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22 April 05

Dear Mom and Conor, 






 


I really don’t have much time to write so I have started multi-tasking. Conor I hope your trip to Gettysburg was fun, it was one of my favorites. I remember the first time that I went we would smuggle soda on to the bus and drink it all to the side. I hope you get more requirements marked off in your Scout book. Keep up with the guitar lesson. I expect you to play me the Marine Corps hymn when I get home so start practicing now. 
Keep writing. I received your letter yesterday on the 21st but Conor I still have not received a letter from you. I’ll be expecting one soon. Keep working hard and if you have any questions just ask and I’ll try and answer them. I lost my voice on Saturday and got it back today and I can swallow with it hurting too much. But on the good side all the shots that they gave me are finally not making me too sick. All the germs in the world are in this place.


I have come very accustomed to days. Depending on how the previous day went I look forward to making it to the next meal or even just getting back to bed. I just take it one small step at a time. Please keep writing and praying for me.

Oh yeah, on last Saturday when I got to PCP we had to sit down and someone put his boot under me and I think I broke my tailbone. Everything hurts when I try to use my butt. My left ankle is also in bad shape. I think I have either sprained the outside or maybe even have a small stress fracture. It only hurts if I run for a long time or when we have to move racks. I figure that if I keep lacing up my boot tight it gives it the support I need for the day.


Tell the church to keep praying for me because I can feel it working. I have been able to keep going much longer at something that I thought could. Please also send me a few (2 each) of you and Conor. 

I love you both very much.



Love, Brendon

P.S. Could you also send me a small calendar? Not too much bigger than a business card in a different letter than the pictures. I don’t want it to be taken.

