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wanted us there tonight. Even if she wanted us

toe2 Lyl hnte st cotor b ol “The pain we're feeling drives us. It drives us

or another, we'realways going o try totake care for the family because the pride is bigger than
st s s the pain. But the pain — you gotta eat i, you
HEve 36 566 Bt ke (et They toaln us a8 war. gotta live with it, you gotta take it home and
Liovs. syney dont feach us how to take the pain cry in the dark. What else are you going to do?”

Maj. Steve Beck

2:28 a.m. 2nd Lt. Charlie Loya Jr.

They callhim the joker of the group: a massive
man with a massivelaugh.

“(After Cathey got Kkilled) People would ask
me how I'm doing and I'd say, ‘I'm fine.” And I
was. Then (at the airport) . . . we picked the cas-
ket up off the conveyor belt and all I heard was
Katherine screaming. I thought, ‘My wife would
be doing the same thing.’ Then all I could think
aboutwasmy son.”

When he heard about Cathey’s death, he was
scheduled to leave for Iraq in two weeks. Inside
the room, he realized there were only eight days
left.

“(Before Cathey died) people would ask how I
felt about going over there. I'd say, ‘I'm confi-
dent,I'm prepared and my boys areready.’

“NowI'mf---ing scared.”

3:19 a.m. Staff Sgt. David Rubio

“Cat” would have wanted them to laugh, he
said, so he did.

“He was the smartest dumb guy I knew.Iused
to always tell him that. He was just a big oaf. I
keepseeingthat face,that big cheesyface.”

He got up, paced the floor, holding the grin,
the way the big oaf would have wanted.

“I got a call from him a couple months ago. ..
The last thing he said was, ‘Mark time, dude.
Marktime.I'll seeyouinthefleet.’

“It just basically means, Tl be waiting for
you.””

4:23 a.m. 2nd Lt. Jon Mueller

He looked at the dark wall and thought of the
casketonthe otherside.

“I'm still going to go when they ask me to go.
But I also want people to know what I am doing.
I’'m not a very emotional guy. I don’t show emo-
tion, but I know that it’s important for people to
know how much you care for them. I'm not the
kind of guy who can say, ‘Ilove you.’ It’s not easy
forme.

“Tllmake it so that my loved ones know that I
lovethem.”

5:19 a.m. 2nd Lt. Jason Lindauer

“Cat was doing what he loved. I suppose that
makes it a little easier, but ... I called my
(4-year-old) son on the phone, and he said,
‘Daddy, my friend Cat got Killed.” (My wife had
told him.)

“Isaid, ‘Yeah,I knowbuddy.Cat’sin heaven.’”

The Marine beganto cry.

“(My son) said, ‘Well, when’s he coming
back?’”

Heloweredhis head.

“Isaid, ‘He’snot, buddy.””

Asthesunrosein Reno,the casinoscontinued
to chime. Diners beganto fill. In the newspapers
that hit the porches, Iraq had been pushed to
theback pagesagain.

While the city churned, the sun found the
buildingwhere Katherine Cathey awoke.

“It’sthe best night of sleep I've had,” she said,
surprised.“Ireally slept.”

As she sat, wrapped in a blanket, her eyes
bleary,shelooked at the casket.

“Youtake for granted the last night you spend
with them,” she said. “I think I took it for grant-
ed. This was the last night I'll have to sleep next
tohim.”

Behind her, the next Marine approached, pre-
paringtotake overthe watch.

“I feellike they’re my angels looking over me,”
Katherinesaid.

She placed her hand on her belly.

“Lookingoverus,” she said.

: . While stationed in Hawaii, Jim Cathey and his Marine who died there during World War II. They each took
It startsin slow motion. . . s s
At a windswept cemetery near 2nd Lt. Jim Duddies took a trip to Iwo Jima, where they campedon | home a sackful of sand from the beach. At Cathey’s
Cathey’s favorite hunting grounds, the Marines the beach and remembered the nearly 6,000 Marines funeral, his friends drizzled fistfuls of it over his casket.
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movedasifunderwater,a precisionslowness,al-
lowing everyone in the cemetery to study each
move, each frame, holding it as long as possible
untilit’s gone.

Beckstoodbackand startedtheritualagain.

“Presentmilitary honors,” he commanded.

In the distance, seven members of the rifle
guard from Reno readied their weapons. Be-
causethe Renounit was so small —with many of
its members in Iraq — they called in recruiters
and other Marines from across the state to help
withthe duty.

“Ready.Aim. Fire.”

With each volley, almost everyone in the shel-
terflinched.

“Ready.Aim. Fire.”

The Marines at the casket held steady.

“Ready.Aim. Fire.”

Theyknew the hard part was stillto come:

Taps.

As the bugler played, the Marines held onto
theflag. Second Lt. Loya blinked almost continu-
ously, tryingto hold backthetears.

Afterthelastnote,theybeganto fold.

The afternoon before, the pallbearers spent
more than an hour with Beck as he instructed
them on how to fold the flag. For such a seem-
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- ik — - - ’ . = - " — Sie o ingly simple task, there are hundreds of ways to
During a wake for Jim Cathey at his family home in ‘ ended the same way: “Semper Fi” — Latin for get it wrong. Especiallywhen you’re folding it for
Reno, friends toast his memory. Most of the toasts “Always faithful,” the Marine Corps motto. your friend’s pregnant wife — especially when

you’refoldinghis flag for the last time.

The Marines took their time, stretching one
fold after another, until the flag strained, a per-
manent triangle. A sergeant walked up and
slippedthe still-hot shells from therifle salutein-
tothefoldedflag.

Beck took the flag, cradling it with one hand
on top, one hand below, and carried it to
Katherine.

He bent down on one knee, looking at his
hands, at the flag, his eyesreddening.

Before his tears could spill, his face snapped
up and helookedherin theeyes.

“Katherine,”he said.

Then he said the words meant only for her —
words he had composed. When he was done, he
steppedback,intothe blank stare.

Capt. Winston Tierney walked forward, carry-
ing another flag for Caroline Cathey. The night
before, the Marines had used the flag to prac-
tice, draping it over the casket — not only for
themselves,but also so that Jim Cathey’s moth-
er would know that it had covered her son.

The captain bent down on one knee, passed
the flag into Caroline Cathey’s hands, then fad-
edintothebackground.

For a group of Cathey’s friends, there was one
more task.

A The Marines, many of whom had flownin from
A Okinawa the night before, walked up to the cas-
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Jim Cathey’s father, Jeff, hugs a Marine as his son’s ‘
funeral nears. “Someone asked me what I learned

from my son,” he said. “He taught me you need more ket. One by one, theyremoved their white gloves
than one friend.”

and placed them on the smooth wood. Then
they reached into a bag of sand the same dark
gray shade as gunpowder.

Afewyearsago, while stationedin the infantry
in Hawaii, Jim Cathey and his friends had taken
a trip to Iwo Jima, where nearly 6,000 Marines
had lost their lives almost 60 years before. They
slept on the beach, thinking about all that had
happened there. The day before they left, they
eachcollecteda bagofsand.

Those bags of sand sat in their rooms for
years. Girlfriends questioned them. Wives won-
dered what they would ever do with them.

One by one, the young Marines poured a hand-
ful of sand onto the gloves atop the casket, then
steppedback.

Sgt. Gavin Conley, who had escorted his
friend’s body to Reno, reached into the bag,
made a fist and drizzled the grains onto the cas-
ket.

Once again, he slowly brought his bare hand
tohis brow.

Afinal salute.

“(The day after sleeping on the beach), we all
did a hike up Mount Suribachi, where our battal-
ion commander spoke, and we rendered honors
At Jim Cathey’s burial, his casket was covered with the white gloves of the Marines who to;g ff,fﬁig%’:,g? ;ﬁ%ilgia‘comey sald.

carried him, sand they brought from the beaches of Iwo Jima and a single red rose. “Nowthey can be part of him, t0o.”




