
WITHOUT

FEAR
A SOLDIER’S MEMOIR OF 

SACRIFICE, LOVE, T� GEDY, AND TRIUMPH 
IN CENT� L I� Q

W A LT E R  L .  R O S A D O
2 0 1 7

WITHOUT

FEAR
A SOLDIER’S MEMOIR OF 

SACRIFICE, LOVE, T� GEDY, AND TRIUMPH 
IN CENT� L I� Q

W A LT E R  L .  R O S A D O
2 0 1 7



Copyright © 2017 by Walter L. Rosado

All rights reserved. No portion of this book may be reproduced, stored in a 
retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means—electronic, mechani-
cal, photocopy, recording, scanning, or other—except for brief quotations in critical 

reviews or articles, without the prior written permission of the author. 

All text is by Walter L. Rosado.

Photographs are property of Walter L. Rosado, except where a photographer credit 
is listed in the photo caption. 

Cover Design by Kerry Hynds, Aero Gallerie—Copyright © 2017 
by Walter L. Rosado

Interior Design by Colleen Sheehan, Write Dream Repeat Book Interior Design—

Copyright © 2017 by Walter L. Rosado

Published via CreateSpace Independent Publishing Platform. CreateSpace is a reg-
istered trademark of Amazon.Com, Inc.

ISBN-13: 978-1544665870
ISBN-10: 1544665873

First Edition, May 2017

Pittsburgh, PA USA



Dedicated to the past, present, and future soldiers 
of the 28th Infantry Division.
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“Th e secret of all victory lies in the 
organization of the non-obvious.”

—Marcus Aurelius 
(Roman Emperor 121-180 b.c.)
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INTRODUCTION 

We live in a time of perpetual war. Acts of terror have 
become commonplace in a globally connected world. 
Socio-economic uncertainty and geopolitical realities 

demand effi  cient, eff ective, and proactive military dominance in an age 
where the lines between good and evil are sometimes hard to defi ne. 
Th is isn’t your typical book about war. In fact, it is in many ways the 
opposite. An Army recruiting commercial showing men jumping out 
of airplanes, rappelling from a helicopter, ascending from swamp in 
scuba gear, and charging up a hill towards a heavily fortifi ed enemy 
position with rifl es drawn largely inspired this book. Th ough these 
are all things that soldiers do in fact do, only the combat elite actu-
ally engage in these activities on a regular basis, and even then those 
activities would represent only a small fraction of what deployed sol-
diers do. Th e commercial, though eff ective at aiding recruiting eff orts, 
and the current narrative that most American civilians believe about 
their soldiers abroad is dishonest. 

When I found out that I was deploying to Iraq as a Human Resources 
Specialist in an infantry regiment, I saw an opportunity to capture my 
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experience in writing and tell the truth about what life as a soldier was 
like. My purpose was not to call out the U.S. for a dishonest narrative 
of what military life encompasses, but rather to highlight what life is 
actually like for a run of the mill average soldier. Th is is my story, and 
the story of the men with which I served. Th is book is about regular 
soldiers in irregular situations, and the all too familiar experiences of 
missing home, goofi ng off , and soldiers doing their jobs to the best 
of their abilities. 



BEFORE THE ARMY

I was born and raised in Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania. My 
parents were both disabled. My mother, Suzanne, was deaf and 
suff ered from seizures. My father, Luis, was absent for most of 
my life. I never really knew him, but I did know his rage. He 

would beat my mother and I regularly. 
I was born into extreme poverty. My family didn’t have any money. 

As an infant, a close brush with meningitis very nearly took my life. 
Th e doctors said I should have died. Th ey felt that I might have brain 
damage, or worse. I was fortunate that the physicians were wrong. Th e 
doctors called me a “fi ghter”. Th e odds were stacked against me in every 
way. My parents did their best, but it wasn’t enough. For the fi rst fi ve 
years of my life, I felt like more a tool for my deaf parents than a child. I 
had to order food, deal with phone calls, bills, and much more. It was 
diffi  cult to be the child of people that couldn’t hear. It really never felt 
fair. I was never free. I was always sad, even when I was smiling. Still 
to this day, I feel that depression engrained into my soul. Th e phys-
ical and verbal abuse molded me into a child with low self-esteem, 
abandonment issues, and an eating disorder. When people told me 
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that I could do anything and be anything that I strived for because I 
was an American I didn’t believe them. I was a reluctant member of 
the so-called “trophy generation”.

My life started to change when my younger brother was born. People 
seemed to be genuinely concerned that he would have to deal with 
the same hardships that I did. To the court system, a series of unfor-
tunate events served as a signal that my parents were not fi t to care 
for me or my brother Rusty. Grandma swept in to rescue us both, 
and aft er several court battles, succeeded, winning full custody. Th is 
improved my life a million fold. No one saw potential in me except 
for my grandmother. She made sure that I had tutors, music lessons, 
and could play sports. Grandma oft en worked odd jobs trying to 
provide enough for all of us to get by. I hated all the jobs she had. 
Even though things seemed to be getting immeasurably better, I still 
oft en felt like I was all alone. 

I fi rst decided I would join the military when I was in elementary 
school. My cousin had served aboard the U.S.S. Abraham Lincoln 
during the Gulf War Confl ict and I had a deep respect for the vet-
erans in the American Legion post that I saw marching in all of my 
small suburban community’s parades. Even as a fourth-grader, I knew 
that I wanted to matter, maybe because I felt like I did not. I wanted 
to be a part of a team that made a diff erence, to take part in an epic 
campaign against the bad guys. I loved my county; I wanted to wear 
the uniform. 

In sixth grade, I tried to drop out of junior high school and enlist. 
In the bone-chilling winter, I made it from my home to the recruiting 
offi  ce fi ve miles away—on foot—only to be given a ride home and be 
told by a Captain that the better educated I was before joining the 
military the better I could serve and the farther I could go. Th is notion 
and my aspirations for a military career were the only reasons that I 
was motivated to do well in school.
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and that I arrived in a Humvee rather than in an ambulance almost 
four hours aft er the fall. I don’t know what happened in those hours. 
Everyone told me that I should have died. 

Sitting in a hospital bed I had to force myself to urinate to save myself 
from having a catheter inserted. 

A nurse gave me a phone number, telling me that the sergeants from 
my unit had called and asked if they could punish me for falling. Th e 
nurse told me to call her if they tried it. 

When I got back to the barracks, my platoon was concerned for my 
well-being, but to the rest of the battery I was a laughing stock and the 
butt of many a joke. I wasn’t permitted to call home or see a chap-
lain. My good friend, Ken Ramsay, woke me up every half an hour 
as prescribed by the doctors. Ramsay also had to re-teach me how to 
tie my boots. Th e memory of that simple task was completely wiped 
out. I have no idea what else I lost. 

Ramsay was also colorblind, and a Nebraska National Guardsman 
who would be with me throughout my entire initial training journey. 
Eventually, he would come to invite me to be the best man in his 
wedding, which sadly I was not able to attend because of the deploy-
ments that would come. 

For a few weeks aft er the fall, life was very hard. I couldn’t bend over or 
twist without experiencing intense pain and I was anticipating my pun-
ishment. It never came. Perhaps they fi gured that the pain was enough. 

A tragic event happened a few weeks later and led to an enhance-
ment of safety protocols throughout the post. A young private by the 
name of Danny Fisher from the 1st Battalion 40th Field Artillery was 
shot and killed by a fi ft y-caliber machine gun round. It was a horri-
ble accident that many of us felt the Army attempted to cover up and 
minimize. It showed us all that the risk was very real.

Aft erwards, things started to change at Fort Sill. We spent hours 
painting dummy rounds with blue spray paint, a safety consideration 
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stringent security due to President Obama and other world leaders 
attending. Security was at the highest level I had ever seen in Allegh-
eny County. 

Here’s how it crippled the city: 

• Most major businesses operating out of the downtown 
area closed, missing out on days of potential profi ts.

• Th e river system consisting of the Allegheny, Ohio, and 
Monongahela rivers was shut down to all non-commer-
cial traffi  c.

• Roads and city grids were re-tasked, making it hard for 
both citizens to get around and for essential services like 
fi re departments and ambulances from reaching their 
destinations with optimal speed. 

Th ings that I never expected to see happen in Pittsburgh did. While 
driving across a bridge I was stunned to see a group of masked pro-
testers jump over its side using ropes and harnesses to suspend both 
themselves and giant banners just feet above the water. Th ey looked 
like ninjas dressed in dark colors and hanging from the long strings. 
Th ey weren’t protesting the war, the summit, religious issues, or civil 
rights. Th ey just wanted to save the environment. 

A string of vandalism ensued in the more urban areas. Youthful 
protesters smashed out windows of business and disrupted every-
day life. Police agencies from all over Pennsylvania and several other 
states showed up in force and the National Guard was mobilized. A 
short string of Hummers slid past the baseball stadium. I couldn’t 
help think of Iraq. It didn’t look so diff erent. Many of the protesters 
were young college-age students. I was personally activated to service, 
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armed and placed under the command of a Chicago police offi  cer that 
was in Pittsburgh for the event. It was martial law. 

One night at the University of Pittsburgh, a huge group of students 
took to the streets. Some protesters were causing problems and the 
students were eager to be part of the whole historic event. When the 
riot squads arrived on scene, all of the kids that had amassed were 
chanting, “We love Pittsburgh, fuck G20!” Th e police assembled in 
a phalanx formation to sweep the students up the street and opened 
fi re with tear gas canisters and beanbag non-lethal rounds fi red from 
12 gauge shotguns. Some of the targets were young girls, probably 
averaging 17 and 18 years of age who were likely just caught up in the 
spectacle of the summit. 

On another front, in the Lawrenceville district of Pittsburgh, armored 
vehicles prowled the streets using new non-lethal weapons—ultra-
high noise frequencies to disrupt crowds. Electronic translators issued 
out orders in English, Polish, and Spanish through a deep robotic 
voice. As a platoon of soldiers marched down the street, some of the 
people of Pittsburgh were sitting in front of their houses in lawn chairs 
cheering them on. Hearing things like “Kick those hippies’ asses, 
boys!” as the warriors passed was fairly typical. If you went for a jog 
or to the store and didn’t have two forms of identifi cation you could 
be detained. It felt very much like a combat zone. It was a police state 
for the duration of the summit. 

What the hell was this? Was it reality? Is this what we fought over 
there for? It was discouraging and confusing. Th e military occupa-
tion of Iraq proved that the U.S. Armed Forces could be deployed in a 
long-term occupation and police action. Pittsburgh G20 showed that 
the government was not above using this military prowess at home, 
regardless of the constitutional implications. 
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Do you agree with the U.S. invasion of Iraq?

Yes I do, if for no other reason than because Saddam Hussein was com-
mitting genocide against his own people. Evils such as genocide should 
never be tolerated by a country that is driven by principles of freedom 
and with the power to do something about it, like the United States. 
As Americans, we have a moral obligation to act. One problem I have 
with the argument of justice as it relates to the United States is that we 
pick and choose which dictators to act against and which ones to ally 
with without standardization. I believe that the occupation of both 
Iraq and Afghanistan will be strategically important in a future where 
Iran is poised for dominance over the Middle East and in striking 
distance of a nuclear capability. I was not involved in the initial 2003 
Iraq invasion. I was in high school like you. I think future generations 
will scrutinize our reasons for deploying, however you can’t change 
the past. You can learn from mistakes and work towards a brighter 
future, however. 

What do you think about women in the military?

I think that women are an integral part of the Armed Forces. I would 
suggest that anyone that disagrees meet soldiers like Lesley Schnei-
der, a radio communications specialist that was attached to the 112th 
and could run circles around most of the male soldiers. Th e Army 
does their best to separate female soldiers from the bulk of combat 
operations by excluding them from certain jobs, such as the infan-
try. Th ere are no female infantrymen. Th ere are no women Rangers. 
Th is will change soon, and rightfully so. Th e 360-degree nature of 
the modern battlefi eld doesn’t exclude anyone from inherent danger. 
Today there are women on most forward operating bases in both Iraq 
and Afghanistan, even if only a few, and each of them helps the mil-
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itary run smoothly. I do have an issue with the standards women are 
required to uphold. I can run faster than a female on the Army fi tness 
test and fail while the female soldier, requiring a lower time, passes. 
Th is means we’re not judged on a level playing fi eld. If a soldier is 
wounded in combat and has to be dragged to safety, his fellow soldier 
should be able to help him out regardless of gender. I think everyone 
should be judged the same because in combat any person can be asked 
to do all of the same things. Th e standard should be made uniform. 
Women who serve are heroes, just like men who serve, capable of all 
the same things. 

What values do you fight for —conservative or 
liberal?

I don’t make it a secret that I self identify as a conservative and a 
Republican. In fact, I’m proud of my political affi  liations. Th at being 
said I have a great many friends who are very liberal and I love them 
just the same. When you’re in the United States it’s easy to argue 
over every little issue. You have both that luxury as well as that right 
because men have paid for it in the past with their blood. It’s an all-vol-
unteer military force. Nobody was draft ed. Th e truth of the matter 
isn’t all that glamorous though. When you actually take fi re you will 
react not for George W. Bush or Barack Obama. You will react for 
Private Jones, the guy next to you. You fi ght for each other because 
in the heat of the moment that’s all you have. You’ve got your life 
and the lives of your brothers. Politics and everything else going on 
in the world dissolves from existence. None of that could be further 
from your mind. Donkey, elephant, Bull Moose—parties don’t mean 
a thing when you’re a target. Also, I can say that I served under both 
a Republican and a Democrat presidency and did not feel a diff erence 
as a soldier serving overseas. 



Rosado (Center) with his squad at Advanced Individual 
Training in Fort Jackson SC. 2008. 



One of the 1-112ths Mine Resistant Armored Personnel 
Vehicles prepares to embark from Camp Taji.  

(Photo by Larry Deal)



The 1-112th was the only unit in the 56th Stryker 
Brigade to be Operational Control (OPCON) to the 3rd 

Brigade, 82nd Airborne Division. Walter Rosado was 
one of less than forty soldiers to serve with the para-
troopers as a leg attachment and soldier. HHC 1-112th 
served with elements from the 82nd Airborne, the 1st 
Cavalry Division, and the 25th Infantry Division over 

the duration of our deployment. 



The original Sine Timore (Without Fear) Scottish High-
lander family crest pin, a gift to Walter Rosado from 
Mr. Walton Cook, and the inspiration for the title of 

this book.



SINE
timore
without 
FE A R


