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I went to Close Up this year and we visited the Vietnam memorial in Washington D.C.  As I approached the wall, I was shocked to see how big it was.  Just seeing its size gave me an idea of how many names were engraved into this wall of marble.  As I read the names, I felt upset that I could not empathize with the families of these soldiers.  While walking past the memorial wall, a certain person popped into my head that died in this recent war that we are in.  He was a friend of my sisters, his name was Blake M.

He was one of those brave young men with a smile on his face that lit the room.  When he came home on leave, everyone was so happy and excited to see him home safe.  We were all waiting to hear the new stories that he had to share.  At the same time we were cherishing every waking moment that he was with us knowing that he couldn't stay, at least not for long.  He was forced to go back, back there to follow the orders he’s assigned and to fight with all his heart, so that we can still be “free.”  He is fighting for us, the ones he loves and cares for back home, so that we can stay happy, even though it means losing his happiness.  He is one of the few proud Marines I have met.

“Eh brah! No worries, I’ll be back for E.J’s Graduation I’ll see you then, you can count on it!”  Blake said casually.
Who knew that those were some of the last words he would say to his ohana (family).  Some took it for granted, knowing that he would come back, but no one knew it would be his last trip home.  It was his word, a phrase quoted by him which made everyone feel so much better, knowing that it came from his heart.  He had faith, faith in himself that he would be back home again, but at the same time knowing that there is a chance it would be his last.  His family and friends were wondering, “What is he getting himself into? What is he thinking?”  But you know, not even he knew what he was doing until that day he swore an oath to the military.  He didn’t realize that it could actually cut his life short.
It was a hot dry day as usual with the same routine: Operation Iraqi Freedom in enemy action at Al Anbar Province Fallujah, Iraq.  1st Marine Division, Marine Lance Cpl. Blake M was on duty.  Their mission was to go through structures in the town of Fallujah to make sure that when a citizen comes home an insurgent doesn’t jump out from a hidden wall or a spider hole to kill them and then continue to operate from the victim’s home.  But the message hadn’t gotten through to three insurgents who took Blake away from life.

The insurgents were armed with pineapple grenades and assault rifles.  They had also set up a sleeping area for themselves on each floor.  Upstairs, they blocked the window with bedding material and created a small, dark cubbyhole.  Lying beside it was a mattress on the floor.  No one knew they were there.
BOOM!!  One burst from the rebel’s rifle as Blake and his fellow marine Lance Cpl. Chris A, Marine scout from Tucson, Arizona came banging through the door.  Suddenly all hell broke loose, bullets were flying through the air.  The last thing Blake saw was a flash of bright light from an Insurgent’s grenade.  At the base of the stairs in a dark, narrow place, Blake lay wounded.
Not far away, another team was led in a split-second decision to aid their brothers inside the dark abandoned building while others hesitated to enter.  Lance Cpl. Edward L, from Manchester, Arizona went in and was shot in the thigh as he stormed in from the kitchen door.  Marines on the outside knew that if they could get Blake and the others out they could blast the place once and for all.  The second those marines were pulled out of the building it was punished with rockets and 25mm explosive rounds until the building was no more than debris.
~Monday, November 29, 2004~

Blake A. M, a good friend, a tough, selfless young man whose first love was surfing off the famous breaks of Oahu’s North Shore died at the age of 20.  He was awarded the Purple Heart by the Marine Corps because it takes courage and love for one to give up his life for another.  Blake was known and loved by us all, our friend and our brother; “Blakie Boy” is what close friends called him.  He was honored by Hawai’i as a proud United States Marine, fighting for us all so that freedom can still exist in America today.  Blakie is our hero; Blakie is my hero, along with the many other soldiers still fighting in this war today, and those up there with the Big Guy.  Blake, we love you and we miss you very much.  Sorry for takin’ so many things in life for granted and sorry that you had to be the one that made me realize this.  You told your loved ones back home last Christmas that you'd come back to party with us again, who would've known it would be your last.  It just hurts me to know that in the end you’ll just be another name on a monument like this, a John Doe to the people who don’t know you.  But in your family and all the friends you have made, your name is engraved in our hearts forever.  They say “Freedom isn’t free,” I didn’t realize how much it would cost.
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