naval Special Warfare community was going through its biggest reorganization since the early 1960s and Vietnam, which established SEAL Teams 1 and 2. Underwater Demolition Teams (UDTs) were being transitioned over to SEAL Teams and Swimmer Delivery Vehicle Teams (SDVTs, later to change to SEAL Delivery Vehicle Teams). On the West Coast, SEAL Teams 3 and 5 and SDVT-1 were born and Underwater Demolition Teams 11 and 12 were disestablished. On the East Coast, meanwhile, SEAL Team 4 and SDVT-2 were born and UDTs 21 and 22 were disestablished.

			“In January 1962, a new chapter in the history of special operations opened with the establishment of the U.S. Navy’s SEAL Teams ONE and TWO,” Jon Dwight Zimmerman wrote for the Defense Media Network in December of 2011. “The 21-year stretch from 1962 to 1983 was a profound one for the new force, one that would see it created from the Navy’s Underwater Demolition Teams (UDTs) and grow to a point where, in 1983, the parent organization would be folded into that of its offspring.”

			The East Coast Teams also saw a new compound get constructed to house the two newly established Teams and SEAL Team 2. All three Teams were quite a distance apart from one another on the amphibious base. SEAL Team 2 was near the housing units, SEAL Team 4 was near the dining facility and base fire station, and SDVT-2 was where the magazines and Special Boat Unit 20 were located.

			The West Coast Teams would stay where they were, co-located on the Silver Strand side of the amphibious base with the exception of SDVT-1. They would remain on the main side of base, next door to Special Boat Unit 12 (now Special Boat Team 12). Both SDV Teams needed proximity and access to the respective bays that their bases sat on in order to launch and recover the SDVs and support craft. A SEAL Team, on the other hand, could be almost anywhere on base since they weren’t so dependent on the required equipment that the SDV Teams were.

			My BUD/S class, 124, was one of the first to be assigned to the newly established Teams. The classes before us that year received orders to UDTs or SEAL Team 1 or 2, although the UDTs transitioned into the new framework later that year for them. Be that as it may, we were all still FNGs (fucking new guys) in the world of Frogmen and SEALs, which are one and the same.

			As FNGs, we were the designated personnel who would pack up the equipment of the UDT and either move it to the new Team area, get rid of it at the base dump, or place it with the Defense Reutilization and Marketing Service (DRMO) where the stuff would get turned around and used again. This included even the old Vietnam-era office furniture, the desks and file cabinets and all that, which was getting replaced with brand-new furniture.

			I was assigned to clean out the front office where the Team’s commanding officer, executive officer, Command Master Chief, and operations officer were located. They had already packed their personal effects, but there was still plenty to clean up. As for all the old classified papers and files, they were to be put into burn bags and sent to the base incinerator where they could be destroyed properly and in accordance with Department of Defense (DoD) policy at the time.

			I was going through everything I was told to and sorting it all out to be either destroyed, put into the trash, or kept for reuse. That’s when I found the one-page document that forms the basis of this book, the Ten Essential Qualities of an Underwater Demolition Man, tucked way back in a drawer and left behind by the Team commanding officer who had vacated the office.

			Here are those Ten Qualities, reproduced from the original document that I’ve kept close to me ever since the day I found it.

			 

			The Ten Essential Qualities of an Underwater Demolition Man

			PRIDE: In yourself, in your team, in the amphibious force and in the Navy, and most important, pride in developing the same pride in subordinates.

			LOYALTY: Up and down, in action and word.

			SINCERITY: In all you do.

			RESPONSIBILITY: You have it—act accordingly, and live up to it.

			LEADERSHIP: You are the leader in title—be sure you are in deed.

			EXAMPLE: You always set it—be sure it’s good.

			FORETHOUGHT: Cultivate the habit—and exercise it.

			FAIRNESS: Be absolutely fair and square with subordinates—there is no other standard.

			SEAMANSHIP: Only a man who is a competent seaman can truly command respect.

			COMMON SENSE: Use it—there is no substitute.

			LCDR F.R. Kaine, U.S.N.R.,
Commanding Officer,
Underwater Demolition Team-21

			These were the simple expectations that then Commanding Officer Francis Kaine of Underwater Demolition Team 21 (UDT-21) expected from his operators. This document found its way into my hot little hands, and I’ve never come across another man with a copy of the same.

			There was nothing else I found that week that would last the length of my career like that single piece of paper would. It has remained close to my heart and never far from my thoughts through all the years since—the hard copy accompanying me on all the moves I’ve made from that day I first came upon it until today—and today is what Walking in Mud is all about. We are dealing with the residue of the greatest attack the United States has ever faced, undertaken by an invisible, insidious enemy.

			As of this writing, over 610,000 Americans have perished to COVID-19. That’s more than the sum total of American lives claimed from both World War I and World War II combined—all in little more than a year to an enemy we can’t even see, much less fight. I served as an operator in Special Operations alongside some of the best-trained warriors in the world, but even my brothers and I couldn’t stand up to this virus. It is nothing like the traditional sorts of enemies we faced as we carried out our missions.

			But in the midst of the pandemic, something occurred to me. Having lived with the Ten Essential Qualities of an Underwater Demolition Man for the better part of my life, I was struck by how those rules, those qualities, apply to the world in which we find ourselves now. A world where nothing is the same as it was going back to the early months of 2020 and might well never be the same for the rest of our lifetimes and beyond.

			I can’t change that; I wish I could, but I can’t. What I can do, though, is show you how those Ten Qualities that have been so vital to me in how I try to live my life can be equally vital for you.

			Since this book had to be completed months before its publication date, the statistics and data I quote may not be totally up to date. What is up to date, though, is the thinking I hope the Ten Qualities will help instill in you. Indeed, because we are living in a new world, many of us need a new way of thinking.

			“The world as we have created it is a process of our thinking,” Albert Einstein once said. “It cannot be changed without changing our thinking.”

			But Walking in Mud isn’t about changing the world; it’s about changing yourself to better enable you to confront the New Normal. That term will mean something different to everyone who reads this book, but in facing it, in persevering in the New Normal, it’s my deepest hope that the Ten Essential Qualities of an Underwater Demolition Man will apply to all. Maybe a little, maybe a lot.

			“In much of what SEALs do, it’s learn as you go,” Rear Admiral George Worthington said when he was a “mere” lieutenant commander. “Adaptability is the name of the game.”

			I’ve taken my own experiences as a SEAL, as well as from my life before and after, to provide context for each of the Ten Essential Qualities, representing how each can be applied to what you’re experiencing today. Because right now we’re all walking in mud, jammed in ruts and slogging through muck that was neither our making nor anything we can control. What we can control is how we respond to the pandemic and the residue it’s left on our lives. The Ten Qualities, and their respective applications, are not presented in the same order as they appear in the original document because I believe Commander Kaine viewed them as having equal importance and relevance. So, the order doesn’t matter; what matters is that you follow them the same way I’ve been doing for nearly forty years.

			I’d pick you up and carry you out of the proverbial mud if I could, the same way I did on more than one occasion for a SEAL Teammate. I can’t do that, but I can offer myself up as a guide to help you find firmer ground that gets you to the other side. That’s what those Ten Qualities are all about, and that’s what this book is all about.

			First, though, I think it would only be fair to share a little about myself.

			





Prologue

			My Time in the Teams

			True happiness is to enjoy the present, without anxious dependence upon the future, not to amuse ourselves with either hopes or fears but to rest satisfied with what we have, which is sufficient, for he that is so wants nothing. The greatest blessings of mankind are within us and within our reach. A wise man is content with his lot, whatever it may be, without wishing for what he has not.

			—Seneca

			I’d like you to get to know me, or at least understand where I’m coming from. I’ve come to accept my lot and am proud of my service, both in uniform and as a civilian. I haven’t always acted honorably or committed to virtues that help to define a man, but I’ve recognized that flaw and work every day to become a better man, a better human.

			Life is dynamic, not static. The events of today are not necessarily a precursor for tomorrow. That’s a fact as well as a metaphor because if I’ve learned nothing else in life, it’s that change is the only constant. We’ve all experienced that these past few years—for the worse, unfortunately. But better days are already upon us and, more than anything, the mission statement of this book is for you to focus on what’s coming as opposed to what’s already been. We can’t change that. But the days to come—that’s something else again.

			If I were to write a letter to my seventeen-year-old self, it would say something to the effect of, “Steve, you’re going to be wild and impulsive and, at times, take an unconventional path in life. You will take risks, both personal and professional. Settle down and think before you act; don’t be so thoughtless. Don’t fall in love with every girl you meet; the right one will find you. Seek a mentor, always. Mentor others, often. Be a decent human being. Be humble and take ownership of everything you do, professionally and personally.”

			I’m not the kind of SEAL who went out and killed a bunch of bad guys on hair-raising missions. Yes, I trained, deployed, and was gone from home for more than two-thirds of my career, but I feel I was born one decade too early, putting me out of sync with the combat every Frogman wants and signs up for. Perhaps this is what was intended, my lot in life. Someone had to “grind it through the ’90s,” as a buddy of mine would say.

			I’ve accepted that it wasn’t meant for me to be that operator who everyone expects a SEAL to be—to have been everywhere and killed everything in sight. I saw combat in Panama; I was part of operations in Bosnia, Somalia, and Iraq. But they weren’t the kind of operations that everyone envisions or sees on TV and the movies. I’ve got a rack of ribbons and medals, but no Bronze Star Medal or “V” for Valor on any of the commendation medals that ride below the Trident that I wore.

			I’ve got buddies who saw heavy combat. I’ve lost friends and Teammates in combat and in training. I’ve got some friends who almost died and one who actually flatlined on the table and came back from it, and still deployed afterward. In the Teams and Special Operations, it’s all about timing and luck.

			I’ve got a friend, Teammate, and contemporary whose timing always seemed perfect and was blessed with stellar luck, as far as operators from my generation go. Pat has seen way more combat than any single operator should get to see. Luck and timing have most to do with it, but in that same breath he positioned himself so he could do that. He made sacrifices and dedicated himself to the trade of being an operator almost to a fault. He was in Grenada, Lebanon, Panama, Bosnia, Afghanistan, and Iraq, to name just a few areas of operations.

			Pat works with the three-letter guys doing what you think a guy like that should do. I’ve still got friends in that organization, as well as at the Special Mission Unit and other SEAL Teams. Just about all of them are older, senior guys now, salty. A couple were either on, or heavily involved with, key raids and hostage rescue operations over the past two decades. All were junior to me, some worked for me, and some I helped train. Like I said, I was born a generation late and my timing was off. I still had luck, though, but in other ways.

			I served twenty-eight years in the US Navy, twenty-six of which were spent in Naval Special Warfare and the SEAL Teams under the United States Special Operations Command (USSOCOM). I enlisted in the Navy in 1981 at seventeen years old, two months out of high school. For those two months between high school and the Navy, I had worked in a wrecking yard on the outskirts of Albuquerque in the body shop rebuilding cars that would be sold to unwitting customers thinking the vehicle was only used and not a salvage. It would involve removing the damaged parts like a fender or hood and replacing them with parts from salvaged wrecks, sometimes going to the extreme and cutting off the front end entirely and replacing it with the same model from another wreck with its tail end crushed.

			My days in the shop were spent welding, grinding, sanding, repainting, and polishing. It was tedious and mind-numbing, more than enough to convince me that I wanted more from my life at that time; stitching cars back together didn’t cut it as my purpose. I needed some adventure, and working with a couple of burnouts rebuilding wrecks six days a week and being their “shop boy” wasn’t my idea of adventure at the time. I didn’t want to be like them in ten or fifteen years.

			Becoming a SEAL for me started in boot camp. We had a physical training instructor wearing this blue-and-gold shirt that read UDT/SEAL INSTRUCTOR. He reminded me of my dad in a way. Very fit and confident. In the first week, after I smoked the initial Navy physical fitness tests, he pulled me aside.

			“What are you gonna do in my Navy, son?” he asked me.

			“I’m supposed to go into aviation, serve on an aircraft carrier.”

			“Are you interested in becoming a Frogman?”

			That was the first time I’d ever heard the word, but the instructor proceeded to tell me all about the SEALs and showed me a short movie, The Men with Green Faces. I was hooked from the get-go. Every other Wednesday during basic training, before the day started, I’d show up to do the screening test for BUD/S (SEAL basic training) just to get more physical training in and to show this guy I wanted in. My company commander blew his lid when he found out what I was doing.

			“They’re all fucking crazy,” he told me.

			“Okay,” I said. “I want to lose my mind.”

			Boot camp was at a naval training facility in San Diego, California, which has since been replaced by a residential development known as Liberty Station. It hosts a Trader Joe’s and scores of niche restaurants and shops these days. Up until that point in 1981, I had never heard of the SEAL Teams, Frogmen, or any of that. I joined the Navy to serve, see the world, and hopefully grow the hell up.

			I served my first year and a half in the Navy with the Fleet aboard the carrier USS Ranger home ported in San Diego as an undesignated airman, an E-2 and then E-3. I made one WESTPAC (Western Pacific) tour in 1982 and worked on the flight deck, catapults and arresting gear division, launching fighter jets and surveillance aircraft.

			We deployed to the Western Pacific and Indian Ocean areas of responsibility (AOR) and worked sixteen hours Monday through Saturday and eight on Sunday while at sea. We hit the ports of the Philippines (twice), Singapore, and Australia. I turned eighteen that year and had way, way, way too much fun. The work was harder than back in the salvage yard, but this seemed to suit me better, this life in the Navy.

			In 1983, after returning to San Diego from WESTPAC, I was graciously allowed to depart the ship early, against the conventional rules of the Navy, terminating that tour early after receiving a new set of orders to attend Basic Underwater Demolition/SEAL Training (BUD/S), where we learned the very basics of being a Frogman and SEAL operator. I was in a class that started with 130 or so trainees and graduated with twenty-seven, twenty-four of whom were originals including myself. (The other three were “roll backs,” picking up their training after being injured in a previous class.)

			My first assignment out of BUD/S and in the Teams was at SEAL Delivery Vehicle Team 2 (SDVT-2) from 1983 to 1987 at Naval Amphibious Base Little Creek in Virginia Beach. The Team had just transitioned from Underwater Demolition Team 22 (UDT-22) that same year as part of a reorganization meant to bring the Teams out of the ’70s and into a new era.

			I was still a teenager, all of nineteen, when I checked into my first Team. The very first morning at quarters I met a salty Frogman Master Chief named Ed Schmidt. He was from a completely different era. When he was a nineteen-year-old FNG, it was World War II and he was swimming across the beaches of Normandy, Sicily, and Africa. He was originally NCDU, Naval Combat Demolition Unit, and was trained at Fort Pierce, Florida. He had a swagger to him, an extreme air of confidence. You could see the experience in his eyes and the lines on his face as he chewed on his toothpick. He had broken service, missed Korea, but came back in right at the beginning of the Vietnam conflict. He was an early member of SEAL Team 2 and made several deployments to the Mekong Delta.

			I wanted to be just like this guy.

			In those four years at SDVT-2, I served and deployed with three platoons. Back then you did quick turnarounds—a six-month or less pre-deployment training and then six-month deployments as opposed to the two-year cycle for each platoon today. That said, the current model is now very predictable and conducive to today’s military lifestyle. An operator will spend six years at his first Team, still getting three pumps overseas, but he will be better trained and probably more stable with regard to where he’s going and confident about the skills he’s acquiring for the job.

			Three months after checking in and just before my first platoon, I went to SDV school (located back then in Coronado, California) for three months, which you’ll read about later in the book. In my first platoon, myself and four other FNGs deployed without our Tridents. We hadn’t gone through our advanced operator training within the Team yet in order to earn the “Budweiser” or SEAL pin, our Navy Enlisted Classification (NEC), and get the extra pay. Funny how we weren’t “qualified” yet, but we were still good enough to deploy overseas and perform Frogman duties.

			In 1989, Petty Officer Second Class Isaac Rodriguez was fresh out of BUD/S and deployed to Panama for Operation Just Cause, where he was KIA (killed in action) at Paitilla Airfield. He hadn’t earned his Trident yet either, but they threw him into a platoon and into combat. That was how things went back in the ’80s. It was okay to just be good enough.

			Within our tight-knit platoons, we were taught a lot of advanced skills by our leadership and more experienced operators, some of whom were veterans of Vietnam. That first platoon wasn’t a combat deployment, so we had plenty of time to train and learn. We went to Denmark for six weeks to work with the Danish Frogmen and to participate in a major exercise, then on to the UK for a month or so to work with the Special Boat Service (SBS) before returning home. We were only gone for about three months, but it was a great experience and left me wanting more.

			When we got back to the States, we were assigned to the training platoon (along with other FNGs and SEALs newly attached to our Team) where we learned the advanced operator skills required to be “qualified” for an SDV platoon and for us new guys to earn our Tridents. Our mission was primarily focused on undersea and near-shore operations. We trained with explosives and small arms and spent hours upon hours perfecting our tradecraft as Frogmen. Our dives with the SDV would be anywhere from four hours in the cold springtime water to ten-plus hours in the summer waters of Chesapeake Bay.

			If we were lucky, our next platoon would deploy to the Naval Special Warfare (NSW) unit in Puerto Rico for the winter pre-deployment training and dive in the warm waters of the Caribbean. I did that twice while at the SDV Team and plenty more times at my next Team.

			I deployed to the Caribbean and the Mediterranean twice on various Navy platforms, everything from an amphibious ship to a diving salvage ship to an SSN, a submarine outfitted with our mission-specific equipment. During my second and third deployments, there were contingencies that we were spun up for but we never acted on. This is why the Navy is deployed around the world, in every sea and ocean. The United States supports and protects our national interests as well as our allies, but the American public doesn’t always see these small contingencies or low-intensity operations. When the United States attacked Libya during Operation El Dorado Canyon, for example, there were SEALs and Marines on standby, waiting just off the coast, to help in any way possible whether it be personnel rescue or otherwise…just in case.

			Just before I departed for my third deployment in January 1987, I screened (interviewed) for DevGru and was accepted to the next Green Team set for July of that same year. DevGru, by the way, is short for Naval Special Warfare Development Group (NSWDG, or DEVelopment GRoUp). It’s the NSW component of the Joint Special Operations Command (JSOC). The unit is often referred to within JSOC as Task Force Blue, and it’s where I spent the next fourteen years (1987–2001) at the Special Mission Unit as an operator, trainer, and enlisted leader.

			I had left the SDV team as a frocked E-5—not exactly a “rate grabber” for a guy with six years in the Navy. But I made up for that once assigned to DevGru. I transferred from that command on August 3, 2001, just six or so weeks before 9/11, the biggest tragedy of our generation in the US and one month past my twenty-year anniversary in the Navy.

			In my time at DevGru, I was fortunate enough to be mentored by some of the best in our community and work my way up the chain of command until I became an Assault Team Chief, the senior enlisted for my particular assault team. At that time, I was one of three at DevGru and one of six in the United States, 1st Special Forces Operational Detachment—Delta (SFOD-D, a.k.a. Delta Force) having the other three. My Team Leader and I led a sixty-five-man assault force for national-level missions. These days, both commands have grown one more assault squadron and have been heavily involved in steady combat operations over the last two decades, since October of 2001, more than anyone ever imagined.

			In the SEAL Teams, DevGru is the place most guys want to eventually be. Not all get that opportunity and of those that do, some don’t make it past the initial assessment and selection for Green Team. It’s a selection course for the most extreme operations anyone can ever imagine. Six months of some of the most intense combat training an operator could receive. Some guys are up for it and some are not. I was “all in” and fortunate to have been allowed to serve for the time that I did.

			Not every SEAL wants to be there, for their own reasons, and I’ve got all the respect in the world for those guys. Many of them are friends of mine, and they’re good Frogmen in their own right and have done great things and have seen a lot of combat. But come 2001, I felt like someone had thrown me off the bullet train and I was skidding to an abrupt halt. Assholes over elbows and shit flying off everywhere. My world seemed to be upended from what I had known for the last two decades, something that would happen again eight years later.

			After I was unceremoniously let go from DevGru in August of 2001 (more on this later), I was assigned to Naval Special Warfare Group 2/Training Detachment 2 (NSWG-2/TRADET-2). I wouldn’t necessarily say I was floundering at that point, but I felt I still had a lot to give, a lot to contribute. Toward that end, what I really needed to do was to find another mentor. Someone who could help get my head straight and give me some solid advice about finding the best path available to me. This is all in hindsight, though, and I ultimately never sought nor found one. Instead, I trudged on in my own self-pity and mud, walking on the bottom of the bay without a dive buddy, so to speak. And I never found that path.

			Initially, at the TRADET, I was the Assault Cell Senior Enlisted and Instructor. Our job was to train the SEAL platoons in urban combat, close-quarter combat, shipboard assaults, and tactical vehicle operations. I was there to teach everything I had learned and experienced at my previous command. I was a Senior Chief managing a ten-man training cell, a far cry from leading the sixty-five-man assault team I’d just left, but I was still in the Teams and still giving a shit.

			The summer I left DevGru I was a thirty-seven-year-old Senior Chief with twenty years in and had decisions to make in my life. Friends of mine were retiring or just leaving the Navy to go work for the three-letter guys to fight the war, and they were doing their best to convince me to do the same. I was torn, but I stayed because I felt I still had more to do, more to offer, and I owed my Teammates, the NSW community, and the service that supported me. My marriage was in trouble as well, and I felt I needed to pay attention to that or risk losing it.

			I shredded my retirement request that sat in my truck, after staring at the paperwork for weeks, and stayed on for another eight years. I was promoted to Master Chief the following spring and was put in charge, as the senior enlisted, of the entire training detachment for a short time.

			My officer in charge (OIC) and I managed sixty-five SEAL instructors and support personnel. The detachment trained two-hundred-plus SEALs annually for combat deployments and other overseas deployments and operations. We were a bunch of seasoned operators who only wanted to deploy into the new combat zone of Afghanistan, the “GWOT” (Global War on Terrorism, pronounced “gee-what”), but were now supposed to train the guys who were going to do that. Not a good time to be in the “trainer” position when your Teammates and country are at war, and keeping our guys focused was, at the very least, a challenge. Had we known that the war would drag on for as long as it has, maybe we wouldn’t have been so impatient.

			That point in my career was the closest I had come to shore duty, a tour where you don’t deploy or aren’t on a short leash to go forward, to go overseas. My Navy and Special Operations deployment experience had taken me to the Western Pacific, Caribbean, North Atlantic, Mediterranean, Europe, and Central America. Some were routine deployments and others for contingency operations in numerous countries for a myriad of reasons.

			Things changed for me again within the next twelve months. I was selected and assigned to be a Command Master Chief (CMC) for SEAL Delivery Vehicle Team 2, the East Coast undersea Special Operations combat arm of Naval Special Warfare. The same command I started my Frogman career at, the sometimes forgotten and always underrated Team who continue to get the job done quietly and without fanfare. I was the CMC for the very men for whom those Ten Essential Qualities of an Underwater Demolition Man had been written—real Frogmen.

			My tour at the Team as CMC was good. As the undersea team we did the Frogman mission first, ground operations second. A tough spot to be in, though, when we were at war in the barren Middle East; not much water to be found in Afghanistan, either, and very little in Iraq.
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THE TEN ESSENTIAL QUALITIES OF
AN UNDERWATER DEMOLITION MAN

PRIDE IN YOUR SELF, IN YOUR TEAM, IN THE. AMPHIBIOUS
FORCE AND IN THE NAVY, AND MOST IMPORTANT,
PRIDE IN DEVELOPING THE SAME PRIDE IN SUBORDI-
NATES.

LOYALTY UP AND DOWN, IN ACTION AND WORD.

SINCERITY IN ALL YOU DO.
RESPONSIBILITY YOU HAVE IT—ACT ACCORDINGLY, AND LIVE UP

ToIT.
LEADERSHIP  YOU ARE THE LEADER IN TITLE,—BE SURE YOU
ARE IN DEED.
EXAMPLE YOU ALWAYS SET IT—BE SURE IT'S GOOD.
FORETHOUGHT CULTIVATE THE HABIT—AND EXERCISE IT.
FAIRNESS BE ABSOLUTELY FAIR AND SQUARE WITH SUBORD-

INATES—THERE IS NO OTHER STANDARD,

SEAMANSHIP ONLY A MAN WHO IS A COMPETENT SEAMAN CAN
TRULY COMMAND RESPECT.

COMMON SENSE USE IT—THERE IS NO SUBSTITUTE.

1 EXPECT THESE QUALITIES OF EVERY UNDERWATER DEMOLITION
MAN, AND | EXPECT EACH OFFICER TO PUNCTILIOUSLY REQUIRE THESE
QUALITIES OF ALL SUBORDINATES.

THIS FORCE HAS NO EQUAL. I, THEREFORE, EXPECT, AND WILL
ONLY ACCEPT, THE BEST OF ALL MY MEN.

F.R. KAINE
LCOR USNR.
CO. UDT~ 21
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