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The stories are culled from multiple in-person, email and phone interviews.
The war photos are contributed by the veterans.

For more information about the War: Through Their Eyes multimedia student project,

please visit www.uwosh.edu/war

Dedicated to the men and women who have served the country in uniform
and continue to serve others in the healing professions.
This book is also dedicated to Craig Birkholz,
who graduated from the University of Wisconsin Oshkosh in 2008 with a degree in criminal justice
and a minor in psychology. He was one of 16 soldiers and Marines
featured in the first War: Through Their Eyes project.
After serving a tour in Afghanistan and a tour in Iraq, Birkholz,
a Fond du Lac, Wis., police officer was shot and killed
in the line of duty Sunday, March 20, 2011.

Student Reporters
War: Through Their Eyes, Warriors & Nurses book
and multimedia project was written and produced by
Grace Lim, and University of Wisconsin Oshkosh
students Nate Cate, Bradley Beck, Noell Dickmann,
Morgan Counts and Amy Wasnidge.
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Army by happenstance. Anderson keeps the most
grisly details of war to himself, but does say his
time in Afghanistan helped solidify his intense
desire to help others. John Ackerman served with
the U.S. Army as a combat medic in Iraq. Like
many young enthusiastic soldiers, Ackerman
wore his patriotism on his chest. Right after he
enlisted, he had a U.S. flag tattoo placed over his
heart. Now, a veteran of the Iraq War, Ackerman
knows that true patriotism is more than a mere
ink drawing.

How do those two words fit together?
To me, someone who is neither a warrior nor
nurse, I’d say they are two very different people.
Warriors battle. Nurses heal.
At the University of Wisconsin Oshkosh,
however, there are those who can claim to be both.
These current students or alumni of the College of
Nursing are veterans who’ve left the battlefields
and entered into a field of healing.
As an instructor teaching future journalists,
I tell my students that I am fascinated by people
that I do not understand. How is it possible
for someone to see war up close and still feel
compelled to go into nursing? My students’
mission was to help these veterans, these warriors
and nurses, tell their stories.

Warriors & Nurses are stories* produced by
journalism students through multiple interviews.
Principal photography by Shawn McAfee
of Learning Technologies at UW Oshkosh.
Additional photos by Grace Lim.**
Through the eyes of our students and
alumni, Warriors & Nurses are stories of war and
the lessons learned from it.

War: Through Their Eyes, Warriors &
Nurses, is the second volume of the War: Through
Their Eyes series, which began in 2009. That first
volume gave 16 student soldiers and Marines a
forum to tell the world why they enlisted, what
they did and what they felt at the front lines of
war. Their stories gave us a glimpse into a world
that most of us will never see.

Grace Lim
Journalism Instructor
Editor, War: Through Their Eyes,
Warriors & Nurses
November 2012
www.uwosh.edu/war

Warriors & Nurses continues that tradition
of giving our veterans a name, a face and a voice.
Greg Gibbons (‘74, BSN) grew up fast
in Vietnam, where he served as a hospital
corpsman with the U.S. Navy. He helped the war
wounded from both sides, for kindness knows no
boundaries. Denise Parrish (‘98, BSN; ‘09, MSN)
also grew up far away from her small Wisconsin
town. Not only did she leave the only home she
knew, she had to leave her baby boy to fight in a
war that she barely understood. Dixie Berres (‘11,
BSN) had a romantic view about the military.
She thought it was a fun way to travel and see the
world. For Berres, who served a tour in Iraq, the
reality of war quickly trumped the romance. Will
Anderson became a combat medic with the U.S.

*

The stories are culled from multiple in-person, 		
email and phone interviews.

** The war photos are contributed by the veterans.
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Greg Gibbons
Degrees: Bachelor of Science in Nursing, University of Wisconsin Oshkosh, 1974;
Master of Science in Health Services Administration, College of St. Frances, Joliet, Ill.
Military rank: E3 Hospital Corpsman, 1st Marine Division, US Navy
Tour: Vietnam, 1969-1970

By Nate Cate
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Gibbons in Vietnam in 1970.

swamp, sweat and fear.

The Heat of War

Vietnam was God Almighty hot. The
temperature was probably in the 100s;
the humidity was at 100 percent. When we
arrive, you come out of the air-conditioned
plane into the bright sun, and the first thing
that strikes you is the intense heat. Little did
I know that the heat wasn’t the worst of it.
Vietnam was known for its monsoon season.
I can still remember a day when the temp
dropped to 70 from its average of about 110
to 120. I was freezing. Now I am someone
from Wisconsin where 70 degrees, you and
I would be out sunbathing if it was 70. I
was so cold and shivering so bad I put on
every stitch of clothes I could find. I had on
my jungle fatigues, a wool shirt, and a field

Rifle in hand, gaze unwavering, Greg
Gibbons marches in formation for a Veterans
Day ceremony, held at the Winnebago County
Courthouse. As he marches, his hands, strong and
sure, grip the rifle, much as he did 40 years ago
when he was a Navy Hospital Corpsman with the
Marines. Left. Left. Left, right, left.
Gibbons knows the routine. He is among the
newest members of the United Veteran Honor
Guard, a unit made up of area veterans that is
called to perform military honors to the passing
of fellow U.S. veterans or ceremonies such as the
one at the courthouse. Since retiring in 2010 from
Mercy Medical Center in Oshkosh as a nurse,
Gibbons has performed more than a dozen such
ceremonies in Winnebago County.
Each ceremony is different, yet the same.
Each soldier that he helps honor had once been a
vital patriotic American fighting for the country’s
freedoms.

The temp dropped to 70 from its average of
about 110 to 120. Now I am someone from
Wisconsin where 70 degrees, you and I
would be out sunbathing if it was 70. I was
so cold and shivering so bad I put on every
stitch of clothes I could find.

Although it has been more than four decades
since Gibbons, now 64, had boots on the ground
in Vietnam, he can still recall the distinct odor of
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Gibbons at Barrier Island, south of De Nang, Vietnam in 1969.

Gibbons dropped out right before he would have
been kicked out.

jacket I had dragged up from somewhere. It
felt like an eternity until I was warm again.

Before going on active duty in 1968, he
was asked to select a field of study in the Navy
Reserve.

A Patriot’s Son
Gibbons was raised in Monroe, a town of
10,000 in south-central Wisconsin. The oldest
of six, Gibbons found himself always on the
edge of trouble. His father, Bernard, a Marine
sergeant, was a veteran of World War II, who
thought his first-born could use a little discipline,
a little structure. With the Vietnam War heating
up, the father encouraged the son to enlist in the
Navy Reserve. Unlike the National Guard or
Army Reserve, which had a six-month activeduty requirement, the Navy Reserve came with
a minimum two-year active duty commitment.
In 1965, 17-year-old Gibbons joined the Navy
Reserve and went to boot camp the summer
between his junior and senior year of high school.
After graduating from Monroe High School in
1966, Gibbons headed to UW-Whitewater, where
he majored in accounting, a field for which he
felt great indifference. Gibbons was able to defer
active duty only if he was in school in good
standings. After three semesters of dismal grades,

There was a form called a “dream sheet.”
You had three choices on what you want
to do as far as schooling. I put down
radar school and radio school. I talked
to the personnel man, the guy that does
the assignments, and asked him, “What
school can I go to that I’m pretty much
going to be guaranteed a job?” He said,
“Well, you can be a hospital corpsman or a
storekeeper.” As a former accounting major,
I thought a storekeeper sounded too much
like accounting, so I put down hospital
corpsman even though they were getting
shot off in Vietnam at a pretty good clip.
I don’t think they ever looked at my first
two choices for schooling! They just said,
“This guy put down corpsman... that is what
we are going to make him.” So instead of
spending my time with the Navy I spent my
time with the Marine Corps.
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Gibbons at Firebase “Six Shooter;” west of Da Nang, Vietnam in 1969.
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Gibbons (l) and Hm3. McMurren (another corpsman) in Vietnam at Firebase “Six Shooter” in 1969.

I did see enlisting as an opportunity to get
some training and an opportunity to do
something for my country. I wasn’t going
there to kill or hurt anybody. I was actually
going here to save lives. That was my role.

From the Classroom to the Jungles
Gibbons trained for six grueling months at
the Hospital Corps School in Great Lakes, Ill.,
and Field Medical School in Camp Lejuene, N.C.,
before being stationed at the Naval Hospital in
Bethesda, Md. Subsequently, he was assigned to
the 1st Battalion 26th Marines.

We were issued a .45 pistol, but when I
first got over there some of the corpsmen
gave me some advice: “Don’t look like a
corpsman any more than you want to be the
guy carrying the radio – because you’re a
target.” They advised me to pick up an M16
as soon as I could, which I did. There were
a few other things about what we wore in
combat that were a little bit different, and
they advised me to get rid of those different
things and figure out another way to pack
all of my medical gear. It was good advice.
I give some credit as to why I’m still here
today to that advice because the enemy
was gunning down hospital corpsmen any
chance they could.

In April of 1969, he was deployed to Da Nang,
Vietnam as an E3 Hospital Corpsman, where
he was a battlefield corpsman with an infantry
platoon. He and his unit ran operations for the first
six months in Vietnam.
I think all of us going into the Navy were 18,
19, 20-year-old kids. We were invincible!
At least that’s what you think at that age. If
somebody was going to get hit, it’s going to
be the other guy.
...when I first got over there some of the
corpsman gave me some advice: “Don’t
look like a corpsman any more than you
want to be the guy carrying the radio –
because you’re a target.”

We were constantly on missions when I
was with the 1st Battalion 26th Marines.
Later I was reassigned to an artillery base
called “Six Shooter” and served with
14

Left: Gibbons in Okinawa, Japan on his way to Vietnam in 1969.
Right: Gibbons (l) and Hm3. McMurren in Vietnam at Firebase “Six Shooter”
in 1969.

the 1st Battalion 13th Marines. The base
received its nickname from the six large
guns that protected the base. That was a few
miles west of the city of Da Nang. Then I
went to the Northern Artillery Cantonment
and that was northwest of Da Nang a few
miles. Finally I ended up at the 1st Medical
Battalion, which was a medical field
hospital. These three bases are almost in
a triangle that’s about 10 or 12 miles on
each side.

I served with an infantry platoon, which
meant if they went out on an ambush, I went
out on an ambush. If they went on patrol, I
went on patrol.
One time, we were on patrol. It was a squad
patrol so there were about a dozen of us out
there. I remember “Ski”and “Chief,” these
were easy nicknames to remember because
they related to their ethnicity. And then a
guy named “Srb.” S-R-B. I remember his
name because it didn’t have a vowel in it.
Srb was the point man, the first guy in.

Doc and Srb

Suddenly Srb tripped a booby trap. He and
one other guy were hit by the explosion.
I went to render aid. The one guy behind
him was superficially wounded so I did
a quick assessment and let the Marines
take care of him. Then I went to take care

The platoon, made of roughly 40 Marines,
quickly became a tight-knit family. No one used
birth names. Instead they anointed nicknames to
each other. Being the only medical staff in his
platoon, Gibbons was known simply as “Doc.”
He was the one the others sought out when sick
or wounded. Gibbons, an unflappable man, was
known for his ability to focus even under fire.
With his medical supplies always at his side,
Gibbons joined the platoon as they traveled into
the unknown jungles and rice patties south and
west of Da Nang.

And then a guy named “Srb.” S-R-B.
I remember his name because it didn’t
have a vowel in it. Srb was the point
man, the first guy in.
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Left: Gibbons with a local girl he was treating during
a Med-CAP patrol at a village just north of “Six
Shooter” in 1969.
Right: Gibbons in Vietnam at Barrier Island in 1969.

of Srb. He was unconscious throughout
the whole time. He didn’t have but one
mark on him, which was an amazing
thing. The only thing I could find was one
little entry wound in his left front chest.
Ultimately what it boiled down to is that
we medivaced him out. Unfortunately he
did end up dying.

We could be taking fire from the enemy
and call in air support. They would say,
“Denied, you are in a friendly zone!”
Well, they were shooting at us and they
were not friendly.
Not only did I treat our men, I treated the
Vietnamese too. We have pictures of a bunch
of little Vietnamese kids and us. We use to
run what we called Med-CAPs. Medical
Civil Action Patrol is where we’d go out
into the village during the day and treat
whatever aches and pains the kids and the
elders had. It was more than just treating
our guys.

That haunted me for about 40 years
because you always sit there and question
yourself, “Could I have done more?
Was there something I did? Was there
something I could have done better?”

Life at the Front Lines
Gibbons, who turned 21 in Vietnam, grew
up fast. The flights of fancy of youth had no
place in the jungles of Southeast Asia. He saw
the good, the bad and the ugly of war. He saw
heroic Marines carrying the wounded to safety,
while dodging bullets shot by an unseen enemy.
At times, Gibbons felt as if he was dropped off
on another planet on which the people back
home had little clue of what was happening on
the front lines.

The fact that the war was being run by
politicians in Washington, we ended up
fighting with one hand tied behind our back.
We could be taking fire from the enemy
and call in air support. They would say,
“Denied, you are in a friendly zone!” Well,
they were shooting at us and they were
not friendly.
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fact they were ever there. They buried any
trouble they were having and moved on.

It wasn’t all doom and gloom combat. I
remember New Year’s Eve of 1969. We were
protecting an artillery battery on a firebase
and then midnight rolled around. We shot
off every round of illumination we had.
Flares, pop-up flares, anything that would
light up the sky. You could watch it all
around you because all of the other bases
were doing exactly the same thing. It was
the biggest display of fireworks I had ever
seen. Thank God we didn’t get hit that night.
We couldn’t have lit a cigarette to find the
enemy because we had fired it all off.

I now had a goal in mind, a career that I
really wanted to pursue. Probably what
also helped me is I had one heck of a lot of
practical experience. But for somebody just
freshly going into nursing back at that time,
there was an argument about going to a
three-year school where you worked directly
in a hospital and received your education in
the hospital.
The practical experience wasn’t what I
needed. What I needed was the background
science behind it. UWO was a great place
to get that kind of additional information. I
never regret my decision either.

Returning a Man
After partaking in countless missions, after
enduring the humid, air-sucking relentless heat,
Gibbons was ready to come home. He, along
with everyone else in his platoon, counted the
days. Letters and care packages from home were
signs of hope and love from his family, wishing
him safe passage. He knew about the anti-war
sentiment, he was there. Gibbons joined the Navy
Reserve well after the Vietnam War started. He
knew about how some veterans were greeted
with jeers instead of cheers. He didn’t care. He
saw a cause, made a commitment and fulfilled it.
Ultimately, Gibbons was just happy to be coming
home. He was happy to be alive, and he was
happy to have a purpose. Having helped save lives
in Vietnam, Gibbons wanted to continue that line
of work. He chose to get his bachelor’s degree in
nursing at the University of Wisconsin Oshkosh.
No longer was he the disinterested student of the
past. He was a man on a different mission.

After the War
Gibbons graduated from UW Oshkosh in
May of 1974 with a degree in nursing. He took a
full-time position at the Mercy Medical Center,
where he met his wife, Mary, also a nurse.
During his time at the Medical Center, Gibbons
continued his education, earning a master’s
degree in Health Service Administration at the
College of St. Frances in Joliet, Ill. The nursing
couple both retired from Mercy Medical Center,
I wouldn’t change that experience now
for anything in the world. Having lived
through the war taught me how much I
can tolerate. It taught me how resourceful
I can be.

I’ve got all four of my extremities. I was not
seriously wounded during my tour, even
though it was with an infantry platoon. I
wouldn’t change that experience now for
anything in the world. Having lived through
the war taught me how much I can tolerate.
It taught me how resourceful I can be.

Gibbons in July 2010, and Mary, a couple years
earlier. They now spend time traveling, often to
see their daughter Meghan, a physical therapist,
in Minneapolis. Their other daughter, Colleen,
who graduated with a nursing degree from UW
Oshkosh in 2005, passed away in 2007 from a
long series of illnesses. The Gibbons’ have three
grandchildren that they dote on and see regularly.

It was still hard to talk about. Vets came
home and because of the kind of reception
they got, they pretty much shut up about the

On one trip in 2010, the couple found
themselves in St. Petersburg, Fla., where 25
17

Gibbons (center front) marching with the Marine Corps League on
Memorial Day 2012.

members of the same platoon gathered for a 40year reunion at a Holiday Inn. There, Gibbons got
an answer to a question that had been plaguing
him for decades.

In the end I did what I had to do. I had
done my job successfully, and the rest was
in God’s hands.

I told my wife, “This is either going to be
really exciting or really, really weird.”
Fortunately it turned out to be the really
exciting. Forty years just kind of melted
away in 10 minutes when we got together.
Talking to old friends about distant
memories was unforgettable especially
when they mentioned Srb.

Still Serving
Even in retirement, Gibbons still feels a need
to help people. In addition to his service to the
United Veteran Honor Guard and other veterans
organizations including the Marine Corps League,
he volunteers at a local food pantry. He is also
involved with the Disabled American Veterans
program that transports disabled veterans to
medical facilities. He gladly drives the veterans,
some who are missing arms and legs, to their
appointments for he knows what they had seen,
what they had done, what they had sacrificed
while in the service of the country.

I found out that Srb made it back to the 1st
Medical Field Hospital where physicians,
nurses, and surgeons could give the best
care. Even after being admitted to the
hospital, they couldn’t save him despite the
fact he only had one little mark on him.
He must have had some terrible internal
injuries. I worried about whether I did
enough for 40 years for nothing. In the
end I did what I had to do. I had done
my job successfully, and the rest was in
God’s hands.

Greg Gibbons lives in Oshkosh, Wis., with his
wife, Mary.
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John Ackerman
Anticipated Degree: Bachelor of Science in Nursing, University of Wisconsin Oshkosh, 2014;
Military rank: Sergeant, 2/32 (FA) Field Artillery, 4th Infantry Brigade Combat Team,
1st Infantry Division, Fort Riley, Kansas
Tour: February 2007-April 2008, Iraq
By Morgan Counts
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Left: Ackerman in the back of an up-armored Humvee preparing
for a mission at Camp Liberty in Baghdad, Iraq in July 2007.
Right: Ackerman and platoon member Pfc. Schmidt on top of
an up-armored vehicle prior to a mission at Camp Liberty in
Baghdad, Iraq in May 2007.

International Airport, a rocket slammed into a
FOB (forward operating base) nearby. Ackerman
watched the trail of smoke, exhaust, or whatever,
seep into the sky. Boom. Five minutes later, half
a mile away, 50-caliber trace rounds skipped
off the ground, into the air. Deep, sustained fire.
Clink, clink, clink, clink. Ackerman’s battalion
was mortared four, maybe five times that night.
Welcome to Iraq. Only 14 months, two days left,
not that Ackerman was counting.

I’ll Be There For You
Two mugs filled, froth dangerously close to
the rim. He slides the two beers down the bar.
“I’ll have another, on the rocks,” a customer says.
He prepares another drink, cheerfully chatting
with one of the regulars. The Rembrandts’ “I’ll
Be There for You,” is playing in the background.
It doesn’t matter that John Ackerman used to
know all the words. He’s not thinking about
singing. The song takes him away from the bar,
away from the city of Oshkosh, Wis., and takes
him back four years to the Middle East. To a
Humvee on a dirt road. Ackerman was deployed
in Iraq from February 2007 to April 2008. He is
currently a nursing student at the University of
Wisconsin Oshkosh, but it’s simple reminders
like this that take him back to a time of triumph
and tragedy.
Hearing this song now makes him miss those
times. Miss the rush rolling out the gate into a
day full of raids, gunfire and the unexpected. It’s
difficult to fathom why Ackerman would miss
such things. The date was Feb. 14, 2007 when
Ackerman took his first step onto Iraqi soil. As
he unloaded his gear on the tarmac of Baghdad

When you’re there for 14 months, the
amount of boredom that takes hold, you
don’t have a whole lot of access to new
music. We would find the most off-the-wall
music. We had intercoms in our truck,
intercoms that we used to talk to. I used
to put the microphone up to the speaker of
my iPod and we play either Ricky Martin,
Livin’ la Vida Loca, The Pretenders…we
used to play Gordon Lightfoot, The Wreck
of Edmond Fitzgerald. The songs we played
were corny, but they made us laugh. This
one’s the best, we used to play the Friends
theme song. We’d be rolling down the road
in Iraq on patrol and the Friends theme
22

Left: Ackerman with an Iraqi boy during a medical support mission at
Mansour District in Baghdad, Iraq in Sept. 2007.
Right: Ackerman prepping before a mission in an up-armored
vehicle at Camp Liberty in Baghdad, Iraq on Nov. 18, 2007.

the siren go off and your heart races a little
bit, but that’s about it. If it does wake you
up, near the end there, I just roll over, if
that. I mean you just stop caring.

song would be playing… “I’ll be there for
you, when the rain starts to pour. I’ll be
there for you, like I’ve been there before.
I’ll be there for you, cause you’re there for
me too.”

From Boy to Man

When you think about mortar and rockets,
until you’ve actually sat there and heard
them whistle over your head, there’s not a
whole lot you can do. You see these videos
of Khe Sanh and guys in Vietnam running
for cover and diving into bunkers. And after
a while, and by while I mean about three
weeks, you just roll over in bed and go back
to sleep. If you’re walking somewhere, you
stop for a sec, listen to make sure you don’t
hear anything, and then just go about your
business… I started to wear earplugs to
sleep because if a rocket or mortar is going
to land on you, it’s indiscriminate. They don’t
target any specific place. They target the
general areas of a forward operating base.
I was in Western Baghdad and when you’re
on the FOB and you’re sitting there, trying
to sleep, sitting in your little tent or trailer,
eventually you just stop caring. You’ll hear

Ackerman was born and raised for five years
in the suburbs of Chicago. He and his older
sister, Sarah, moved with their parents Allen and
Patricia to Oshkosh when his dad got a job as the
athletic director at UW Oshkosh. Mom worked
in the University’s Reading Studies Center. Some
kids find their calling when they pick out a toy
when they are toddlers. For Ackerman, it was
everything typical of little boys. GI Joes were
OK, but his parents nixed toy guns. But little boys
We’d be rolling down the road in Iraq
on patrol and the “Friends” theme
song would be playing…I’ll be there
for you, when the rain starts to pour.
I’ll be there for you, like I’ve been
there before. I’ll be there for you,
cause you’re there for me too.
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Left: Ackerman meeting with local teenagers outside
of an Iraqi market at Mansour District in Baghdad,
Iraq on Jan. 28, 2007.
Right: Ackerman at the Iraqi Tomb of the Unknown
Soldier in the International Zone in Baghdad, Iraq
on July 28, 2007.

In order to enlist at that age- I was 17- my
father actually signed me into the program.
He gave, I guess, the permission, the
consent, to actually sign me in, and that
put me into a six-year contract. Originally
I was pretty set on joining the infantry.
When I transferred to active duty I decided
I wanted to do something a little more
than infantry. I am sure part of it is the
medical issues I saw my mom go through
that influenced me to make that decision.
Also being a male medic, you understand
that you are going to get a taste of both
worlds: a clinical setting and the field, or
combat medic role as some people would
like to say. I knew what I was getting into
and I wanted that adventure, along with the
medical skill set to be able to help people.

with strong will and imaginations know how to
turn their fingers and thumbs into guns before
they start having crushes. Ackerman was no
different. Even as a toddler, his parents later told
him, he’d turn anything into a firearm, including
his blanket. He knew in his heart of hearts that
he’d be a police officer or in the armed forces.
The armed forces it would be, but not
the infantry like young Ackerman might
have thought. Combat might have been in his
imagination or in his blood – with military
lineage tracing back to the Revolutionary, Civil
and World wars – but reality threw him off
course. When Ackerman was 16, his mom was
diagnosed with lung cancer. She died on Nov. 24,
2002. His mother had devoted 20 years of her
life to public education. She knew of her only
son’s intentions to join the military, but would
have rather seen him graduate from college and
go on to some safe profession than risk his life in
a war zone. However, school wasn’t a priority in
Ackerman’s life at the time during what he would
call a small rebellion phase of his teenage years.
He enlisted to be a (68W) Health Care Specialist
- a Combat Medic.

When deployment time rolled around,
my family was apprehensive for obvious
I knew what I was getting into and I
wanted that adventure, along with the
medical skill set to be able to help people.
24

Left: A photograph of a drawing taken from
an elementary school at Mansour District in
Baghdad, Iraq on March 13, 2008. The drawing
shows a car bomb blowing up a building. Many
pictures were observed with similar themes on the
walls of the school.
Right: Remnants of a car bomb at an Iraqi Army
checkpoint at Mansour District in Baghdad, Iraq in
June 2007.

reasons. Iraq at the time was literally in
flames and my job would place me directly
into difficult situations. My family and
friends also understood that, regardless
of an individual’s stand on the war, I was
being sent to serve the country’s interests.

was deployed to Western Baghdad. No matter
how many honors, how much training, how many
scenarios rehearsed, nothing could prepare him
for his first time “outside the wire.”
Within his first two months in Iraq,
Ackerman’s battalion commander, Lt. Col. Greg
Gadson, was thrown 30 feet after two 122mm
artillery shells blew up underneath Gadson’s
Humvee seat. Boom. Someone like Ackerman
saved his life, but not his legs. A few months
later, insurgents hid 500 pounds of homemade
explosives in a sewer. The explosion tore a hole
into a 25-ton personnel carrier, directly across
from Ackerman’s Humvee. Boom. Five soldiers
and one translator died in the explosion. The
attack took place in Al-A’amiriya, one of the
worst parts of Baghdad, an area that coalition
forces pass by every day.

There is no doubt in my mind that 9/11 was
a major factor in my enlistment. I remember
watching people jump from the Towers and
feeling a sense of outrage. I felt it was my
moral obligation, being an able-bodied
individual, to settle the score so to speak. I
was angry. I was young. I was 16 years old.
Obviously if you’re patriotic and you see
somebody do that to your country, you take
it seriously and you want to be able to hit
them back.

No Longer Child’s Play

My first mission exposed me to a bound,
executed Iraqi man lying on a side street.
My second, a suicide car bomber at an Iraqi
checkpoint. From the start, I understood
that combat medicine is a rewarding and
challenging field to be involved with.
Training prepares you, but until you’re

After high school graduation in 2005,
Ackerman earned the Distinguished Honor
Graduate status at the Fort Sam Houston School
of Combat Medicine. After a year training as
a platoon medic on the 4th Infantry Brigade
Combat Team, 1st Infantry Division, Ackerman
25
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Ackerman taking a knee on foot patrol at Mansour District in Baghdad, Iraq on Jan. 22, 2008.
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Left: The floor of Yarmouk Hospital morgue at Mansour District
in Baghdad, Iraq on March 29, 2008.
Center: A photo taken in the Yarmouk Hospital emergency room
after a car bombing involving multiple dead and wounded at
Mansour District in Baghdad, Iraq on June 19, 2007.
Right: Ackerman tends to an Iraqi man seeking medical help at
Mansour District in Baghdad, Iraq in October 2008.

involved with it, you never really understand
the gravity of the mission. Prior to
deployment, I did a number of ER rotations
in large civilian trauma centers, including
Kansas City, Missouri and San Antonio,
Texas. I understood what traumatic injuries
looked like. I had seen gunshot wounds
before. I had seen severe car accidents. I
had seen dead people before. But it doesn’t
prepare you for seeing a 14-year-old kid shot
up with an AK.

The Eyes of War
For the first four months, every day was
spent on patrol, four or five hours on foot or in
a Humvee, to establish a presence in the city.
Given a tip, Ackerman’s unit would knock down
a door, raid the house and make arrests to clean
the streets up a bit. After these four months,
Ackerman was transferred to a Civil Military
Operations unit. Their challenge: win hearts and
minds. Some days started at 6:30 a.m., others at
2 a.m., loading trucks, pulling ammo. Next order
of business was to go over battle drills, practice
what to do if the truck flipped, or if insurgents
start firing or if the truck hits an IED. A 20-minute
briefing and finally the rollout into the city.

We set up this place called JSS [Joint
Security Station] Torch. Basically we took
a three-story building and fortified it with
machine gun posts, towers, surrounded the
whole thing with big blast walls and then
basically parked an armor personnel carrier
as a gate, and that’s where we would go and
spend time. We would also live and work
with the Iraqi army and the Iraqi police. The
other thing we did was keep a QRF [Quick
Response Force] out there, and if something
were to come up – if patrol would be hit, if
an incident happened, they could respond
within two to three minutes and be on scene.

It wasn’t always the living that Ackerman
had to tend to. Near-daily stops at Baghdad’s
Yarmouk Hospital morgue exposed him to a fair
share of corpses. Piles. Blood streaked the walls,
I had seen severe car accidents. I had
seen dead people before. But it doesn’t
prepare you for seeing a 14-year-old kid
shot up with an AK.
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Ackerman holding an AK-47 found during a raid on
a weapons cache at Mansour District in Baghdad,
Iraq in July 2007.

and helped train the Iraqi Army. I also
spent vast amounts of time treating the
local population for injury and illness, all
in hopes of improving the coalition’s image
to the populace.

syringes covered the floor. He was no longer
fazed to learn that patients were operated on
without anesthetic or died from shock due to a
lack of IV fluid. Corrupt politicians or hospital
staff often pocketed the money from the Ministry
of Health instead of purchasing supplies. But
Ackerman’s role wasn’t to deal with that. His job,
although grisly, hopefully gave closure to some
families. Right before he stepped into the morgue,
Ackerman reached for his gas mask.

The thing about Civil Affairs is you
can’t function properly without
meeting people face to face, something
that can’t be done through a ½-inch of
armor plating.

Only newly arrived corpses were thrown
into the two refrigerated rooms, in hopes
that families would arrive soon to claim
them. Bodies in the other three rooms were
left to decompose because there wasn’t
enough money to refrigerate all of them.
The thing about Civil Affairs is you can’t
function properly without meeting people
face to face, something that can’t be done
through a ½-inch of armor plating. Much
of our time was spent on foot patrols and
assessing local infrastructure. We helped
rebuild schools, broadcasted messages
denouncing insurgents on truck-mounted
loudspeakers, arrested suspected terrorists

The purpose of these visits to the morgue
was to catalog and maintain records of
whatever information, fingerprints, iris
scans and descriptions of those arriving,
along with photographing faces and
identifiable features in hopes we could
aid in improving the facility and returning
the deceased to their families. We had this
thing called a digital iris scanner and it
works for people that are alive and for
people that dead. Your iris, it’s like a digital
fingerprint. So if somebody has passed, we
would have to take pictures of their eyes.
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Left. Ackerman and another soldier pulling security
during a raid on a suspected weapons cache at
Mansour District in Baghdad, Iraq on Jan. 2, 2007.
Right. Ackerman with his Battalion Physician’s
Assistant during a Medical Civil Affairs Program
mission to assist impoverished locals with basic
medical care at Mansour District in Baghdad, Iraq
on Feb. 21, 2008.

to be your last. I just remember having to
basically just take one step. You know, step
by step walking back onto that airplane,
because every ounce of my sanity and soul
wanted to definitely not get back on that
plane.

We would have to hold their eyes open and
take a picture of their eyes. This experience
in the morgue no doubt defined my time
in Iraq.

A Taste of Home
For Ackerman, the morgue visits weren’t
the hardest part of the war. The hardest part was
going home for a visit, knowing that break was
only that, a break. Ackerman had been in Iraq
for eight months when he got to go home for 18
days before flying back for another six months.
That 18-day break was a chance to relax. To get
away from the rockets, bombs and mortars. To
forget about Oct. 25, when his unit got mortared
a record 19 times in one night. That night was
pretty rough. Being mortared on that night wasn’t
how Ackerman pictured he’d celebrate his 21st
birthday.

But once I got back to Iraq, you have guys
depending on you, you don’t sit there and
think about the stuff you did that day, the
things you saw, what you were involved
with. You just do your job. There are times
to decompress, but if you let it eat on you,
you just go nuts. You learn ways to deal
with it. We would go back to our FOB, grab
dinner, eat with the platoon sometimes,
and then we would go take a shower, try
to unwind. We would have a little TV there
and a PlayStation, so we would play Call of
Duty usually until 9 at night. And then we
would go to bed and repeat.

In that airport terminal, getting back on
the plane, heading back to Iraq and having
my dad there with me; that was probably
the most difficult time that I can remember.
Going back into the environment where
you’re not sure if this goodbye is going

For Love of Man and Country
When Ackerman left Iraq for good in
April 2008, he came home with four Army
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Ackerman with a Civil Affairs team putting together food
rations for delivery to the Iraqi locals at Joint Security Station
Torch, Mansour District in Baghdad, Iraq on Feb. 20, 2008.

U.S. Army, he participated in a field medicine
exercise. He and the others ran through scenarios
that he had experienced first-hand—placing IV’s,
calling Medivacs.

Achievement medals and three Army
Commendation medals. He reached “Sergeant
(E-5)” in three years, an above-average
accomplishment in the military.

One of the senior instructors was watching
me work on a simulated casualty. This
instructor said, “The good ones always
leave.” That really stuck with me because
I knew this guy has seen many, many
medics and many soldiers pass through his
training facility. That was a great exit
for me.

While he may have left the war, the war was
still with him. At first it didn’t bother him. He
could talk about it, think about it. But when the
thoughts and the memories started to eat on him,
wear him down, keep him up at night, he tried to
repress them. He told people it wasn’t too bad.
He saw some pretty bad stuff, but he was here
and still had his arms and legs, not too bad. After
a while though, it seemed the only way to make
the thoughts go away was to make his mind
go away. Alcohol did that for a time. Although
Ackerman has questioned whether going to war
was worth it for his own well being, he doesn’t
doubt what the United States is doing overseas.
Behind all of the guns, mortars and bombs, a
phenomenon is occurring, a phenomenon of
progress amidst the violence.

When I first left the Army, it was a breath of
fresh air. I didn’t think I would ever miss it.
But in six months, I was craving to be back.
I’m not going to sit here and pretend that I
haven’t had difficulties processing what I’ve
experienced and, for a period a time, found
myself drinking for the wrong reasons. I’ve
finally got a handle on it. You know what
gave me comfort? Pictures from over there.
Looking at them for some reason gave me
so much comfort. I’d be halfway in tears,
half in the bag, at home looking at pictures

Ackerman was ready for something different.
He decided to turn towards more clinical-based
medicine. Nearing his official exit from the
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Right after he signed up for the U.S. Army,
Ackerman got a tattoo of a clawed chest
revealing the American flag.

for a family later in life. If you have the
knowledge to do it and you have the
willingness to do it, there are some very
good opportunities. And in the process, you
get to help your country, as well as help
rebuild other countries.

that I brought back from Iraq, things that
most people, if they walked into a room and
saw me looking at war-related imagery,
they’d be horrified.
I can say without a shadow of a doubt
that we significantly improved the lives of
the Iraqi people, and created a climate of
stability within the world by taking some of
extremely evil people off the streets. I would
estimate the number of schools, hospitals,
bridges, water treatment facilities and
other infrastructure we had a significantly
positive impact on numbered in the
hundreds, in just our section of Baghdad
alone. I’m extremely pleased and fortunate
to have been a part of what I believe to be a
noble and justified cause.

John Ackerman is now a second-year nursing
student at the University of Wisconsin Oshkosh.
He is scheduled to graduate May 2014.

It’s insane but I do see myself perhaps
going back to Iraq or Afghanistan,
probably more so Afghanistan – in a role
as a government contractor, as a nurse
perhaps, or a medic. If you’re a single
guy or you’re just starting out, you can
set a pretty good foundation for success

Student reporter Angela Piechocki
also contributed to this report.
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Dixie Berres
Degree: Bachelor of Science in Nursing, University of Wisconsin Oshkosh, 2011.
Military rank: Sergeant E-5, the 1157th Transportation Company, Wisconsin Army National Guard
Tour: September 2006-August 2007, Taji, Iraq

By Noell Dickmann
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Left: (l-r) Joe and Barb Busha (uncle/aunt), Patty and Sam Maronn (parents), Dixie Berres,
Jodi and Travis Maronn (brother and sister-in-law), Kate and Mike Juedes (sister and
brother-in-law), Lauryn and Olivia Juedes (nieces) at Berres’ parents’ house in Omro, Wis.
for a going away party for Berres’ deployment to Iraq in summer 2006.
Right: (l-r) Sam Maronn, Berres and Patty Maronn at the 1157th Armory in Oshkosh, Wis.
prior to Berres’ activation to Ft. Bragg, N.C. in summer 2002.

Small Town Girl

I said to my mom, who was off work
that day, “Have you had the TV on?
Do you know what’s going on?” She
started yelling at me, “Why did you
join the military?”

Most of her co-workers at Mercy Medical
Center in Oshkosh, Wis., know of her military
background, but they don’t know the nitty-gritty
details. They don’t know about the extreme
heat under the unforgiving sun. They don’t
know about the desert sand and how it gets into
everything. Everything. They don’t know about
the monotony of patrolling the tower, carrying an
M16, and staring for hours into the darkness of
the night. They also don’t know about the fear,
the fear of an unseen enemy plotting a mortar
attack. They just don’t know.

the daughter of a mechanic and a postal carrier,
Berres was known as the wild one in the family.
In May of 2001, at age 19, Berres enlisted in
the Wisconsin Army National Guard with her best
friend Tiffany, thinking it would be a grand way
to travel and help people. Her mother lamented
what she thought was an impetuous decision. Her
mother wanted her baby girl to be home, safe and
sound.

But some of her patients do. Every once
in a while, Dixie Berres, a third-shift nurse on
the cardiac floor, would come across a fellow
veteran. Within minutes, patient and health care
worker become quick fans of each other, for they
know. They know what each had done for the
good of the country.

Little did Berres know that only a few
months later on a clear September day how that
one promise, that one signature to serve and to
protect, would change the course of her life.

From afar, Berres is a typical small town girl.
The University of Wisconsin Oshkosh alumna is
from Omro, Wis., a town of about 3,500 people.
Born Dixie Maronn, the youngest of three and

I was still living at home with my parents.
I was getting up for work at Applebee’s. I
was walking past my radio to go downstairs
and shower when I heard the people on
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Left: (l-r) Summer Bouche, Berres, Kari Christensen,
Kristin Gust and Korin Saal in Taji, Iraq in 2007.
Right: Berres and Summer Bouche about to leave for
America at the end of their tour in Taji Iraq in 2007.

the radio talking about the Twin Towers,
and then as I was listening, the second
plane had hit. I said to my mom, who was
off work that day, “Have you had the TV
on? Do you know what’s going on?” She
started yelling at me, “Why did you join
the military?” I guess it didn’t really dawn
on me right away. My mom was right, you
know, that this was going to have an effect
on me. It did. If the attacks happened now,
I’d know. I’d be like, “Oh man, we’re
going to war.” But back then I was young
and naïve.

When Hurricane Katrina destroyed the Gulf
Coast in 2005, Berres’ unit was dispatched to
New Orleans. Her unit was one of the first to
arrive. The images of boats and cars strewn
about upside down and on houses circulated on
the newscasts. Those images were horrifying
enough for people watching on TV, but for the
rookie soldier, it was something else, something
seemingly innocuous that left an indelible mark.
On all the doors of the houses they had
already searched are these markings. A big
circle with an X on top of it. That X divides
the circle into four sections. On some of the
circles you’d see numbers. Each number
meant something. The number meant how
many deaths or dead bodies that they
found, how many injured people they found,
how many people total they found. It’d
give you creepy goose bumps cause you’re
like “Oh my gosh, they found dead people
in there.”

Training for War
In February of 2002, Berres headed to basic
training at Fort Leonard Wood in Missouri. She
and others jokingly call it Fort Lost in the Woods.
She graduated from both Basic Training and AIT
(Advanced Individual Training) that year in June.
A month after graduating, she was called up to
serve at Fort Bragg in North Carolina for one year
to replace active duty soldiers that were getting
deployed to Iraq. Berres trained and learned to
drive big trucks.

We only had a few missions. It was just
chaos. Nobody knew what was going on.
We transported some German engineers
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Left: Berres with best friend Tiffany Gorges (center) at Gorge’s deployment
in February 2012.
Center: Berres at Fort Bragg in 2003.
Right: Berres and Tiffany Gorges at their AIT Graduation
at Fort Leonard Wood in Missouri in 2002.

full battle rattle awaiting the descent to the tan
desert ground below. Packed in as tight as the
belongings in her trunk, her body rocked from
side to side. Turbulence caused the dirty, muggy
cargo plane to lurch in the air. The roar of the
engines clouded her already disorientated mind.

The number meant how many
deaths or dead bodies that they
found, how many injured people
they found, how many people
total they found.

We’re in this big cargo plane and we got all
our gear on. We got our gun and we’re just
crammed in there. We’re all sitting facing
each other and we’re looking at each other.
I’m thinking, “Oh my gosh, we’re really
here. Wow, it’s happening.”

who showed up to help. We hauled some of
their stuff across the city to a port where
they were trying to pump all the water that
was flooding out of the city. It mainly felt
good that I got to do something to help.
Since her unit was of the first to arrive, her
unit was one of the first sent back home. Luckily
for Berres, they departed from the Gulf Coast just
in time for her to start school again. She quickly
called up the nursing adviser at UW Oshkosh
who was able to get her into classes for the spring
semester of 2005, a week late. Just as she was
finishing her first year, she got another notice:
she’s headed to the Middle East.

While her classmates at UW Oshkosh were
worrying about tests or making new friends in
college, 24-year-old Spc. Dixie Berres worried
about what war was going to be like up close and
personal. Stationed in Taji, Iraq from September
2006 through August 2007, Berres spent the
first part of her deployment as a tower guard.
During the second part of her deployment she
drove trucks. Along with other soldiers in her
unit Berres hauled materials to a new FOB
(forward operating base) that was being built near
Baghdad. Outside the wire, the soldiers know
that they need to keep extra vigilant to combat

Now Entering Iraq
The flight to Iraq was long. Berres lost count
after 14 hours. She was among 70 soldiers in
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Berres with patients
from the village in
Chennai, India in
December 2010 during
her study abroad program.

insurgents who are often hidden. Berres and
others found ways to cope with the high tension.

When you’re a unit, we all become like
family. You’re all going through it so you
really rely on the people around you to get
you through it mentally and emotionally.

This girl, Summer and I, we would usually
always drive together and we’d have my
iPod and my speakers and we’d always
play (Chamillionaire’s) Ridin’ Dirty as we
were pulling out, cause we’re in the middle
of the desert. It’s gross and muddy at times
and we’re driving trucks.

different cities in India with a nursing study
abroad program. The UW Oshkosh nursing
students visited clinics and hospitals and assisted
local health care workers with wellness checks
in nearby villages. Coming from a small rural
town, Berres knew she was going to the world’s
second most populous country. She also knew
about the great disparity between the wealthy
and the poor. Despite her time in the Gulf Coast
during Hurricane Katrina and her tour in Iraq,
nothing prepared Berres for what she saw in parts
of India.

Every now and then, I’ll get a voicemail
from her with the song playing in the
background on the radio. That will always
make me remember the times we had
over there.
When you’re a unit, we all become like
family. You’re all going through it so you
really rely on the people around you to get
you through it mentally and emotionally.

There was garbage everywhere. They have
really big sanitation problems. It’s not like
what we have here. The population there
is just astounding. It’s just overwhelming.
People everywhere. Over here we have
our personal space, we have our bubbles
and there they don’t. That was kind of a

International Nursing
When Berres’ tour ended, she returned to
UW Oshkosh to pick up her life as a nursing
student. In December 2010, she traveled to three
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Berres on tower guard in Taji, Iraq in 2006.
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Berres with a service flag presented to her after she finished training at Fort Bragg, at her home in Oshkosh, Wis., in March 2012.
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Berres with dog Max at her Oshkosh, Wis., home.

hard pill to swallow I guess cause you’re
just thinking you’re going over there, and
you’re almost a new nurse, and you’re
excited to go to another country and help.
I’m not sure how much we were able to
help. Overall, that trip made me very
thankful for what we have here, like good
sanitation systems and traffic laws.

the hospital, I’m not dreading it as much as
I could. It’s only eight hours. I’ve done 12hour night shifts before. Eight hours should
be nothing. It’ll be fine.
If I can sit in a tower and stare into
nothingness for eight hours, I think I can
manage doing an eight-hour shift in a
warm hospital, checking on my patients.

Entering the Real World

Life after the Military

After she graduated from UW Oshkosh in
May 2011, she was hired at the Mercy Medical
Center in Oshkosh, Wis. Berres now works
third-shift as a nurse on the cardiac floor. The
third-shift can be a bear, especially for newbie
nurses, but Berres wasn’t too fazed by the 11
p.m.-7 a.m. shift.

Ten years after she signed up for the
Wisconsin Army National Guard, Berres still
feels the effects of the military. Her house in
Oshkosh has only a few remnants of her time in
the military—a few plaques and an American
flag that was presented to her after she finished
her training in Fort Bragg. She and her husband,
Jeff Berres, a Marine and an Iraq War vet, eschew
news reports from the front lines. They don’t
need to see the images. They don’t need to hear
the sounds of battle.

Right before I joined the military I worked
at a front desk of a hotel. I worked night
shift and absolutely hated it. I would get
sick to my stomach every morning. I just
despised it. Well, when I was on tower
guard we rotated shifts every month, so
there were two months that I had to work
third shift. And starting this night shift at

I don’t really watch much of the war
coverage. I don’t feel like me watching it is
going to be able to change it. I won’t turn
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Berres with husband Jeff Berres at
their wedding on June 12, 2012.

on CNN. I don’t really go to those stations.
I just don’t watch them.

what lies ahead in the Middle East. However, her
tears belie her words. Berres’ voice breaks as she
talks about her friend’s second tour of duty.

There’s been a couple war movies that Jeff
and I have watched, like The Hurt Locker.
We watched it and we both will never want
to watch that movie again. It’s not one
I’m going to buy and watch over and over
again.

I had asked Tiffany to be my maid of honor,
and that was always the plan as long as I
can remember. She called me one day and
said, “I got some bad news. I’m not going
be able to be your maid of honor. I just got
the call. We’re getting deployed.” She knew
there was a good chance that they won’t get
any leave either. It was tough to take in, but
I think it was easier for me to understand
than one of our friends that hadn’t been in
the military.

Berres’ contract with the Wisconsin Army
National Guard has ended, but she has many
friends who are still enlisted. In fact, her best
friend since the eighth-grade, Tiffany Gorges
(also of Omro, Wis.), the one who enlisted with
her a decade ago, was sent to Afghanistan in April
for a second tour. The deployment meant Gorges
missed Berres’ June 16, 2012 wedding.

I sometimes wonder if I should be afraid,
but why worry about things that you can’t
control? I’ll pray for her, cause she’s my
best friend. That unit’s my family. I’ll be
praying for all of them.

Berres says she is not afraid for her best
friend. She says she knows that her friend has
been well-trained, that she is well-prepared for

Dixie Berres and her husband Jeff Berres live
in Oshkosh with their yellow lab, Max.

I don’t really watch much of the war
coverage. I don’t feel like me watching
it is going to be able to change it.
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Military rank: Staff Sergeant, 420th Engineer Brigade from College Station, Texas;
Staff Sergeant, 100th Division, Milwaukee
Tour: May 2008-March 2009, Afghanistan

By Bradley Beck
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Anderson in the back of a mine-resistant, ambush-protected
vehicle on patrol in Afghanistan.

device, different breathing apparatuses, and
various drugs.

In the Bag
Will Anderson, 27, sports the uniform of most
third-year nursing students—hospital scrubs.
He carries with him a sand-colored military
issued backpack crammed with back-breaking
textbooks. When other students grumble about
lugging the bulky textbooks from class to class,
Anderson smiles quietly. He knows how good he
has it now, because not so long ago, he patrolled
the Afghan desert lugging loads of combat gear
on his back.

The First and Last Beer
In May of 2001, before graduating from
Goodrich High School in Fond du Lac, Wis.,
Anderson enlisted in the U.S. Air Force to be
a computer programmer. A few months later,
his Air Force ambitions came to a halt after he
injured his knee in a work accident at a door
factory. With the military out of the immediate
picture, he enrolled at UW-Fond du Lac, where he
reconnected with a girl named Sarah, someone he
knew in high school and someone who definitely
was not interested in dating a guy that she
regarded as a “project.” But Anderson persisted
and Sarah relented after he showed he was no
longer the “reckless kid” that she knew in high
school. For Anderson, however, the call of the
military still resonated.

I weighed everything on me once. I’m not
a very big guy. If I was out on the ground
with my large bag in the truck it would be
somewhere around 100 or 110 pounds,
which literally doubled my weight.
In the bag, I’d have my vest, my eye
protection, my weapon or two—my 9mm
and my M16. All of that with the body
armor was about 60 pounds. I carried one
pack of medical supplies that usually stayed
in our truck. I carried things like multiple
liters of fluid in case someone was bleeding
out, extra tourniquets, a hand suction

I was just spinning my wheels. I was a
pretty awful kid. I was doing stuff that was
not conducive to living a long life. I made
all of the dumb mistakes you can make as
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Medical staff for the 420th
Engineer Brigade Higher
Headquarters (HHC).

a kid and I knew it wasn’t healthy for me. I
was hoping that the military would provide
me a little discipline that I very badly
needed and I could try on a new hat in the
medical field.

He said, “Back in ‘Nam’, they got the
first beer and they got the last beer.
We always took care of our ‘docs’.”
that respect, the “everything to everybody.”
As a combat medic, you’re the Swiss Army
knife of the army. I was all signed up and
ready to go.

I’ve always had an admiration for combat
medics, but I hadn’t really thought about
it as a job for myself. One of the defining
moments that helped solidify being a medic
in my mind was when I was standing in line
at the recruiting office thinking about what
job I wanted. There was this old grizzled
Vietnam vet standing right in front of me
who was signing back up to join the Army.

In the Army
After enlisting in the U.S. Army in May
2004, Anderson enrolled at UW Oshkosh as a
student in the pre-physician assistant program
before quickly switching his major to nursing.
That winter he left for basic training at Fort Sill
in Lawton, Okla. The U.S. was in the middle of
two wars with no end in sight. Anderson knew he
would get deployed. It was only a matter of time.

He turned and asked what my scores were
on my military aptitude test. I told him.
He said, “Man, if I had scores like that, I
would be a medic.”

I fully expected on being deployed right
after I graduated basic training. Once you
have enlisted, once you have made the
commitment and you have signed it, you
have signed up for whatever comes your
way. There is no point in fighting it. That’s

He said, “Back in ‘Nam’, they got the first
beer and they got the last beer. We always
took care of our ‘docs’.”
That was the moment I decided I wanted
the first beer and the last beer. I wanted
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Left: Anderson with the 420th
medical staff posing for a Christmas
card photo.
Right: Anderson standing guard
outside a civilian hospital in
Afghanistan during a medical
assessment of the facility.

He immediately called his parents to relay
the news. His mother started praying right after
he hung up.

the life that you chose at that particular
moment. It’s your duty. You go because you
have to go, and you go because if you don’t
go, someone else has to.

With their best friends and the county clerk
as witnesses, Anderson and Sarah were married
at the Winnebago County Courthouse on Jan.
4, 2008. Neither told anyone about the speedy
nuptials. They were afraid no one would show up
and they really wanted to have a real wedding,
with cake and the whole shebang. The timing was
just not right.

Two weeks before Christmas 2007, Anderson
was on his way to take an anatomy final exam.
As he was parking his car he received a phone
call from his unit administrator. The news:
deployment to Afghanistan.
I had previously made a promise to my
girlfriend Sarah that if I was getting
deployed, we were going to get married.
I wanted to marry her. We just didn’t have
any money. I was actually saving up money
to buy her a ring next fall. The Army just
sped my plans up. My wife will tell you now
that if it was not for the Army we would
never be married… I was dragging my feet.
But I sat her down on the couch and said,
“I’m getting deployed.”

One month later, the day after the New York
Giants stunned the previously unbeaten New
England Patriots in Super Bowl XLII, Anderson
left for pre-deployment training in New Mexico,
where he met the other soldiers also deploying to
Afghanistan.

Casualty Count
Combat Medic Anderson headed to
Afghanistan May 15, right around the time his
fellow students at UW Oshkosh began their
summer break. His brigade flew from Fort
McCoy in Tomah, Wis., directly to Manas Air
Base in Kyrgyzstan. From there, they spent

The first thing she said was,‘‘We’re getting
married then, right?”
I said, “Yes.”
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Anderson running in front of vehicles parked on-line at FOB Kushamond in Afghanistan.

two days waiting for a flight to their base in
Afghanistan. Anderson, then 25, had earned
the title: Brigade Emergency Medicine Non
Commission Officer In Charge.

On the ground, laden with more than 60
pounds of combat gear, Anderson looked nothing
like the guy that walked through the hallways at
UW Oshkosh just a few months prior.

My role was to assist in developing
protocols for treatment of casualties,
tracking casualties, where they went
across the country. I helped treat some
of the soldiers in the hospital and I
helped evaluate their status all the way
back to the stateside until eventually
they were released stateside to go back
home. For the most part, it was a job that
required a ridiculous amount
of paperwork.

I carried with me a little purse. The
guys in my group called it a “murse.”
It was the medic purse. It was about 6
by 9 inches that I kept a liter of fluid in,
tourniquet, some different things to stop
bleeding, some burn dressings and things
like that along with my narcotics kit.
That went with me everywhere I went,
including the shower. If we would be
gone for a long time I took another
smaller bag with me. You want to focus
on stopping the bleeding and making sure
the airway stays open. Then you address
everything else.

It is my job to know that you went from
point A to B, from point C to point D.
Along the way I need information on how
a soldier’s condition is at each location.
Your command staff is responsible for
every single soldier. The tracking serves
so we can keep an eye on them and not
lose track of your guys. It was a very
challenging job. It was unlike anything
that I had done before.

That’s Why You Train
He worked in the same unit for 10 months
in eastern Afghanistan. At 10,000 feet above
sea level, the weather conditions were extreme.
Winter was brutal, the summer sun equally
punishing.
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Anderson instructing a student at the Tactical Medical Operations Lane (TMO) at Fort Hunter-Liggett in California on treatment of foreign
national casualties in 2012. (Photo courtesy of the United States Department of Defense.)
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Left: Anderson with another soldier right before heading
outside the wire in Afghanistan.
Right: Anderson outside FOB Sharana in Afghanistan.

I deployed with a unit from Texas and I
don’t think too many of them knew how
to drive in the snow. Me and one of my
buddies from Minnesota were on the snow
and ice removal team. We always joked that
it was because we knew how to shovel and
they didn’t.

The particular challenge was just sitting
there…we still had to convoy back and
keeping your head in the game in that
scenario was pretty difficult. But that’s
why you train.
kind of injury that I could expect based on
mortar round impacting, like things to treat
ruptured eardrums. We were constantly
getting attacked that day.

Anderson rode as a medic on a few missions.
During one mission he was with an escort of
trucks traveling from one base to another. The
trip should have only taken one day. It ended up
taking three.

At the same time, back in Wisconsin,
Anderson’s mother-in-law fell critically ill. She
passed away the first day of the mission.

We were heading out on some pretty
dangerous routes. We traveled from FOB
Sharana to Kushamond, Afghanistan. It got
really dangerous, really fast. Within the first
few hours we found three IEDs and almost
every time it was accompanied with small
arms fire and mortar rounds coming in.
One of the mortar rounds ended up hitting
the trailer that was attached to my vehicle
and literally pushed it up off of the ground.
I saw the explosion. I made sure that my
supplies were easily accessible for the

I ended up finding out about my mother-inlaw at the halfway point of the mission and
it was by accident. It was a fluke.
Someone walked up to the Lieutenant and
said, “Hey, have you seen Sgt. Anderson?
They have an emergency Red Cross
message for him.” I was standing right next
to the Lieutenant.
The cat was out of the bag at that point and
I still hadn’t completed the mission,
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but I had found out my mother-in-law
had passed.

There is no chemo treatment in
Afghanistan and there are no
oncology clinics. We were just trying
to help her out a little.

I couldn’t come home immediately. It was
pretty difficult having to explain to my wife
why I wasn’t going to be home immediately
and why she couldn’t get in contact with
me for four days after her mother had
passed away.

few medical options would seek help from the
Americans.
A 3-year-old Afghani girl had a tumor
behind her eye and it had started to spread.
The tumor had actually pushed her eye out
of her head. There is no chemo treatment
in Afghanistan and there are no oncology
clinics. We were just trying to help her out
a little.

It was difficult having to deal with her
death and having to deal with the loss
that my wife was feeling and not being
able to be there at that moment in time.
The particular challenge was just sitting
there… we still had to convoy back and
keeping your head in the game in that
scenario was pretty difficult. But that’s why
you train.

After we packaged her up a little we just
had to let her go. There’s nothing we could
do to treat her tumor. It’s hard to deal with
stuff like that.

Casualties of War

Soon after, there was a gentleman who
came in to our aid station and a stray
round from an AK-47 ended up going
through his car and struck him in the back
of the head.

Anderson says he was fortunate not to see a
lot of intense casualties among the U.S. soldiers.
However, what sticks in his mind most are the
scenes that unfolded while he was stationed in
the aid station on the base. Local Afghans with
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pretty good compared to others during the
war. Although, some things about being in
Afghanistan grew a bit tiresome.

There are people who have had it far
worse. Especially for the people who were
there in the early parts of the war.

The food was decent, but unless you like
eating California blend vegetables with
cheese sauces twice a day for 10 months,
you might want to think about doing
something else. I love California blend
vegetables, don’t get me wrong, but for 10
months twice a day, it’s a lot of carrots and
cauliflower and broccoli with cheese sauce.

He was brought in to the aid station along
with a few other people who were injured.
He was lying on my table. He was shot in
the head and I checked for the entrance and
exit wound.
The front of his face looked fine. I lifted
his head and as soon as it came off the
pillow his liquid brains started coming
out the back of his head. So, I put his head
back down and said, “Nobody touch this
pillow!”

One of the bases I was at didn’t happen to
have a food shipment in a while. They were
just down to peanut butter and jelly, which
was pretty awesome at the time. There was
another place back on the main base that
had a lot of extravagant foods. Maybe
not extravagant but the everyday basic
American food, but it’s still not quite the
same. A hamburger just doesn’t taste like
a hamburger.

We packaged his head up the best we could
and we kept him alive long enough for his
family to come and pay their respects. It
was terrible that their son was dying, but it
felt good to help people on that level.

There are people who have had it far
worse. Especially for the people who were
there in the early parts of the war.

A Soldier’s Life
Anderson is quick to admit he had it
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When I finally got to the base where I
stayed for most of my deployment, most of
my room had been looted… the mattress
was taken, the wall locker was gone. My
door was gone too. I ended up using some
camo netting and a Wisconsin Badger flag
for my door.

There are things that you do, where every
day for the rest of your life, you will end up
second-guessing what you did.
Days go by where I don’t think about it
and days go by where you think about it all
the time.
For everyone it’s different. But for almost
every soldier who has been in combat
I guarantee that almost any time there has
been contact with the enemy, there was
at least one thing that sticks out in your
mind that was a lesson learned or is
something where you could second-guess
yourself later.

My unit stayed in a wooden building and
one day we had a discussion about what we
should do when mortar rounds or rockets
were coming in and the guy next to me
goes, “Oh, just grab your mattress and roll
over. That’s what we did in Iraq.”
I started laughing, “I have an air mattress,
dude.”

It was very hard for me to do everyday
mundane tasks. You are used to this intense
environment and adrenaline coursing
through you all of the time.

He said, “You should probably try to run to
the bunker then.”

Calm, Cool and Collected
The experiences that stick out in his mind
most are kept sealed. Anderson pulls back from
more details and chooses his words carefully, not
allowing too many bits of private information to
dribble out. But when he does tell a story he can’t
help from cracking a smile, even when the story
is about a wicked brush with death.

Home at Last
After returning to the civilian world 10
months after first landing in Afghanistan,
Anderson had some adjusting to do in Oshkosh.
Your whole emotional mindset has to
change. Instead of thinking, “I need to go
get this, I need to do this right now because
people’s lives depend on me doing this right
now,” you kind of have to settle back into
that routine of, “I’ll get this done and if it
doesn’t get done immediately, that’s fine.”

There is a character in the television series
Band of Brothers that is sitting underneath
a tree during the Battle of the Bulge.
He’s just sitting there and he’s watching
all of this stuff blow up. A small part of
you thinks it’s really awesome and really
cool because you’re seeing all of this crazy
stuff happen all around you. It’s really just
sensory overload. But at the same time,
your training kicks in and you’re calm,
cool and collected. You’re communicating
with each other and doing what you need
to do. My emotions were all over the board,
but I was still calm and cool. It’s very hard
to describe.

When you make mistakes in Afghanistan, it
can get people killed.
It was very hard for me to do everyday
mundane tasks. You are used to this intense
environment and adrenaline coursing
through you all of the time. Everything is
either life and death or preparing for life
and death. It was really difficult. It was
really, really difficult. I thank God all of the
time for my wife and how patient she was.
Excuse my language, but at times, I was a
raging asshole.

It’s not that I was laughing when there are
all sorts of incoming rounds. You are just
kind of amazed that all this is happening.
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Anderson at the UW Oshkosh College of Nursing simulation lab in 2012.

There are opportunities that you can really
make a big impact in someone’s life. It was
most definitely the right choice for me.

The military flat out made me a better
person. It made me more responsible and
helped me develop goals instead of drifting
through life aimlessly.

In April 2010, Anderson re-enlisted for
another three years in the Army Reserve to
become a combat medic instructor. Someday he
hopes to work in a rural family medical practice.
He is scheduled to graduate from the College of
Nursing at the University of Wisconsin Oshkosh
December 2012.

When you are sitting in a pit class and
there is someone playing a video game...
yeah, I go off a little. I want to smash
the computer over their head. That was
one thing that just drove me nuts. I take
education a lot more seriously. To be able
to get one and to actually be sitting in that
seat is a privilege.
I don’t want to do things that aren’t going
to help me succeed in education and
succeed in graduating. The military flat out
made me a better person. It made me more
responsible and helped me develop goals
instead of drifting through life aimlessly.
I wanted to become a nurse for more
patient interaction. Be it a casualty on the
battlefield, or be it someone who walked
into a doctor’s office with appendicitis.
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Denise Parrish
Degrees: Bachelor of Science in Nursing, University of Wisconsin Oshkosh, 1998
Master of Science in Nursing, University of Wisconsin Oshkosh, 2009
Military rank: E-4 Specialist, U.S. Army, 44th Medical Brigade, 212th MASH, Wiesbaden, Germany
Tour: Zagreb, Croatia: Operation Provide Promise, 1992-1993
By Amy Wasnidge
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Parrish with her son, Zach, in Oshkosh, Wis., in 2012.

Soldier and Mother

And seeing those nurses holding my baby
brother, I knew they’re the ones who care for
the people. Right then I knew I’d be a nurse.

Denise Parrish smiles broadly as her son
Zach pulls up, towing a trailer with a sleek black
Polaris snowmobile. Her son had just purchased
the vehicle and wanted to show it off.

nothing like hers—when she was a new mother
and a Specialist in the U.S. Army, deployed to a
foreign country to fight in a war that she barely
understood.

“Does it go fast?” Parrish asks, almost
rhetorically.
Zach, 20, grins. “Not too fast.”

Rebel with a Cause

They look at each other and chuckle.
Parrish’s heart aches just a bit. As a mother, she
just wants what all mothers want, to keep their
children safe. Young men and snowmobiles… As
a nurse of 15 years at Mercy Medical Center in
Oshkosh, Wis., Parrish knows that every winter,
eager young snowmobilers will find their way to
the emergency room.

Parrish grew up in Hill Point, Wis., an
unincorporated rural town of about 500 in
south-central Wisconsin. She is the fourth of six
children, the daughter of a dairy farmer and a
housewife. Parrish always knew she’d end up in
the medical field because she liked the idea of
helping people.

She shakes away those thoughts and musters
enough enthusiasm for Zach’s newest purchase.
She replaces the muted dread with gratitude.
She is thankful that Zach can look forward to
zooming across the frozen lakes in Wisconsin and
hanging out with friends and family.

When I was a kid I wanted to be a doctor. I
know every little kid wants to be a doctor,
but I really wanted to be a doctor. That all
changed when I was 11 when my youngest
brother Josh was in a car accident. He was
just four weeks old. He flew 50 feet from
the car and landed in a ditch. He had this

She is grateful that her son’s 21st year will be
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Parrish with her son, Zach, at the
Wiesbaden Air Base in Wiesbaden,
Germany before her departure to
Croatia in 1992.

huge skull fracture. I heard people say if he
lived, he’d be a vegetable.

In the Army
Parrish doesn’t really remember when the
idea of joining the military came to her. She
did not come from a military family, unless you
count her grandfather who was drafted in World
War II. Although Parrish was a standout student,
earned mostly A’s throughout her school career
at Weston High, she had a rebellious streak that
liked to test the limits.

I saw the nurses in the intensive care unit
holding Josh. I realized the reason I wanted
to be a doctor was because I wanted to take
care of people. And seeing those nurses
holding my baby brother, I knew they’re the
ones who care for the people. Right then I
knew I’d be a nurse.

I had thought about joining the military.
I’ve seen the commercials about joining
the Army and they just spoke to me. Even
though I was a good student - I graduated
salutatorian in my class of 41 students - I
still had a rebel streak.

I went to the grocery store with my mom
while Josh was in the ICU. We were in
the aisle to check out and she picked up
this book titled “Baby Names and their
Biblical meaning.”
She looked up “Joshua.” It said, “The
one who God saves.” My mom said at that
moment she knew he was going to be
all right.

When I talked to the school guidance
counselor about my future plans, and
possibly joining the military, he told me
that would be the worst idea in the world.
He thought as salutatorian, I could get
scholarships and go to college. But my
rebel attitude took over. I said, “You know
what? I’m going to join the military and
see where it takes me.”

Because he was such a newborn, Josh’s
fontanels weren’t closed. That meant it
allowed the brain to swell and then go
back. Josh is OK, more than OK. He grew
up normally and is now happily married.
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Parrish with members of her unit at a
training exercise in Fort Polk, La.

I think we live in a great country and the
idea of the military was just interesting. It
was the unknown and the idea of paving my
own way in the world that interested me. I
was probably naïve.

left for the Army. She kept the marriage secret
from her parents for six months. Aside from a
brief visit in San Antonio where Parrish was in
training camp, the newlyweds lived apart during
Parrish’s time at various basic training camps.
Leaving the only home that she really knew
was heart-breaking for daughter and parents.
Her dad, a stoic dairy farmer, rarely showed
emotion. A quiet man, he goes about his work,
taking care of the farm, taking care of the
family. But when the time came for Parrish to
leave for her first basic training in Fort Dix,
N.J., the strong man broke down. As family
and friends came by the house to say good-bye,
Parrish sat on the couch, trying to keep her tears
at bay. Her father knelt on the floor in front of
her, held her hands and wept.

From Books to Basic Training
Parrish joined the Army in 1989 while
still in high school. She knew she wanted to
pursue a nursing career, so she enlisted as an
operating room technician within the Mobile
Army Surgical Hospital (MASH) 212 unit. She
couldn’t be a nurse because she would need a
college degree, but as an operating room tech,
she’d gain exposure and knowledge. After
graduating high school in 1990, she and her high
school sweetheart, Kris, eloped and were married
at the Baraboo Courthouse. A week later, she

In December of 1990, Parrish completed
OJT (on the job training) and learned she was
about to be shipped to Germany as the Gulf
War was beginning. Soon Desert Storm was
in progress, and Parrish was on a plane to
Frankfurt, Germany, where she encountered a
new environment that was nothing like her small
town of Hill Point.

I think we live in a great country and the
idea of the military was just interesting. It
was the unknown and the idea of paving
my own way in the world that interested
me. I was probably naïve.
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Photos from a newspaper article of Parrish’s unit’s Farewell Send Off to Croatia featuring Parrish and her son, Zach.

and resupply. This time, we were told we
only had seven days to get ready to go to
Croatia.

The whole time you’re in training, you’re
in a regular hospital. You’re learning the
job of what an operating room technician
does. When I got to Germany, I said, “Well,
where is our hospital?”

Because I had my son, Zach, I had to make
sure that I had a plan for him if something
were to happen to me. I had to get my will
in order. I didn’t want my son to forget me.
He was only a year old. I spent time making
videos of myself for him to watch. You’d
think that because you’re leaving, you just
talk to your family a lot. But it was more
quiet time than anything. I just want to be
with them.

They looked at me like I was kind of stupid.
They said, “You see those boxes over
there?” I was like, “Yeah,” and they said,
“The hospital is in there.”
I still didn’t get it that, “Oh, our hospital is
a tent and we have to set it up.”
It was a little bit of a learning curve.

Three days before I left for Croatia, I
turned 21. I was on a railhead and that
means you’re loading the equipment on a
train to be taken to Croatia. And I thought,
“Wow, what I would give to be 21 in
the States.” That’s what I kept thinking
that day.

Kris came with me to Germany. It was
hard, but we made it work. In October of
1991, we had Zachary. A year later, while
I was out on the field on a 30-day training
expedition, we got a call that we were
being deployed for six months to Croatia.
Truthfully, when they said Croatia, I said
“Where is that?”

The worst part was the area we occupied
called Camp Pleso. It was on Zagreb’s
airport. When the Serbs or whoever left the
area, they threw land mines everywhere,

Usually, when you come back from the field,
you have to clean the equipment, restock
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Parrish, whose U.S. military duties fell under the United Nations, prepping to leave for Croatia in 1992.
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Parrish teaching nursing students
at UW Oshkosh in 2011.

so we were told we could not step off the
blacktop because it wasn’t safe.

I was there. Because we fell under the
United Nations, they didn’t recognize us
as U.S. troops. It hurts because you don’t
get the support from your country. I was
on hazardous duty pay, and I was in a
war zone, but you didn’t get the help or
support like when you’re deployed to Iraq
or Afghanistan. A lot of schools made care
packages and sent thank you cards to those
units. We didn’t get that because they didn’t
know we were there.

We had to set the hospital up from a tent.
We had rubber for a floor and rubber
walls. And then the actual operating room
was like this container that flipped open. It
was kind of like an RV, but nowhere near
that pretty.

Croatia and the United Nations
As Parrish was taking care of the wounded
in Zagreb, her mother was back in the States
trying to catch any news about the American
troops in Croatia. But to her dismay, she learned
that her daughter was engaged in a war unknown
to most Americans.

Running the hospital was a challenge
because we didn’t have translators. There
was this one time we had to take care of
three Russian soldiers who were playing
with a hand grenade that went off. One
of them ended up a double amputee, one
was a single amputee and the other one
had shrapnel in his left testicle. We had to
bring that man into the operating room and
we couldn’t tell him what we were doing,
but he was pretty sure that we were going
to kill him or cut off his private parts.
The biggest barrier was with the Russian
soldiers because we’ve been enemies for so

When we deployed, we were United
States Army, but we fell under the United
Nations. It was frustrating to my mom
because she would hear on the news a
lot of info about Serbia and all turmoil
that was going on. She said there was
no mention of U.S. troops in the area.
She was frustrated because she knew
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Left: Parrish with her husband, Kris, at Zach’s high school
graduation, 2010.
Right: Parrish with her son, Zach, 2012.

long that they couldn’t see that we were on
the same side.

I remember going to my adviser and
saying, “I want to be done as quick as
I can. Let’s lay it out.”

Balancing Work and Family

He had these “early return of dependents”
paperwork filled out already when I got
home because he was done. He just didn’t
want any more of it. I begged him to give us
six months. Now we’ve been married for 21
years.

When Parrish’s time was served in Croatia,
she was ecstatic about going back to Germany,
back to her husband, back to her toddler son. But
she learned that toll of living in a foreign country
so far away from rural Wisconsin affected not
only her, but also her husband, Kris, who had to
be their son’s dad and mom while she was away.

We finally left Germany in June of 1994. I
had to go through a 10-day out-processing
period in Fort Dix before I finally got back
to Wisconsin. I didn’t really relax much. I
enrolled in nursing school at UW Oshkosh
and started going the summer semester of
1994.

Going back to Germany was actually as
hard as leaving. It was the biggest surprise
of my life. My husband was doing his
own thing. I was doing my own thing. We
realized that we could live independently
of each other. To reunite and make it work
again basically as newlyweds was really
challenging. I remember feeling jilted or
angry cause I went into the house and
everything was moved around. Nothing
was where I had it. It was his own space. It
was hard to become a family again. I really
didn’t know that we were going to make it.

I’m kind of a rocket. When I get something
in my head like nursing school, I keep doing
it until it’s finished. I remember going to my
adviser and saying, “I want to be done as
quick as I can. Let’s lay it out.” She said,
“You could do it in three and a half years,
but it would be pretty intense.” I don’t think
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Right: Parrish with Dixie Berres at Mercy Medical Center in Oshkosh, Wis., in 2012.
Left: Parrish with her children Zach, Brody and Mackenzie in 2012.

she thought I was going to really do it, but I
did. I just needed to get done for my family.
Kris sacrificed a lot. And Zach, I had to do
it for Zach. I wanted to provide stability
and contribute to the family. I just did it.
I got up at 2 a.m. and would study until I
went to work. And then I’d go to work at
UPS loading trucks, and then go to school.

into his own apartment in June, they have Brody,
4, and Mackenzie, 2. Parrish earned her master’s
in nursing with an emphasis on education August
of 2009. While working as an outpatient surgery
registered nurse at Mercy, she also taught at
her alma mater, teaching future nurses from
September 2009 until May 2011. Since then, she
has returned to full-time nursing, managing 60
employees, 40 of them nurses. Every so often,
she’d reflect on the journey that took her from
her farmhouse to the battlefields and the healing
floors of the hospital. Good and bad, she knows
that those experiences helped shaped her to be the
person she is today.

In July 1997, while I was still in school, I
got a job at Mercy hospital as a certified
nursing assistant. That was just so nice. It
was different just because it was a hospital,
a real hospital, not a tent. I worked every
other weekend and it was just to get my foot
in the door so when I graduated, I would be
more likely to get a nursing job.

I’m not as judgmental of people as I think
I would have been if I didn’t go into the
military. I’m more open to diverse opinions.
I’m a lot more patient of a person because
things can always be worse. And my bad
day now is not so bad.

I graduated December 1997 with a
minor in Psychology. I did it in three and
a half years.

Denise Parrish has been working as the
manager of Patient Care Unit 1 at Mercy Medical
Center since June of 2011.

Teaching and Lessons Learned
Parrish and her husband Kris, a building
contractor, are now like many busy parents with
young children. In addition to Zach, who moved
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About Us
Multimedia News Intern and Producer
Noell Dickmann is a senior majoring in journalism at
the University of Wisconsin Oshkosh. She has produced
multimedia stories for Endeavors, a faculty and staff
scholarship magazine, and the Beyond Classroom Walls
website for the University. She has also been a news anchor
and writer for Titan TV, the campus television station.
Dickmann has composed original music and lyrics for videos
promoted on the University website.
Multimedia News Intern and Producer
During his time at UW Oshkosh, Bradley Beck contributed
to and collaborated on numerous stories, interviews, and
podcasts for the University’s Beyond Classroom Walls website
and for Endeavors magazine. He also hosted a weekly jazz
radio show on WRST-FM and collaborated on several RadioTV-Film projects. Beck, who majored in Radio-TV-Film and
psychology, graduated from UW Oshkosh May 2012 with
a Bachelor of Science degree. Currently, he is eCommerce
Technical and Creative Writer for TriTech Corporation of
America in Waukesha, Wis.
Student Reporter
Amy Wasnidge received her second Bachelor of Science
degree in June 2012 graduating on the Dean’s List in
journalism with a double emphasis in Writing/Editing
and Public Relations. She was a contributing writer to
the University’s Endeavors magazine. Wasnidge lives in
Milwaukee with her husband and their two children, Amelia
and Lyvia.
Student Reporter
As a third-year journalism student at UW Oshkosh, Morgan
Counts has published work in university and state-wide
publications, including Women Magazine, fyi! Family, the
Advance-Titan and Endeavors. Counts is working to complete
a Bachelor of Arts degree in journalism and economics in
2014. From there she plans to attend graduate school in
journalism or law and further pursue a career in journalism.
Student Reporter
Nate Cate is a senior majoring in journalism with a minor
in sustainable management. In addition to reporting on the
War: Through Their Eyes Vol. 2. Warriors & Nurses, Cate
also contributed to the first issue of Endeavors, the faculty
and academic staff scholarship and research magazine at the
University. Cate also hosted Megahurtz, a heavy metal and
rock radio show for WRST-FM.
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Project Photographer and Art Director
Shawn McAfee is the coordinator for the Graphics &
Presentation Center at UW Oshkosh. She has more than 25
years experience as a graphic designer, art director and prepress specialist. She has also been an adjunct instructor for the
UW Oshkosh Art department and is the principal designer for
every major Beyond Classroom Walls project. McAfee earned
a BFA from UW Oshkosh and a masters of arts degree from
UW-Milwaukee.
Web Designer
Brian Ledwell is a multimedia developer in Learning
Technologies at the University of Wisconsin Oshkosh.
He graduated from the University of Idaho with a master’s
degree in Fine Art in 1999 and earned his BFA from the
University of Toledo.
Editor
Grace Lim is the editor and producer of Beyond Classroom
Walls, an online publication that highlights excellence at the
University of Wisconsin Oshkosh. Lim is also an adjunct
instructor in the Department of Journalism. With the help
of University Learning Technologies, Lim has helmed several
student-faculty works. She is the features editor for
Endeavors, the University’s faculty and staff scholarship
magazine. She was also the director of the short documentary
Airboat Rescue 1: When the Ice Breaks, a cross-discipline
collaborative project that involved student, faculty and staff
from four departments. More recently, Lim brought two
journalism students to China to document the journey of
two study abroad groups—the Math Education in China and
Business and Economics in China. The students reported and
podcasted from a marketplace in Ninghai to the Great Wall
of China near Beijing. A longtime journalist, Lim has been
a staff reporter for the Miami Herald, the Austin AmericanStatesman and People magazine covering crime, education and
business. She earned her bachelor’s degree in journalism from
the University of Texas in Austin and her master’s degree from
Columbia Graduate School of Journalism.
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The War: Through Their Eyes student multimedia project exists because of the support
of many who believe in this project.

Friends of the Exhibit
The University of Wisconsin Oshkosh Office of the Chancellor
The University of Wisconsin Oshkosh Foundation, Inc.
The University of Wisconsin Oshkosh Office of the Provost
The University of Wisconsin Oshkosh College of Letters and Science
The University of Wisconsin Oshkosh College of Nursing
The University of Wisconsin Oshkosh Learning Technologies
University Books & More
Reeve Union and the Gail Floether Steinhilber Gallery at the
University of Wisconsin Oshkosh
UW Oshkosh Veterans Resource Center
Mercy Medical Center and Mercy Health Foundation
Those who wish to contribute to the War: Through Their Eyes student multimedia
project and other projects like this, please contact:
University of Wisconsin Oshkosh Foundation, Inc.
842 Algoma Blvd., Oshkosh, WI 54901-3551
or visit www.uwosh.edu/foundation.
Please direct your gift to the Student Multimedia Projects Fund.
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www.uwosh.edu/veterans

student services, the Veterans Resource Center strives to
ensure that our veteran population is receiving the broad
spectrum of support they deserve.
Because of our support programs, relationships, and
commitment to our veterans, the University of Wisconsin
Oshkosh has been recognized by the Military Times Edge
Magazine as a “Best for Vets” campus (2011 & 2012)
as well as a “military friendly” institute by the GI Jobs
magazine (2010, 2011 & 2012).
Since the enactment of the Servicemen’s
Readjustment Act of 1944 the University of Wisconsin
Oshkosh has been committed to assisting veterans in the
use of their education benefits. Today that commitment
has grown, leading to the creation of the UW Oshkosh
Veterans Resource Center. This comprehensive one stop
shop includes a dedicated staff to coordinate benefits
and resources, a computer lab, a resource library, a
veteran’s lounge, and meeting space.

Veteran Resource
Center Services
• State and Federal Benefit Processing
• Campus and Community Resource 			
Coordination
• Military Ambassador Program/ Peer mentoring
• Service Referrals
• Veteran Lounge

The UW Oshkosh Veterans Resource Center has
recently expanded our services by partnering with the
Green Bay Vet Center to provide on campus counseling
services for eligible veterans. In addition, representatives
from the Appleton VA clinic as well as the Winnebago
County Veterans Services office hold monthly office hours
in the Veterans Resource Center.

• Veteran Computer Lab
• Meeting Space
• UW Oshkosh Veteran Association (Student 		
Veterans of America Chapter)
Veterans Resource Center
University of Wisconsin Oshkosh
130 Dempsey Hall
1800 Algoma Blvd. Oshkosh, WI 54901
(920) 424-1804
va@uwosh.edu

While processing accurate and timely education
benefits remains a priority, the Veterans Resource Center
continues to develop innovative programs to assist
veterans with their transition from military service to
academic pursuits. Working closely with a variety of
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Character • Skill • Compassion •
Determination • Commitment.

Leach Continuing Education
Fund for Nurses.

Common qualities of nurses who
choose to partner with Mercy
Medical Center for a rewarding,
meaningful career.

Technology Advancements.

We celebrate and appreciate
nurses who serve at home and
abroad.

Charity Care.
Nurses for the Future Fund.
Supporting nurses
serving on the frontline
at home.

Gallery
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