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       To my parents, who taught me anything was possible.


       To the leaders who blazed trails before me.


       To the leaders who never gave up on me.


       To the next generation of leaders on the bench—this book is for you.


       To my husband, who made this journey possible.




FOREWORD


by Sheryl Sandberg


IN THIS BOOK, Ann Dunwoody writes, “A hero is an average person who has done something extraordinary.” As unusual as it is to start a foreword for a book by disagreeing with its author, I have to say that I disagree with Ann. I do not believe anyone would ever describe Ann as an average person. She has certainly done many extraordinary things. And to me, she is a true hero.


Ann and I were introduced through a mutual friend who thought we’d like each other, even though we work in starkly different cultures. At the Facebook office, we have signs on the walls that read, “Move fast and break things.” Obviously, our military leaders know better than to adopt this policy themselves. Still, from our first e-mail exchange, Ann and I felt connected. She once described it so beautifully, saying, “We are kindred spirits in very different worlds.”


In 2014, Ann accepted my invitation to speak at Facebook’s North America Women’s Leadership Day. That afternoon, I watched her inspire fifteen hundred women, offering both practical advice and encouragement. She told us to put our passion before our fear. She spoke of how things were changing. In 1995, she had attended a high-level military meeting where “there was not one woman sitting at the table. The only women in that room were delivering coffee.” Twenty years later, she urged the women of Facebook to look around. “Look at this room, look at yourselves,” she said. “I am just so proud of you, I am getting goose bumps just thinking about it.”


I get those same goose bumps thinking about what Ann has achieved. And I’m so glad she wrote this book so that more women—and men—can be inspired by her wisdom and her story.


When Ann became the first female four-star general in the United States military. Her father put it this way: “I have followed her career for thirty-three years. Every assignment she has ever had, she’s done in an outstanding manner. So it really doesn’t surprise me she was the first woman selected for four stars.” In turn, Ann credits her father with teaching her never to accept defeat and shares how her family’s history of service paved her path. Her great-grandfather, grandfather, father, and brother all graduated from West Point. She herself might have attended the military academy except for one hitch: they didn’t admit women at the time. Rather than giving up, Ann found a way. She knew she wanted to serve, and she never lost sight of that goal.


Once Ann joined the Army, she pushed to be the best soldier she could be. In 2005, she became the Army’s top-ranking woman when she received her third star. Three years later, she made United States history by becoming our first-ever female four-star general. While Ann credits the Army with shattering the “brass ceiling,” it was her uniform that was pinned with that fourth star.


I concluded my book Lean In with my hope that “in the future, there will be no female leaders. There will just be leaders.” I did not know Ann when I wrote that, but she is exactly who I had in mind. What distinguishes Ann is not that she’s a woman, but that she is a spectacular and inspiring leader.


Deano Roberts was an Army captain who served under Ann when she led the Joint Logistics Command in Uzbekistan. Back then, Deano was an aviation liaison officer. Today, Deano is one of my colleagues at Facebook who works in data center logistics. I asked him to describe what made General Dunwoody unique. He acknowledged that being a woman made her different, but that it was her talent as a logistician that made her stand out.


“In the military it is said that you can often fool your boss, you can sometimes fool your peers, but you can never fool your soldiers,” Deano explained. “General Dunwoody commanded the trust and service of her soldiers, not as a function of her rank or position, but rather as a function of her mastery of her profession [logistics] and her willingness to always place the needs of the soldier first.”


Deano remembers one night in Karshi-Khanabad, Uzbekistan, when he was working in a makeshift US outpost in a Soviet-era air base—a far cry from Silicon Valley. The conditions were miserable. Rats and rain both streamed in. There was no hot water. The soldiers were stressed and fatigued and still hard at work one night at 2 a.m. when “an energetic and vibrant General Dunwoody” walked into the tactical operations center, still in uniform, and sat down with the soldiers. “In the most concerned and legitimate way, she asked if there was anything she could do for me,” Deano said. They spoke at length, and her words and demeanor were both motivating and inspiring. “She had an emotional empathy that wasn’t part of her training. It was just part of her character,” Deano concluded.


I could not love this story more. Study after study sadly reveals that too often, in the workplace, if a woman is competent, she does not seem nice enough. And if a woman seems really nice, she is considered more nice than competent. Ann proved that competence and compassion are not mutually exclusive. Deano praised his commander for being “the smartest person in the room when it came to what was happening on the ground.” He also recalled the way she patted him on the shoulder, which he found both “calming and reassuring.”


There is a popular saying in feminism that “you got to see it to be it,” but that wasn’t true of Ann. In all her years serving, she never reported to a woman. Out of necessity, Ann leaned on family members and male mentors for support. As she points out, the men she reported to “either believed in me or didn’t.” She is grateful to the ones who did, especially Sergeant First Class Wendell Bowen, who vowed to make her the best platoon leader in the Army. His confidence in her fed her desire to rise to his challenge. He also encouraged her to be true to herself, something that is important in every profession.


As we all do, Ann stood on the shoulders of the many women who cleared a path before her. Women first became a formal part of the US military more than a century ago with the creation of the Army Nurse Corps. During World War I, thirty-five thousand women served their country as nurses, interpreters, and clerks. In 1942, President Roosevelt authorized the creation of women’s auxiliaries/reserves for the Army, Navy, and Coast Guard, and during World War II, about 350,000 women served. While most of these women worked in health care, administration, and communications, a growing number began serving in technical and command roles. Still, at the war’s conclusion, these trained and seasoned personnel were not encouraged to remain in the military but were urged to return to civilian life and domestic responsibilities.


In 1948, the Women’s Armed Services Integration Act enabled women to serve as regular members of the US Armed Forces. This was a step forward but not a leap. Other legislation prevented women from serving in direct combat roles and prohibited women from serving in a rank higher than lieutenant colonel. It also limited the number of women allowed in the military to 2 percent of the armed forces. President Ford signed a law that allowed women to enroll in military academies in 1975. That same year, fresh out of State University of New York College at Cortland, Ann joined the Women’s Army Corps, the women’s branch of the United States Army.


Over the thirty-seven years that Ann served in the US Army, many policies evolved. Revisions were made to the laws governing the role of women in the military, with each round opening up more positions to women. In 1994, a new policy was implemented that allowed for a less restrictive rule about ground combat and opened up 80 percent of all military positions to women. By 2012, when Ann retired from the military, women made up almost 15 percent of the active duty force and 16 percent of the active duty officers.


The hope is that with growing numbers comes growing strength and support. Two years ago, I visited an Air Force base in Minneapolis and met a group of courageous women who formed a Lean In Circle because, as they explained, being a woman in the military can be an “isolating experience.” They described how they are still subtly—and not so subtly—undermined, even as they stand side by side with men wearing the same uniform. After discovering how helpful their Circle was on their base, they expanded online to reach other women in the military. As one of them told us, “Now no one has to feel like the only woman in her unit.” And as many of them noted, the example of great female military leaders such as Ann has motivated them, demonstrating the real possibility that they too can serve their country at the highest levels and with the greatest impact.


My admiration for Ann is boundless—not just because of what she achieved but how she achieved it. Ann’s story is the story of a true soldier. She ends every talk with this: “In the end we’re all just soldiers, but that’s the highest thing you could claim to be.” Her story—and this book—will inspire anyone who wants to serve and lead.




INTRODUCTION


First to Four: A Collective Smile
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NOVEMBER 14, 2008


THE PENTAGON


AS I SCANNED THE large auditorium, an insurgent thought infiltrated my mind: Okay, Ann, don’t screw this up. The audience was filled with military dignitaries, war heroes, mentors, colleagues, family, friends, and other curious onlookers. Television cameras rolled, and there stood Old Glory and the Army flag: it was quite a remarkable scene, all for the purpose of promoting a woman, the first woman in history, to receive a fourth star. Questions swirled in my head: Am I sweating? Will I forget to thank anyone? Will I sound like Charlie Brown’s teacher?


Relax, Ann. You can do this. You have deployed with thousands of paratroopers into combat zones. You bleed olive-drab green. You have given your entire professional life to the service of your country.


I had spoken to soldiers and audiences literally tens of thousands of times—so much so that I got tired of hearing myself talk. And I’m sure my husband got tired of listening. So there was no need for stage fright.


But this was different. Months earlier I was petrified, as I started preparing for the speech of my life.


On June 23, 2008, President George W. Bush nominated me to become the first female four-star general in US military history. I didn’t initially understand all the fuss, much less the magnitude of President Bush’s decision. I was proud of my accomplishment, but I was just as proud for being a Dunwoody, a soldier, and an American, as I was for being a woman.


The nomination made headlines around the world.


“First Woman Ann Dunwoody Makes Four-Star US General,” the Australian


“Army Gets First Female Four-Star General,” NBC News


“Ann Dunwoody Becomes First Female 4-Star General,” the Kansas City Star


“Military Milestone,” Scholastic


“Four Stars—Finally,” U.S. Army Reserve magazine


“An American Original,” Columns, SUNY Cortland Alumni News, Spring 2009


“Four-Star and First,” the Fayetteville Observer


“Dunwoody Becomes First Female Four-Star General,” the Seattle Times


US Senator Hillary Clinton, representative of my native New York, said, “Today another glass ceiling has been shattered in our nation with the nomination of a woman to the rank of [four-star] General for the first time in the history of America’s armed forces.”


As the first woman to four-star general, I was determined to lead and create even greater opportunities for deserving men and women throughout the military. First, however, I had to get through the confirmation process and prepare for my speech.


I was excited, emotional, proud, and nervous, as my official four-star ceremony approached. It was impossible, however, to not occasionally flash back to one of the most embarrassing moments of my life. I couldn’t shake the time that, as a young 1st lieutenant in 1977, at Fort Sill, Oklahoma, I had my first speaking role in front of a large audience. After that experience I wasn’t sure whether I would ever stand in front of a microphone again.


I had just been selected to be the battalion adjutant, which meant I was the chief paper pusher for the battalion. One of my duties was to read the orders and citations for promotion and award ceremonies. So the first time I had the opportunity to excel as an adjutant was at an award ceremony. The battalion commander was going to present the Meritorious Service Medal to an outgoing company commander.


The audience was seated in the 250-seat auditorium, and the commander, his aide, the awardee, and I were on stage. After the normal introductions and comments, the battalion commander nodded at me—my cue to begin.


“Attention to orders,” I said into the microphone, trying to avoid a squeaky, high-pitched voice and make a good impression with my best Barry White baritone imitation. Immediately everyone sprang to their feet and snapped to attention. So far, so good. But then I froze.


With everyone staring at me, the only thing I could feel from the audience was pity, and the only thing I could hear was my heart pounding. I swallowed hard and tried to look down at the citation I was supposed to read.


My hands trembled, then I held on to both sides of the podium with a death grip. I was shaking so badly that I was unable to talk. I was horrified. I’d never had anything like this happen before. The battalion commander kept looking over at me and making some not-so-subtle gestures to tell me to get on with the reading.


To all . . . ummmm . . . who shall see . . . uhhh . . . these presents, greeting. This . . . this uh this . . . is to . . . ssss-sss . . . certify that da-da the president of the United States . . . of America . . . America . . . ah-ah . . . authorized by act . . . uhh . . . of Congress . . . umm on 2 July 1978, has awarded the . . . the . . . Mary . . . Meritorious Service Medal . . . to . . . Captain James C. Hall . . . uhh . . . Untied States Army . . . uhhh Headquarters. . . .


100th Supply and Service Battalion . . .


I felt my battalion commander staring at me. Everyone in front of me looked at me as if I didn’t know how to read. I struggled on:


For exceptionally . . . mer, mer . . . meritorious service while ser . . . serving as Commander . . . uhhh . . . 225th Main . . . maintenance Company, 100th Supply and Service Ba . . . battalion at Fort Sill Oklahoma . . . fr . . . ummm . . . from 2 June 1976 to . . . to 25 May 1978. Cap . . . Captain Hall was personally re . . . responsible for the excep . . . exceptional main . . . maintenance readiness of the Corps Artillery at Fort Sill. His proactive . . . uhhh . . . approach and streamline . . . streamlining of maintenance oper . . . operations . . . in-in . . . enhanced readiness rates to an all time . . . ummm . . . high of 93 percent. Captain Hall’s disting . . . distinguished performance of duty is in keeping with the highest tra . . . traditions of the . . . U . . . United States Army. Giv . . . given under my hand in the City of . . . ummm . . . Washington this 2nd day of July 1978. Signed Joe Sch . . . Schmidt, Commander, Field Artillery, Head . . . Headquarters, Fort Sill, Okla . . . homa.


Somehow I stuttered and stammered my way through the seemingly eternal three minutes. Afterward I felt humiliated. I made the long walk to my battalion commander’s office, certain that my short-lived tenure as his adjutant was over. I knocked on his door, and he invited me in. “Sir, I am so sorry!” I said. “I don’t know what happened to me.”


He replied, “Ann, don’t worry about it.” Then he smiled and asked whether it had been my first time speaking in front of a large audience. I said that it was. “Next time you’ll do better,” he said. Next time! You can imagine my relief.


He could have handled that so much differently. He could have further shattered my confidence with ridicule. He could have fired me. Instead, he made that experience a growth opportunity. And while I was grateful that I still had a job as his adjutant, I learned some other valuable lessons that day. One of those lessons was to be better prepared! Another, just as important, is that nobody is perfect. When leaders help subordinates overcome weaknesses or mistakes, they help the subordinate, they help the organization, and they help themselves become better leaders.


I could have run away from the experience. I could have quit. I could have delegated those responsibilities to my assistant. Or I could just suck it up, realizing that I needed to work harder and improve.


In this instance I watched my commander underwrite an error. I can assure you that I never walked into a situation like that again without being prepared. But the nerves still exist. To this day, deep down inside, I worry that stage fright will sabotage me again. And, as a lifelong skill, I have worked on developing the skill of giving people chances to improve their performance after a failure.


THIRTY YEARS LATER not even that tongue-tied disaster could have prepared me for this speech in front of this audience. Weeks of media training. Years of delivering speeches. Decades of leading and counseling soldiers. Not even my childhood as a military brat or adulthood as a soldier. This day seemed unthinkable and improbable for a pig-tailed tomboy who grew up dreaming of becoming a coach and teacher. This opportunity was impossible back in 1974, when I joined an Army that had a separate Women’s Army Corps and embraced separate training for men and for women. What a transformation my Army had undergone, and to think that I played some small role in that wonderful change.


When the All-Volunteer Force construct became a reality in 1973, the opportunities for women in the military were greatly expanded. Women were now being recruited, and the number of WACs in the Women’s Army Corps (WAC) grew from roughly 12,000 in 1972 to nearly 53,000 by 1978. The Reserve Officer Training Corps (ROTC) was beginning to open up for women, and in 1976 the first women were accepted into the military academies. More women were being given the opportunity to serve alongside men in integrated units. Finally, in 1978, having outlived its usefulness, the WAC was disbanded.


The military was no longer just a man’s world. My appointment was another affirmation that the Army was evolving from generations of snubbing women for jobs based solely on gender. Standards for entry into the Army became the same for women as for men, and more job specialties were transitioning to gender-integrated training.


On that day in November 2008 General George Casey, Army Chief of Staff, officially promoted me, Lieutenant General Ann Dunwoody, to four-star general. I became the first woman in US history to achieve the highest active military rank.


The ceremony was so well attended that US Defense Secretary Robert Gates joked that everyone except the fire marshal had been invited. The largest auditorium in the Pentagon held a standing-room-only crowd filled with male and female soldiers of all races and backgrounds. The Army had come a long way and truly represented the “Army of One” slogan used years ago.


Secretary Gates’s opening words were gratifying:


General Dunwoody ascends to this post with thirty-three years of service as a soldier and leader of the highest caliber. She is recognized as one of the best military logisticians of her generation.


General Casey followed Gates with a heartwarming speech discussing my accomplishments while paying tribute to our family’s five-generation history in the military and to our current patriarch, my father, Hal.


He recounted my dad’s thirty-one years of selfless service and sacrifice. My dad nearly lost his leg and his life fighting in three wars. He was severely wounded in Germany during World War II, only to recover and lead a battalion into combat during the Korean War. He was wounded again and awarded the Distinguished Service Cross to go along with his two Purple Hearts. He also fought in Vietnam. I always knew my dad was a hero, but now General Casey was telling everyone what a star he was.


General Casey said he had never seen such a “collective smile” at a military ceremony. As he continued his introduction, emotions and memories came flooding back, especially when I looked at my frail father beaming in his wheelchair. Next to my dad were my four siblings, each accomplished in their own right in business or in the military. But two people were missing. My mother, Betty, who had died of a massive stroke just a few years earlier, would have been the proudest parent on the planet. She kept our family together as Dad fought in Germany, Korea, and Vietnam and as we moved from military base to military base around the world. She created a home filled with love, God, and accountability. One sister was also absent that day. Kay, the oldest, I never really knew. She was a special-needs child and never stood a chance. Mercifully, she died at age ten, with no memory that she had ever lived.


My best friend from my youth, Elaine, was there. Growing up, she was my greatest partner in mischief—Girl Scouts, sports, cheerleading, silly crushes on silly boys, fishing for crab on the Chesapeake Bay. We were inseparable in middle school before another inevitable move to yet another military base—this time in Belgium—separated us for forty years until a chance encounter brought us back together. If only we’d had e-mail, Facebook, and GChat in the 1960s.


Elaine became a schoolteacher and taught for twenty-nine years in Arlington, Virginia. She had taught two children of a colleague of mine, Robert Wilkie, who worked in the Pentagon. Elaine recalls being home, making dinner and watching the news. She heard the reporter say General Ann Dunwoody will become the first four-star female Army general. She reached out to Mr. Wilkie’s wife, Julie, via e-mail, hoping they could provide contact information.


My parents and Elaine’s mother had exchanged Christmas cards over the years, so we kept tabs on each other, but we had no personal contact, and I had no idea she was teaching third grade less than twenty minutes from the Pentagon until Robert called and asked whether he could pass along my phone number and e-mail. He did, and we got together for lunch a few weeks later and are as close today as when we first became friends in fifth grade.


Sitting a few inches to my left was my soul mate and a military professional of his own renown: my husband, Craig Brotchie. A lifelong Air Force special operator, he has been more influential during my career than anyone. We had been together for more than twenty years and survived countless months apart during various deployments and assignments around the world.


Our constant inside joke was, “Behind every successful woman stands an astonished man.” But Craig is my rock. No one has been more supportive of my career. He is strong and sensitive, caring and courageous. Even as I struck out in my first attempt at marriage, I hit a five-hundred-foot grand slam when I met Craig. He has been there almost every step of my advancement in the Army. Without him this book wouldn’t be possible. He is my copilot and coauthor in life. No one knows me better. He knows what makes me tick and what ticks me off. When I introduce him I always refer to him as Mr. Wonderful, and he is. Having Mr. Wonderful a few feet from the podium was all the support I needed.


Craig and I practiced my speech dozens of times leading up to my milestone promotion—while enjoying our normal early morning run, hitting balls on the driving range, in the car on the way to the grocery store. Craig believed in me and said I’d nail the speech. When General Casey introduced me, I was ready to give thanks and get to work.


General Casey and Craig placed my four stars on my right and left shoulders. My normally sure-handed husband fumbled the snap a bit, as it took him a couple of tries to get the shoulder board properly snapped in place. Then Craig and I shared the most public smooch ever witnessed at a military promotion ceremony.


With butterflies and a sense of pride, I was determined not to screw up this historic moment. Just as they had done when we initially entered the auditorium, the audience gave me a wonderful ovation. I wish I could describe the incredible feelings of gratitude, humility, and love that consumed me as I walked to the podium. The extended applause gave me a chance to compose myself, and I took a final drink of water before delivering the most memorable speech of my life.


I couldn’t help but shake my head when I was introduced as “General Ann Dunwoody.” Did I really hear those words? There was no way to thank everyone who had helped me along the way, but I had to try. Had I been accepting an Academy Award, the music to shoo me off the stage would have started playing.


At the heart of my speech was my father. My role model. A leader who instilled integrity, courage, and a sense of values in my siblings and me. My stubborn father shouldn’t have even been in attendance. Not only had he been wounded in multiple wars, but he had also survived cancer four times. He had life-threatening surgery weeks earlier. But he made it clear to me and the doctors that there was no way in hell he was going to miss his daughter’s promotion. He gathered every bit of strength in his broken-down, ninety-year-old body and was there, front and center.


My voice quivered as I looked at my dad, but I pressed on. That’s what good soldiers do. That’s what my dad did during decades of service to his country. So much of my success was a result of what I had learned from him as a father, a patriot, and a soldier. He was the proudest person in the room. He was also probably the most shocked. Dad never pushed me to join the military. He simply pushed me to always give my best in everything—academics, sports, even board games.


It took years for everything he instilled in me to really sink in, as I progressed through the military ranks. But to say I had an inherent advantage over so many fellow war fighters, male and female, would be the biggest understatement. My dad still jokes that the only reason he earned his second Purple Heart was because he was a slow learner. That type of self-deprecation and humor, even when reflecting on the most harrowing moments of war, is a gift that I would truly appreciate later in life. My dad was my first four-star teacher. He was my General George Washington.


While Dad instilled military values, my mom handled the family values. My parents mastered two of the toughest jobs on the planet: soldiering and parenting. I know Mom was smiling from her heavenly home during my promotion ceremony, not just because she was proud of me but because it created another opportunity for a Dunwoody family reunion, the first time we had all gathered since her funeral a few years earlier.


My mother spent the last eight months of her life bedridden, fighting death and trying to recover from a stroke. It was the medical system, not a lack of determination, that let her down. But she was brave-hearted until her final breath. The most difficult period in my life was watching the Lord take her home months after a stroke permanently paralyzed the left side of her body. Believe what you will, but I believe she is in heaven.


She was eighty-two. She fought valiantly to recover but died on May 1, 2006, just three days shy of my parents’ sixtieth wedding anniversary. I was stationed at Fort Lee, Virginia, on August 29, 2005, when I was notified about the stroke. I flew to see her and my dad immediately. My father was devastated, and we were all in shock. Mom was six years younger than Dad. She still played tennis at least three times a week and was fiercely competitive. She even painted the garage the night before her stroke. In later years she was always the healthy one, taking care of our legally blind and ailing father. No one ever thought Mom would be the first to go. Her faith and spirit kept us believing that she would recover. For eight long months the family, scattered all over the country, flew in to see her.


I flew down at least every two weeks, Richmond through Atlanta and on to Sarasota, and it was still another forty-five-minute drive to Englewood. Dad, approaching ninety and not very mobile, visited her every day. My sister Sue and her husband, Jim, bought a house right around the corner from Mom and Dad to tend to both of them. That was a tremendous sacrifice, as Sue and Jim did the heavy lifting for the family during this tough time. From the moment she was admitted into the hospital, Mom never once complained or said a negative word. She was always so polite and said “thank you” to anyone who did the slightest thing to assist her. It was painful to watch her body deteriorate. But her beautiful face never changed. Her blue eyes sparkled, and her smile was radiant and genuine as ever.


Our family and friends shared so many memories and laughs over those grueling months. Mom had such a distinct laugh, and fortunately (or unfortunately) all three of her daughters inherited her infectious laugh. It was a loud, happy cackle times four. When we were all together laughing, people would stare. All my life I had put my dad, the war hero from the Greatest Generation, on a pedestal. As my mom lay dying, I realized in a much more finite way what Dad knew all along: my mom was the real hero of the family. A lady of great faith, she never gave up on any of us. Although Lord knows we all gave her reason to do so at one time or another.


I remember Mom telling us during one of my last visits that the accomplishment she was most proud of was that she taught herself and her children to swim, because she was afraid of the water when she was young. She made sure that each of her kids had no such fears. In fact, she raised five dolphins. To this day we all still love lakes and oceans. None of us knew the courage it took for her to overcome her fears as she taught us to strive for better.


She raised six demanding kids while my dad was away serving our country. She taught us the importance of self-confidence and perseverance. She always told us that “nothing could rain on our parade.” Her words helped me forge ahead in my military career the few times I was slighted or passed over for an assignment based on my gender rather than my qualifications. Looking back on it, I couldn’t have asked for a better instructor in my early leadership training.


Sitting in the audience were my brother Buck, another West Point grad and successful businessman who put his career on hold to care for my father; my sister Sue, who became the third helicopter pilot in Army history; my sister Jackie, a mother of two beautiful daughters; and my brother Bill, who was a land surveyor turned construction supervisor.


Leadership begins in the home, but that’s hardly where it ends. My first platoon leader in 1976 was Sergeant First Class Wendell Bowen. He was the best noncommissioned officer (NCO) in the company and the reason I stayed in the Army.


If he’s the reason I stayed, my husband, Craig, is the reason I became the first woman to get four stars thirty-two years later.


EARLY IN MY career I married my high school sweetheart, another West Point man. I was ready to follow him around the world while he served our nation. Even though we loved each other, we grew apart. The Vietnam War divided the United States and, in many ways, our marriage. My first husband began to question a lot of things about life, liberty, and love. When we married, I thought the plan was to raise a big family; I’d do my best impersonation of my maternal role model—my mother. It was clear that my husband was not prepared to enlist in that type of idyllic matrimony, and understandably so. We both had changed so much from our puppy love days. We ultimately divorced.


During my speech I fought back tears a few times. Who wouldn’t? After all, we had finally made it. We, the hundreds of thousands of women who had fought sexism and stereotypes just to serve their country long before my four-star promotion. We, the mothers and wives who had fought to keep their families together while praying that their sons and husbands came home alive. We, the Dunwoody clan, who had fought in every military conflict since the Spanish-American War. We, the male and female fighters who had heeded a higher calling and higher standard to protect and defend the United States of America. We, the hundreds of thousands of women who had fought tradition, sexism, and stereotypes just to serve our country.


My promotion was our victory.


As I concluded my speech I reflected on a remarkable career made possible by so many. I had thought I was born to coach athletes, but instead my real team consisted of thousands of soldiers in nearly 145 countries. My new job as leader of the Army Materiel Command would include nearly sixty-nine thousand civilians and soldiers working together to supply our troops with almost everything needed to get the job done. My team could fill almost any football stadium in the United States.


During his Pro Football Hall of Fame induction speech earlier that year, Washington Redskins wide receiver Art Monk said something that will forever resonate with me: from the first day he put on a football uniform, he knew that playing the game was all he ever wanted to do. Even though I thought I was coming to the Army for two years, I realized that I had known from the day I first donned my uniform that soldiering was all I ever wanted to do.


I felt a sense of relief as I wrapped up my speech, and I was eager to pay a final tribute to the man sitting in the front row. I delivered a bouquet of yellow roses and an “Army Strong” hat to my father and gave him a warm Dunwoody hug. More hugs, kisses, and flowers followed for my siblings, nieces, and in-laws in attendance.


After a few minutes I hopped back on stage, ready to start my assignment as the Army’s newest four-star general. Ready to continue striving toward a higher standard.




one
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WALK THE WALK
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“LIVE TO A HIGHER STANDARD”


SUMMER 1997, FORT DRUM, NEW YORK


ARMY HELICOPTERS CIRCLED above the wooded area. Search dogs combed the ground. Military and civilian police were trying to find the lost battalion commander. We knew we would locate our missing comrade, but the question was whether he would be alive or dead. Had he killed himself after his transgressions? If he hadn’t, would he be a danger to his own battalion that was trying to rescue him? Days earlier he knew he had been caught in lies and lapses of judgment. His immoral choices would undoubtedly end an Army career that had been fast-tracked for early promotion and greater leadership posts. But right now I was more concerned about saving his life.


The fear of losing his family and military career weighed him down. The guilt of violating multiple oaths, vows, and creeds crushed his spirit. He snapped, deserting his command and country after being caught betraying his wife and his uniform. He left behind his military ID and an address book with the names of female soldiers and civilians we suspected he had affairs with—but no clues as to his whereabouts. His address book had the names of women, adorned with stars, presumably indicating the ladies he had slept with. He had breached the Army’s code of ethics on numerous fronts, including affairs with civilians and possibly subordinates.


An anonymous letter was the first clue that reached my office. I was the brigade commander, and it was my job to get to the bottom of the sordid allegations. It didn’t say much—more innuendo than specifics. We investigated and found nothing that could be substantiated. I also talked to the battalion commander himself, and he denied everything. But days later a second letter appeared, and it was much more specific—names, places, and dates. At first it was incomprehensible that there could be merit to the charges. The accused was a rising star. Unfortunately the evidence was damning. The shame and guilt were too much when we confronted him. He ran from his demons.


The massive search lasted for hours. We feared the worst. The military demands conduct from soldiers that no other industry expects of its employees. Often it’s one strike and you’re out. Get caught cheating on a test or on your spouse, and your career could be over. In most businesses, affairs and white lies are common and rarely lead to dismissal. In the military such actions are verboten for soldiers who swear to uphold a higher standard the moment they enlist. The standards are so high and the guilt can be so great that, in a disgraced soldier’s mind, suicide sometime seems only the way out. A year earlier Admiral Jeremy Boorda, Chief of Naval Operations, committed suicide after being accused of wearing an undeserved combat “V” device, used to honor combat heroism, on one of his medals. He was humiliated and couldn’t bear bringing disgrace to the Navy or his family. Unfortunately he thought suicide was the only honorable path open to him.


I worried that our missing battalion commander might be in a similar mental state. We decided to put every available person in the battalion online to join the search. About five hundred soldiers, many of whom reported directly to the missing leader, searched both sides of the Black River, a scenic river with good fishing that runs along the southern boundary of the main post area of Fort Drum. About 4 p.m. I received a call from one of the NCOs in the battalion: we found him.


One of his direct reports discovered him curled up in the fetal position along the river bank. He was incoherent and a broken man—not from myriad tours of duty in a war zone but because he had failed to live up to the higher standard mandated of all war fighters when they enlist or are commissioned in the US Army. He violated the very ethos that makes the Army strong: honor, integrity, and loyalty. He could have been found guilty of sexual misconduct in a court of law or adultery in the eyes of God.


The officer was smart, charming, and loved his country. Many of his soldiers looked up to him. But I think he would be the first to admit that he let success and power go to his head. In his mind he let down not only his family and the service but also his soldiers.


I wasn’t going to give up on him. Yes, his military career was over, a once-promising future derailed. The rest of his life, however, wasn’t over. Similar mistakes have been overlooked, ignored, or covered up, from Wall Street to the White House. But he wasn’t a businessman or a politician; he was a soldier, and he had dishonored the Code. Soldiers commit to a different set of rules—actually a different set of values that represent a higher standard of personal conduct.


After speaking with the battalion commander in the local hospital, I promised to get him the help for his recovery. He received psychiatric evaluation and was admitted to Walter Reed Army Medical Center in Bethesda, Maryland. The easy thing would be to desert him. Getting him whole was important. He gave his adult life to the military and deserved to transition to civilian life with some compassion and grace. Most businesses would eventually fire an employee for such transgressions, leaving them with a severance or unemployment check. Few companies would care about the employee’s mental well-being or the root cause of the behavior. The Army could have easily discharged him and wiped its hands clean of him. That would ignore the principles that I signed up for forty years ago when I joined the family business: the US Army.


I knew what I was getting into. I grew up idolizing my father. He was a third-generation West Point man and a war hero. His word was law. My siblings and I were expected to be on our best behavior. Our actions could have negative consequences on our father’s career if we did anything to discredit the family name.


My father still reminds me of the time he blistered my behind for cheating in Sister Inez’s second-grade class in Arlington County, or when, as a three-year-old, I summoned my inner Picasso and vandalized our freshly painted white walls with crayons at our house in Fort Leavenworth, Kansas, as we were preparing to move to a new base. The constant threat of a switch to the fanny was real and had our full attention. My father held himself and his family to a higher standard. At West Point, if a cadet knew that a classmate was lying, cheating, or stealing, he had to report it or risk being expelled. These principles and expectations were instilled in me almost from birth. This was a huge advantage throughout my career.


When I enlisted in the Army Reserves in 1974 it was a turbulent time for the military and the country. The Vietnam War was “officially” ending, and with it came relentless backlash and scrutiny for the Armed Forces. Despite the protests and outrage by millions, my admiration for the Army did not waver. Although I admit that I saw it through rose-colored corneas, the Army I loved affected almost everything I valued and stood for: family, discipline, respect, and teamwork.


The end of the Vietnam War came as doors were opening for women in ways unthinkable a decade earlier—equal rights, equal pay, Title IX. New opportunities were being presented to women in the workplace, classrooms, sports fields, and battlefields. I knew I wouldn’t be a lifer, but becoming a soldier was an opportunity I couldn’t turn down. My great-grandfather, grandfather, and father were proud veterans of the US Army. Now their baby girl was following in their decorated footsteps, even if just for a few years and even if my father wasn’t completely supportive or understanding of women in the military.


When I received my fourth star, I became the leader of the largest logistics organization in the military, the US Army Materiel Command (AMC). I was responsible for leading a $60 billion enterprise with more than sixty-nine thousand employees operating in fifty states and 145 countries. If a soldier shoots it, drives it, flies it, wears it, or eats it, AMC provides it. Think Walmart. Think Amazon. Think Department of Defense.


Months into my promotion Oprah’s O magazine named me on their first-ever “power list” of women, and I was asked to participate in a Fortune “most powerful women” summit. In 2012 I was recognized by the United Service Organizations (USO) as their “Woman of the Year.” That type of recognition was embarrassing at times and led to good-natured ribbing from friends, family, and colleagues. I never set out for headlines or stars; I just wanted to be the best soldier and leader I could be. I can’t tell you how many people have asked me, “Why you?” and “How did you break that brass ceiling?” People wanted to know how I took on a sexist institution that was dead set against allowing women access to its ranks and battlefields. After all, the Army had been around for more than two hundred years before I became the first female four-star general. Though I am proud to be the first, clearly there have been many dedicated and deserving women war fighters.


The truth is that many male mentors fought for me throughout my career. Although it’s important to acknowledge that not everyone was gracious and accommodating, I was able to advance through the ranks on my own merits and credentials with the willingness of male supervisors to judge me based on those merits and credentials rather than my gender. No one gets to the top of their profession without the support of many, but the real story of my success and the lessons I learned along the way are far more interesting and informative than a story about moving up in a male-dominated profession. It’s more about leadership than about gender. In my entire thirty-eight-year career I never reported to a woman. I worked for male leaders who either believed in me or didn’t.


I remember when I first reported to the 82nd Airborne Division in 1988. I had to go to the firing range with my unit to qualify on a 9mm pistol. Although I had qualified on an M-16 rifle and a .45 caliber pistol in the past, I had never handled or fired a 9mm before, and quite frankly there wasn’t anyone there eager to show me how. Well, I “bolo’d.” Translation: the fourth-generation Army brat flunked. I scored fifteen out of forty, the highest failing grade—so close to being barely mediocre. Back then some of the logistics NCOs enjoyed it when officers didn’t qualify. Imagine how much they loved knowing that the first female field grade officer in the division couldn’t shoot straight. They undoubtedly had some good laughs over that one. I’m sure several members of my family would have joined in with the NCOs. My father, my sister Sue, and my brother Buck were all not only expert shooters but also members of the National Rifle Association (NRA).


I told my Air Force Special Operations husband about my disaster, but he wouldn’t let me wallow in self-pity. “Well, we’ve got to fix that,” he said. “My guys will show you how to fire Expert on 9mm, and they won’t let you leave until you do.” That’s one of the things that makes Craig so special: he didn’t want me to simply pass; he wanted me to kick ass. In his mind, just qualifying wasn’t enough, nor was qualifying as Marksman or Sharpshooter. So he set up a training session for me with his NCO weapons experts.


Master Sergeant Harry Walker and Technical Sergeant John Roller were professionals, airmen trained to shoot for a living. I can’t say the same about my logistics NCOs, who were responsible for the firing range in my unit. They did not shoot routinely. Craig’s NCOs were impressed that a field grade officer had asked for their help, and they gladly agreed to teach me. They had 9mm pistols, ammunition, and headphones for hearing protection ready the next morning. The special operators have multiple firing ranges and configurations—indoor shoot houses, outdoor static training ranges, and ranges with a variety of target options. They took me out to the basic 9mm range with static targets. They focused on technique—how to stand, how to hold the weapon, how to breathe, and how to align the sight. They told me to line up the two white dots on the front and rear sights to look like a snowman. I knew none of this. A day earlier I had just gone out, pointed at the target, fired, and failed.


No wonder I had bolo’d. But Walker and Roller were patient and serious. “Breathe easy. Inhale, hold your breath, fire, exhale. Repeat. Steady, steady. Nice shot. Raise your sight a little.” As I hit more targets, they continued to reinforce the good performance with comments like “Great shot! That’s it! Keep it up.” I practiced their techniques for about thirty minutes on stationary paper targets with giant bull’s eyes. I started gaining confidence as I hit targets. We went to another nearby range that had pop-up targets, more in line with the Army’s, for about thirty minutes, and I couldn’t believe the difference. I felt as if I had all day to aim, fire, and shoot at each target. The targets looked like gray human silhouettes—waist up. They were made out of metal and would pop up and down on signal from the NCO. Watching the targets go “down” was exhilarating. This wasn’t hard. It’s like golf or tennis: there’s a technique to the swing, and you will succeed if you take the time to master that technique.


I couldn’t wait for my do-over. The special operators made me feel like a character from a John Wayne movie, whereas the preparation and training in my own unit was pedestrian and embarrassing. We were taught all the safety requirements: loading, clearing, breaking down, and cleaning a gun. Safety, of course, was paramount. The actual training on how to fire the weapon, however, was practically read verbatim from a manual. My logistics trainers lacked personal knowledge and experience.
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