
 

SPRING 2011 Volume 10-11, Issue 02 

Inside this Issue:  

FTX  1 

GOING RANGER   

CDT Yertonð 

CRI Experience  

2 

CDT Huller ð 
Ranger Challenge  

4 

TRAINING TO 

LEAD  

 

 

CDT KnappðROTC 
& Life 

CDT CodyðLDP 

 

7 

FADED JEANS 

TO ARMY 

GREENS  

 

CDT DavisðMS II 

CDT Ciccarelloð
MS II 

 

11 

ARMY OF ONE   

CDT MaherðMS I 

Cadet YooðMS I 

 

13 

PATH TO  

COMMISSION  

 

CDT Kukesh ð
MSIV 

17 

1LT Theinert 
Award  

 

20 

Relay For Life  21 

Branch Results   

22 

Want to be a 
Leader  and pay 
for College  

 

 

23 

 EVENT OF THE YEARñSPRING FTX 
 

 April 15 -17 2011. Over 

60 college students across six 
different campuses join to-
gether in FT. Devens, Massa-
chusetts to conduct their an-
nual field training exercise. 
Army, Navy, and Air Force co-
operate to produce the training 
event of the year. As future 
Army officers, all Army ROTC 
Cadets are trained in tactical 
combat skills, regardless of 
their individual service branch. 
The annual spring FTX brings 
Cadets together to develop 
their leadership skills under 
pressured situations. For three 
days Cadets are put to the test, 

running squad and  platoon -sized 
missions with real enemy, and real 
weapons. They learn to patrol dense 
terrain and perform night land navi-
gation and night patrol base opera-
tions. Thirty degree temperatures did 
not stop these motivated college stu-
dents from leading their peers 
through back to back rigorous op-
erations. The FTX is not only an op-
portunity for Cadets to show their 
tactical prowess, but also an oppor-
tunity to bond as a unit. Cadets 
share food, sleep, and war stories. It 
is a time to remember, a time to 
grow, and a time where legacies are 
created .  

WHATõS YOUR LEGACY? 

TRAIN TO LEAD!  

MOHAWK BATTALION  

ARMY ROTC  

THE TOMAHAWK 

COME JOIN US!  Main Office: Siena College (Serra Hall)  515 Loudon Road, Loudonville, NY, 1221.   

           Contact us: Phone (518) 783-2477   Email: ROTCRecruiting@siena.edu  



 Ranger Company is what 

every high speed, Hooah ï Hooah 

Cadet longs to be.   Some of the best 

training you can get in Reserve Offi-

cer Training Corps happens here, 

stretching far beyond the events and 

labs which the Mohawk Battalion 

conducts.  As a lateral entry Cadet, I 

knew this training would be crucial 

for my success as a junior Cadet and 

my time at Leadership Development 

and Assessment Course.  What I did-

nôt know was how hard it was going 

to be both physically and mentally.  

 The first few sessions of 

Ranger Company were right before 

Christmas break, when everyone begins to become restless for vacation.  I was more 

than ready for a break, but before the fun began I had to face my first few vigorous ses-

sions.  These torture sessions consisted of massive amounts of PT and smoke sessions 

along with a mental humiliation.  Of course it was not that bad, but that was my recollec-

tion of it!  Before I left each morning I dreaded what was in store, and when I left I won-

dered why I was doing it.  By the end of Ranger Company, I was the epitome of the 

ñpoopy-faceò.  The poopy-face was nothing to be proud of, but it certainly described how 

I felt at times during training!  

 I knew I needed this training to make myself a competitive Cadet among my peers 

who have participated in ROTC for longer than one year.  I also wanted to prove to my-

self and my peers I can stick through the pain and tears; that I was just as strong as my 

fellow battle buddies.  The first few days of Ranger Company are supposed to be the 

most physically demanding and mentally breaking, so those who are not dedicated and 

motivated do not come back in the spring.  Thankfully that was not me!  

My battle buddies were my main motivation to keep driving on no matter how frus-

trated I got.  Without them, I would have been gone after the first day.  That is one of the 

main goals of Ranger Company; teamwork.  Everything we do revolves around working 

as a team and encompassing the Warrior Ethos; ñI will always place the mission first; I 

will never accept defeat; I will never quit; I will never leave a fallen comradeò.  It is amaz-

ing how far you can push yourself with the encouragement of your peers.  

The learning aspect of Ranger Company is also a key facet.  All of the extra train-

ing was well worth it in the end.  By the end of it, I could brief an operations order like my 

ABCs and conduct an ambush like it was second nature; none of which I could do with 

any confidence prior to this training.  Discipline was another integral part of Ranger 

Company.  Everyone and everything had to be uniform, being prepared for each session 

was crucial to a morningôs successful training session.  This was how we all became so 

close; everyone looked out for each other because if one of us failed, we all failed.  

          ðcont.  

 

Cadet Yerton-MSIV (UAlbany) 
Branch: Air Defense Artillery 
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CRIs or Cadet Ranger Instructors were those who graduated Ranger Company the year 

prior and now took time out of their schedule to make us as successful as they were.  

Although at times the CRCs, or Cadet Ranger Candidates hated them, it was tough love 

for all of us!  We knew the end result was well worth a morning of misery.  Graduation 

day was bitter sweet; my feet were like raw 

chicken after a 10 mile ruck march, but it 

was finally all over with and I was now a 

CRI!  It was not until this year that I real-

ized what it truly meant to be a CRI.  

Walking into the world of a CRI is 

like heaven compared to being a CRC.  No 

more inspections, no more smoke ses-

sions, no more character degradation, and 

no more poopy -face!  I was finally allowed 

to wear rank and called CRI Yerton, the 

best feeling of all feelings.  Becoming a 

CRI is no walk in the park and just because 

you hold that title does not mean you let 

your military bearing go down the drain.  

You are there to lead, train, and develop 

the CRCs.  I took on this responsibility, not 

as a hindrance on my already busy schedule, but as an opportunity to pay it forward.  I 

wanted the CRCs to gain the same confidence and success I did when I was in their 

shoes.  

 Developing others and seeing them succeed is one of the most rewarding as-

pects of Ranger Company, and ROTC in general.  That is why I joined this program, I 

wanted the challenge, I wanted to see how 

far I could push myself and others towards 

achieving our goals.  On the same note, I 

knew that becoming a CRI would also be 

very rewarding.  Any CRI will tell you that 

they get some sort of gratification from see-

ing the CRCs red in the face and hate in their 

eyes during a smoke session!  It is not be-

cause you turn into devilôs advocate when 

you become a CRI, it is just tradition to do to 

the CRCs what was done to you.  I like to 

think of it as tough love.  

     I encourage every Cadet to take advan-

tage of what Ranger Company has to offer.  

It does not matter how high speed you may think you are, there is always room for im-

provement and self -development.  Passing up an opportunity to take part in some of the 

best training you can get in this program is taking the easy way out.  I have heard noth-

ing but great things from those who have participated, along with my own testimony.  

          ðcont.  
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CRI Recognition ceremony 

Helicopter Infiltration, RC gateway  
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ñRangers lead the wayò was our motto last year.  This is true in every sense.  All 

eyes are on those who participate in Ranger Company. They are expected to take what 

they have learned back to their own companies and teach their peers. I did not see the 

importance of this until I heard about previous Cadetsô success in Ranger Company.  

Those who graduated were in the top five of their platoons at LDAC or received an over-

all E at camp.  They really are the elites of the Mohawk Battalion, not because they knew 

every battle drill by heart, but because they possessed the intestinal fortitude to drive on, 

no matter what the circumstances, in order to succeed. ðCadet Yerton  

 It was October 17 th and the last day of 

the Second ñFreedomò Brigade Ranger Chal-

lenge competition. The weather was temperate 

with blue skies and a few clouds.  Everyone on 

my team knew though that it was about to get 

very hot.  We stood on the field at Camp Smith 

stretching out and anxiously waiting our turn 

to start the last event of this competition, the 

6.2-mile forced march.  This event involves ten 

members of a Ranger Challenge team, in full 

uniform and carrying a 35 -pound ruck and a 

M16, marching a 6.2 -mile route as fast as they 

can.  This is a difficult task anywhere, but at 

Camp Smith there was something that made 

this march even harder.   

 My team was called up to prepare to 

start so we all grabbed our rucks and moved 

over to the start position.  After getting our 

rucksacks weighed to make sure they were at 

least 35 pounds, everyone threw their ruck on 

their back and adjusted it for comforté (well as much comfort as you can get from a 35 

pound backpack).   As we waited for the staff to let us go, everyone was bouncing 

around while mentally pumping themselves up for the march.  After a few minutes, we 

were off.  We began the race at a brisk walk along the designated route.  Before the 

march, we had devised a plan to redistribute weight in order to help the weaker ruckers. 

So as we walked we implemented that plan.  We lost a few minutes as we redistributed 

weight and a team started to pass us.  Once everyone was set though, we buckled down 

and started to jog.  Yes you read that correctly.  If you want to win a ruck march you do 

not march, you run.  So with our new pace set, we overtook the team that had just 

passed us, and they would eat our dust for the rest of the race.  As we passed that team, 

we crested a small hill and that is when it became visible.  It does not have a name so I 

will just refer to it as ñthe hillò.   

 Anyone who has been to Camp Smith knows what I am talking about.  ñThe hillò is 

the kind of hill that most people look at after getting over their initial awe and      

           ðcont.  

Cadet Huller-MSII (RPI) 
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say, ñforget that,ò turn around and walk away.  For my team though, this was not an op-

tion.  So we jogged to the base of the hill and began our brisk walk again because there 

was no jogging up ñthe hillò.  At this point there was no looking ahead or even thinking 

about how much further we had to go.  Everyone just put their head down, listened to the 

people ahead of them for dangers, and put one foot in front of the other.  ñThe hillò takes 

a toll on you, regardless of your physical condition.  You start out wishing the top of the 

hill would come, but eventually you start wishing the hill would be less steep. We worked 

as a team out there and pushed each other through it though like good teammates 

should, and every team we passed, improved our morale even further.  After what 

seemed like ages, the top of ñthe hillò came into sight.  This put some spark in us and we 

pushed hard to the top.  We were half way done.  

 Now we just had to turn around and go back.  If there was any part of the ruck 

march that could have been called fun, this was it!  After going uphill for so long my en-

tire team cruised down ñthe hillò almost laughing at the faces of the teams we passed 

that were still headed the other way.  In no time we made it down ñthe hillò and it seemed 

as if we were home free.  If you ask me though this next part was the hardest. We only 

had a little over a mile left, but at this point everyone was running on fumes.   

 At this point every little thing weighs on your mind, what you had to eat that morn-

ing, the hot spot forming on your foot, or those extra three pounds you packed in your 

ruck to make sure you were over the 35 -pound minimum. T he small hill I talked about at 

the beginning did not seem nearly as small anymore, but once again, everyone started 

motivating each other.  We knew we were close, and we also knew we were running out 

of time.  We pushed through the last mile and made it to the field where we started. At 

this point all we had to do was make one lap around the field and we would be done.  

This was the longest lap of my life. We ran the lap as fast as we could making sure every-

one had the proper 

amount of weight again 

and all of their equipment.   

As the distance to the fin-

ish line got shorter and 

shorter, my legs and back 

began to burn more and 

more.  It did not matter 

though.  There was no way 

I was going to quit and at 

that point, none of us 

would.  We had worked 

too long and too hard to 

give up now.  As we 

crossed the finish line, the 

feeling of relief that hit me 

was hard to describe.  

   ðcont.  
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