

Month 2                                                                                                                  Page 3

Another month has passed and there is much to share with you.  The month started out on a sour note when my ballistic sunglasses were “picked up” by someone while I wasn’t looking.  It’s sad to think that someone would steal them, but someone did just that.  I ended up buying a footlocker so I could lock up my belongings.  Life in the warehouse has given those passing through opportunity to take our stuff.  Several items have disappeared from our folks in the warehouse.  One of guys had his GPS come up missing.  We reported the events and most of us now have the footlockers.  I’m not sure which thought is worse, having someone in the military taking the items, or a member of the staff taking them.
On a much brighter note, we did finally moved out of the warehouse and into the trailers in Air Force Village.  There are 3 pods per trailer and 2 people per pod.  My roommate is MSgt Knapp, the other scheduler.  Currently, MSgt Knapp is living in the army’s pod area.  We don’t know when he and the rest of the folks will move over and join us in AF Village, but we get along just fine so all should be well when he does move in.  They did pick some pretty cheap furniture for our rooms.  One of my drawers has a broken track already.  They’re just cheap plastic tracks.  MSgt Knapp was missing the bar in the wardrobe side for his uniforms.  The locks on the doors are rather odd as well.  In order to lock/unlock the door, you have to lift up on the handle, turn the key, and then push the handle down.  This is what happens when we don’t buy American.  Still, it’s so much better than the warehouse!

A few days after the sunglass incident, I found myself making a tough call at work.  We were faced with the problem of time on our maintenance course.  The Iraqi Air Force only wants to spend 4 months training time opposed to the 6 months we were planning.  We ended up taking out 2 of the courses, one of them being my course, to make the allotted time line.  The cut courses, if the Iraqi Air Force wants them, will have to be taught as stand-alone courses.  This tough call basically took me out of the classroom…not what I wanted to do.  We are still waiting to hear the final word from the Iraqi leadership.  Maybe I’ll be teaching in a separate course, maybe I’ll spend my time making sure the classes are scheduled out effectively.

During a slower moment, my boss, Major Nolan, grabbed a few of us and took us on a “field trip” to the old engine test cell and the storage warehouses.  The test cell really brought into light just how big the Iraqi Air Force once was.  There were hundreds of MIG engines sitting around everywhere.  Most were in old broken down crates, others were in pieces across the yard.  We really destroyed their Air Force!  We found a few old pieces we will use as training aids in the engine portion of our tech school.  The storage warehouses were filled with helmets & old weapons.  All were extremely rusted and broken in many pieces.  I thought about bringing Mr. Jim an old anti tank rocket launcher, but they wouldn’t let me take it out of country…sorry Jim.

Some rather big news to share with everyone is that I am an original member of the 370th Expeditionary Training Squadron (ETS).  We officially became a squadron this month and even had an assumption of command ceremony.  We unveiled our guide-on, the flag the squadron carries in formations and parades.  As I understand it, we were the first new squadron to be activated in this war zone and only a few squadrons have ever been stood up in a war zone.  The weirdest part is that I officially belong to 2 squadrons right now.  The 58 MOS back at Kirtland is still my squadron, but I also belong to the 370 ETS while deployed here.  On the brighter side of things, this does give me some opportunities to further my career.  Currently, I’m working on designing a group and squadron coin.  If the leadership likes the designs, we’ll have the coins made and sell them.  The profits will fund our hail & farewell parties…at least that’s the plan.

On August 21st, I had to pull the midnight shift at the TOC (army term; I believe it stands for Tactical Operations Center).  My job was to man the radios and take care of signing in & out the interpreters.  It ended up being a very uneventful night.  The only notable event was I had to inform everyone of some out going artillery around 1130 that night…I’m sure they would have figured it out when they heard the first round fire, but it did give me something to do for a few seconds.  
They finally tore down the old bazaar.  It only took a day of actual work, but it stood for almost a month after the fire.  They will probably end up building a new bazaar, but nothing has been announced yet.  There is a tent up that has a few of the shops in it, but it’s hardly ever open.
Construction has started of yet another set of trailers.  They’re being built right next to Air Force Village and rumor has it that the Australians will be moving in once they complete it.  I think it will be interesting having another nation’s troops right next door.  I do plan on visiting and making some new friends once they set up next door.

Some really good news to report is that I will be sewing on MSgt 1 September.  I checked the line numbers and my line number is in for next month.  We were fairly certain it would be, but now its official.  It’s been a long time coming and finally I’m putting on that next stripe!  We had a promotion ceremony on the 30th of August.  I was the only one being promoted, but it was a moving ceremony.  All the senior NCOs lined up and read part of the NCO creed and the senior NCO charges.  I then took my oath as a senior NCO and repeated my enlistment oath.  As much as I hate these things, I must admit, it reminded me why I wanted this promotion.  Although the money is great, making MSgt placed me in a group that can make things happen.  I finally completed my last goal I set when I first reenlisted.  It would have been perfect if Nicole and Mary could have tacked on my stripes for me.  I guess you can’t have everything when you’re in a war zone.  Of course, everyone here is expecting me to buy the beer, but being we have no beer here; I’m going to give them the near beer we have at the dining facility or root beer, their choice.
A story on the promotion ceremony should be heading for the Williams and Albuquerque newspapers, so keep your eyes open for them.  Unfortunately, I have no idea when, if at all, the story will actually come out.  I just know that after the ceremony, I had all kinds of questions to answer for the article.

A final note to report this month, I have officially requested my R&R for late Dec.  I’m hoping to make it home in time for Theresa’s birthday and stay for Christmas, but we will have to see how it all plays out.  I did find out this month that my projected return date is 7 July 2008.  Thank you all for your support.  I look forward to seeing everyone again.

God Bless You All!

MSgt Anthony Uebel

Taji, Iraq

