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figure anyway, and as a woman in a man's world, I didn't fit in very well. I stuck. out 

like a sore thumb and attracted a lot of attention. And when you're constantly 

under the spotlight, people are bound to start tearing you apart, piece by piece. 
But as the deployments went on, I began to realize that despite the insanity of 

flying and going to war and daily politics, there were still some really great things 

happening behind the scenes. It's easy to get wrapped up in the daily weeds of 
who's doing what, who's flying where, why isn't there any hot water for the show

ers, gosh I'm really tired, and focus entirely on myself. This is especially true in a 

closed environment. I really had to take a step back once in a while in order to see 

that despite the things that may go wrong and the people who may disappoint, 
there are sources of inspiration, too. They are always there, somewhere, and you 

may have to go out of your way to find them, but they are worthwhile and will 

help you keep your chin up when things turn the wrong way. 
The ups and downs of my career are varied, but the true highlights have 

nothing to do with me. My strongest memories are of the mentors, friends, and 

fellow Marines whose company I am proud to have shared. Be it as an aviator or 

as a protocol officer, I entrusted my life to the Marines who worked with me and 
I respected the hell out of them for their true dedication and courage. 

As a final note, I would also be remiss if I didn't give credit to my family for 

their love and support throughout my endeavors. I could not have accomplished 
anything that I have, without their encouragement and wisdom to sustain and 

guide me every step of the way. 

Note: As of this writing Jaden Kim is undergoing civilian flight training and hopes to 
someday become an airline pilot. 
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MGySgt. Rosemarie Weber retired from the u.s. Marine Corps on 31 January 
2006. Coauthor Wise, who attended her retirement ceremony at The Women's 

Memorial building located at the gateway to Arlington National Cemetery, wit

nessed a truly remarkable farewell to one of the Corps' finest. Those attending the 

ceremony included military representatives of three countries and all U.s. serv

ices. Noteworthy Marines on hand included: Lt. Gen. Mike Hough, the former 
Deputy Commandant for Aviation; Lt. Gen. James Amos, Commander, 2nd 

Marine Expeditionary Force; Vice Adm. Patricia Tracey; and 13th sergeant major 
of the Marine Corps (Ret.) Sgt. Maj. Lewis Lee. 

Additionally, the hall was filled with Weber's family and Marines, active and 

retired, who had served with Weber during her illustrious twenty-six-year career. 

Lieutenant General Amos extolled her many outstanding achievements during 
her service and awarded her the Meritorious Service Medal, third Award during 

the ceremony. Among the many personal decorations she wore was the French 
National Defense Medal, Silver Award, presented to her by the French Defense 

Attache to the French embassy in D.C. Weber was the first American noncom
missioned officer to receive the medal since World War II. 

MGySgt. Rosemarie Weber was interviewed by Kate Scott in Arlington, Virginia, on 27 July 
2005. The tape and transcript are deposited at The Women's Memorial in Arlington. Photo 
courtesy of USMC 
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With the exception of a few early assignments as a heavy equipment operator, 

Weber served as an administrator throughout her career. Following basic training 

she was ordered to the First Force Service Support Group at Camp Pendleton, 

California, and after changing her occupational specialty to administration she 

did a tour in Okinawa, Japan. She next went to Parris Island, South Carolina, 

where she was assigned as an administrative chief, she also served a tour as a drill 

instructor and a depot inspector. 

Weber was then transferred to Marine Air Group 31, VMFA-312 (F-18 

Squadron) at the Marine Corps Air Station in Beaufort, South Carolina. She was 

senior Marine of the group of the first woman Marines to deploy with a Marine 

aviation squadron, which gave her the opportunity to visit many countries in the 

Western Pacific and participate in numerous subsequent deployments. She then 

served a tour of inspector-instructor duty with the Fourth Force Service Support 

Group in Massachusetts and then was ordered back to Beaufort and again assigned 

to MAG-31, with VMFA-451 and VMFA-533. 

In 1996, at the personal request of the 13th sergeant major of the Marine 

Corps, Weber was assigned to the 31st commandant's staff in Washington, DC. She 

also served with the 14th sergeant major of the Marine Corps before being 

reassigned to the deputy commandant for aviation. In March of 2000 she was 

assigned to the Office of the Under Secretary of Defense for Personnel and Readi

ness, Military Personnel Policy, where she served as the assistant executive officer. In 

April 2003 Weber was selected to serve with the Coalition Provisional Authority 

(CPA) in Baghdad, Iraq, where she worked in the Ministry of Defense for the Hon. 

Walter Slocombe, building the new Iraqi Army.Weber described this tour ofduty as 

probably the most interesting and challenging ofher career. 

* ,.. .. 

While attached to the CPA, I was not part of a regular military unit. There were 

very few uniformed members in the CPA at the time. Fewer still enlisted. What 

happened was that because there were so many civilians and we were military and 

armed (though we weren't infantry, only administrators, supply personnel, logis

ticians, all support people) we truly felt that we were honor-bound to be respon

sible for the civilians who worked around us. My job was to go in first and find 

our spaces in an Iraqi palace. We set up offices, found usable furniture and 

worked with the communications officer to get computers in order to have every

thing set up so that when the folks that were going to build the new Iraqi Army 

came over everything would be in place and ready to go. We also set up office pro

cedures for people who would be attached to us, anything you take for granted in 
an office. We had to start from scratch. In addition to that, when we got there in 
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April 2003, we had to clean the palace, there was still no glass in the windows. So 

we had to make all these very rudimentary things happen. 

My first impression of the Iraqi people was, if one took the politics out of it, 

they're just people. They're like you and me. They want a better life, just like we 

do. We went through it in our country with discrimination. Anything you can 

imagine, we have done it on a small scale in our country, and we have come out 

the better for it. That's all they want. And as people they deserve the same thing. 

And you see it most when you see the kids. You know, it's not all about soldiers 

and terrorists and all that. They're just people looking for something better. 

With regard to traveling to the country, I must admit I had a big advantage over 

most of the Marines that were there. I flew over first class. I recall our flying into 

Kuwait and it was surreal. Here you are in a land that's incredibly old with a history 

that's so beyond anything you could fathom from what you grew up with.You know 

it's a history book. But it's moving and breathing around you. It smells different. It 
feels different. But you've arrived with people you have something in common with 

and it makes the whole experience a little less shocking. We had to wait in Kuwait for 

about three days because at the time only military planes could fly into Baghdad. We 

finally boarded a KC-130 transport plane. 1 had, of course, done plenty of travel in 

KC-130s sitting in nets for seats. Though it was not new for us, it was very new to 

civilians. We watched them groan because the seats were uncomfortable. So as they 

struggled, we helped them get settled. In addition to what they found inside the 

plane, they were a bit apprehensive about even boarding the plane. 

We flew into Baghdad International Airport and the experience is hard to 

explain. First ofall, as you come in to land, you get your first sight ofbomb damage, 

wreckage, planes blown up on the runway, and also that Steven King-like quality 

where everything is just dead. You could see the civilian portion of the airport 

where there was no movement, no people, commercial planes just stopped and 

abandoned on the tarmac. It was extremely eerie. Of course then you disembark 

and you're hit with 145-degree heat. And it's at this point that you put on your hel

met, flack vest, all your protective gear. Inside, your body temperature under the 

jacket is about 150 degrees. You can feel yourself losing weight almost immediately. 

We grabbed our gear and got on a bus and we drove into Baghdad proper to a 

palace compound. It took about twenty or thirty minutes and along the way we saw 

deserted highways, bombed-out buildings, and rubble; you could see where there 

were cities and civilization, but the air was filled with a dead quiet. I didn't notice 

any of the local people at the time. You'd occasionally see a military patrol drive 

by. At this point I began to fear who was out there watching us and wondering if 
we were a target. You think about all the things you've learned about terrorism. 

But we arrived safely at the palace compound (which was more or less a gated 

community) without incident. The buildings were very different in structure but 
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very nice. All of a sudden it seemed that our forces were everywhere. Offices 

were being set up, checkpoints established and in a short time an operational com

pound was taking shape. When we first got there, trailers that were to serve as living 
quarters were not ready for use. Some had been set up but very few were inhabited 

at the time. They consisted of small buildings that one might see at a construction 
site: four-man trailers, two sided-two rooms with a shared bathroom in the mid

dle, two people to each room. 
Eventually they were all up and running and they were very posh. It's the only 

time that you go from a palace to a trailer, and you've actually gone up a notch in 
the social hierarchy. But when we first got there we slept on the palace floor, in any 

nook or cranny. People were just camped out everywhere. Initially, there were four 

people there from my group, a colonel, two lieutenant colonels, and me. Eventually 
our staff fleshed out, but the core staff was about thirteen people to get this whole 

ministry, the Ministry of Defense, established and functioning again. Within the 
palace itself it was a kind of a mini-Pentagon. 

The Army Fifth Corps military police provided all our exterior guard 

support and security. Those kids did an incredible job. I can't imagine standing 
posts out there in the sun. We were working inside and at least had the option of 

MGySgt. Rosemarie Weber, USMC, enjoys the view from atop one of Saddam Hussein's palaces in 
Baghdad. Courtesy o(USMC 

moving around and stopping to pour water over our heads to cool off. These guys 

were on post and they were there for eight hours at a time in that beating, blazing 
sun. I don't know how they stood it. Our palace compound was the first place that 

was established as a safe zone that had adequate security on the perimeter and 
was situated in a spot where hostilities hadn't really escalated at that point. 

Of course safety was a continuing concern for us. I must admit that I made 
myself unsafe on multiple occasions starting the first morning I woke up in the 

compound. I got up and the heat sickness hadn't hit me yet. You still feel great. 

You don't know that three hours from now, you might be on your deathbed. So 

I got up, and decided to go running along the Tigris River, which was right 
behind us-the historical Tigris. Oh, my God! How often do you get a chance 

to do this? I put on my PT gear and went running along the river. I was running 
along a dirt road, not paying much attention to anything. I was still awed that 

I was there and was trying to put it all together. Suddenly I heard somebody 
yell, "Get down, get down!" What? Then I looked down and saw dirt puffs and it 

dawned on me that they were shooting at me from across the river. I was mak

ing myself a target here because I didn't have enough sense to know better. 
There was no indoctrination when we got in country about such things. This 
was quickly corrected. 

"* "* "* 

Weber kept a diary of her experiences while in Baghdad and she sent numerous 
e-mails back home that detailed her activities. These became known as the 

"Baghdad Diaries;' and a number of these messages are currently on exhibit at 

The Women's Memorial. They are included below to give the reader a perspective 
of a Soldier's life, and her observations in a far-off war zone. 

Baghdad Diaries 

E-Mails Home 

From: Weber, Rosemarie 
Sent: Monday, July 28, 2003 10:45 AM 
Subject: Items in the news ... 

Some of you may have been watching CNN following the 
deaths of Saddam's sons, Uday and Qusay, earlier in 
the week. A CNN commentator in Baghdad stated, "it 
is customary that when celebrating, the Iraqis will 
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fire weapons into the air, I have seen none of that 
celebratory fire occurring." Is CNN in the same city 
the rest of us are? Let me tell you about the night 
after the deaths of the Brothers Grimm . . . 

I live in the first row of trailers directly behind the palace, but within the 

compound. Directly behind the trailers is the CPA property warehouse, behind 

that a road that runs along the Tigris and then of course, the river itself. All told, 

we are about five hundred yards from the river, perhaps seven hundred from the 
part of Baghdad that is directly across the river behind us. At about 1030 on that 

Wednesday, the 23rd, my roommate and I were just going to sleep when we heard 
gunfire; nothing so very unusual about that so we acknowledged it and then 

promptly ignored it. We ignored it that is until it became rapid and sustained. We 

took real notice when we heard the u.s. troops return fire in equally rapid and 
sustained bursts. "When out on the river there arose such a clatter, we sprang 
from our beds to see what was the matter, away to the window we flew like a flash, 

tore open the shutters and threw up the sash; then we got our guns!" The sky was 

alight with red tracer fire. As did most others in the compound, we thought for 
sure the Iraqis were attempting to break through the perimeter. We went outside, 

gunfire and tracer rounds arced through the sky on all sides of the compound. It 
was close, very, very close. About that time the call came to evacuate the trailers. 

No explanation was given, just evacuate to the palace. 
My roommate and I opted to stay away from the masses that were headed 

into the palace, figuring our chances were better if the Iraqis anticipated that and 

were waiting to mow everyone down. We went to the pool. ... It put us in an 

enclosed area, easier to defend and protected from stray fire and in a smaller more 
manageable group. Now not everyone got the call or heard the fire, based on what 

they were doing at the time. A friend two trailers down from mine was reading 
with the headphones on. He thought he heard an external noise, looked up, saw a 

nasty hole in the ceiling, three dents on the walls, and then looked down to see a 

round on the bed next to him! 
We didn't realize until later it was celebratory fire, never made the connec

tion between the gunplay and the deaths of Uday and Qusay. It made sense the 
next morning, but truth be told, there was hostile fire intermixed with the other 

and the Soldiers on the perimeter did have to return fire in a decidedly non cele
bratory fashion.... Two of our perimeter Soldiers were seriously injured by 
falling rounds. So, I am unsure just where that CNN Baghdad correspondent was, 
perhaps he had his headphones on, or maybe he's just oblivious, but he certainly 

wasn't around here!" 
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From: Weber, Rosemarie 
Date: June 2003 
Subject: Contradictions 

Life here is a series of contradictions. For example, this past whatever day it 
was, 27th I think, the Iraqi National Symphony played for the first time in over a 

year. The performance was by invitation only and then each unit got x number of 

tickets also.... The performance was held at the convention center across the 
street from the palace; it's got some war damage, but is functional. So, we get as 

dressed up as one can get in clothes that came out of a seabag (duffle bag for you 

Air Force types) and offwe go to the convention center. 
We park in a lot strewn with rubble and other war debris and go into a con

cert hall that is in pretty good shape. The music stands and chairs are all set up on 

stage, everything looks pretty normal except the chairs are white plastic lawn 
chairs and the audience is a rather eclectic mix of Iraqis in Western and tradi

tional garb, U.S. and coalition members in every style ofdress from D.C. casual to 
full battle dress, with helmets, body armor and weapons ... and of the folks that 

are in civilian clothes, many of those have weapons strapped on. There's some

thing not quite right about a gal in a simple black cocktail dress with an M-4 
strapped to her back (no, it wasn't me)! 

The performance was great; of note was the fact that they played the tradi

tional Iraqi National Anthem at the end ... for the first time since 1958 when the 
Baath party decided it was a no-go. The Iraqis in the audience went nuts, some 

just broke down in tears, others were clapping, it was a very moving and special 

thing to witnesslbe a part of.... 
I spend most of my time building offices, moving furniture and doing "hired 

gun" missions. These duties include driving in the convoy that goes to the airport 

(got shot at the other day when my vehicle got stuck in a tank track,) and going on 
site recons to places like ammo dumps, weapons factories, barracks and other Min

istry of Defense buildings. We often encounter resistance on these trips as squatters 
don't want to be displaced and rogue members ofthe Republican Guard are often on 

site or in the area. Occasionally there are shots fired, but no injuries to date, them or 

us. There was an explosion on the road two weeks ago that killed a few Iraqis, one a 
small child of about seven who was standing by the side of the road. We were far 

enough behind to avoid any danger ofshrapnel or anything, but close enough to see, 
get out, and be unable to do anything for anybody. The two or three from the truck 
died instantly, we couldn't even accurately say if there were two or three. It was a 
nasty mess. The most tragic part of it was wondering how anyone would locate that 
kid's family, did they even know he was gone? How do you find the family of an 
unidentified kid who mayor may not even have a permanent residence? 
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Water is back on (have you ever been in a port-a-pottywhen it's 125 degrees?), 

and the air is finally on in some parts of the palace, not, of course, our part. I now 

have my own desk and computer and the ice machine works, so twice a day we get 
ice and actually drink something, anything, cold. My best to all, 

From: Weber! Rosemarie 
Date: June 2003 
Subject: Thoughts/Observations 

I was walking about the Palace a few evenings ago and overheard a conversa

tion that I thought was worthy of sharing. 

It is so hot inside this marble stair master that I tend to walk much slower 
than I do in the Pentagon, so I actually heard a good bit of the discussion I am 

about to relay. The hall is long; the doors that line it are usually open in an effort 

to encourage any slight breeze. As I came upon a small room I heard a group of 

about five to six male voices lamenting the conditions here. Life here is pretty 
good compared to some deployments so I figured the boys were most likely 

young with little experience by way of deployments. 

The most popular gripes were the lack of air conditioning, the lack of laun
dry accountability, the repetitive nature of the meals in the chow hall and the lack 

ofwomen. My initial reaction was to be slightly offended; I then thought I would 

poke my head in and say something like "hey, I resentlresemble that remark!" 

Then I pulled up short and gave the remark a moment to settle and I decided it 
was a great comment about women in combat support roles, 

These young men actually did not consider the gals in their unit/ 

uniformed female members in the palace to be women, they were simply fellow 

Soldiers. And, behaviorally speaking, that is exactly what I have observed in the 

actions of everyone in uniform here. The heads are coed, the showers are 
almost coed, male/female hours are posted, but they tend to bleed into each 

other, when you have to shower, you have to shower. The big gypsy camps 

around the palace where people live are coed and not unit-specific; I think that 
says a lot. 

It was never the men and women who would have to be together that said it 
wouldn't work; it was the politicians and the public, I think we have proven again 

that our young men and women in uniform do put the mission first. It's when 
folks are "in the rear" that trouble starts, mostly because we don't keep our young 
troops busy enough in garrison. Anyway, just thought I would share my 
thoughts. For the record, however, I still disagree with women on subs, I mean, 
jeez, have you ever been on a sub? GROSS! 

From: Weber! Rosemarie 
Date: July 2003 

Subject: Daily Life in the Palace 

And the good news is we now have air in our part of the palace!!! Wonder of 
wonders, miracle of miracles, .. it's like we've been reborn, energy levels are up, 

papers are coherent, we have stopped having physical altercations in the hall to 

make all our decisions and most of us can stay awake past 1400. The bad news is 
now that it's not 130 degrees and we are all not sweating way beyond profusely, 

we all have to go to the bathroom during the day again. You guessed it, no water 

in our part of the palace so a seemingly simple task becomes an ordeal. To go to 

the air conditioned, coed headllatrinelbathroom, we have to go down two flights 
of a giant marble staircase commonly referred to as the stair master or ass master, 

traverse a maze of hallways to the south end of the palace, go out the back door 

and down the back alley, So, while tempers are smoothing out, we are still a bit 

cranky. Thankfully, the USMC has taught me some self-discipline and I can wait 

till meal hours when I have to run the obstacle course anyway to go to chow .. , or 
maybe I'm just afraid of the stair master!! 

We have contracted laundry service and dry cleaning. The laundry is Bosnian

run and they do a fair job except that clothes are often lost, well, not lost, they just 
end up in someone else's bag. As there is no way to trace back and find out where 

your stuff ended up you just have to wait until you spot someone wearing your 

clothes and trade back, It's fairly common practice as you end up having to wear the 

other guy's clothes because all yours are in yet another bag somewhere, Everyone 

laughed when I packed 179 pairs of Skivvies drawers. , . well, they're not laughing 
here. They all have Skivvies envy and when they are down to zero pairs they come 

crying to the Top looking for handouts ... they all owe me. Power is good!! 

From: Weber! Rosemarie 
Sent: August 2003 
Subject: A Day at the Market 

The tempo of operations has now picked up to the point where I actually have 
some administrative duties. Along with my Bunkie, I have built our office spaces, 

to include walls, furnishings, plumbing, and electricity. New arrivals appear daily 
and so we have begun to attack our actual mission, which is to build a Ministry of 
Defense for the Iraqis to emulate. Most of our support functions here are con
tracted out [to civilian companies]. They do everything from feed us, to wash our 

Skivvies to building our walls to providing our billeting. They also subcontract the 
hiring of local Iraqis for various jobs such as cleaning and translating. 
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Last week I went down to supply and checked out a person! Unique experience 

if ever there was one. We needed a receptionist that had dual language capability, 

English and Arabic, so I figure it's some huge ordeal that will take weeks. So I go to 

check it out and they have me fill out a hand receipt and voila, I checked out a 

receptionist. She is twenty-five and has been educated at a university, she speaks 

very good English, is very sweet, and listens to bad disco music. At any rate, she took 

me and one of the other gals out to the market today. 

The place is a maze of winding alleys; levels and direction change without 

warning, people and pathetic donkeys are everywhere. Up, down, north, south, 

dodge a cart, bump into an old lady ... in a matter of minutes you have no idea 

where you came in or how to get out. 

As you head down an alley into the heart ofthe market you are overwhelmed! 

Complete sensory overload. It is a market of metalsmiths, silversmiths, textiles, 

food, produce, hardware, and antiquities. You smell propane, meat grilling, dust, 

and garbage and the sweat of a thousand humans who don't shower regularly as 

they come together in a small space where no air circulates. 

You hear the hammering of craftsmen, the chatter of merchants luring cus

tomers into their stalls, the aggressive chatter of customers bartering with shop

keeps, the pounding of carts on uneven dirt roads, the cart pushers hollering at the 

people to get out of the way, and the crackle of the meat you smell grilling. Every

thing is viewed through a veil of dust and smoke; silver, brass, copper, tin; textiles 

in every color of the rainbow (although very few people seem to wear anything but 

black and shades of tan); old men and old women in traditional garb, young citi

zens in B-movie versions of Western attire; the hollow haunted faces of the old, 

who have been in this market for decades scratching out a living; the young expec

tant faces of their grandchildren who will inherit those same stalls. 

You touch everythingyou see, because you are compelled to. The craftsmanship 

is fine and the craftsmen are proud. The metal is detailed, the textiles are woven 

tightly, the carpets are pure silk, and soft against your fingers, and the antiques are 

ancient.You can taste the dust, the smoke, the wafting aromas ofkebabs grilling. The 

merchants are as excited to have you there as you are to be there. They are proud and 

eager to please, you are respectful and eager to be pleased; a perfect relationship and 

a wonderful day. I spent very little money on very many useless trinkets that I will, of 

course, be passing on to some ofyou! And while the trinkets will fade from my mind 

quickly, the experience of purchasing them will be with me forever. My love to all, 

I do so wish I could share this with you, but alas, these briefe-mails will have to do. 

1< * * 
My service in Iraq meant a lot to me. First of all I was never looked at as being a 
woman. I was simply a Marine in Iraq at that time. And that was very special, 
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because there were very few Marines in Baghdad when I was there in the very 

beginning. So I got to be one of the first Marines with the CPA. And at that time, I 

was only one of two enlisted Marines. But as a woman, looking back on it now I 

feel that it was an opportunity to prove ourselves right. For years we have been 

hearing the question, "Can women go into combat?" Oh, absolutely not accord

ing to the many naysayers and the moms ofAmerica who would never allow that 

to happen. Women will break under pressure, the men wouldn't respond accord

ingly. Well, we proved them wrong. We are there! We're doing it alongside the 

men with very few male-female kind of issues going on. So to all the naysayers, 

we're doing it and doing it with courage and dedication! It's very important for 

the American public to know and understand that there's no going back, women 
are now an integrated part of our country's armed forces. 
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