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  What Readers are saying about Sam Dempsey and Where Do I Sign?





  “Sam Dempsey’s Where Do I Sign? is a rich account of life in the Australian special forces. It is not only what Mr. Dempsey did in the army that will interest readers, but what he brought back. Where Do I Sign? is a compelling read.”— Gregory Kemp, author of Undercover in Afghanistan.




  





  “From the very start, Dempsey’s novel injects the reader’s brain with a brilliantly crafted sense of humour borne of astute social observations that we civilians are denied. It’s a ‘fly on the wall’ narrative that had me rolling around my office floor, while being shocked at the ineptitude of these elite fighting men. The protagonist is reminiscent of Yossarian from Catch 22, the intelligent malcontent, who continually questions the actions of his superiors regardless of the consequences. Each character in this book is rounded and believable and the narrative structure Dempsey employs to tell his story fits perfectly with the context. It’s like Hogan’s Heroes meets Chris Ryan’s Strike Back, garnished with pathos and served with laughter. A great achievement for a first time author. “—Callum Scott, writer and presenter of documentary Hoon Capital.




  





  “A hilarious read, deftly crafted, peopled by colorful, irreverent characters straight out of such classics as Mr. Roberts andCatch-22— but, with unmistakable Aussie twangs."—Barry McWilliams, author/cartoonist of animated sketchbook, This Ain't Hell...But You Can See It From Here!
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  AUTHOR’S NOTE




  In hindsight joining the military, for me, was perhaps an ill-informed decision. It took some time after leaving the army for me to assess exactly how I felt about my experiences, in order to put them down on paper. These experiences have shaped me in such a way that I often look back and wonder if I was indeed actually a soldier in the Special Forces. I feel as though my time in the military has now conditioned me into the antithesis of a soldier, proudly lacking almost any soldierly qualities whatsoever. Every now and then it will come up in conversation — “were you a Commando?”—– to which I helplessly smile and shrug. “It’s a long story,” I answer, “how much time do you have?”




  Where Do I Sign? is based on my own personal experiences as a Commando in the Australian army. In that respect, it is a memoir; however, I have exaggerated certain characters to heighten my portrayal of the army. Many of the characters are based on real people, some are composites and some are purely fictitious. Likewise, several incidents and situations I describe are also subject to similar creative license. Due to the bizarre nature of my experiences, I feel that being able to correctly identify fact from fiction in my book may prove a somewhat difficult task for the average reader.




  Yours in story telling,




  Sam Dempsey




  THE FRONT PAGE




  I felt strange as I held the newspaper out in front of me and gazed at the picture on the front page with a weird numbness. The feeling was hard to describe—it was a sharp pain I had never felt before, and it came from the top of my stomach but underneath my lungs. Perhaps I was unwell, I thought, even though I knew I wasn’t. The feeling made me dizzy, and I could feel my whole body humming slightly from the inside.




  I didn’t read the article underneath, but squinted to study the picture closely. I was at my local cafe waiting for a takeaway coffee. I felt as though I had a heightened sense of things and could hear everything that was happening inside the cafe. I could hear the conversation on the table in the far corner, I could hear the whirring of the coffee machine, and I could feel the cool wind on my face every time someone opened the door.




  The numbness turned to fatigue. Looking outside, I noticed how full the street was of leaves—it was autumn and every day was colder than the last. More people came into the cafe, walking past me as I brought my attention back to the newspaper, staring at that picture on the front page with a heightened intensity.




  It was an almost out of body sensation—I didn’t seem to have control over myself. My eyes began to dart around, almost involuntarily, and I kept shifting my weight on my feet. I seemed incapable of staying still. It was very strange. Looking away at the floor to my left, I brought my gaze up the wall, and momentarily distracting myself by looking at the space of roof above my head, before I hurriedly began flipping though the newspaper. I found a page about Australia’s involvement in the War on Terror, but didn’t read that article either, and closed the newspaper over on itself, delicately placing it down on the bench to my right.




  I folded my arms and wondered how much longer my coffee was going to take. The conversation on the table in the far corner was between a couple. The man looked young. He had a boyish face and a slight, but athletic build. His girlfriend had a natural beauty to her and was excitedly chatting away about something as he sat back, listening. There seemed to be a genuine warmth and happiness between the two.




  I clenched my fists as hard as I could until I thought that my fingernails would puncture the skin of my palms. I opened my hands, inspecting the nail imprints in my skin, which took a few seconds before they disappeared. I looked back at the newspaper and could see that awful picture on the front page peeking through at me, underneath the fold. Why did it have to happen?




  It had been nine months since I left the military.




  LEARNING CURVES




  It’s a strange thing being attracted to something you know nothing about. Seemingly, the less you know, the more attracted you are. However, mystery and awe can be a dangerous combination, I was soon to discover.




  I didn’t know much about the army before I joined. I thought I did. But I didn’t. And how could I? All I knew was the wonderfully stirring information that had been provided to me through books, films, media and the public perception in general: soldiers were heroes. So, as a future solider I was destined to be struck with the reality of the military in one way or another. First hand experience is always important in formulating an opinion, I quickly learnt.




  It was the Special Forces that really struck my eye, however. They were the best of the best—the elite, and I guess I was in awe of them. It took a special kind of person to negotiate their selection process, so I had heard. I suppose this turned out to be true, just not in the way I had initially thought.




  So, without wasting much time after finishing school, I decided that I was going to be a Commando in the Australian Special Forces. As a young twenty-year old I signed the dotted line, and my four-year military contract commenced. What could possibly go wrong?




  




  It was a very steep learning curve, joining the military, and I discovered how to do all sorts of things by a military standard. I learned about morale—something of great importance in the army. “Men, you will shave every morning when out in the field. Shaving makes you feel cleaner and tidier. It is very important in maintaining morale.” These words would echo through my mind when I would run a cold razor over my face on a freezing cold morning in the bush, cutting my cheeks to pieces. I learned about discipline, which could be measured solely by the length of someone’s hair, and above all, I learned about teamwork (“I’m sorry for our poor performance, Sir. Private Dempsey was letting down the team. We have taken it upon ourselves to vandalise and sabotage his gear behind his back, to highlight to Private Dempsey, the importance of working as a team. I assure you that I do not take any pleasure, whatsoever, in resorting to these kinds of measures.” “Good work soldier!”)




  Teamwork (or “mateship” as it is often referred to in the military), was essentially what the army built itself upon, and I struggled to keep up with the high standard that was expected. I recall a soldier falling out the back of a slow moving truck one time on my Special Forces Selection Course, when all Commando hopefuls were under close scrutiny by the instructors. Within seconds, the Fallen Man (who was quite obviously unharmed and unperturbed by the experience) was flooded with people, who all thought it somehow helpful to have a hand covering every inch of his body, as if it were some kind of tribal healing ceremony. The Fallen Man reassured everyone (“I’m ok guys. Really”), and yet more people flocked to him. I stood at a distance, with my arms crossed, leaning against a tree and didn’t budge. Someone came sprinting past me like a freight train, “Aren’t you going to help your mate?” he said, loud enough for the instructors to hear, before placing his hand somewhere on the Fallen Man’s forearm, covering the last remaining gap on his body. It was then that I began to genuinely grasp the nature of what it meant to be a team player.




  I enjoyed immensely discovering the true meaning of patriotism, something that was held closely to the hearts of all soldiers—after all, one would have to be patriotic to join the army. One time, towards the end of my infantry training, I was tasked with digging a gun pit in a defensive position. The digging of a gun pit takes several hours, and is never an enjoyable activity. It was cold and dark, the ground was rock hard, and morale was at an all time low. I discovered that if I swung my entrenching tool at a certain angle, using the correct amount of force, eventually the shovelled end would snap clean off the handle. Knowing full well how many entrenching tools were available, I got to work. I managed to break two separate entrenching tools before I caught the eye of the platoon commander. “My god Private Dempsey, never in my time have I seen a man dig a pit with such conviction and determination. What spurs you on soldier?”




  “I’m doing it for Australia, sir!” (CLANG) I screamed in between strokes. “This one’s for Australia!” (CLANG) I yelled in my best emotionally motivated voice, before breaking my third entrenching tool.




  The platoon commander was giddy with excitement. “Take a good look men! Private Dempsey here is a shining example of a soldier. He has already broken three” (CLANG) “... four entrenching tools while digging his gun pit. Corporal Power!”




  “Yes sir!”




  “Corporal Power, Private Dempsey here has broken four entrenching tools in his efforts to dig his gun pit ASAP. He has proven himself to be a dedicated and patriotic soldier. I want him nominated for the student of merit award at the end of this course. Is that clear?”




  “Yes sir!” Corporal Power responded, as he scrambled to pull his notepad out of his pants pocket and make a note of the platoon commander’s request.




  “Sir?”




  “Yes Private Dempsey.”




  “Sir, I have broken all the entrenching tools we have available. I am now unable to continue digging this here gun pit. What task would you have me do now?” I knew full well what he was going to say. When officers run out of tasks to give to soldiers, they always task them with security.




  “I will task you with security. I require you to take up a position on that ridge, facing uphill. Is that clear Private Dempsey?”




  “Yes sir.”




  Being tasked with security basically meant that one had to sit at a post facing outwards of the defensive position, in the likely direction of enemy approach, and pretend to be awake. I was dedicated to my craft, and thus was able to appear to be awake from all different firing positions. When lying on my stomach, in the prone position, I would rest my head against the side of my rifle, as if I were gazing though its sights, as I dozed off. The sitting position, if propped up against a tree, would be a significantly easier and more comfortable position to sleep from, as it placed considerably less pressure on the neck, and provided decent support for the back and head. Once at the designated security post, and after falling into a comfortable slumber, the job was basically to wait until awoken by the sound of gunfire.




  If gunfire erupts, and one is concerned as to whether their conscious state is in question, a phoney target indication never goes astray (*Target Indication: a verbal cue used when coming in contact with the enemy, to indicate the enemy’s whereabouts in relation to their distance, positioning, and/or direction of movement from the soldier delivering the indication—totally useless in real life scenarios, as the human voice is not loud enough to be heard over gunfire). If questioned by authority over the validity of the given target indication, one could always justify their actions with “I thought I saw the enemy sir, and deemed my life, and my team mates lives to be in danger. I made a decision based on safety, and committed to giving the target indication.” (“My god Private Dempsey, your conviction continues to impress me. Everyone take note of Private Dempsey. His concern for his team mates’ well being overrides any sense of self promotion he possesses. Corporal Power, make another note of this!” “Yes sir!”).




  I suppose you could say, in the traditional sense, I’ve lost a fight once. It was on my recruit course. The instructors were teaching us new recruits, basic fire and movement, which is an offensive technique used in open ground when coming in contact with the enemy. It involves an extended line formation, parallel with the enemy position, as the soldiers “pepper pod” their way forward—when one man fires his rifle, providing cover, the man next to him bounds forward towards the enemy and vice versa. On this particular day, I had severely injured my ankle, and was lagging behind everyone during the drills. Later that night four of my team mates pulled me into an empty room. Two of them held my arms, the third man held me by the hair from behind, and the fourth man stood in front of me and threw punches at me, methodically, one at a time. Every time after he hit me, he asked “Have you had enough?” That was a mistake on his behalf. It indicated to me that all four of them were not committed to the attack, and that they only wanted my submission, which I wasn’t going to give to them. Every time the Fourth Man hit me and asked if I’d had enough, I just laughed and spat blood at him. Pretty soon they all lost the stomach for it, before letting go of me and rushing out of the room and out of sight. I collapsed onto the ground initially (I think one of my ribs was fractured), but by the time I got to my feet to look for them they were all gone. I bumped into them the next day in the mess hall at breakfast time. I greeted the Fourth Man with a smile, in between my cuts and bruises. “Hi, Johnson! How are you this morning?”




  The Fourth Man looked at the ground, and fidgeted while his face turned red. “Fine,” he mumbled before hurriedly shuffling off to a faraway table with the First, Second and Third Man. They never bothered me after that, even though (I suppose you could say) I lost the fight.




  Sometimes I would get homesick—after all, the army quite often did resemble something of a prison. In those moments I would think back to my great, great uncle Brian who was an ANZAC and died at Gallipoli in World War One. He was hit by an artillery shell while repairing communications lines and killed. I would think upon Brian’s sacrifice and the selfless nature by which it was made and feel inept in comparison, but also very privileged to have such a man in my family. And then there was Brian’s brother (my great grandfather) who survived France during the same war, as well as the entire next generation that served bravely in World War Two, including my grandfather and two great uncles, one of whom (also called Brian) was condemned to the same fate as his uncle, and was shot down and killed in a Halifax bomber.




  “Why do you think I joined the army, Johnson?” I asked the Fourth Man, one day on my recruit course.




  He looked out the corner of his eye, uncomfortably. “I don’t know,” he responded tensely.




  “I know you don’t know. How could you possibly know? In fact, having said that, do we really know anything? We can only ever think we know something. Now you’re a smart fellow, aren’t you? You must have an opinion on things. Why do you think I joined the army?”




  “... I’m not sure.”




  “You’re not sure?”




  “No.”




  “Do you think I’m a killer?” I said, deliberately widening my eyes slightly. The Fourth Man was looking rather uneasy. “Look, I’ve got to go,” he stammered.




  “Catch you later then.” I shrugged.




  




  Indeed, I was fascinated with military ethics and morality. To understand how soldiers endured the culture bestowed upon them by the army, whilst remaining part of a team and upholding “mateship,” was a source of great interest to me, and I was in awe of their principles. Learning rapidly from my fellow soldiers, I concluded that the most efficient way for me to survive my time in the army was to serve my own interests as an individual, looking out for myself and myself alone. I rationalized my individualist outlook of the army, by knowing from experience that no one else had my back. I was alone. I had made a mistake joining the military, and I had four years to ponder what it was that made me sign that contract on enlistment day. I was reborn.




  TAKE TWO




  Living in the barracks was always a time of heightened awareness for me, and I constantly had to watch my back. Ever since I stole Warrant Officer Franklin’s green beret from his locker, and began wearing it as my own, he was out to get me. The army had failed to award me my green beret on the completion of my Commando training, and kept promising to get me one. But it never came. Sometimes I wondered if they did it on purpose. One day I grew tired of waiting, so I wandered into Warrant Officer Franklin’s locker, and took his. I even scratched out his name on the inside of the beret and replaced it with my own. Of course, it was no secret that I had taken it—everyone knew that I was yet to be officially awarded my green beret, so when Warrant Officer Franklin’s went missing, and I was seen casually sauntering about the unit wearing an old, worn in looking beret (“Evening lads!”), people started asking questions. But nothing could be proven.




  Things really started to get out of hand, when I began growing my hair long. I used to see how long I could grow it before Warrant Officer Franklin would officially order me to get it cut. And then I would get it cut, but I would get the bare minimum amount of possible length taken off, so when I would turn up next, and Warrant Officer Franklin would storm up to me and ask why I had disobeyed his order, I would tell him that I had actually cut my hair. I would even save the receipt to prove it to him. His breathing would get so heavy, that he couldn’t find his words out of a mixture of anger and bewilderment. “You’re on thin fucking ice Dempsey, you know that don’t you?”




  “Yes sir!”




  “One of these days you’re going to fuck up, and I’m going to be there when it happens. Is that clear?”




  “Yes sir!”




  Warrant Officer Franklin was a man of principle. He had devised a system of his own, where he would give someone three warnings in what would be regarded as a minor offence, before having someone charged—it was supposed to promote a harmonious workplace. By the time that I had been given two warnings for my hair being overly long, I had to be ultra careful. Quite often, I would spend days on end avoiding Warrant Officer Franklin, for if he was unable to give me a third warning, he was unable to charge me, and being the man of principle that he was, he never cut corners. I always had my back to the wall, and was never without an escape plan. Quite often, when I would catch a glimpse through a doorway of a fuming, incoming Warrant Officer Franklin, I would simply disappear out of the room before anyone had even noticed.




  “Have any of you seen Private Dempsey?”




  “Um, yeah I think I just saw him a moment ago, sprinting across the parade ground.”




  “... shit!”




  Sometimes he would try and ambush me at the end of the day at my car. But when I knew I was on my third strike, I would always park my car out in the open, so he had nowhere to hide. Often I could draw out the chase for weeks. When he would finally get me for my third strike, I would find something else to irritate him with (turning up unshaven, turning up wearing a crinkled, un-ironed uniform, turning up with a tear in my left sleeve and when he would finally give me three strikes for that misdemeanour, I would turn up with a tear in my right sleeve), and the cycle would restart. I was only ever limited by my own creativity.




  Another form of amusement I took great delight indulging myself in, was to sign out important gear and equipment from the Q store in different names, thus expunging myself from any responsibility with respect to the items themselves.




  “Private Dempsey!”




  “Yes Sir!”




  “Private Dempsey I need to talk to you about your unreturned items from the Q store, including one Kevlar helmet, one set of Oakleigh goggles, and one night vision harness.”




  “I never signed out those items Sir.”




  “Don’t fuck with me Dempsey.”




  “I never signed them out Sir.”




  “I have your signature right here, Dempsey!”




  “That’s not my signature, Sir. It’s not even my name.”




  “What are you talking about? Let me see here......Dr Gonzo? Who the fuck is Dr Gonzo?”




  “He’s the man who signed out those items Sir.”




  “Are you fucking kidding me Dempsey?”




  “No Sir!”




  “... and where would I find this Dr Gonzo?”




  “I don’t know Sir. He is very hard to get a hold of. Have you checked the parade grounds?”




  “Don’t fuck with me Dempsey!”




  “I’m not fucking with you sir, Dr Gonzo is fucking with you.”




  “... and what rank is this Dr Gonzo?”




  “I’m not so sure Sir, but I think he’s a doctor.”




  “Well you tell this Dr. Gonzo, when you find him, that he’s on thin fucking ice!”




  “Yes Sir.”




  And with that, Warrant Officer Franklin stormed off, muttering to himself angrily.




  EXERCISE: RED DUSK




  Exercise: Red Dusk was the last hurdle between me completing my four-year period of military service, and my subsequent freedom. I had less than a month left before my discharge, thus it was of great inconvenience to me to discover my final days of service were about to be rudely disrupted. “Men, as of tonight you will be partaking in Exercise: Red Dusk. It is a two week exercise that will serve as a good platform, in preparation for pre-deployment training to Afghanistan next year. Your briefing is about to commence,” Captain Fletcher declared at the front of the lecture theatre.




  “Sam, what are you doing,” Steve said in a harsh whisper.




  “What does it look like I’m doing? I’m climbing out the window.”




  “What for?”




  “What for? I’m going AWOL. What else?”




  “Would you just sit down for a sec?” Steve grabbed the back of my shirt, and pulled me down from the window at the back of the lecture room, and into my seat, before anyone noticed. “AWOL? What’s the matter with you?”




  “What’s the matter with me? What’s the matter with you?” I snapped, as Captain Adams began the briefing. “You know I read somewhere that people only have a fixed number of heartbeats before they die. A fixed number—you can’t change it. The average person has about two and a half billion beats in a lifetime and apparently, we have about one hundred thousand beats per day. So over this two week exercise I will use up around one million, four hundred thousand heart beats. That’s one million, four hundred thousand heart beats that I will never get back. Gone. Forever.”




  “Shut up please.”




  I sighed audibly, and sat quietly for the rest of the briefing.




  Private Steve Moore was my friend, and probably the only person in the army I could trust. We both enlisted at the same time, and went all the way from recruits, through Commando training together. Unlike me, Steve wanted a life-long career in the army, and genuinely wanted to serve his country. He had a boyish face, and although athletic looking, had a slightly leaner build than most of the others. Steve had a non-threatening demeanour and was determined to be the best soldier he could, without exploiting military culture for personal gain, or to prove his dominance over others. I respected Steve’s resolve and his unbreakable belief in the supposed “mateship” within the army, even though it upset me to watch him being continually mistreated by everyone who he tried to help. Although he disagreed with my unashamed aloofness from the army, he did not allow it to interfere with our friendship.




  I didn’t listen to most of the briefing, except for the important bits, to gauge how much work was going to be involved for me during the exercise. Captain Fletcher went on to explain that the general infantry would be partaking in the exercise with us, and thus it was imperative that we perform to a high standard. The concept of being paired alongside the infantry in exercises caused great terror amongst the Commando community, as there was always the possibility that we may be discovered to not be the invincible warriors that mythology has made us out to be—mythology, that was in fact, created by us. As the briefing came to an end, Captain Fletcher delivered his final words of instruction. “From here men, you will report to the Q store and armoury to collect your weapons and equipment. And remember men, we will be under close scrutiny. I expect all of you to represent the commando organization with the distinction and honour it deserves.”




  I loudly spurted my lips together, mockingly, as heads turned at the front of the lecture room, before Steve ushered me out.




  “Would you shut up?”




  ENTER THE MODERN SOLDIER




  As a soldier, it’s important to believe in the cause you’re fighting for. My mind would regularly wander back to the Second World War, and in particular, Australia’s involvement on the Kokoda Trail. I found it very moving how Australian soldiers refused to budge when fighting the Japanese in Papua New Guinea, while protecting our country from direct invasion. Even though our soldiers at Kokoda were largely untrained reservists (or “chocolate soldiers” as they were labelled, given their likelihood to melt under battle), they fought bravely in the belief that they would rather die than give up, and allow their home to be overrun. They were ill-equipped, poorly trained, malnourished and prone to sickness, but were driven by nothing more than sheer conviction and the unwavering belief of the righteousness of Australia’s decision to fight.




  I didn’t understand the War on Terror. I didn’t understand how Australia’s involvement in the Middle East affected us back at home, or whether it affected us at all. Perhaps it did. Perhaps it didn’t. I thought the only valid reason why we could ever morally rationalize going to war in the first place was to protect our country and I wasn’t sure that was what we were doing by fighting the War on Terror. However, it certainly didn’t stop soldiers asserting that they were heroically “protecting the nation.”




  




  Traditionally, the image of the soldier is one of gallantry, heroism and selflessness. I remember sitting in a pub one night, and witnessing a loud, unruly group of a dozen or so intoxicated men making an unpleasant scene. The manager of the pub, ever so politely, asked the group of men if they wouldn’t mind keeping the noise down, otherwise it might be a good idea for them to move on to the next venue. The most dominant one of the pack faced the manager, blurting out “We’re soldiers dickhead. We’ve just come back from overseas. And we go overseas to fight to protect you, for your freedom. So you can sleep soundly at night because brave men are prepared to do violence so that you don’t have to, you fucking weak cunt!” before spitting on the manager’s shoe. In that moment, I had no doubt that they were soldiers. The ringleader then told the manager that if he instructed them to leave, he would “beat the shit out of him.”




  The manager stood there in a brief moment of indecision before asking, “protecting me from what?” The manager gazed around the pub, looking for the enemy, “protecting me from who?”




  The ringleader stared vacantly back at the manager, terrified at the prospect of being roped into an intellectual debate on a subject that (despite involving his profession) he knew nothing about.




  “In fact, to be honest, the only person I need protection from at this moment, is you.”




  FIRST KILL: BOO YEAH!




  The opportunity to kill a man was very alluring to most soldiers. When Corporal Thomas came back from East Timor after earning his first kill, there was something very different about him. I noticed there was a spring in his step, but also a swagger in his stride. He had experienced one of life’s great mysteries and there was no other kind of achievement that served any comparison. He had accomplished the ultimate triumph—the triumph over another person’s life. Corporal Thomas had killed a human being, and by the looks of things, he had enjoyed it. Perhaps he truly thought a man of himself now. And his kill was executed in the name of heroism.




  Corporal Thomas was like a real life cartoon character, and moved and spoke with such dramatic animation that he could inadvertently convince you that the sky was falling over a mid-morning coffee break. Every time he spoke, the tone and the manner in which he would emphasize words towards the end of his sentence, made it sound as if he were giving a fire control an order on the battlefield–“I require you to fax these course reports, through THAT machine!” (pointing with an open hand, fingers aligned straight.) “Is that CLEAR Private?”




  He constantly scowled, and I don’t think I ever saw him smile. He was completely bald and had a misshapen head that reminded me of a turtle, with a long neck, and a pointy nose resembling a beak. For some reason, Corporal Thomas always referred to himself in the third person (“The Remington 870 shotgun, IS Corporal Thomas’ weapon of choice!”), which was often confusing. He behaved as if danger were around every corner, and spoke as if everything he ever said was in some way saving the world. Legend had it that every time he entered his home, he would tactically clear his entire house with a USP nine millimetre handgun, in case the enemy was waiting in ambush, hiding behind his sofa.




  Corporal Thomas was given a very warm welcome home upon the completion of his tour in East Timor. I can recall vividly, Warrant Officer Franklin standing at the front of the lecture room, with Corporal Thomas seated behind him, as he praised him for his bravery and performance under fire. Corporal Thomas was rigid and upright in his seat, glaring around the room at all the mystified faces in front of him, as Warrant Officer Franklin showered him with glory. “Corporal Thomas here has proven himself to be a distinguished and remarkable example of a soldier,” Warrant Officer Franklin begun, as Corporal Thomas nodded ever so subtly in agreement. “His heroic action under fire has cemented his reputation as an upstanding example of the calibre of soldiers we produce here, and we are honoured to have him as part of our regiment.”
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