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Safe at Home
Beep. Beep. Beep. The sound of a garbage
truck echoed through Myles Bork’s ears as he
slept in the upstairs bedroom of his father’s
Appleton, Wis., home.
BANG! The sound ruptured through Bork’s
head, jolting him out of bed, blood pumping,
breath thrusting in his chest as he scrambled for
his gun. He jerked the dresser drawers open,
ransacked the closet and cursed loudly. No gun.
I couldn’t find it. My dad was downstairs.
He was building a fire. He came running upstairs
like somebody died. I’m sitting there screaming,
‘Where the F is my weapon?’ I thought I was still
over there. I thought there was something going
on, and all of sudden it just clicked, and I was
like, ‘Oh, I’m home.’
Bork easily blends into a crowd of college
freshmen, standing at roughly 5 feet 10 inches tall,
with his UW Oshkosh Titans winter hat covering
his buzzed, blond hair, along with his shabby blue
jeans and tired eyes.
What sets him apart isn’t just his genuine

smile peeking out of his scruffy facial hair and the
eight-year age difference. What sets him apart is
his worn U.S. Army military uniform.
As a 26-year-old freshman at the University
of Wisconsin Oshkosh, Bork has served two tours
with the U.S. Army, one in Iraq from 2007 to 2008
and the other in Afghanistan from 2010 to 2011.
He grew up in Neenah, Wis., a township of
25,500. His mother, Debra Opsteen, is a stay-athome mom, and his father, Tim Bork, is employed
at Atlas Tag and Label. His parents divorced when
Bork, his twin brother, Kyle, and older brother,
Mike, were young. Since then, his mother had
another child, Bork’s half sister, Rebecca, and his
father remarried, which added a stepmother, Joan
Wenzel, and a stepsister, Brittany Wenzel, to the
bunch.

“Where the F is my weapon?” I thought
I was still over there. I thought there was
something going on, and all of sudden it just
clicked, and I was like, “Oh, I’m home.”

A Soldier From the Start
As Bork was growing up, he had a genuine
interest in the military. For Halloween, Bork
always dressed up as police officer or a soldier.
Bork also became fascinated with the military
through the influence of his uncle Harry Tiege, a
Vietnam War veteran.
He didn’t really talk about it much, but
he had a book about Vietnam, and he would
go through it and actually write notes. Some
of it is dates and times of certain things that
he’s done. Other pages, he’ll actually write out
full paragraphs about specific things that he
remembers. One of the things that I was reading
about was next to a picture of what I believe was
a forest. All he had written next to it that I could
remember was ‘the ace of spades,’ which I guess
was a sniper thing. That’s what he did over there.
He was a sniper. It is kind of a sore subject with
him. It’s not something he would like to talk about.

Far and Close to Home
With his head filled with his uncle’s wartime
tales, Bork enlisted in the U.S. Army during his

senior year at Neenah High School. But in the back
of his mind, he knew his family wasn’t going to be
thrilled.
My mom’s feelings of me joining the military
was not good. When I told her I joined, she was
like, ‘Oh no, you’re not!’ And I was like, ‘Hey,
guess what? I’m leaving for basic training!’ She
was not happy with me. She blamed most of it on
my uncle.
My dad, on the other hand, is not the kind of
person who shows how he’s feeling, but from what
my stepmom said, after I left, he went through the
newspaper, found the article about me graduating
basic training, cut it out and has saved a lot of
stuff.
Bork completed his basic training at Fort
Jackson, in Columbia, S.C. After basic training,
Bork was sent to Fort Sill, in Lawton, Okla.,
for six months where he learned the basics of
Field Artillery and mapping out field launches.
Afterwards, he was sent to Fort Lewis, Wash.,
where he continued his training and waited to hear
if his unit was going to be sent overseas. In May
2006, his unit was stationed in Germany, where
he lived for the next year to continue training.

(l-r) Bork with fellow soldiers from his unit, Daniel Stepp, Ralph Allen and Erik Granito.

Surprisingly for Bork, it reminded him of home.
We were stationed near Vilseck. You’d drive
down the street, and there’d be houses and then
bars. Kind of like Wisconsin. I never really paid
attention to how long I was there because it was
kind of day-in and day-out, do this, do that, and
then all of a sudden, we’re getting deployed.

You Better Make it Home
In the summer of 2007, Bork found out
his unit was being deployed to Taji, Iraq for a
15-month tour. After preparing himself mentally
for what laid ahead of him, Bork still had the
daunting task of telling his family the news. He
told his dad first, who he knew wouldn’t be as
emotional. He held off telling his mom until the
last minute.
When you first get there, you’re in
what they call a ‘grace period.’ Once you
get there, you have to find out which unit
you’re replacing and do a switch over of all
of the equipment and trucks.

It would have been about a month after I
found out when I told my mom. There may have
been a couple of swear words in there when I
told her. Definitely a lot of crying. ‘You better
make it home,’ she said.
When they told us we were getting deployed
to Iraq, they told us flat out that we weren’t going
to be doing field artillery. We were going to be
doing infantry. So that kind of put us in the mind
set like, ‘Hey, we’re not going to be walking
around with the local populace. We were going to
be rolling off the base.’
No mental preparation could have equipped
Bork for the five-hour flight from Germany
to Iraq. The still-air compartment was filled
with mostly silent soldiers. Bork was desperate
for distractions. After a few failed attempts at
sleeping, mindless music playing, pacing of the
aisles and small-talk with the flight attendants,
Bork arrived at his base in Taiji, Iraq, 40 miles
north of Baghdad, where he was immediately put
on lockdown.
When you first get there, you’re in what
they call a ‘grace period.’ Once you get there,
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Bork at camp Taji in Iraq.

you have to find out which unit you’re replacing
and do a switch over of all of the equipment and
trucks.
In Iraq, if we weren’t out of the base, it was
pretty much doing maintenance on the trucks,
on your weapons and occasionally we would do
inventory on our equipment. Other than that, it
was pretty much, if you didn’t have to roll out,
there was downtime.
‘Rolling out’ was leaving the main base
and just kind of driving around. We did that
almost every day. I ended up being a driver,
which wasn’t fun. What I was doing was a part of
our commander’s TAC (Tactical Air Command)
element, so I pretty much chauffeured our
commander and officers to city meetings with a
local populous.

Until Something Stops Him
During his time in Iraq, his responsibilities
were fairly non-threatening. But, like all wartime
tasks, they came with risks.
If you’re going to be a driver, you have
to watch out for IEDs in the road, which is an

improvised explosive device. It’s kind of like a
landmine; they can use a pressure plate to set it
off, or it gets set off by a trigger man, but a lot of
the time, it’s not like it’s buried underneath the
ground.
We never actually had to shoot back at
anything while driving. I mean there were a
couple of times where we’d hear a ricochet off the
side of the truck, but that was pretty much about
it. Normally when that happens, we don’t stop. We
just keep going.
His duties followed him throughout the rest
of his tour in Iraq and continued as his unit was
sent to Afghanistan in early 2010.
In Iraq, Bork experienced occasional
threats of stray bullets and IEDs on the road, but
while in Afghanistan, he found himself in a lifethreatening situation while on a night mission.
‘Rolling out’ was leaving the main
base and just kind of driving around.
We did that almost every day. I ended up
being a driver, which that wasn’t fun.

Bork drove MRAP vehicles such as these during his tours in
Iraq and Afghanistan.

It was 4 a.m. Bork was asleep in the back
seat, traveling down a dusty road, when suddenly,
the 8,000-pound military truck lifted off the
road and slammed back into the gravel. The
vehicle hit a hidden IED with the front right tire.
Disoriented, Bork awoke and clawed his way
through the charred, black smoke. When
he finally got the back door open, he heaved
himself onto the ground, gasping for the clean but
dusty air.
Everyone was really shaken up about it. We
were all just extremely disoriented and had no
idea what was going on.
I wasn’t really scared; it was more like
adrenaline pumping extremely hard, and I was
just cussing. We were all just cussing. The minute
I got out of that truck and back on my feet, I had
‘Man, I don’t know if I can do this
anymore, having to deal with stuff like
that,’ but after awhile I was like, ‘Hey, if
it happens, it happens. I’m just going to
keep going until something stops me.’

my hands on my weapon, and I was ready to go.
After we got back to the base, I somewhat
had my thoughts collected but not fully. I just
thought, ‘Man, I don’t know if I can do this
anymore, having to deal with stuff like that,’
but after awhile I was like, ‘Hey, if it happens,
it happens. I’m just going to keep going until
something stops me.’

An Experience Never Wished Upon Anyone
Being in an IED explosion allowed Bork to
gain perspective on just how lucky he was to be
alive. Some of the soldiers Bork served with were
not as lucky.
When Bork was about to go on a 15-day
leave during his Afghanistan tour, he received
devastating news that a good friend of his was
killed in action.
We started hanging out a month or two
before we were actually deployed. He was a
friend of a couple of guys that I worked with.
When we got to Afghanistan, we were actually
stationed in the same area. Every chance we had
to hang out, we’d go sit down in the chow hall

and eat food. If we were stuck on base at night,
we’d hang out in front of the tents and smoke
cigarettes. He was a decent guy.
I was about to go on leave and was sitting
in an airport waiting to get called up to go over
all of the paperwork, when an officer came
through and said, ‘Hey, you guys are going to
be delayed a couple hours. We got important
people coming through.’ One of our reps from
our squadron came over, told us these guys were
killed in action and which squadron they were
with. I was like, ‘Wait a minute, I know a couple
of guys from that squadron.’ I asked him and
found out that my friend was one of them.
They asked us if we wanted to go out and
stand in formation as they were brought in. I
decided to. Once they started bringing them out,
I probably was not the only one there trying to
hold back tears. I’m pretty sure I was one of the
only people that had to break formation. We were
standing in rows, probably about three or four
rows on each side of the flight line. I managed to
be put right in the front row. Standing in front of
the coffin. I felt powerless. That is an experience I
would never wish upon anyone.

Hands down, I wouldn’t change
anything. Just being able to meet so many
different people, from all over the place, and
being able to travel anywhere. Nothing is
better than firsthand experience.

It’s Going to Change You
After finishing his year-long tour in
Afghanistan, Bork’s six years of service was over.
Even though he spent them risking his life and
dedicating it to the country, Bork said those years
have been his most rewarding.
Hands down, I wouldn’t change anything.
Just being able to meet so many different people,
from all over the place, and being able to travel
anywhere. Nothing is better than firsthand
experience.
Bork moved back to Wisconsin in the fall
of 2011 to live with his family and unwind. But
the chaos didn’t stop after he kicked off his Army
boots.
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It doesn’t matter who you are, when you go
over there and see and do the things that you’ve
got to do, and you come back, it’s going to change
you. No matter what. Things are going to freak
you out. The first couple months you’re back and
trying to get back into your regular routines,
you’re going to be a little jumpy. You’re going
to be looking over your shoulder all the time. It
comes with the territory. I still find myself freaking
out on things, like when someone sets their
keys down hard or a door slams, and it’s been
two years. Overall, my attitude toward certain
things has changed as far as taking things more
seriously.
As Bork made his internal adjustments, he
struggled with adjusting externally as he received
unwelcomed backlash of those who did not
support his military efforts.
Being a soldier now in this day and age is
almost identical of being a soldier in Vietnam, in
the sense of having to deal with people that don’t
understand what we’re doing. It just depends on
who you talk to about it. You get those people who
just don’t like military at all. When we were in
Washington, packing up to go to Germany, there

were people out at the gates, protesting, throwing
rocks. I’m fighting so people like that can do that.
It pisses me off.
People like that, they get everything wrong.
They are completely one-sided. They don’t
understand what we do over there. They think that
we just go over and kill people. We can’t do that.
If we could do that, the war would have been over
a long time ago.
Myles Bork is scheduled to graduate from
UW Oshkosh in May 2016.
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