The detail came on.

Three detainees were on the back of the Humvee. My battle buddy drove along. We headed to the Burn-Pit.

The trailer cart, filled with grabble, got lodged in the scramble.

The detainees were trying to dislodge the Humvee trailer, and in the attempt – my right hand got clinched to the back of the Humvee.

But there, as I mentioned, my hand was stuck. I couldn’t get it off the hinge.

I was in grave pain, and the brus was around the top.

I tried to pull my hand off.

The trap had sprung, and every attempt at getting my hand off was a total failure. The weight on the Humvee trailer exceeded all efforts.

I called my Battle Buddy. Lightly explained, my hand was stuck. My Battle Buddy saw my hand there. I told him to carefully press on, moving the Humvee forward.

I got my hand off.

But things went from bad to worse.

They gave me no choice but to draw a line with my left foot. Exclaiming, I yelled at the detainees: Stop! Stop!!! Stopppppp!!!!!!!

Since the detainees had complied, I stopped myself from pulling that trigger.

But glad this sorted it out, from causing war in a strange land.

