Town I’m from’s in West Virginia is the kinda place you drive through quick on your way to some place else. I mean, yeah, we got some famous people, like Chuck Yeager. Guy broke the sound barier? Which like my momma useta say, just tells ya how fast anybody with a brain wants to get out. Lord knows I did. I figure if it sucks more to be a girl in the army, well fuck it, you try bein a girl in W. Virginia. That really sucks. Like the drill useta say in basic training, he’d say YOU. W. VIRGINIA. YOU A VIRGIN?, SIR, YES, SIR! WELL, I GUESS THAT MEANS YOU CAN RUN FASTER THAN YOUR BROTHER THEN, CANTCHA SOLDIER.

Cause that’s the joke, see? How you define a virgin in W. Virginia? It’s a girl can run faster’n her brother. But my point is that yeah, I can run faster, faster’n my whole family, thank you very much. And I run straight into the arms of the army, ‘cause that’s my way of running out of W. Virginia.. For shitsure I wasn’t counting on being sent anyplace. I mean, not anyplace that’s a theater of operations. And least of all fod-fucking-forsaken towelhead Eye-raq. (no offense to any towelheads out there, that’s just what we call all ya’ll.) 

In fall of 2003, pictures were taken of Sgt. Lynnie England with a prisoner from Abu Grab, many of us have seen these pictures and have made evaluations. The following drama argues that there is always another side to the story because in crime scenes there is more then what meets the eye. Guardians by Peter Morris. 
 So we got shipped off to Eye-raq. And at first, it’s not what I was expecting. There’s actually a lotta green. I mean, I woulda been happy growin up there. ‘cept for the whole freedom thing. Which is why we went over there, guess, but I don’t think too much about that. ‘cause, uh, I gotta ask myself, I mean, if I’m an American and I got this freedom, well, what good is it? Not to mention, why, if it’s so special, if it’s worth so much, why we’re putting our ass on the line to just—give it away. For free. 

They made a prison guard. I guess I’m lucky I’m not directin traffic. That’s what most of us was doin. But prison guard? God damn. Back at home, that’s low. That’s lower’n whale shit. Scum of the earth. Just assholes helping people on the inside break the law more, taking twenty dollars here twenty there, smuggling a bag a weed and what all. ‘Cause it’s like Charlie likes to say: Who Will Guard The Guardians Themselves. Which I guess I should prolly tell ya about Charlie now, ‘cause I’ll be mentionin him. He was in charge a me. He came off real strong, and I liked that, but it didn’t—you know, it didn’t stop. And sometimes I could tell there was something else behind it, something that wasn’t too pretty, something like: how far can I make this bitch go .
So one night he says ‘Bitch, come on over to my room tonight. But when I get there, he’s got—the porn. He’s not lookin at it, he’s playing a Playstation or something. Charlie, he wants me to be turned on by it. So I gotta pretend. But all I’m thinking is: these women buy toothpaste. Isn’t that crazy? And then it hits me, the reason I’m thinking that. It’s ‘cause they’re all smiling. And that’s what’s creepy. And what scares me most is that the girls in the magazines are pretendin to smile, I’m pretendin to be turned on by them—but Charlie’s dick ain’t pretendin. 

Well, and now’s the part of the story that everybody knows already, which makes me kinda not wanna tell it. Down all the way under the prison buildings, some dark cubicle, some interrogation area, with Charlie standin guard. With a broke-off mop handle in his fist. And this time, I can read it, the look in his eyes says: How far can I make this bitch go, You do not question me. How far can I make this bitch go.  You got problems with what I’m telling you to do?  You take those problems, and you take ‘em out, take ‘em all out on this brown person’s ass.

And even if some---some person’s sittin on the floor there cryin, comes a point where it’s your ass or his: who the fuck is this person and why should I care?

Oh, but you care. Well, lemme tell y’all: it’s easier to care if you ain’t there hearing it. It’s easier when you’re sittin comfy at home in that fuckin Barcalounger, feet up watchin cable TV, never at risk a bein blowed up in a car bomb, getttin shot, havin your body flyed back from half a world away, in a Ziploc fuckin freezer baggie. Which means it’s easeier for you to care about that dum Eye-raqi sumbitch than it is to care about me and my fellow soldiers. ‘Cause what we do, what I do, what I get made to do, makes y’all feel guilty. Makes ya feel bad.

See, it takes a lot for somebody like me to become famous, lemme tell ya. But it’s not good-famous. It’s like Saddam-Hussein-famous. All ‘cause I did my job. Followed the chain a command. All the way up to the Prezinit. ‘cause ya know, those guys are like God ‘cause you can blame ‘em for al the shit that happens- - but you can’t catch ‘em and haul their ass into a court-martial like you’re doing with me. Know why? ‘Cause the’yre the ones behind the camera. Makin a movie, makin the porn. Givin all a you something to look at, distract you, while they leave the scene of the crime.
 And when I’m alone in bed at night, and I’m thinking about all the things I ain’t got? A family. Or freedom—good ole American freedoms like I was helping unload on Eye-raq. I served my country, now I’m serving time for a mistake. And someday, all y’all are gonna say: hey hold on a minute, she only got into all that shit ‘cause of a whole nother bigger mistake. But nobody ever went to prison for that one. And that ain’t fair. That ain’t right. And when that day comes, ya’ll gonna see me as a hero. 

