
  
    

Any secret talents? 
Umm…I can do a backhand 
spring and I’m really good at 
accents.

Any pet peeves? 
I hate it when people are 
rude.

What are your plans after 
college? 
My plans are to get a job and 
move in with the boyfriend 
and get a dog!

What’s on your bucket 
list? 
I want to travel to at least 10 
different countries. Yeah, that 
would be cool.

What artist is on your re-
cently added playlist? 
My recently added playlist is 
mostly illegally downloaded 
music but Drake to answer 
your question.

	 Mary-Kate Wilson, a 
junior SMAD corporate com-
munication major, covers 
her dining room table with 
scissors, tape and packing 
peanuts. Package destina-
tion: Al Asad Air Base, Iraq.  
  Five weeks later, 
Lance Corporal Jake Wil-
son receives a package in a 
$14.50 red, white and blue 
Priority Mail flat-rate box.  
 What’s inside? A little 
slice of home. 
 On September 1, 
2008, Mary-Kate’s brother 
was shipped to Iraq.  But that 
wasn’t unusual for the third-
generation military family. 
 “I felt bad because 
when he went over I wasn’t 
terribly scared for him,” says 
Mary-Kate. 
 After receiving his 
associate degree at Val-
ley Forge Military Academy, 
Jake registered for classes at 
Radford University. Between 
studying and drill training 
once a month in Harrisburg, 
Pa., with his military occu-

pational specialty, or MOS, 
Jake had found his niche, 
the Marines.  Shortly after, 
Echo Company was called 
for duty. 
 Next stop: Camp 
Pendleton, California. Af-
ter three months at SOI, or 
school of infantry training in 
Mojave Desert, the 23-year-
old was finally prepared for 
Iraq. 
 Being 6,200 miles from 
home, Iraq was no Wood-
bridge, Va.  But pieces of 
Woodbridge came to Iraq in 
a 12-by-12-by-5½ box.
 “It was hard to send 
food. We sent him cookies 
one time, but by the time 
they got there, it was nothing 
but crumbs. But it was the 
thought that counts,” says 
Mary-Kate.
 The first package was 
chock-full of trail mix, Mini 
M&M’s, David’s original and 
barbecue sunflower seeds 
and posters of scantly clad 

W/ Mary-Kate W/ Mary-Kate 

Home 
In a 

Box
To:  Jak

e 

Love:  
Your Family



women. Due to security is-
sues with mail tampering, 
the U.S. military only accepts 
U.S. Postal Service packag-
es.  With the prized personal 
treasures all packed up, 
Mary-Kate and her mother, 
Bridget Wilson, wrapped the 
care-package with super-
strength tape. 
 “I remember the first 
time sending him a pack-
age,” says Bridget. “I was 
standing in the post office 
crying like crazy because 
it felt so horrible sending a 
package to my son in a war 
zone.”
 The typical package 
consisted of photos, a short 
story written his younger 
brother, Charles, and a letter 
updating Jake about what’s 
going on at the home front 
from his mother.  
 “We sent him things 
that tried to make him feel 
like home,” says Mary-Kate.
 Living in a high-stress 
environment, Jake was look-
ing for a break from his daily 
routine. 
 “We tried to make the 
packages light-hearted as 
possible,” says Mary-Kate. 
“We just wanted him to laugh 
so we just sent him some 
giggles.” 
 One such item was a 
bag full of plastic green army 
men, similar to the ones in 
the movie “Toy Story”.
During holiday dinners, a 
chair would sit empty at the 
table. At Christmas, the Wil-

 Jake’s dad, John Wil-
son was also stationed over-
seas about an hour away by 
helicopter in Baghdad, train-
ing Iraqi policemen. 
  “I was coming back 
from the night shift. Night 
shift goes from 11 at night 
to 7 in the morning. So I’m 
coming home and my squad 
leader comes in and says, 
‘Hey. You have to go see the 
company gunner right now! 
He wants to talk to you.’ ”
 “Ahhh, shit. You never 
talk to the fuckin’ gunny un-
less you’re in trouble,” ex-
plains Jake.
  “So I’m at the com-
pany gunny and he says, ‘Oh 
yeah, follow me, the C.O. 
wants to see you.’ The com-
manding officer.” 
 “I walk into the room 
and the C.O. says, ‘There’s 
someone here that would 
like to see you.’ ” 
 Mr. Wilson pops into 
the room. Jake couldn’t have 
been happier to see a famil-
iar face. 
 “I had a great time, but 
the hardest thing was not 
seeing your friends and fam-
ily.”
 Since then, the Wil-
son men have returned back 
home to Woodbridge, Va. 

-Written by  Chris Runyon

sons sent a 1½ -foot plastic 
Charlie Brown Christmas 
tree and a reindeer antlers 
headband. 
 “It was weird shopping 
for Christmas gifts in the be-
ginning of November,” says 
Bridget.
 For Easter, Mrs. Wil-
son and Mary-Kate sent 
Jake an entire box of the 
usual radioactive green 
Easter-basket straw. Hidden 
inside were plastic eggs full 
of Jelly Beans and Smarties 
candies. 
Keeping busy at JMU, Mary-
Kate would still find time to 
send her brother packages. 
 “I think it made her feel 
a little bit closer to him, send-
ing little pieces of home,” 
says roommate Alison 
DiMartino.
 Jake says, “It was 
like the same thing every 
day, and so once you got a 
package, we would all open 
it together because it was 
something different.”
But the Christmas tree 
wasn’t the strangest delivery.
“The strangest packages 
was the Chapstick and lo-
tion,” says Mary Kate.  
Being on guard for eight 
hours in the roasting Middle 
East sun dries out the skin. 
The itchy feeling can only be 
compared to your skin being 
infested with fleas.
 But the best package 
Jake received was a not in a 
box.
 “This was really weird.”


