Letter from Emerson; first tour in Iraq:

Hello, 







26 July 2003

I hope this letter brightens your day. How soon will you guys be moving to Idaho? I got a package from grandma yesterday. I would like to see things work out for you guys out there. Things have slowed down since I talked to you on the phone and I’m thinking it might be a calm before the storm thing. 

I’ll write about our new Hooah-Hooah C. O. now. 

During his assumption of command ceremony, he pulled a folded U.S. Flag from under his arm and explained to the company that it had been given to him by a Ranger who had hoisted the flag on Omaha Beach; June 6 1944.

Even though the Flag is sixty-years old (maybe older than that) it is still Beautiful as ever, so Red, so White and Blue. 

Some of the corners are fringing away but it’s the most Beautiful Flag I’ve ever seen.  I love that Flag that Capt. Brown has. I’ve always loved the U.S. Flag but I’ve never seen one that had so much meaning to it. 

That Flag means a lot to me. A lot. 

Our new C.O. is doing good stuff for Bravo Co. 1-8. For our first 3 and ½ months out here, our B-duffel bags were being stored in Kuwait. The bags had our P.T. uniforms in them. [?] we were on the move and wouldn’t have been able to do P.T. anyway, but when we arrived at Balad we established a place of our own to run operations from.
An Airfield with all kinds of air hangers and runways to run on. Capt. Brown arranged a way to get our bags so we can do P.T. 

A lot of guys hated it. But I was kinda hopeful about it. 
It paid off man. I went for my first run in over 3 months 4 days ago and I’m convinced running cures depression. 

We have no damn idea when we are leaving Iraq (if we ever do) and that is a killer. So I’m going to combat the unknown with running. 

This morning was the first time the Company did P.T. as a whole and we ran the first 2.5 miles as a Company, but the last 2.5 was a race.
 It was the coolest. Capt. Brown smoked everybody because He’s not human and he’s a triathelete [sic]. But it was me and SPS. Brown who led the way for the rest of the Company.

I was 3rd overall, finishing behind Capt. Brown and SPC. Brown.
 It’s kinda cool the way the top three placed: an Officer, an Enlisted, and an NCO, me [and he had a smilie face sketched in there].

After the run there was an award ceremony and my squad was awarded the Army Achievement Medal for discovering some enemy mortars and mortar rounds two weeks ago. After that, the Company formed up with the mortar tubes in the middle and that Beautiful Flag flying overhead for Company photos. 

What a day! 

The flys [sic] land on our lips, the fleas are horrible, the mosquitoes are worse than Alaska, Iraq is a #1?0 Hole, we don’t know if were ever coming back, but days like these are pick-me-ups. 

Well, I’ll finish this letter here by saying I miss you guys and I’m looking forward to spending more that just 3 days next time I see you. Maybe you will be in Idaho by then. 
I have many dreams. 

Oh, I would like to have Karen and I spend two weeks where we were close to you and could hang out with you everyday. Maybe someday.

I love you and I’ll try harder to write more letters, alright. 

Emery

