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Special points of interest: 

The 4-227 is comprised of 

AH-64 Apache Longbow 

Attack Helicopters whose 

primary mission is to 

provide attack and recon 

support for ground troops 

The 4-227 is composed of 6 

companies. A, B, C are the 

aviation companies, D is 

the maintenance company,  

E is the logistics and sup-

port company, and HHC is 

the headquarters company 

Our battalion has approxi-

mately 400 soldiers 

We deployed to Iraq in late 

April and expect to be here 

until April 2010 

The 4-227 is one of 5 bat-

talions that belongs to the 

1st Air Cav Brigade. The 1st 

Air Cav Brigade is one of 5 

brigades in the 1st Cav 

Division.  
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 His shop is right outside my office, and he works as the battalion carpenter.  His 
nickname is “Ski,” and he’s one tough, hardened sergeant who’s seen his share of the darker side of 
human nature.  He’s also one of my favorite soldiers, because he helps me keep my feet on the 
ground and remember that a relationship with God is not something to be contained in some lofty, 
ivory tower to be savored only by those who have it all figured out.  He is a constant reminder to me 
to not take myself too seriously, and to remember that Jesus came for those who knew they were 
sick.  One of his favorite lines for me, and what has become one of his most endearing comments 
goes like this:  “You know, sir, for a chaplain you’re not so  #%$&!@#  bad!”  It took a while, but I’ve 
grown to realize that it’s his way of saying, “tell me more, but keep it real, because I can smell pre-
tense a mile away.”  I love this guy because he’s honest and asks hard questions.  “You mean to tell 
me that God, knowing what was going to happen to those who reject him, went ahead and created 
people that would reject him?  What kind of God is that anyway?” 
He comes to “Guy Night” every Sunday night for a great flick and popcorn.  He al-
ways comes.  He always lingers.  And he always asks questions.  A couple Tuesday 
nights ago I went outside and said jokingly, “Well are you coming or what?” 
 “To what , sir?” he replied. 
 “Well, duh! It’s Tuesday night—Bible study night in my office!” I responded 
laughing. 
 “Ah, no.  I get claustrophobic when I can’t smoke.” 
 “Okay, we’ll come out here, then.” 
So we had Bible study outside in the sweltering Iraqi night, and Ski loved it.  He’s 
never had someone listen to his questions and take him seriously.  But Jesus loves his questions and 
will answer them if he seeks hard enough.  And I love being that conduit. 
 Ski represents so much of what is great about our Army—tough, full of principle, serious about his 
mission, full of pride in what he does and in the country he works for, always taking initiative.  But he 
also represents so much of what breaks my heart about the Army—an organization full of people 
whose consciences are often seared with pride, sin and cynicism, and who have lost any sense of 
hope that there just might really be a God who makes sense out of all the madness of war and its 
effects on the lives of those who must endure it. 
 I am reluctant to hope that Ski will ever repent and choose to give his heart to Jesus during 
this deployment.  I asked him on a scale of 1 to 10 how close he was to surrendering his heart to Je-
sus and repenting of his sin.  He said, “Well hell, sir. I don’t know.  A three maybe?”  That’s better 
than two!  I have nine more months to laugh with him, and bring him coffee every morning, and lis-
ten to his tirades and fits and his philosophy on life while he smokes his Newports, and watch and 
discuss movies with him every Sunday night, and pray for him.  A wise friend once said, “Evangelism 
is just helping someone take one step closer to Jesus.”  Please say a prayer right now that Ski will 
eventually turn around all the way and take just that one step necessary.  Maybe he’ll be a five by the 
time we leave Iraq. Some plough, some plant, some water…and some get to harvest.  May God reap 
a beautiful trophy of grace in this wonderful soldier one day. 
 
 Today another soldier came in asking some crazy question about martyrs and what they 
have to do to enter heaven (I need to start writing a book on the crazy questions soldiers ask chap-
lains).  I sensed it was a façade for a deeper question he had which turned out to be: I used to follow 
Christ in high school, but I’ve done a lot of wicked stuff since I joined the Army, and I’m worried I’m 
going to hell.  I asked him more about that deeper question I sensed going on in his heart.  Would 
you believe he prayed with me then and there to repent of his sinful lifestyle and start surrendering 
his heart to Jesus once again?  He wants to begin learning about God again.  What a miracle! 
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 Another soldier came in with all kinds of anger in his heart—a problem that has always hindered his pro-
fessional progress and his home life.  I asked him a few questions and saw a thread run back into his childhood.  He said the 
earliest moment in his life when he remembered the intoxicating thrill of unadulterated rage was when a kid made fun of him, 
as they often did when he was a child.  He picked up a chunk of ice off the snowy ground and hammered his tormentor across 
the head.  From that point on rage became a tool to feel powerful.  I asked him if he wanted to be free from that, since he was 
a follower of Jesus who wanted to live his life according to the love of Christ.  He said ‘yes’.  So we closed our eyes and went 
back to that time in his memory when his tormentor mocked him.  I asked him to see Jesus standing there with him while he 
was being mocked, and I asked him to turn to Jesus in his memory and pray to Jesus for the power to restrain himself from the 
rage.  He prayed a beautiful prayer, saying, “Jesus, I don’t want to be an angry person full of rage.  I want to see you suffering 
for me and my sin, so that I can become more like you.  I want you to take that rage away from me and allow me to forgive 
that person, because that’s what you did for me when my sin nailed you to the cross. Will you help me put that chunk of ice 
down and forgive my tormentor?” 
 The next day he came to my office straight from work and said, “Chaplain, I can’t believe it! I didn’t have a headache 
once today! I can’t remember the last time I felt so at peace and relaxed! I didn’t lose my temper once ! I feel like a new per-
son!”  He and I continue to pray that Jesus will continue to make himself real more and more every day, and that he will con-
tinue to grow in Christ’s love. 
 
 I’ve developed a relationship with this other soldier for the last seven months.  He claims to be a Norse Pagan, and as 
little as I know about this religion, I think he actually knows less about it than I do, even though he’s hanging his eternity on it.  
Several months ago he asked me to stop telling him about Jesus.  So I did.  Today I just try to treat him with dignity and re-
spect.  I am working with him on clarifying what his values are, and what he wants out of life, since he has suffered one miser-
able relationship breakup after another.  In helping him clarify his values, I’m hoping that he will begin to see the futility of his 
ways.   The other day this soldier shocked me as he confided in me that he’s a white supremacist.  He is disgusted with other 
races.  He shared some of the things he did before coming into the Army, which would make your skin crawl.  He is convinced a 
world war of the races is forthcoming, and he swears that his allegiance will be with the white race, even though for the time 
being he can work with other races…since after all, “it’s just on the professional level.”  This kid seems more gone than a lost 

ball in high weeds.    God has saved worse.  Please say a prayer for him. 
 
 One of the soldiers I most enjoy spending time with loves to talk theology and even en-
joys reading Scripture with me.  I always assumed he was born again until the other night he came 
to my room really late with a troubled heart after he had made a terrible mistake at work that 
could have cost him his rank if his supervisors had found out about it.  After talking for a while I 
became puzzled and asked, “Have you ever actually given your life to Christ in repentance of sin?” 
There was a long silence.  “There are things you would never imagine to be true of me, sir.”  He 
went on to explain that as much as he wanted to he couldn’t repent and receive forgiveness.  I 
became more puzzled and pressed further.  A lump rose in my throat when he said, “He won’t let 

me.”  I asked who wouldn’t let him.  “My friend,” he responded.  I asked what his friend’s name 
was.  “I can’t tell you,” he responded.  I asked if this friend of his was the one who told him to do the terrible things in his past.  
“Yes,” he responded.  I was nervous.  It was late at night and we were in my private quarters talking alone.  I sensed a spiritual 
power encounter coming on, which is nothing I’ve ever experienced in such a dramatic manner.  I decided to confront his 
“friend.”  The soldier’s eyes glazed as he grew silent and his posture became defiant.  Just then, the lights in my quarters sud-
denly turned off by themselves.  Wow.  I was scared.  I fumbled around for a flash light.  After a few minutes the lights came 
back on.  By that point, whatever that “encounter” was had passed.  My friend was back to his normal self, and I decided not 
to pursue any more confrontation.  Whatever is going on in my friend’s soul is dark and surly and the enemy does not want to 
give him up.  Please pray for this dear soldier as I continue to pursue his heart through friendship and acceptance. 
 
 Another soldier suffers from his last combat tour when he served as an infantryman.  He saw and did things he still 
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Special points of interest: 

The emphasis of the chap-

lainõs ministry is called 

òthe ministry of presence.ó  

this means simply being 

visible, available and pre-

sent for soldiers.   

Some of the ways I accom-

plish this is through visits 

to soldier areas, having 

discipleship groups, hold-

ing chapel services on 

Sundays, and teaching 

guitar 

Counseling is a big part of 

my job, as soldiers are 

constantly dealing with all 

kinds of issues related to 

marriage, stress, and work 

relationships 
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has nightmares about.  A few weeks ago his best friend died in a motorcycle accident.  He 
was traumatized by the news and came to my door at 1:30 in the morning, paralyzed with fear and 
sadness.  I sat with him until sunrise just listening to him.  After several hours he started sharing 
some of the horror of his previous combat experiences.  “I’ve never shared that with anyone,” he 
said.  For the first time he started opening up and receiving the early stages of healing from his trau-
matic experiences.  Today he is seeing a counseling professional to help him through his nightmares.  
I called the funeral home, asking if they would video tape the memorial service and funeral for his 
best friend.  They were happy to.  They sent me the DVDs and I gave them to the soldier.  He was 
grateful to have that closure.  We get together once a week just so he can share his thoughts and 
have someone listen.  I pray he will open up and surrender to the healing, liberating power of Christ 
who can give him new life. 
 
 The stories go on.  They happen every single day here inside Camp Taji, Iraq with my little 
battalion—the 4-227 Attack Reconnaissance Battalion.  I marvel at the privilege I have of wearing this 
same uniform that these amazing soldiers wear.  I marvel at the privilege of being a pastor for them.  
I marvel at the privilege of representing Christ in a dark, depraved world that has little room for joy. 
I invite you to pray with me for Ski, and all these soldiers I serve.  Please 
pray for me, too, to stay fresh in God’s Word and in fellowship with Jesus. 
It is a great honor to serve God and you by serving these soldiers.  Please 
keep us in your prayers. 
Yours in Christ, 
Pete Stone 
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