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May 31, 2005

Dear Mom, I did it! I made it through the Gas Chamber. I didn’t make it w/o problems though. My ability to use the mask was fine, but the mask didn’t fit right. The left side wouldn’t seal right. When I entered through the door I could start to feel the burning and irritation. When we had to do the exercise in the room I almost started to panic. But I didn’t because the SDI Exlos was in front of me and I didn’t want to give him reason to hate/think bad of me. He helped adjust my mask and I held the left side. I held the side and was able to complete the training, even though it was kinda painful it was fun and I would do it again. Today we also had pugil sticks 2 – on the bridge. I was really excited because I was on a roll today. When I suited up I got in the warrior stance (fighting stance) and they blew the whistle my enemy charged with a thrust and I blocked w/ a basic parry block pushing his stick down and to the right. I followed that with a devastating butt stroke to the face and knocked him off the bridge head first in under 5 seconds. I was thrilled but the SDI didn’t see. Oh well I know I did good. That was what today was. I had a lot of fun. Today is TD-13, initial drill is on TD-19. Only 7 days away. After next Tuesday swim week starts. Before I went in the gas chamber today I also prayed. I think that God also made sure the SDI SSgt. Exlos was near me to help me through. What ever it was I’m glad I stepped up and performed. I hope everything at home is going well. I hope Jess is healthy along with the baby. Please let me know how Conor is doing in Scouts. I know he will be heading to camp in about a month or so, maybe 5 weeks.


Let the church know I think about them every Sunday. Most of the time now I don’t go to the services. I have too much stuff I need to complete in the squad bay. But I do sit and reflect and read my bible.


I have some more to do now. I’ll write later in the week. Please continue to pray for me and welfare of my platoon.


Keep writing.


Love, 



Brendon

