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Hello to all from Camp Taji, Iraq.  It’s been an interesting trip so far.  Below are some of the highlights of July’s grand adventures.  As this is my first monthly trip report, please excuse me if my mind wonders on the subjects.
I left Albuquerque on 8 July bright and early in the morning.  Mary and Nicole were able to see me off at the gate.  It was difficult to say goodbye for all of us.  My flight took me to Dallas, then Baltimore.  At Baltimore, I had a long & boring wait for my flight overseas.  The USO was crowded with military men & women heading to both Iraq and Afghanistan.  The terminal where we were didn’t have much in the ways of food.  Shortly before midnight, we were finally on our way to Ramstein AB, Germany.  After a few hours break, we reboarded the plane and flew to Cyprus for a quick refueling.  When I say “quick”, I really mean 3 hours sitting on the plane waiting.  Even though we were close to Iraq, our flight backtracked a bit and headed South into Egypt, then turned into Saudi Arabia, and ended in Qatar early on 10 July.
The next two days consisted of briefings, issuing of even more equipment, and sleep.  We were supposed to fly out early on 12 July to Baghdad, but our flight was delayed, then cancelled.  We still managed to get on board a C-17 heading for Baghdad, but it didn’t leave until that night.  We did some more in processing at Camp Sater, Baghdad (one of several bases at the international airport) and worked on getting a flight to Taji (only 10 minutes away by air).  The leadership decided to make us wait in Baghdad an extra day to allow another 20 people to catch up to us.  While this may sound like a good idea, it made loading all our bags on board a rather long process.  Finally, on 14 July, we landed at Camp Taji, Iraq.
Currently, we are living in what the Army calls surge housing.  It’s a big warehouse, or barn if you will, filled with bunk beds.  The particular warehouse we’re living in is used by the convoys for temporary lodging.  This means that we get company in the middle of the night, usually waking us up in the process of moving in.  Most are pretty nice and do their best to leave our end alone.  We’ve had several Marines through here as well.  Eventually, we will move into trailers called pods.  There will be 2 people to a pod and 3 pods per trailer.  There’s a separate trailer for the showers and toilets.  It’s not the best arrangement, but it could be so much worse.
The base is much larger than I was expecting and much nicer than Camp Sater in Baghdad.  The food is good (but no where close to Nicole’s good cooking) and there is plenty to do on our off time.  We are secure enough that we are not wearing our helmet and vest everywhere we go.  Considering the heat, that is a good thing.  We always keep it within 10 minutes of our location and there are bunkers everywhere we go.  We are required to carry a weapon with us at all times.  Our leadership has directed us to carry our M9 pistols as our primary weapon.  With a few thousand troops all around us, the rifle would just be extra weight to carry.

My job here is to help set up a school house to teach the Iraq Air Force how to maintain their aircraft.  The schoolhouse we are setting up is on the Iraq side of the base.  It’s close to our side of the base and no where near the edge of the base.  This keeps us pretty safe as well.  We are currently creating a training program for the Iraq Air Force Warrant Officers.  The entire program will be a year long, but our portion is the last 4 months.

The locals here are friendly and most are eager to learn from us.  Although they are friendly, we are always on guard.  We watch what we say around them and always assume that could be our enemy in an instant.  I had the chance to escort our interpreters to the dining facility one day.  I took the opportunity to get to know those I’d be working with.  While their culture is very different from ours, it is clear to me that these people want to make Iraq a better place.  Everything they ever heard about Americans is being changed by our presence.  They are learning what we are actually like.
Things are never boring here.  One morning, a few weeks earlier, we woke up to a fire at our BX/PX compound.  The bazaar (just across from the main BX/PX) was burnt to the ground.  Unfortunately, all but 2 of my uniforms were in the bazaar being pressed.  Nothing like calling back to the base and telling them that most of your uniforms burned up!  Fortunately, no one was hurt and the fire didn’t reach any other buildings.  We are still waiting for the official report, but sources tell me it was a faulty wiring issue that brought down the bazaar.
It’s been a long month.  Reports from home have told me of a new dog in the family, Caroline ended up in a cast, Mary heading out to spend time with Grandma, & a family that misses me as much as I miss them.  Nicole, Mary, Theresa, Caroline, & Asa, I love you all and miss you very much.  I’m keeping safe and look forward to seeing everyone again.  Thank you all for the letters and cards you’ve sent.  They mean a lot to me.  
God Bless You All!

TSgt Anthony Uebel

Taji, Iraq

