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ADDITIONAL PRAISE FOR DISARMED


“A detailed personal account of a young soldier's journey through life, with gripping, gritty details of soldiering and firsthand combat experience—including being wounded in action and the hideous aftermath and struggle of recovery—all of it packed with witty writing that makes it entertaining to read. Ultimately, Izzy Ezagui has shown the world that despite being a one-armed man, or a person with any other disability, for that matter, you can still be a deadly soldier for your country.”


—Keith R. Nolan, deaf former US Army ROTC cadet


“This story of an American Jew who lost an arm fighting for Israel is a Jewish story, an American story, and a human story about young people in battle. A fascinating account.”


—Benjamin Ginsberg, author of The Worth of War
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As a kid, I consumed comics like crack. Saw every superhero movie on opening night. And, like every kid, I aspired to heroism but found my cape always came up short. I mean, how can we mere mortals ever reach the same heights as, say, a Kryptonian with the power of flight? An alien who'd rocket past the stratosphere if he accidently stretched his arms too high while yawning?


But I, like all of us, have at least one thing in common with the heroes we revere in our culture. There's always a villain intent on mucking up the works—you know, just to keep life interesting, just to keep my show's ratings from plummeting. Superman's got his Lex Luthor, his Doomsday. Spider-Man's got Doc Ock, and Green Goblin. Batman has the Joker—that master of chaos—among his Rolodex of rogues.


By the time I turned twenty-one, my supervillain—let's call him Phantom Fuckface (Phantom, for short)—had come into his own. Like all villains, pain had nursed him; trauma had trained and warped him into something ugly. Now he stalked me, obsessed over me, invented novel ways to inflict all manner of discomforts. It seemed his only purpose in life was to destroy me. And how could I stop him? He appeared far more formidable and more enduring. He was such a fuckface.


He'd first revealed himself to me in the desert, in the form of a premonition. It was the night before my injury. He was already stalking his quarry from afar. As soon as he pounced, it seemed like he'd hound me forever, a twisted twin born of that blast. Unless I could somehow satisfy his hunger, his thirst. So first I had to figure out exactly what he wanted from me. And what do all supervillains want? They want what you've got. To possess your power, your resilience, your spirit.


But I didn't feel particularly powerful or brimming with spirit. Sure, I'd experienced stuff, put myself in harm's way at nineteen—and not just for the adrenaline rush. I really believed in something, so much so that I was willing to risk my life for it. Of course, when people say that, they're not really thinking anything bad could ever happen to them. That's the sort of tragedy that occurs to other people, and you send a card.


So, sure, I'd survived something at twenty that most people don't get to experience in a lifetime. I didn't exactly ask for it, but what are you going to do? I was that guy who lost his arm in a mortar attack. I have no idea who I would have been if that had never happened.


Why was Phantom torturing me?


There were times, whole days, whole weeks, sometimes, when Phantom allowed me to focus on nothing other than his own pressing needs, his own desperate appetite. He was nothing if not a glutton. Of course—without my suffering, the ghost of my past would shrivel and die. That's how phantom pain works. The second you stop feeling it, it's gone. Kind of like an orgasm.


So Phantom constantly vied for attention with a persistence I couldn't help but admire. Over time, I began to feel that if I were to slay him somehow, maybe I'd be lonely. After all, without a thriving criminal syndicate, the need for the superhero vanishes, and he might as well become a used Toyota salesman.




DIPPING A TOE


August 2009. The gleaming glass-office complexes give way to stately palms on Ayalon 20—Herzliya's main highway—and we can start to smell the shore, all salt and seaweed. Kobi and I in my silver Toyota RAV4, speeding with the windows open, Phantom in the back seat, kicking back in the breeze to some Black Eyed Peas. “Boom Boom Pow!”


How long has it been since I've gone to the beach? A year? But I've seen plenty of sand, lots of dirt in the meantime. The kind on the Gaza border that sucks at your boots.


Anyway, that was the border where this Fuckface was born. Maybe, I relent, my friend Kobi had it right. Maybe his prescription of a relaxing “day at the beach” will work just as well as the morphine I've recently kicked. I'm tired of drugs, tired of doctors, hospitals, therapy. I'm tired of the omnipresent specter that remained after I gave up a chunk of myself in a tent by that fence—I'm exhausted by Phantom's constant throb—“Boom Boom Pow!”


I hate that Kobi knows me better than myself. It's always easy to see what the other guy needs to do to get happy, rich, beloved by the ladies—it's much harder to see that stuff on your own.


How long has it been since I haven't felt sorry for myself, saw the sun without cringing? The sun that just then creeps out from under high summer clouds. Can I allow myself to enjoy this day at the beach the way I used to, growing up in a suburb of Miami? Or will Phantom darken my sun forever?


Don't forget, with the light comes the rockets.


Yeah, thanks, Phantom. I haven't forgotten.


Our tires chew over gravel as we park. Only after opening the car door do I notice my naked feet. I forgot to wear my flip-flops. First, I traded my favorites for a pair of clunky red boots when I arrived in Israel two years ago after deciding to join the Israel Defense Forces (IDF) to take a stand against those who threatened peace, stability, and democracy. I really was that idealistic. At the time, though, I didn't know it was unrealistic to expect I could make a difference. To expect I could never be the guy who gets blown up, the extra in the action flick who tumbles backward exaggeratedly in slow motion, dumb expression on his face. Yeah, that moron was me.


Now even those boots are gone. I don't have anything here I used to consider essential. Not even my dominant arm.


Sand blown up from the beach has swallowed a swath of pavement in the parking lot, and my heels chafe against the roughness. How long ago did my blisters from those boots abate? Now the unguarded sun has baked the beaten path and threatens to resurrect them. Sometimes walking in this country feels like a trek through the underworld—not the cool kind, filled with lycans and vampires. I've long since stopped searching for shade. Thank Hamas, I think, for making my feet and the rest of me tougher. My pain threshold has—ironically—skyrocketed since my injury seven months ago. Of course, Phantom's no slouch in the agony department: He was forged in torment.


We trudge through deep dunes of sand on a path that soon hugs the waterline. My balance is getting better. A few months ago, at the beginning of my recovery, I'd have been anxious traversing this uneven ground.


Amplified by a megaphone, a lifeguard's voice crackles and drones from a whitewashed tower, reaching the far-flung corners of his domain. “Warning. The tide today is extremely dangerous.” He delivers this news in the nonchalant way an LA waiter might drone back your tapas order. “Do not swim too far out. You will not make it back to shore.”


His precautions bring a forgotten fear back to my attention. I turn to Kobi, walking behind me, and raise my eyebrow. “Dude, it's just the undertow,” he says. “Sometimes it's strong. But don't freak out. We won't go far.”




Just like Phantom: Find a way to ignore the lifeguard and he'll go away. Right?


As if to disagree, he repeats his blithe caution.


Don't swim out too far? As if I have the stones to do that. Even without the succubus of an undertow, I'd be freaked out. Just something about the water now. The Jaws-like scene from the first time I tried to swim in the rehab pool comes flooding back. The grimy H2O, laced with the odor of heavy BO, biting like a great white. Cooped up in bed for weeks, watching a troop of one-legged soldiers wheel themselves up and down the halls of Sheba Hospital in Tel HaShomer, I was so eager to relive the joys of swimming that I cannonballed into the center of the pool. Big mistake. The rehab nurse eyed me knowingly, fingering an unlit cigarette.


I swam in circles for an eternity, trying to find a ledge or handhold. I was a de-winged fly spiraling in a bowl of broth. Would this be my life from now on? Damn. Phantom executed a perfect reverse-inward two-and-a-half with a twist in pike position off the ten-meter platform.


Repressing a shudder, I remind myself I've practiced swimming a lot since then. I've gotten stronger, more resilient. I've learned to compensate for my missing arm, learned to travel in a more-or-less straight line.


But there's no pool deck to save me out there. No hero to jump in and pull me to shore. Well, there is that lifeguard, but he sounds inattentive up in his grand ol’ tower. A tower that's looking far away already. He's probably watching porn on his iPhone.


Standing at the water's edge, curling my toes snugly in the sand, I can't see or sense any obvious danger. It's all so calm.


That's how they get you—


This time it's not Phantom, but my father's voice in my head. He ought to know. Always, always, just when he thought he had things under control—WHAM! Right in the shorts.




The waves barely brush over my ankles. That's the thing about an undertow—just because you can't see the damn thing doesn't mean it won't bite you in the butt—or bite off your arm. Mine begins to tingle.


Kobi and I take the plunge. Neither of us ventures very far, though. We swim out just enough for the cooling waters to reach Kobi's chest—and right above my navel. The average Israeli is half a foot shorter than I am, and not just because I'm taller than six feet. I bend my knees and allow a calm to rush over my body, my head, to envelop me. The sun, still beating on my back, the contrast of hot and cold, reminds me of a past life. Of leaping into the pool at the Bay Club for maximum splash, my sister whining to my mother about the tsunami that followed. My mom liked to watch us from beneath the tint of her stylish aqua sunglasses, one eye open as she soaked in the sun. With my head underwater, I couldn't hear the lifeguard whistle, the other kids howling, or the Backstreet Boys over the PA. The whole world was mine alone, and it whispered, All is well.


Now I drop my head below the water again. Same ocean as Miami, thousands of miles away, many years. A different life. How long has it been since I felt such serenity?


I stand again, shaking my head. In front of me, Kobi splashes around. “Awesome,” he bellows—“no jellyfish!”


No stingers. They usually littered the coast, bobbing in all tides in the shallows, sniffing out a juicy leg for brunch. “Nice,” I say, but then I remember the lifeguard's blasé alert, and I suspect they've all been sucked out to sea. As I concentrate, I realize I can feel the current pulling ripples of sand over feet I have to will to stay planted. “I hate to say it, you curly-haired douche,” I laugh. “But you're right. I needed this.”


“Of course I'm right.” He grins back. “You should've listened to Doc Kobi the first eight hundred times I told you the beach is the best Israeli medicine.”




It's true. The ocean's pulse eases my frayed nerves, unknots muscles I didn't know I had. If the traumatic injury doesn't kill you, the rehab will. That's probably why I skipped most of it.


As I float here, time freezes for a while. Waves lap the shore behind us, marking many minutes. I feel almost…normal. Almost whole.


How long has someone been screaming?


SIDESTROKE


My eyes shoot open. A glance at Kobi finds his gaze directed past me, back to the shore.


“Tatzil otah!” a girl cries out from the beach. “Save her!” She's frantically pointing toward me and Kobi. Who? Us? We lift our three hands, palms up, in confusion. She's running back and forth on shore now. “Please save my friend!”


“Oh, behind us!” Kobi shouts. Out to sea.


We turn toward the horizon. I stand taller to better survey the surface, which suddenly seems rougher, less inviting. Where is this person? Time's wasting. “There!” Kobi points. “Oh, God.” We spotted her at the same time.


Yes, there. Way out. She's flailing, fighting the ocean's grip. She's losing her strength. Has to be. I know that feeling well, and it translates perfectly across the distance.


What happens next is not a choice. It rarely is. You'd think that what happens after you hear a cry for help reveals who and what you already are. It's not like that.


The whole idea behind the military training I just underwent is to short-circuit higher-level thinking. Not that the army doesn't want you to use your brain—it does—just not so much of it that you freeze. In the military, you have to make split-second decisions that aren't really decisions at all, but more like instant adaptive reactions. It has to be this way, because lives are often on the line. You hear about such things all the time. As I write this, some American Marines on vacation in France jumped into action to subdue a heavily armed terrorist on a train. They saved dozens of lives.


There were those “Let's Roll” guys on United Flight 93. All those soldiers and first responders who poured into lower Manhattan on 9/11 simply because they couldn't stand to be anywhere else but in the action, “the suck.” It's a bit of a paradox, I guess. They train out of you too much thinking, and train into you just enough thinking so you don't have to calculate too much when that would stop you from acting. Without such training, cops and firefighters, paramedics and surgeons, and especially soldiers, would cease to be able to perform under the stressful circumstances that define those jobs.


So I find myself not exactly flinging all caution to the shore, not abandoning all I've carried with me to the beach—just not considering any of it. Not considering any of the self-doubt occasioned by my new “mutation,” as I call my injury, perhaps in homage to the X-Men. In this moment, I'm not thinking of myself as less than, as weaker than, as imperfect, or “disabled.” If I actually stop to think, I probably would think only, “Ahhh! Ahhhhh!”


I've never been a badass. The kind of guy I imagine the likes of Chris Kyle (American Sniper), Marcus Luttrell (Lone Survivor), and Pat Tillman (Where Men Win Glory) were. Even when I still had both my arms. Those humans, for a time, achieved superhuman status. I'm just a nerd from Miami. And now I'm a one-armed nerd. Sure, I'm a combat veteran—but I'm the kind of guy who'd still rather read a good book about extraordinary heroism than suffer the drawbacks of being an actual hero. Bad knees, astronomical insurance premiums, hot girlfriends who stand on the balcony in their lacy undies, waiting for you to swing by on webs for a kiss. Screw that noise.


I'm just talking about calling on a combination of training, instinct, and adrenaline, to respond to a call out of necessity. The key is the response. I learned that lesson one morning seven months ago, January 8, 2009. The day I looked down to see my arm dangling by a thread of my sleeve, and learned the number one attribute necessary to survive is just to keep moving, keep going forward. Even if you have to crawl to the call, then you just crawl. Don't stay frozen. I might have forgotten that lesson for a time. Phantom didn't help my recall any.


But now a drowning girl is calling. So out from my shallow abyss I surge, and, kicking off the ocean floor, I hurl myself toward deeper water, the dark I've been dreading for more than half a year. I swim out toward the call. It might not be elegant. But focused on that call, I find no imbalance. No asymmetry. No swimming in circles. No pain, either. When you're motivated by your mission, Phantoms fade. You've wrestled away their powers.


Still, I struggle to keep my trajectory true. Within a few more strokes, I feel myself—this body—propelled like those jellyfish out to sea, some combination of the girl's desperation and the ocean current tugging me out farther. The undercurrent is potent, a subsea windstorm that carries me like a bundle of twigs through a gushing sewer. Me. Kobi. The girl. I hear Kobi's hands slapping the surface behind me. I know he's there. Just like Amir was, like Jonny, and Lieutenant Fuks, and Oren before him. More on that posse later.


Swept along, but still so far from her. Her head dips under, her mouth gasps for the surface in a last-ditch effort to score oxygen.


Too late. Another failure. Another loss. Can I handle that? How much can one nerd take in a year? I know that if I arrive at the spot to find the girl gone, I'll be sure to read the headline: “American IDF Volunteer Who Lost Arm in Mortar Attack Dies at Beach.” Funny way to go, after all I've been through. Real funny. I can see my mother dying of laughter.


Sure enough, with only three meters or so between us, the girl sinks from view. “Where'd she go?” Kobi shouts. We're both out of breath. And far from shore.


“I don't know. Kobi, check that spot! I'm looking over here.”


“We've gotta go under!”


He's right. Diving below, I find no girl—no girl's body—and come up twice before spotting the hair. Long brown hair undulating like waterweeds. The head attached to that hair has decided, Nope. No more. I'm done. But help is just a breath away. So often the case, I've found.


I consider Captain Rosner. How we set off to retrieve his body that day in Gaza, to bring him back home. Except it was different for him. He knew. Like all of us, he knew going in. Early that day, under the rising sun, Rosner understood those fading breaths would be his last. He knew—he'd seen men die—the medics couldn't seal his gaping neck. He knew he'd not survive the hour. And yet, despite the torture of drowning—on land—he fought on. He continued rasping out orders so his men might live through the onslaught of enemy RPGs. Yeah, that's courageous. Different from dying alone in the ocean for a stupid decision.


Or failing to rescue someone dying alone in the ocean. No, Rosner really was Superman, soaring outside the atmosphere of Earth. The living embodiment of the superheroes I worshipped as a boy.


Yeah, but somebody's gotta be the ninety-eight-pound weakling. Somebody's gotta get sand kicked in their face.


UP, UP, AND OY VEY


The girl.


Her hair, fast flying toward the bottom, reveals her path of descent like a tracer bullet's red glow scarring the air behind.


Thrashing blindly, I follow the trail of hair to her neck and shoulders, and find her arm. I tug. Come on. I've got you. Come on. But the undertow wants her, too. It pulls even harder. A tug of war now against the girl's weight, her will to sink and end the struggle. Her own briny Phantom. I yank harder. I won't let him have her. I have to pull her up, which will require both holding her and somehow swimming. I'll have to use my legs, those that have marched hundreds of miles under a punishing rucksack. Those legs that helped me jump over a seven-foot wall to prove myself worthy of combat status, that propelled me up that rope. Those that helped me stumble and crawl away from the explosion.


So I kick. Never harder. I kick while pulling. Then her face, strewn with hair, all that brown hair, breaches the surface, and mine does, too, coughing up seawater. She gasps, slurping air. Eyes wide.


She's been sapped of all the energy she needs to stay afloat. Complete dead weight. “It's a pack,” I tell myself. “It's just the pack you carry in training, the pack you take in the field every time. You can handle that weight.”


Lightweight.


Holding us up there, resisting the current, not getting sucked farther out to sea—that is hard. The currents and eddies and waves feel like a mob of liquid zombies, rigid and cold with rigor mortis, snatching at us, hauling us down, trying to consume us. An irresistible meal we might make for the wading dead. If I had a dime for every zombie comic, movie, and graphic novel I've ever read, I could buy this beach (and fire that lazy lifeguard, fire him right out of a carnival cannon). There are lots of ways to evade a zombie. The best way? Run.


The legs, remember. It's all about the legs now. I kick with everything I've got.


The cavernous ocean seems to convulse with a laugh, flexing its gills. It wants this girl. But so do I. She's mine.


Not so fast.




Mine and Kobi's. He's finally with us. He's holding her, too, kicking, too, and trying hard to stay afloat. Three arms are far better than one. That must be an expression, right?


Kobi and I catch each other's wild eyes. “Oh, man,” he says, gasping. “Oh man, oh man.” He takes some of her weight just when I've given up hope. “So much for a relaxing day at the beach.”


“Screw you, Kobi,” I say, choking on my own words.


The tide continues to rip us away from shore. Now, instead of one victim, three struggle to stay afloat. We're too far out now to hear the girl's friend, too far from shore to see over the waves. The waves. So small on the beach as I stood and wondered, and now they're surging. They crash on our heads. Is this really it? After everything I've been through? Where the hell is that lifeguard?


Yep. We're on our own. If I survive this and can manage to close my fingers after this brutal swim, I vow to punch that lifeguard in the throat. It'll be worth breaking my final fist.


HEAD ABOVE WATER


No. You don't just die. My mother is not coming here to claim her waterlogged son. In a desperate last effort to survive, I plummet my legs downward. I keep thrusting them down, keep at it, going deep underwater to find some answer, to find something. I'm not sure what I'm looking for.


But I find it. There. I find sand. The current is dragging us parallel to the shore now. As my head goes under the surface, my outstretched toes dig into the ocean floor. I still cling to the girl's arm above me, a vise-grip, and extend her up—I shove her—as far up as I can. Her mouth must be sitting just above the surface again. And I can feel her straining upward, reaching, her and Kobi. They're both heaving, vacuuming air. She wants to live. She can live, for now.




“So, OK,” I think, finally able to ponder, to plot a potential escape. “We're anchored in place here, and two of us, at least, are breathing up there. Good start, a fine start.” I consider that line from the first Superman movie: “You've got me? Who's got you!?”


Old plan: Keep moving. New plan: Hold your breath.


I've always had a talent for this feat, ever since the long weekends, hundreds of them, back home in that pool a world away. At age eleven, I even won a volleyball, betting against my neighbor, a fat, bald Israeli guy, that I could hold my breath underwater for two full minutes. A volleyball? What the hell kind of a weird bet is that? I lived in the pool back then. The ocean, too. In Miami, I learned to test those waters, to test my breath for as long as I could. It was a game.


This is not. This is no fun at all. Exertion and fear have robbed me of air. “Oxygen stores are depleted,” I think, calling on the scraps at the bottom of my will.


Without oxygen, the human body can only survive—


That's enough out of you, PF!


To be fair, though, he has as much at stake as I do. So what do we do? I wait a beat. Ten seconds. Fifteen. Twenty. Decision time, Izzy. Let's go. I reckon this all with a growing despair. They say drowning, when you're finally drowning, is supposed to be peaceful. So why is my whole chest heaving? I know if I let go, then my friends won't fare any better. If I let go, they're dead.


Yep.


For the second time in less than a minute, something emerges from the depths for our aid. Some mighty force, summoned by God only knows. The tide begins to recede, fast, almost as if we've passed some test. Almost like those parting Red Sea waters I learned about in Hebrew school. Somehow the waters lower, though barely enough for my chin to breach the surface, my Adam's apple tickled by the slosh. And with that neck outstretched, I swig in a delicious mouthful of air, just as the next breaker smashes over our heads. Deus ex machina at its salty finest.


“All right. You've got what you need, Izzy.” The new burst of O2 has given me the strength, the resolve. I have just enough in reserve to kick off the sand and—with my friends above—to creep to shore. It's three feet forward, one foot back. All the way under, then up just enough. And the closer we get to the shoreline, the friends, the crawl, become less and less of a toil. “I've twice survived now,” I think. And this time, I'm coming out in the same number of pieces, with a heavier load to bear, not less.


Finally, Kobi and I stagger out of the waves. We hold up the girl between us. A sopping ragdoll, she collapses on the sand into the embrace of her friend. I hit the deck, heaving, all acid and salt. The indignity of being down on all threes. This body. This one. If it could do all that—maybe it can do anything.


And it's alone. For the first time in nearly eight months. It seems that Phantom has left me, maybe swept out to sea, jetsam on his way into a clutch of hungry jellyfish.


And just where on God's sandy Earth has the lifeguard been this whole time? Taking a piss? Chatting up a girl? By now, I'm really hoping he'll die of mono. I'm willing to contract it myself so I can pass it to him.


HAND IN MARRIAGE


With both knees and one palm planted in sand, I force my eyes open, look over at the girl. Straining to assess the damage my rough grip must've caused her, I discover an interesting thing. I feel my cheeks flushing—she's no girl. Not a young girl, but a woman. A young woman cradled in another young woman's arms. A stunning woman. And I don't breathe again. Can't.




It's oxygen deprivation. It's another near-death experience. No, whatever the reason, my mind races knots and knots ahead. This is exactly what happens in romantic movies—in chick flicks, in Lifetime TV movies. And, let's face it, this is how Superman lands Lois Lane, how Spidey webs Mary Jane.


This is how they always get the girl. My heart is battering its cage, only half because of the rescue. The other half is…no—not love per se. That would be cheesy. But with surety, deep knowledge of what's to come. “Amputee Saves Woman from Death. Woman to Be One-Armed Savior's Bride.” Yes. A much better headline now. My mother will prefer to come to this beach for a fall wedding.


“OK, Izzy?” Kobi wheezes from somewhere above and behind me. How is it he's still standing?


I nod robotically, but keep my focus on the woman, on breathing and dreaming, on what will be. I think of our vows—“I'll hold you up, always”—but before I can memorize any more, she stands up on her own. She comes toward me on fawn-like legs. Her eyes, a seafoam green. They meet mine.


This is it.


She wipes her delicate lips with the back of her hand. She says, “Thank you.” Then, with an arm on her friend's shoulder, she turns away. Limps out of my life. I remain on my hand and knees. I shake for a while as the adrenaline subsides. I'm out to sea again.


With Kobi's help, I get up for the silent trip back to Shoham. The sky seemed to darken, though I see on the dashboard clock that it's only four. Halfway back, I close my eyelids to see if I can feel it. Him. I open my eyes on the yellow line. We're flying home. All three of us. Phantom never really left.


The moment I recognize him here with us, rockin’ out to “I Gotta Feeling,” I feel the pulsing pain in the place where my arm used to live. What's a guy have to do to feel good about himself? To feel like he knows what the hell he's doing with his life? To feel like he's going places? What's a guy have to do to slay his Phantom?


“Kobi,” I murmur. “What would you say if I told you I was going back to combat?”


He stares ahead for a minute, absorbing that insanity. Then he smiles. “I'd say that's looking at the glass half full, Izzy.”


“The ocean, Kobi. The ocean half full.”
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“The arm.”


“What?”


“My arm.” Can't they understand me?


One of the eighteen-year-old girls on the ambulance crew—a pretty girl with curls—looks over at one of the other eighteen-year-old girls, who smiles. There are three (the other's a redhead with bright-blue eyes). Or maybe my vision's screwy and I'm seeing triple. “What's he saying?”


“Not sure. He seems pretty doped up.”


“Don't…forget…my arm.” I say through clenched teeth. I consider unstrapping from the gurney to go hunt it down myself.


“He wants this,” says Amir, my squad mate, appearing outside the back of the rig. He shares an uncanny resemblance with Sgt. Zim from the movie Starship Troopers: big nose, square jaw, deep-sunken eyes. Amir produces my left arm, cradling it like a puppy. The last time I saw it, it was soaring up into the sky. Seeing the thing again now reminds me just how deep in the doghouse I really am. At least I can't see more than one Amir.


“Oh…” says Blue, the third girl on the crew.


Amir passes the appendage as though handing over a roasted marshmallow on a stick. She tucks it beside me, under the strap of stretcher. So this is what it takes to hold hands with a girl? My damn arm is doing better unattached to my personality.


They communicate my vitals. No sign of fuss about the whole I'm-handling-your-severed-limb thing. These teenaged medics are the real deal. Behind Blue is one of those tear-off, page-a-day calendars, compliments of Big Pharma. I mark the date: January 8, 2009. There's a tiny drop of something—blood?—on the bottom left corner of the page. It fades in and out of focus. Please don't vomit in front of the girls, Izzy. Not easy with this alien warmth pressing against my ribs.


Amir jumps in the back doors and looks me over, chewing his lips. “You're gonna pull through, Izzy. I'm telling you.”


A promise from Amir is no small thing. He's a damn Spartan warrior. I close my eyes a moment, and my whole world spins. I open them on Amir. He narrows his eyes, and leans down to listen to whatever words of wisdom I'm about to utter. These could be my last, the much-anticipated meaning of life.


Wait for it.


“Listen. I have, like…two packs of Mike and Ikes in my rucksack.”


“Izzy, I—What?”


“That's Grade-A American candy. If I don't make it, promise you'll go to town on them.”


“OK, Willy Wonka,” Blue cuts in, folding up her blood-pressure cuff. “We're ready to roll.”


Smiles jumps out the back doors. She must be sitting up front with the driver. Curls straps into the jump seat to my side, obscuring the calendar. But Amir won't let go of my arm, the one still attached to my personality. He wants to say something. I can see it on his face.


Wait for it.


“I don't really care for Mike and Ikes. Any Starburst floating around your pack?”


Blue peels him away and shoves him out the back. He jumps down, turns around, and the ambulance starts to pull away. The back doors are still flung open.




The last thing I see is Amir staring straight at me through the doors bouncing open and shut. He's yelling something, but I can't hear him over the engine. He cups his hands around his mouth and shouts each word slowly, so I can understand: “You're…not…a…pus-sy!”


Those are the kindest words Amir has ever aimed in my direction.


I am not a pussy.


A CALL TO ARMS


“Pussy!” Amir spits. Three months earlier, and I'm strapped to a stretcher during a forced march.


He bears the brunt of my weight, scowling at me the whole way back to base. “You better thank your friends for carrying you. You goddamn better.”


Amir isn't pissed at me. Lifting a nerdy American private like me is child's play for the natural-born warrior. Amir's angry for me—on my behalf. He knows only “pussies” volunteer to ride the stretcher in this exercise.


He's right. I'm the one who wanted this. I wanted to leave the suburbs of Miami, my Xbox and comics, my pool and my bookcase full of fantasy to join an army half a world away. But I didn't fly all the way to Israel to play soldier, for real soldiers to carry me.


HANDLING BUSINESS


Just a few months later, and I'm no longer playing victim. Now I'm doing the heavy lifting. This is “the shit” I heard so much about. And just in time for Hanukkah. I never expected it to be fun, exactly—but I didn't expect this, either; I didn't sign on for quite this level of suckage. Did I just lose my damn arm?




DEADLIFT


December 27, 2008–January 8, 2009. They keep repeating this is not a war. This is barely a call to arms. The brass, the politicians, the commanders—they practically shout it at us: NOT A WAR!


“What's that, sir? Your sister's not a whore? I can barely hear you with these rockets exploding above my helmet!”


This is what they call a minor military “operation,” a series of surgical strikes aimed at Hamas in Gaza. Maybe an “operation.” But without anesthesia. And not always perfectly surgical. The Israeli military has designated this campaign Operation Cast Lead. None of us boots-on-the-ground knows what the hell that means. The rest of the planet is calling it “The Gaza War.” The Arabs are calling it “The Gaza Massacre.” To us in the field, it doesn't really matter what you call it. Nobody but the vultures, already circling, will call these next twenty-two days a good time.


Especially the thirteenth day. Lucky thirteen. Just before dawn on January 8th, my platoon is on an all-night stakeout on the fence. We rookies have yet to tramp a foot outside of Israel. We're right on the line, though. We don't know it yet, but over the border in Gaza, the flying fragments of an RPG have just ended Captain Rosner, one of our battalion's veteran officers.


He's already dead. I'm on the “safe” side of the fence, thinking about my buddies, Mike and Ike, chilling in my pack, and Captain Rosner's already dead.


ARMED TO THE TEETH


While Rosner's unit is a few clicks away at the tip of the assault force, taking heavy fire from a platoon of well-entrenched enemies—“Dirties”—our skeleton crew of fifteen spends the night fighting fatigue, trying to stay warm, trading candy, only the bitter wind for company. Our detachment spends ten hours on high alert, sighting every mule, dog, and rat. All those innocent, four-legged dudes escape our fire.


We lie stock-still on an incline of frozen soil. What are we waiting for? For the ground to cave in around us? For Hamas to break the surface of their tunnels and crawl out like the undead from their graves?


Actually, yes.


That kind of nonsense has happened before. We have it on good authority (Israeli intelligence) that it's going to happen again, exactly here. We're right on top of a known Hamas “breach point.” They could be under us right now, creeping with their AK-47s. There's other intelligence, too: Hamas leadership has ordered drivers to ram explosive-packed cars into the border fence. We're told they plan to send two-man crews to follow on dirt bikes into Israel. To inflict havoc upon the nearby Ein HaShlosha kibbutz—the communal settlement adjacent to our base—and slaughter as many civilians as possible with 39mm bullets before we can hunt them down.


How do they convince their people to die so willingly for their cause? To mow down women and children? “They dope them up with a cocktail of wicked drugs,” says Kobi. Whereas we're shivering and exhausted, they will feel invincible.


So far, nothing has come of it. Nothing but blue lips, stiff joints, and the shivers. Belly-down in the dirt, we feel only the distant reverberations of the “operation” (This is NOT a goddamn WAR!) coming from just beyond the fence. We don't know yet what's happening to Rosner's unit.


Now our lieutenant, Fuks—his real name—has relayed the order from whoever that our platoon is to pull a 180. We're heading back to base. So we stand, stretch our muscles, and direct our frozen posteriors so they face the Gaza border. It's time to march even farther away from the conflict.




The formation begins fanning out as a pocket of icy air rattles the electronic fence between the two turbulent territories. Wearied and frozen as I am, I can't help but feeling as though I'm running away from the war. Aren't the enemies of freedom dug in the other way? Of course, in heading deeper into Israel, I'm just following orders. But marching this way, in battle formation, yet away from the frontline, toward my own ranks…It's as though we're going to war with ourselves. But isn't that where we fight all our real battles, all our significant wars? I don't know. Maybe I'm too exhausted to think straight. All I know is, before I came here, I didn't feel certain who I was or where I was going. The good thing about the army, I guess, is that they tell you exactly who you are, and exactly where to go. There's a comfort in that.


A gust rustles an ocean of crops on the Israeli side of the perimeter, deeper into which we advance. I can't decipher what grows here. At this stage of growth, the plants don't reveal the fruit of their labor. I feel like that, too. I don't know who I'll be. I spent so much of my young life as a couch potato, a fiction reader, and a passive witness to life. Is it possible I'll bloom into something more colorful, perhaps even deadlier? A cherry? Cherry is the name and symbol of Israel's elite undercover unit, Duvdevan, the spearhead of counterterrorism in the region. I'd give my right arm to be a Cherry.


Why do I keep looking back across the border? What's to see inside Gaza? Nothing but blacked-out windows, like sunken, gouged eye sockets.


The wind soon dies down enough for me to hear our boots slogging through the mud. I have a habit of looking down at my feet when I walk. Or watching the soles of the soldiers marching in front of me. Helps pass the time. Works as a hypnotic. I'm engaged in that as usual, limping on my bad ankle—remnants of a months-old injury, about which the less considered right now, the better—when the stench of tobacco hits me. Smoking is a big “hell no” in the field. That kind of cherry—the one on a lit cigarette—produces a target for a sniper working at night.


Cigarettes aren't my poison. Not my temptation. What I crave as we forge ahead is a phone call home. Rules govern those, too. No talk of locations, actions, maneuvers. Blah-blah-blah, I know. I just want an update. How's Dad doing lately? Is prison taking its toll on him? Is my sister recording Smallville and Entourage? Mom, please help the war effort, send more Mike and Ikes.


Our formation has become unkempt. The wind keeps at our back, harassing us as we plod away from Gaza. Even when it's cold, we don't wear jackets. This is to avoid overheating when we're drawn into a firefight. Behind me, a gunner's untucked shirt flaps rapidly in protest. A couple of paces farther back, our medic, Chen, grapples with the cold by stringing together tirades of creative curse words: “Kus emek…”


The shirt-flapping, boot-thumping rhythm accompanied by Chen's swearing creates a hybrid rap: “Kus-mahrt-ahbuk, Kus-mahrt-ahbuk…” Not that I enjoy thinking of the anatomical anomalies of my comrades’ mothers. I just find the rhythm of the language strangely pleasing. Out here, you take what you can get.


This pleasure is short-lived. A blast of biting air strikes me butt-on, warps my grin into a cringe. My asshole shrinks into oblivion. Every soldier looks as though he's giving birth to quadruplets.


I'm about to invent a few curses of my own when my gaze hits Amir, my counterpart at the head of our small formation's “backward wedge.” As expected, Amir, our light machine gunner, evinces zero reaction to the freezing gale. Amir is what we in the military call a goddamn ninja. The guy's always in beast mode. It's not that he's insensitive or taking things casually. On the contrary, he's a model soldier, always focused, ever attentive.


On the march, Amir never stares down at his boots, rather, at the task ahead. And his eyes never betray the burden of his pack, even though he lugs the same load we all do—minus the Mike and Ikes. With his chin he motions from Lieutenant Fuks, who shadows us about ten meters behind, to the center of the wedge. He's reminding me what we're here for: Amir and I are tasked with securing Fuks so he can focus on command. He's a hulking guy, our lieutenant, 6´3˝ and 230 lbs., with a big, balding head, and huge paws. That last part is consistent with his first name, Kfir, which means “lion cub” in Hebrew.


So Amir's silent message to me is Keep it together, dude. Or, more likely: Stop being a pussy.


As if to punctuate that reminder, my ankle throbs. I still haven't dealt with my leg. I know I'll have to eventually. Here's all I know right now: It would never occur to Amir to do such a thing to himself.


My string of verbal diarrhea stumbles to a halt. Amir and I might be counterparts in the field—the two soldiers responsible for returning fire at first enemy contact—but we are drastically different in almost every other way. It's not just that we're “cut from a different cloth.” It's that someone sewed our fabrics in completely different factories. Amir is a bona fide badass—silent but deadly. Not to say he's anything like a fart. That association suits me far better. Like post-Chipotle gas released in a light Miami breeze, I tend to whine unpleasantly, and my surroundings waft me wherever they please. Right now they prefer to nudge me toward my distant cot. But Amir is more like an armored personnel carrier. Once his traction's dug into the dirt, nothing can knock him off that track, and he'll carry the whole unit with him.


ICY FINGERS UP AND DOWN MY SPINE


Slivers of chill slip down my collar despite how tightly it straddles my neck. Something about the wind feels malevolent. In this moment in the dark, in the boot-sucking mud, the pall grips my whole spine with a message more than meteorological. This is no good, Izzy. Bad stuff goes down, my friend. It doesn't feel like momentary paranoia. Bad things really do happen to people who wander this part of the world when the sun has yet to rise. If it's not some coked-up guerrilla chugging through a hole in the fence on a Vespa, strapped with C-4, it's something far more terrifying: the danger you don't see coming. I guess you could call this overwhelming dread I feel a premonition. A phantom menace.


In a few hours, during our brief time back at base, before our deployment into Gaza proper, I'll find myself scrambling toward the decrepit trailer bathroom to let slip the dogs of war (to drop a pre-battle deuce). I'll take my cell phone with me. Talking about the (not-) war will violate a couple regulations. Phone calls about troop movements in particular are strictly forbidden for obvious reasons, but I will feel compelled to call my friend Jonny. Not my family, after all, but my Canadian buddy, a fellow soldier I met while patrolling the bars of Jerusalem a few months before basic training. He was so laid-back that hanging out with him felt like popping a Percocet. Except while he helped me train, which included intense sprints up and down Jerusalem's hilly streets. And whenever he watched one of the war films he and his roommates kept playing on a continuous loop. It's hard be laid-back when Platoon's on. Or Full Metal Jacket. I've already asked Jonny, in general, to console my parents should anything go wrong. Now I'm suffering a distinct foreboding about this mission, which will continue until I make that call. And I don't even believe in that kind of bunk. It's the sort of shtick they do in bad movies. Protagonist has a feeling “somethin’ ain't right.”


Meantime, the wind presses its way from the border into the Land of Milk and Contention. As do we. Despite my tender ankle, we're flooring it. Whenever Fuks is in command, nothing happens slowly, nothing lazily. Fuks is a bald and blue-eyed golem. In Hebrew, “Fuks” means “a stroke of good luck.” But as a commander, if you get on his bad side, he really Fuks up your day.




The only soldiers who remain unfrozen are those crafty enough and with enough foresight to have packed their thick, olive-green sleeping bags for the stakeout. Bastards. Why didn't I think of that? Better yet, why can't I be more like Fuks? Like Amir? Anyone besides myself.


Just a pinkish inkling of sun on the horizon directly in front of us to the east. A mile of marching to go before we can sleep. I allow my M4 and its magnified scope to dangle freely by the strap around my neck. It, too, provides a gentle rhythm to accompany the painful walk.


The more my ankle hurts, the more it feels like a walk of shame. Amir's soooo right about you, friend. You're a big sloppy puss.


The sun shoots shards of orange out in front of us, and I await a hint of warmth. And wait. Nothing. Though by the constant clenching and releasing of my hands I experience a quantum of thawing. Amir motions with a nod to the upcoming sun. I nod back, huff. Daylight—good. I welcome the sun after so long and dark a night.


But with daylight comes rockets. Lots of rockets. Suddenly, I long for that now-fading darkness. This pretty much sums up the experience of being a non-Amir-esque soldier: Proceeding reluctantly from one lousy state to another, then suddenly pining for the prior state, which you cursed for the previous ten hours. Rockets versus frostbite, though? That's a no-brainer. But no ambassador from Hamas has crossed the border to conduct a survey inquiring of my opinion on such matters. Fingers crossed.


FINGER ON THE BUTTON


Wernher von Braun, the pioneer rocket researcher (who, not incidentally, began his career in Nazi Germany) was said to have quipped, “Once the rockets are up, who cares where they come down? That's not my department.” If you move in Israeli circles, you'll understand when I say: Fuck that guy. For two months, beginning in November 2008, enterprising terrorists have been firing a constant barrage of deadly projectiles—sometimes precise instruments, and sometimes messy homemade contraptions—into populated areas of Israel. As a result, civilians in the south have spent a good part of every day trembling in their bomb shelters, trying to calm their children, attempting to explain to them the genesis of so much hate. But how do you explain?


The vast majority of Americans, myself included, have no idea. Imagine that instead of Jerusalem and Tel Aviv, it's Jersey City and Toledo staring down the daily business end of rockets, missiles, and mortars. Topeka. Akron. Albany. And we're not talking about an occasional scattershot offensive, either. Israel sustained 2,378 rocket attacks in the first half of 2008. Israel had finally had enough. So they called in the cavalry. Well, sort of. They called us.


Now we, too, have had enough.


Don't get me wrong. There's nothing particularly militaristic about me. If you met me randomly at a Starbucks, you'd assume I was a fairly mellow dude. I am. Almost everyone I know or have known in the IDF is, too. I very rarely see any of that John Wayne, gung-ho, let's-lock-and-load type of behavior that's stereotypical of soldiers elsewhere, at least in the movies. Not even Amir or Fuks behave that way. But for all my self-criticism, I do possess a preponderance of valuable training in the arena of euthanizing terrorists. Phew! Phew!


Why did I choose the Israeli military over the US armed forces? Because they're on the same frontline of the war against terror, but Israel's closer. Because Israel's people are in grave danger—today and every day—of losing their way of life, losing their very lives. We might have “lone wolves” in America, those few fanatics who seek to destroy us in novel permutations. But Israel must contend with huge swaths of its neighbors—as close as Hoboken is to New York—who want to obliterate it, men, women, and children alike. I made the decision to come here because I couldn't handle sitting on the sidelines. That's it. My entire rationale.




So here I am. Hour eleven. Barely on my feet. Base still ten minutes east. Yes, I'm afraid. And yes, part of me would love to be sitting in a café, eating biscotti and chatting up girls (as if that would ever happen), instead of traversing frozen fields, lugging a rifle and a heavy pack. But I have it in my head to send some villains to Valhalla.


You know how the expression goes: Man plans, and God…fucks his shit up with rockets. Surely that must be the expression.


WAITING FOR THE OTHER SHOE TO DROP


Late December 2008. Hurry up and wait. Our company of rookies arrives at the border by way of a green city bus at the start of Operation Cast Lead. “You guys aren't going in with the rest of the ground forces,” Fuks informs us, and sixty helmeted foreheads dip to the ground in disappointment. He sounds bummed out, too.


Yes, no one wants to stick his neck out while rockets and bullets rain down—but neither does anyone want to sit around feeling useless and hamstrung while other guys get dirty. It's as devastating a blow as I've ever experienced thus far. “I signed up to make a difference, Amir. To fight.”


“Chill out, bro,” says Amir as he heaves his rucksack onto a cot a half hour later. “Don't go looking for trouble. If they hand you a dangerous job, do it, but don't ask for the beating.”


“I know.” He's right. There are no small parts, only small actors. Truck drivers need to motor field rations and water to the front; intelligence officers need to slouch behind their desks in Tel Aviv, feeding data to the commanders on the ground; politicians need to head off biased pressure from the United Nations with various lines of bull; and some unlucky schmuck has to dump chemicals into the latrines once a day, or else real war descends on camp. Or else “We're in the shit” takes on a literal meaning.




Amir puts his headband on. “Besides, it's not like we're just going to sit on our thumbs here. We're—”


“RED ALERT!” interrupts a robotic female voice (think of the climax of Alien). “RED ALERT!” The chilling siren that follows will become the background music of our lives for the next several weeks. And the explosions. Let's not forget the explosions.


TOES-UP


We've been at the forward base for two weeks. We're not inside Gaza, where the bulk of the fighting has been taking place, but we've faced our fair share of close scrapes already. We've spent every day since our arrival near the border, either patrolling it endlessly—or running like hell for the bomb shelter in our camp.


No one has scraped closer than a Jeep driver named Bogary, a perpetual samal—sergeant, with a penchant for peanut butter and double-dipping. Bogary is short, dark, and aloof. One day, he left the crowded bunker to check on a fellow driver during a Red Alert. You obviously don't leave the shelter, for any reason, during a Red Alert. “That's why they call it a goddamn Red Alert.” This is Fuks scolding all of us, after the incident. Bogary was afraid his friend, some other even-lumpier sergeant, might have been asleep at the wheel—literally—and wanted to drag his lazy bum inside.


The moment Bogary slipped out between the concrete blocks that stood at the entrance, we took a hit. The thirty-odd soldiers crammed inside the shelter all tried to pile outside as a single, olive-green organism. We were going to collect Bogary, I guess. However many pieces of him we'd find. But Fuks single-handedly held back the tide until the explosion and aftershocks abated. He ordered us to stay inside the safe zone—now filled with the noxious fumes of burning gunpowder—and put himself at risk to go after Bogary. We'd have expected nothing less.




We heard later that Fuks found Bogary crouching outside the shelter door. His hands were covering his ears like a “hear-no-evil” monkey. He was shouting. The mortar had hit just seven feet away—we counted the steps. Bogary was lucky all he sacrificed was partial hearing, and only for a day or so. As if to punctuate the absurdity of the whole event, the other driver—the guy Bogary was trying to “rescue”—wasn't out there at all. He'd never stirred from his cot in an unprotected tent nearby. He'd slept through the entire ordeal. We found, in his tent, a military-grade helmet that shrapnel had split in two.


It must sound crazy to the vast majority of people, but there are those who prefer sleep above safety, hands down. Well, sleep is a kind of safety, isn't it? The bliss of ignorance. Even when the sirens are blasting and the sky's collapsing, these soldiers will not budge from bed. I envy them.


Living with the uninterrupted threat of dying in super-unpleasant ways—disemboweled by sizzling shrapnel, decapitated, suffocating under tons of sand in a collapsed tunnel—kind of makes my thumping ankle, annoying as that is, seem pretty paltry. Some soldiers, maybe the more pensive ones, or the ones more prone to philosophy, begin to grapple with the bigger questions. What little philosophy I've read refers to these as the “existential questions.” Questions I suppose men and women have asked ever since either God, evolutionary adaptation, or some drunk wizard put us on Earth: Why is there pain? How fragile is our terrestrial tenure? Why do terrible things (e.g., beheading in front of a televised audience of millions) happen to good people? How do we know who the good people are? If all we do is trust our instincts, then half of us are apt to disagree with the other half, and then the killing begins. In the final analysis, what does it all mean? I have heard people wonder that, and sometimes people ask me what I think.


I don't think. Not about that kind of stuff. I think, “I should've brought a sleeping bag on that stakeout, man.” Or, “I kinda wish green Mike and Ikes didn't exist, bro.” The safest—and sanest—zone to occupy in a muddle is somewhere exactly between Nietzsche's atheist-free foxhole, and the guy who snores through Armageddon.


STAY ON YOUR TOES


I keep flexing my frozen fingers as we trudge toward base. I can smell myself even through the cold and my various layers. A shower would be nice. Important bits are starting to decay, or at least chafe.


We're so close to home. Funny how the word home is so elastic. I want nothing more right now, nothing more than a scratchy blanket and a creaky cot. My kingdom for a pillow.


Amir is indicating again with his chin behind us. When did it get so light? The soldiers back there, grimly slogging, with calcified expressions and filthy fatigues, look like I imagine battle-hardened veterans do. The kind who've taken part in a hundred maneuvers, who've been “in the shit,” as the Americans used to say in Vietnam. But we're neither hardened nor veterans of real combat. Not even Fuks. This hike marks the return from our first real operation. I feel, if not proud, then maybe just a bit impressed by us. Got to be careful with that pride stuff.


But we've earned some badge of honor, haven't we? No, that feeling—even that tiny bit of self-congratulatory hubris—that's how life gets you, my father would warn. And my career in the military is about to fall pretty damn far. I might not have been personally responsible for any heroics on that border some hours before, but I could boast that at least I still had all my limbs intact. You tend to take this sort of thing for granted until the bloody evidence in front of you makes it clear the taking-things-for-granted phase of your life has passed.


There's base. The guard swings the gates open wordlessly. Once again, something just doesn't feel right. I can't put any of my ten fingers on it, but I know whatever I sensed stalking me earlier has breached the gates before us. It's CALLING. From INSIDE the camp. Some…phantom. It's with us even now.


I look furtively from side to side. I can see some of my fellow soldiers slowing down rather than speeding up. We're all but asleep on our feet. I think seriously about just stopping, curling up right here on the ground, just a dozen meters from the tent flap. Just for a few minutes of shut-eye. It would be worth it. But you don't fall down or suck your thumb when Fuks is coming up the rear, looking like he's got orders. So we all file through the front gate toward the parade ground, which is a fancy way of describing what is basically a bunch of whitewashed pebbles in the only space not crammed with tents and gear.



OEBPS/Text/nav.xhtml








		Cover 



		Additional Praise for Disarmed



		Title Page



		Copyright Page



		CONTENTS 



		Chapter 1: A Half-Hearted Wave



		Chapter 2: (One-) Armed and Dangerous



		Chapter 3: Life and Limb



		Chapter 4: Arm's Length



		Chapter 5: Raise Your Hand, Young Man!



		Chapter 6: Phantom Fuckface



		Chapter 7: Forcing My Hand



		Chapter 8: Twiddling My Thumb



		Chapter 9: Itchy Trigger Finger



		Chapter 10: Thinking on My Feet



		Epilogue: The Fickle Finger of Fate



		Photo Insert



		Author's Note



		Acknowledgments













		1



		2



		3



		4



		5



		6



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		38



		39



		40



		41



		42



		43



		44



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		50



		51



		52



		53



		54



		55



		56



		57



		58



		59



		60



		61



		62



		63



		64



		65



		66



		67



		68



		69



		70



		71



		72



		73



		74



		75



		76



		77



		78



		79



		80



		81



		82



		83



		84



		85



		86



		87



		88



		89



		90



		91



		92



		93



		94



		95



		96



		97



		98



		99



		100



		101



		102



		103



		104



		105



		106



		107



		108



		109



		110



		111



		112



		113



		114



		115



		116



		117



		118



		119



		120



		121



		122



		123



		124



		125



		126



		127



		128



		129



		130



		131



		132



		133



		134



		135



		136



		137



		138



		139



		140



		141



		142



		143



		144



		145



		146



		147



		148



		149



		150



		151



		152



		153



		154



		155



		156



		157



		158



		159



		160



		161



		162



		163



		164



		165



		166



		167



		168



		169



		170



		171



		172



		173



		174



		175



		176



		177



		178



		179



		180



		181



		182



		183



		184



		185



		186



		187



		188



		189



		190



		191



		192



		193



		194



		195



		196



		197



		198



		199



		200



		201



		202



		203



		204



		205



		206



		207



		208



		209



		210



		211



		212



		213



		214



		215



		216



		217



		218



		219



		220



		221



		222



		223



		224



		225



		226



		227



		228



		229



		230



		231



		232



		233



		234



		235



		236



		237



		238



		239



		240



		241



		242



		243



		244



		245



		246



		247



		248



		249



		250



		251



		252



		253



		254



		255



		256



		257



		258



		259



		260



		261



		262



		263



		264



		265



		266



		267



		268



		269



		270



		271



		272



		273



		274



		275



		276



		277



		278



		279



		280



		281



		282



		283



		284



		285



		286



		287



		288



		p1



		p2



		p3



		p4



		p5



		p6



		p7



		p8













		Cover



		Begin Reading



		Copyright Page



		Contents



		Epilogue



		Acknowledgments













OEBPS/Images/ch2.jpg
lhaplee 2
(ONE-) ARMED AND DANGEROUS





OEBPS/Images/ch1.jpg
lhapfee 1
A HALF-HEARTED WAVE





OEBPS/Images/toc.jpg





OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
DISARMED

e U ONVEHTIONAL
LESSOHS i

ayoﬂ(d 't 00:{'9
oNL-ALmLD

SPLOIAL FoRLLS
{tmlzla{‘looﬁ'ﬂ

9 1ZZY EZAGUI





OEBPS/Images/title.jpg
DISARMED

WitonvinTional
L£SSOHS ot
maFM 'f ah[b)
onL-Amtp
SPLOAL FORLES
dmzladmfnz

1Z1Y EZAGUI
B s






