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Today is about family.  Not the Army family, the coalition family or the MPRI family. 

Itôs about you and me, your leaders and mine, your subordinates and mine,  your 

peerséand mine. It is about all of us here in this room and our extended family 

right here in Camp Spannéin Masar-e Sharif and throughout Afghanistan. Chuck 

Buckman and Mike Discioscia are a part of that family and we are all here today 

to honor their memory.

This is my third remembrance ceremony in Afghanistan. From the 2 previous 

times I did not know the fallen, but I heard their stories from those who did know 

theméthose who worked with them, laughed with them, ate with them and lived 

with them every day. It affected me as if I did know them. I laughed and choked 

back tears when I heard those stories and though I had never met them, I still 

considered them family.

I think the lesson in that for all of us is that no matter who you are, what you do or 

where you come from, it is perfectly natural in this environment for a sense of 

family to emerge from a mix of total strangers.

Chuck and Mike had another family back home. 

Chuck was married to Heather. He had 3 children, daughters Bailey (12), Ruby 

(11) and Wyatt (7).          

He served 2 tours as a Navy Parachute Rigger but always knew that was not what 

he wanted to do. He left the Navy and went to work in the oil fields and later 

decided to follow his heart and join the Lawton, OK Police Department.  While 

serving with the police department he was a founding member of their gang task 

force, their tactical team and a highly respect weapons instructor. 

A friend from the law enforcement training community turned him on to an 

opportunity to train weapons with the Afghan Armyéand off he wentéoriginally 

working for another company.  When MPRI assumed that mission, Chuck was 

originally not on the hire list.  I asked him in our first meeting why he did not want 

to come to work for us, assuming that it was a personal decisionéHe told me with 

an obvious and understandable chip on his shoulder, ñI was not welcomed...since 

I was a police officer and not an infantry soldier, I was apparently not qualified to 

do the job I have been doing the last year.ò  And that was Chuck. He knew there 

was a time and place and when it came, he spoke his mind.

Ken Darville, Deputy Program Manager, NATO Weapons Training, MPRI



He and I had our first heart to heart that day and needless to say, we hired him. He 

very quickly distinguished himself as a high caliber trainer and assistant team leader 

at Blackhorse. When a new team leader opportunity presented itself in Gardez, he 

was clearly our number one choice. When LTC Loos asked us to establish a 

presence in the RBWT to assist the 10th Mountain Division Teams, Chuck was 

selected to lead one of those teams that was split between Herat and in Masar-e 

Sharif.

Chuck was the sort of man that after a ten minute conversation you would feel like 

you had a friend for lifeéand one guy among many that could and would attest to 

that was Mike Discioscia. 

Mike was married to Minerva and had two grown children, Zailyn and Karidad, but the 

little angels in his life that he was the most proud of were his two young grandchildren 

Marcus and Alariss. He was medically retired from the Armyéa Non Commissioned 

Officer, a former drill sergeant and competitive pistol shooter with the Army 

Marksmanship Unit.

Sometime after leaving the Army, Mike worked with MPRI on the M16 Transition 

Program in Iraq. He later worked as a Peace Support Operations Trainer for the US 

Department of State in Africa, where he helped train Burundian soldiers who are now 

in Mogadishu with the African Union Mission and Nigerian Soldiers who are in Darfur 

with the United Nations Mission. He later came to work for MPRI in Afghanistan as a 

NATO Weapons trainer at KMTC and quickly distinguished himself as a potential 

leader.  

While observing training at KMTC on day, Mikeôs team leader told me that he did not 

want to lose Mike Discioscia, but that he was leader and needed a position of greater 

responsibility. Within a week, he was promoted to Assistant Team Leader and moved 

to Masar-e Sharif, originally under Vic with the Corps team and later as the RBWT 

site lead working for a new team leader, Chuck Buckman. 

The two became fast friends and together shared a common philosophy that they 

personified in life and in their professioné

ÅAlways do the right thing. 

ÅAlways do your best.

ÅHumility is king.

ÅRelationships are everything.



This is why we had so much confidence in them and we are proud of the work they 

have done.

I have long believed that everything you do in life brings you to where you areéwhich 

further leads me to believe that there is a  Devine logic that brings us all here 

together today in the spirit of friendship, compassion for our fellow man and family.

Though we mourn their passing, Mike and Chuck will live on as the husband, father, 

brother, son and neighbor to all of those who knew and loved him back home.  And to 

us, they will forever remain a part of our lives as the professionals that they were and 

as two of the finest men we will ever know.

I sincerely hope that together, through the important work that we are all doing here in 

Afghanistan,  we can continue to honor their memory, their dedication and their 

sacrifice on behalf of those who will never have the privilege of knowing them.

On behalf of the President of MPRI, General Craddock (Ret), our International Group 

General Manager MG Jim Jackson (Ret), our Program Manager Larry Word, the 

NATO Weapons Program and the entire MPRI teaméI thank you for everything you 

have done for uséyour service, your compassion, your friendship and most 

importantly, your sense of family.



Morgan Paull, RBWT (MeS) Team Member, NATO Weapons Training, MPRI

Chuck and Mike were my supervisors during my time here in Afghanistan, Chuck both in 
Gardez and here and Mike here. I had never met Chuck before but I had worked with Mike 
for the better part of a year in Iraq teaching weapons to the Iraqi Army. After learning 
/ƘǳŎƪΩǎ ƛŘƛƻǎȅƴŎǊŀǎƛŜǎΣ L ƪƴŜǿ L ƘŀŘ ƧƻƛƴŜŘ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ǘŜŀƳ ŀƴŘ aƛƪŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ƳŀŘŜ ƛǘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ 
much better. Two very easy going guys who never raised their voice, contrary to current 
news reports. Two days before their murders I had acquired a cold. Naturally I got sick 
right before we were supposed to start our final days training. Chuck understood how I 
ŦŜƭǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŀŘŜ ƳŜ ƭƻƻƪ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜŀǊ ƛǘΦ The day Chuck arrived here from Herat he 
gave me the day off and Mike gave me the only cold medicine I could find, as the PX is 
ŎƭƻǎŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀŎŎŜǎǎ ǘƻ ƳŜŘƛŎŀƭΦ 

After the team trained that day, Chuck came to my room to check up on me, asked me 
how I was feeling. I was feeling better and we talked for about two hours. That is 
essentially what Chuck and I did. As he spent his time between here and Herat we did not 
have the opportunity to talk all the time. We talked about our future plans, about our 
vacation plans, about how much he wanted to remain in Afghanistan working anywhere to 
support his family. As we wrapped up, he told me that even though the contract is over, if 
there is anything he can ever do for me, letters of recommendation, job hunts, etc, he 
would not hesitate. This coming from the guy who had patiently taught this infantry 
Marine everything he knew about the M24. He then smiled and walked out.

I saw Mike the night before his death at the DFAC. I was wearing sweats, trying to get over 
my sickness. He asked me if I had the Robitussin he had left in my room while I was 
sleeping. I did and I was feeling better because of it. YŜŜǇƛƴƎ ǘǊǳŜ ǘƻ ŦƻǊƳ aƛƪŜ ǎŀƛŘ άǘƻƻ 
Ŝŀǎȅ ǇŀǇƛΣ ǘƻƻ ŜŀǎȅΦέ I told him I would see him later and went back to my room. Mike 
had everything under control here in Mez, coordinating our efforts at assistance with 
those of the appropriate personnel. He constantly checked in on Eric and I to make sure 
we were good to go. 

We went to Marmal one day to take Chuck to the airport so he could fly to Herat and while 
eating Mike kept brain storming with us about what we would do to make money after 
this job was over. That is quintessential Mike, never stopping, always going on about 
something or another. I was to be the brains as I have a degree and that, according to 
Mike, makes me the smartest guy; Chuck would have provided security due to his years in 
law enforcement, Mike would have been the always smiling face of our endeavor, and Eric 
was there, well Eric was there to keep team integrity. While I didn't talk to Mike as much 
as I did with Chuck, when I did talk with him it was always in between laughs.



I told Eric in the morning that I wasnôt 100% yet and would stay in the B-hut yet again. He 

told Chuck and Mike and nothing was said. 

I went back to bed and was woken up hours later for an accountability call, receiving the 

news that they were in an accident and at the TMC. I got dressed, showed up at the 

TMC, and five minutes later was told by the Chaplain that my friends were dead. 

Who knows what difference I could have made had I been with my team that 

day? Probably not much but these are the things we wonder about when we have 

moments of reflection. As it is, Chuck and Mike probably saved my life by letting me stay 

in bed because Iôm sure I probably would have been standing right next to them talking 

when it happened. So, thanks yet again Mike and Chuck.

The last memories that I have of Chuck and Mike are good ones. Of friends taking care of 

each other, of looking out for one another. That is how I will remember them. As great 

guys who died doing what they did not just because they enjoyed it but because it would 

help their families. They both leave behind sons, daughters, and wives. They were here 

for them and Iôm sure that in any other

instance where their life would have been asked to help their family they would have given 

it without hesitation. Here, unfortunately, the choice was not their own and we have lost 

men cut down in their prime.

I was part of the escort detail that took Mike and Chuck to Bagram. The military personnel 

along the way honored them appropriately. The traditions of the United States Navy, of 

which Chuck served, and of the United States Army, from which Mike retired, were held in 

the highest regard during this somber movement. On my way back from Bagram I was 

sitting in Terminal One looking at the mural painted on the wall opposite the bathroom. I 

donôt recall the painting but I remember the words vividly. ñIn honor of those who died in 

support of Operation Enduring Freedom. Live your life to honor them.ò My friends are 

gone but I will do my best to live my life in a way that honors them and their families. I 

miss you guys. Rest in peace brothers.

Unfortunately Eric could not be here today. He did leave me with something he wanted 

read though. Before I do, I want to thank him, Sgt. Stogner, the Army personnel at the 

range, the hospital medics and everyone else involved for their attempts at saving the 

lives of my friends. More could not have been asked. You all did a service to the men 

who are no longer with us.



Eric Harmon, RBWT (MeS) Team Member, NATO Weapons Training, MPRI
As read by Morgan Paul

From Eric:

First Thessalonians Chapter 4 Versus 13 through 18:

But I would not have you to be ignorant, brethren, concerning them which are asleep, 

that ye sorrow not, even as others which have no hope. 

For if we believe that Jesus died and rose again, even so them also which sleep in 

Jesus will God bring with him. 

For this we say unto you by the word of the Lord, that we which are alive and remain 

unto the coming of the Lord shall not prevent them which are asleep.

For the Lord himself shall descend from heaven with a shout, with the voice of the 

archangel, and with the trump of God: and the dead in Christ shall rise first. 

Then we which are alive and remain shall be caught up together with them in the 

clouds, to meet the Lord in the air: and so shall we ever be with the Lord. 

Wherefore comfort one another with these words.

Thank you.



Vic Thompson, Corp (MeS) Team Leader, NATO Weapons Training, MPRI



James Chatmon, Corp (MeS) Assistant Team Member, NATO Weapons Training, MPRI

The Lord is my shepherd; I shall not want. 

He maketh me to lie down in green pastures: he leadeth me beside the still waters.

He restoreth my soul: he leadeth me in the paths of righteousness for his name's 

sake. 

Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, I will fear no evil: for 

thou art with me; thy rod and thy staff they comfort me. 

Thou preparest a table before me in the presence of mine enemies: thou anointest 

my head with oil; my cup runneth over. 

Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me all the days of my life: and I will dwell 

in the house of the Lord for ever. 




