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Why Am | A Marine

| am a Mardne batauss | wandsd 1o db soenething wortimvhila with rmy Bla. | think joining the Marines and senving iy Soundry has mads a ditferencs. I'm just giad
| can sanv and répresent the kadnes and be a paet of Fistany just Bos the Marines fromm WA, WL hie Jima 3nd 20 o0 W all oues the Marnines that haw tallen
bedre L5, My pant is hopafully giving somathing back fo the tallen.

Senbor Sergeant AT Section Aping Section
security Adviser for khan Neshin Castie,
1 of 5 Patnol Leaders
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Halmand provincs, Adghanistan - 2009
LS hlsninds, YWeapons Plaboon Dedta Company, ZLAR, based at FOB Castle, 2boul 1o go
O o patrol i Khan Mashin,

Kunar, Abghansstan - 2005 Kusnar, Alghanistan - 2005
LS Mannes, And Bat. Echd Co, patroding the omall streets of Asadshad looking bar A LS Marine, 2nd Bal. Echo Co, on guard duty inWatapoor village, Asadabad
Tadiban indou et and vwapons caches,




Why Am | A Marine

| grénvup with my Bty having a strang miltary background and | wantsd challange. | wanbed tobe the first Marine in ry family and ba part of the wodd's most
¢lita fighting force. | alss veanted &l of the intangibles that | would nead in lite B courags, poiss, s8i-confidencs, laadership, and mardgement sdlls. Theough
firy 9 years in the Mardne Cofgs e SO 10 raalins hat its ool about polities oF how misch moosy you maks, its about the men B your ki and mght and the
biood, sweat, and tears we shaze together, That you will b tere for them and they will b there for you, “The greatest thing about the United States Marine Cops
is thal you ¢an teke men and women from different backgrounds cultures and countries andwark as 1.7

Gecrge R, Latham Il SSg1. USMC

Weapons Plaioon Sergeant

Flitank Section Leader

Deita Company, 20 Light Armered Reconnaissance Battabon
20 Marire Expeditionary Brigade
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Axe Me Biggie

Firsd the: big pacture, and on March 13, 2006 - he
day Stephen Dupont meade these photographs -
the big picture in Kabul is more bombs, more
drugs, and more poor. s an okd story by
o The Torcign promese unlulfilled, the faiked
reforms, a counlry immane 1o money, schooks,
and eight-pan programs, ahways reverting o ils
savage nalure. It doesn’t help that Stephen and
I spent the beller parl of e Bast lhvee weeks
in a mental hospital, Wralever olher effects that
may have Bad, # tumed this city into a sl of
vioken] buslesque and I my mind's eye | see,
as undoubtesdly he does too, a Kakeidosoopic
cascade of unkies, electroshock patients, and

amputess.

This series I8 nol aboul the blg plcture. I's
aboud all the srmall ones, te fory-seven lke-no-
one-elses you see here. As jourmalists we use
individuals a3 emblems, symbols, small faces lo
make biy judgments. Bul obwiously, any single
Alghan, any single story, 5 mofe ambiguols,
more marky than that, Take the man | mel at
the aithopaedic haspital sbe hours before thess
images were shot, About forty years old, he

was from Madi@anshar I'd been ihere once
n 2001, a kind of Wik Wesl ghost tewn over
which the Northern Alliance and the relreating
Talitan were trading missiies. That day, listening
to the whistling shells, the: poumalsts hunkesed
down inside a yellow house. It mightl have
been his, this house, the one that every night
he ringed wilh nine bndmings for protection.
Every moming he dug them up again. Bul ons
marming, nat thinking, he dug up only &ighl. The
nnlh he stepped on, blowing ofl bolh his kegs.
imagine, he stepped on his own kandmine, “We
heawe an expression for his)” the doclor i the
hospital said shyly. “He dug his hole ... then he
jumped info it."

What does this story tell u=? Nelther nothing nor
everything. And that’s the way it usually is.

Having besn in many plices where pichures
were laken, many times ['d seen the images
hal emerged and didn’t recognize them.
bewitably they made the ncidendal appear
central, maniputated light and angle 1o overstate
drama, homed in on every spol of viekencs and

destruction until complelely erasing e less
phelogenic inith swrounding — and in shod,
had almast no rekation 1o e scenes thal | mysel
had wilnessed.

But there’s no skeight of hand here, neither from
phelographer of subject. I's merely @ record
ol how it was. The images can'l convey the
cambval aimasphere we arealed along that dusty
resdside bus stop strip with our Westemn faces
and magic Polaroids, how aller ten minules we
were surounded by a lhandred people pushing
and pleadng to gel mlo the chair with the
altached curtain backdrop thal Slephen rented
from ong of 1he local pholographers, how the
excitement of the crowd would grow unldil B
inevitably clmaxed with a policeman swinging
a steel inncheon, chasing us farther down
the road. Bul whal they do comvey, what they
document, ks that there i always a moment. The
finger pointed, the next subject selected, the dis
cast, and i doesn’t reatler if IS 2 yound boy, a
cop, of the man with elephantilis, He sits in the
chair and as if by some socrel signal the crowd
goes siant and the man squares himsa1l toward

the keng, The cop checks his swing. The buses
slop. The movement of the world & frozen as if
anticipating #5 place in this exhibit years kater,
out of time, timedess.

One and all the subjects of Stephen's
photographs seem to undersiand efernity and
they have a certain book for it, each one, even
among the bowing dust and the swelling crowds,
finding this “center” this paich of downbosn
Kabul magically transformed inlo a royal porirait
studio, the rickety chair a throne on which the
formnal =itling takes place.

i you ket & in, this sudden sensation of time
amested is 2 skip in the face, Thats ebemity

skapping you now,

A writer coulidn't do it 1 couldn't do &, And I'm
gure hat not 2 Gitlke of this & because on this
day, a Monday, there & an exchange. Everyone
gets a pichure. Stephen ks shooling 865 biack
and white Polirolds, one pér person. Afler his
shol, he pulls out the cartiidge and separates
the positive from negative. One for them, one for

&

him, How different this &. Usually pholographny is
a thedl, or else, corversely, | i commissioned,
a paid advertisement, Today it & neither; no one
i told what ko do. In 2 place where “reedom” i
fast becoming a dirty word, this 15 2 real thing.
And | Isn' Just 1alk You get a piciure to kake
home Ior nothing, so it really is "iree.”

“Axe Me Biggke™ — a crude Anglo phonelic
rendering of e Dari for “Mister, take my
pichrel™ — [ Stephen’s answer 1o the plea he's
heard all over town the previous three wedks.
It seems lo mean sumething in English, e’
being st a more visosal and violent version
of the camera verb 1o shool,” returming all its
ofigiral aura of surrender. And bacause Slephen
has thal puberizing Aussie-rules-rugly body,
“Aoce Me Biggie™ akso seems a request addressed
10 hirn personally. Stephen i Biggie, And on this
day Biggie finally answers hem all, én masse,
saying, “Yes, akighl. | will axe you, shoot you,
take your bioody pichre. Have a seall™

Hese, speed acls as the stayer of editorializalion
... Of bullzhil. The enlire session unfolds over

a cluster of Wcations within two hundred yards
ol each olher, unlolds in three howrs, belween
thres and sb¢ PM, or roughly one pichure every
o rinuites. Mow ordinagily we prefer our 2t o
b bang suffered over, if only 10 Teel we've gotlen
our money's worth. This s the opposite. And it
gives all the benefits of the oppasite: no time ko
luck around, o prevaricale. The pholographer,
as he should, becomes melevanl. Only that
moment, that elernal moment fal the Polarold
Land Camera creates, learing a space in the
comdinuum of ime.

In the gap, these lacss, The faces of he Torty-
seven Alghans now present to you, and ko
themsehes, They confound, rejecling every
atlempd 1o be lidily stored away in the mental
liling cabinet, and yet strike hat deep-fimbered
Tone: recognition. [ says, | don't know that man;
e that mean. | don't know that place; | know
Theal place. | kot in thet soul way of knowing
birth and death, that look ... when lam, you are,
he ks, staring lile in the eye and In the tripping
shaltter of the camera life blinks st

Jaoques Menasche
MNesw York, August 2006
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