
wanted us there tonight. Even if she wanted us
to go, I wouldhave stayed there for her. I would
have walked around in the shadows. Some way
oranother,we’realwaysgoingto try totakecare
ofher.”
Of all the hours he has walked sentry, the last

hourandahalfwasthehardest.
“It’s almost selfish of us to die. James won’t

have to see her like that. They train us as war-
riors. They don’t teach us how to take the pain
away.”

2:28a.m.2ndLt.CharlieLoyaJr.
Theycallhim the jokerof thegroup:amassive

manwithamassive laugh.
“(After Cathey got killed) People would ask

me how I’m doing and I’d say, ‘I’m fine.’ And I
was.Then (at theairport) . . . wepickedthe 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
aboutwasmyson.”
When he heard about Cathey’s death, he was

scheduled to leave for Iraq in two weeks. Inside
the room, he realized therewereonly eight days
left.
“(BeforeCatheydied)peoplewouldask how I

felt about going over there. I’d say, ‘I’m confi-
dent,I’mpreparedandmyboysare ready.’
“NowI’m f---ingscared.”

3:19a.m.StaffSgt.DavidRubio
“Cat” would have wanted them to laugh, he

said,sohedid.
“Hewasthesmartestdumbguy I knew.I used

to always tell him that. He was just a big oaf. I
keepseeingthat face,thatbigcheesyface.”
He got up, paced the floor, holding the grin,

thewaythebigoafwouldhavewanted.
“I got a call fromhim a couplemonths ago . . .

The last thing he said was, ‘Mark time, dude.
Marktime.I’ll seeyou in thefleet.’
“It just basically means, ‘I’ll be waiting for

you.’ ”

4:23a.m.2ndLt. JonMueller
He lookedat the dark wall and thoughtof the

casketontheotherside.
“I’m still going to go when they ask me to go.

But I alsowantpeopletoknowwhat I amdoing.
I’m not a very emotional guy. I don’t show emo-
tion,but I knowthat it’s importantfor peopleto
know how much you care for them. I’m not the
kindof guywhocansay, ‘I loveyou.’ It’s not easy
forme.
“I’llmake it so thatmy lovedones know that I

lovethem.”

5:19a.m.2ndLt.JasonLindauer
“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
toldhim.)
“Isaid, ‘Yeah,I knowbuddy.Cat’s inheaven.’ ”
TheMarinebegantocry.
“(My son) said, ‘Well, when’s he coming

back?’ ”
He loweredhishead.
“I said, ‘He’snot,buddy.’ ”

n

Asthesunrose inReno,thecasinoscontinued
to chime.Dinersbeganto fill. In thenewspapers
that hit the porches, Iraq had been pushed to
thebackpagesagain.
While the city churned, the sun found the

buildingwhereKatherineCatheyawoke.
“It’s the bestnight of sleep I’ve had,” she said,

surprised.“I reallyslept.”
As she sat, wrapped in a blanket, her eyes

bleary,she lookedat thecasket.
“Youtake for grantedthe lastnight youspend

with them,” she said. “I think I took it for grant-
ed. This was the last night I’ll have to sleepnext
tohim.”
Behindher, thenextMarineapproached,pre-

paringtotakeoverthewatch.
“I feel like they’remy angels lookingoverme,”

Katherinesaid.
Sheplacedherhandonherbelly.
“Lookingoverus,”shesaid.

n

It startsin slowmotion.
At a windswept cemetery near 2nd Lt. Jim

Cathey’s favorite hunting grounds, the Marines

Continued from previous page
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While stationed inHawaii, JimCathey andhisMarine
buddies took a trip to Iwo Jima,where they camped on
the beach and remembered thenearly 6,000Marines

whodied there duringWorldWar II. They each took
homea sackful of sand from the beach.At Cathey’s
funeral, his friends drizzled fistfuls of it over his casket.

“The painwe’re feeling drives us. It drives us
for the family because the pride is bigger than
the pain. But the pain— you gotta eat it, you
gotta livewith it, you gotta take it home and
cry in the dark.What else are you going to do?”

Maj. Steve Beck
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movedas if underwater,aprecisionslowness,al-
lowing everyone in the cemetery to study each
move, each frame, holding it as long as possible
until it’sgone.
Beckstoodbackandstartedtheritualagain.
“Presentmilitaryhonors,”hecommanded.
In the distance, seven members of the rifle

guard from Reno readied their weapons. Be-
causetheRenounitwassosmall—withmanyof
its members in Iraq — they called in recruiters
and otherMarines fromacross the state to help
withtheduty.
“Ready.Aim.Fire.”
With each volley, almost everyone in the shel-

ter flinched.
“Ready.Aim.Fire.”
TheMarinesat thecasketheldsteady.
“Ready.Aim.Fire.”
Theyknewthehardpartwasstill tocome:
Taps.
As the bugler played, the Marines held onto

theflag.SecondLt.Loyablinkedalmostcontinu-
ously,tryingtoholdbackthetears.
Afterthe lastnote,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-
ingly simple task, there are hundredsof ways to
get itwrong.Especiallywhenyou’re folding it for
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
slippedthestill-hotshells fromtheriflesalutein-
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

upandhe lookedher in theeyes.
“Katherine,”hesaid.
Then he said the wordsmeant only for her —

words he had composed.When he was done, he
steppedback, intotheblankstare.
Capt.WinstonTierneywalked 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,butalso so thatJimCathey’smoth-
erwouldknowthat ithadcoveredherson.
The captain bent down on one knee, passed

the flag into Caroline Cathey’s hands, then fad-
ed intothebackground.
For a groupof Cathey’s friends, therewas one

moretask.
TheMarines,manyofwhomhad flownin from

Okinawa the night before,walkedup to the cas-
ket.Onebyone, theyremovedtheirwhitegloves
and placed them on the smooth wood. Then
they reached into a bag of sand the same dark
grayshadeasgunpowder.
A fewyearsago,whilestationedin theinfantry

inHawaii, JimCatheyandhis friendshad 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
eachcollectedabagof sand.
Those bags of sand sat in their rooms for

years. Girlfriends questioned them.Wives won-
deredwhattheywouldeverdowiththem.
Onebyone,theyoungMarinespouredahand-

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,
madea fist anddrizzled the grains onto the cas-
ket.
Once again, he slowly brought his bare hand

tohisbrow.
A final salute.
“(The day after sleeping on the beach),we all

didahikeupMountSuribachi,whereourbattal-
ion commanderspoke, andwe renderedhonors
toall thefallenon IwoJima,”Conleysaid.
He lookedoverat thesand.
“Nowtheycanbepartofhim, too.”

Continued from previous page

During awake for JimCathey at his family home in
Reno, friends toast hismemory.Most of the toasts

ended the sameway: “Semper Fi”—Latin for
“Always faithful,” theMarine Corpsmotto.

JimCathey’s father, Jeff, hugs aMarine as his son’s
funeral nears. “Someone askedmewhat I learned

frommy son,” he said. “He taughtmeyou needmore
thanone friend.”

At JimCathey’sburial, his casketwas coveredwith thewhitegloves of theMarineswho
carriedhim, sand theybrought from thebeachesof Iwo Jimaandasingle red rose.
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