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out of missions I disagree with than I can ig-
nore laws I think are improper. I do not con-
sider it a violation of my individual rights to 
have gone to Iraq on orders because I raised 
my right hand and volunteered to join the 
army. Whether or not this mission was a 
good one, my participation in it was an affir-
mation of something I consider quite nec-
essary to society. So if nothing else, I gave 
my life for a pretty important principle; I 
can (if you’ll pardon the pun) live with that. 
. . . 

I write this in part, admittedly, because I 
would like to think that there’s at least a 
little something out there to remember me 
by. Granted, this site will eventually vanish, 
being ephemeral in a very real sense of the 
word, but at least for a time it can serve as 
a tiny record of my contributions to the 
world. But on a larger scale, for those who 
knew me well enough to be saddened by my 
death, especially for those who haven’t 
known anyone else lost to this war, perhaps 
my death can serve as a small reminder of 
the costs of war. Regardless of the merits of 
this war, or of any war, I think that many of 
us in America have forgotten that war 
means death and suffering in wholesale lots. 
A decision that for most of us in America 
was academic, whether or not to go to war in 
Iraq, had very real consequences for hun-
dreds of thousands of people. Yet I was as 
guilty as anyone of minimizing those very 
real consequences in lieu of a cold discussion 
of theoretical merits of war and peace. Now 
I’m facing some very real consequences of 
that decision; who says life doesn’t have a 
sense of humor? . . . 

But for those who knew me and feel this 
pain, I think it’s a good thing to realize that 
this pain has been felt by thousands and 
thousands (probably millions, actually) of 
other people all over the world. That is part 
of the cost of war, any war, no matter how 
justified. If everyone who feels this pain 
keeps that in mind the next time we have to 
decide whether or not war is a good idea, per-
haps it will help us to make a more informed 
decision. Because it is pretty clear that the 
average American would not have supported 
the Iraq War had they known the costs going 
in. I am far too cynical to believe that any 
future debate over war will be any less vitri-
olic or emotional, but perhaps a few more 
people will realize just what those costs can 
be the next time. 

This may be a contradiction of my above 
call to keep politics out of my death, but I 
hope not. Sometimes going to war is the 
right idea. I think we’ve drawn that line too 
far in the direction of war rather than peace, 
but I’m a soldier and I know that sometimes 
you have to fight if you’re to hold onto what 
you hold dear. But in making that decision, 
I believe we understate the costs of war; 
when we make the decision to fight, we 
make the decision to kill, and that means 
lives and families destroyed. Mine now falls 
into that category; the next time the ques-
tion of war or peace comes up, if you knew 
me at least you can understand a bit more 
just what it is you’re deciding to do, and 
whether or not those costs are worth it. 

‘‘This is true love. You think this happens 
every day?’’—Westley, The Princess Bride 

‘‘Good night, my love, the brightest star in 
my sky.’’—John Sheridan, Babylon 5 

This is the hardest part. While I certainly 
have no desire to die, at this point I no 
longer have any worries. That is not true of 
the woman who made my life something to 
enjoy rather than something merely to sur-
vive. She put up with all of my faults, and 
they are myriad, she endured separations 

again and again . . . I cannot imagine being 
more fortunate in love than I have been with 
Amanda. Now she has to go on without me, 
and while a cynic might observe she’s better 
off, I know that this is a terrible burden I 
have placed on her, and I would give almost 
anything if she would not have to bear it. It 
seems that is not an option. I cannot imag-
ine anything more painful than that, and if 
there is an afterlife, this is a pain I’ll bear 
forever. 

I wasn’t the greatest husband. I could have 
done so much more, a realization that, as it 
so often does, comes too late to matter. But 
I cherished every day I was married to 
Amanda. When everything else in my life 
seemed dark, she was always there to light 
the darkness. It is difficult to imagine my 
life being worth living without her having 
been in it. I hope and pray that she goes on 
without me and enjoys her life as much as 
she deserves. I can think of no one more de-
serving of happiness than her. 

‘‘I will see you again, in the place where no 
shadows fall.’’—Ambassador Delenn, Babylon 
5 

I don’t know if there is an afterlife; I tend 
to doubt it, to be perfectly honest. But if 
there is any way possible, Amanda, then I 
will live up to Delenn’s words, somehow, 
some way. I love you. 

Mr. President, our thoughts and 
prayers are with Amanda, Andrew’s 
parents, and all of his family. May they 
soon find comfort and respite from 
their grief. May we always remember 
Andrew for his life, service, and sac-
rifice. And may countless others have 
the blessing of reading his words. 

STAFF SERGEANT JUSTIN R. WHITING 
Madam President, I rise today to 

honor the memory of SSG Justin R. 
Whiting, a Green Beret with the 3rd 
Battalion, 5th Special Forces Group, 
out of Fort Campbell, KY. On January 
19, Sergeant Whiting was leading a con-
voy through the streets of Mosul, Iraq, 
when a bomb exploded near his vehicle. 
He was killed at 27 years old. 

Sergeant Whiting was born in Belton, 
TX, but at a young age moved to Han-
cock, NY, where he developed a love for 
the great outdoors. Justin was an avid 
hunter who reveled in the rugged land-
scape near the Delaware River. 

Those who knew him describe Ser-
geant Whiting as an adventurer. It was 
this virtue, coupled with his deep-seat-
ed love for his country, which led him 
to join the Army just 2 months after 
his high school graduation. 

In the Army, he chose the most dif-
ficult path he could pursue, that of be-
coming a Green Beret. The Special 
Forces soldiers I know are the pride of 
our country. All at once, they are sol-
diers, intelligence officers, diplomats, 
tacticians, linguists, trainers, and ad-
visors. They are at the tip of the spear 
of our national defense. The Green 
Beret that they wear, said President 
Kennedy, is ‘‘a symbol of excellence, a 
badge of courage, a mark of distinction 
in the fight for freedom.’’ 

Sergeant Whiting was on his third 
tour in Iraq, on a mission to help bring 
security and stability to a region torn 
by violence and tragedy. Every day, he 

and his unit put themselves in harm’s 
way to give Iraqi citizens a chance at a 
society governed by the rule of law, 
free from the threats of sectarian 
strife, terrorism, or autocratic rule. He 
served bravely and was highly deco-
rated. Among many other honors, he 
earned the Bronze Star, one of the 
highest awards given for combat serv-
ice, for his bravery and selflessness. 

For those of us who did not know 
Justin personally, it is difficult to 
know what inspired his extraordinary 
sense of duty or what fueled his cour-
age on the battlefield. Alexander Ham-
ilton, a Founding Father and an Army 
officer, explained that ‘‘There is a cer-
tain enthusiasm in liberty that makes 
human nature rise above itself in acts 
of bravery and heroism.’’ I imagine 
that Justin found his strength in many 
sources—friends, family, and fellow 
soldiers—but I imagine that he, too, 
was motivated by an enthusiasm for 
liberty and a passion for justice. In his 
life, he consistently chose the path 
that was most challenging so that he 
could offer our country his highest 
service. He was a true patriot. 

To Justin’s mother, Estelline, to his 
father, Randall, to his sister, Amanda, 
and to his brother, Nathan, our 
thoughts and prayers are with you. I 
hope that in time, your grief will be as-
suaged by the pride you must feel in 
Justin’s service and by the honor he 
bestowed upon his country. May we 
never forget his service and his sac-
rifice. 

f 

MESSAGES FROM THE PRESIDENT 

Messages from the President of the 
United States were communicated to 
the Senate by Mrs. Neiman, one of his 
secretaries. 

f 

EXECUTIVE MESSAGES REFERRED 

As in executive session the Presiding 
Officer laid before the Senate messages 
from the President of the United 
States submitting sundry nominations 
and withdrawals which were referred to 
the appropriate committees. 

(The nominations received today are 
printed at the end of the Senate pro-
ceedings.) 

f 

MEASURES PLACED ON THE 
CALENDAR 

The following bill was read the sec-
ond time, and placed on the calendar: 

S. 2556. A bill to extend the provisions of 
the Protect America Act of 2007 for an addi-
tional 30 days. 

f 

MEASURES READ THE FIRST TIME 

The following bill was read the first 
time: 

S. 2557. A bill to extend the Protect Amer-
ica Act of 2007 until July 1, 2009. 
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