ALL THE COMFORTS OF HOME  *and more!

This is a first in a series of try-weekly articles about the tries and travistations of ELMACO’s Wire Platoon in Kuwait.  “Try-weekly” because the stories will try to be sent weekly, but may end up coming every three weeks.


Now that we are here, beginning our third week in-country, it will be a difficult task to sum up the first couple of weeks, transforming ourselves from “in the rear” Marines to “just south of the border” Marines.  But here it goes.


We left North Carolina, not in an airplane, but in a time machine.  Unlike any other time machine that delivers you to a specific place in history, past or future, this time machine landed us in a place with no time at all.  Here, there are no weekends and weekdays.  In fact, we have decided every day is Monday here.  There are no bed times and work schedules. There is no personal time, alone time, or time outs.   This timeless time machine has delivered the ELMACO Marines to a black hole, unfortunately it is a hole full of sand.  We do, however, have some times we have begun to recognize.  Chow time and religious services are specific times we have grown accostume to and really enjoy.  Also, we have found a considerable amount of time to complain.  There is always time for that.


When we first got here, rumors  began circulating that we have returned to recruit training.  Boot camp, all over again.  But those rumors began to cease as soon as we realized that we were allowed to smoke and eat candy bars.  So this is more like Air Force boot camp, but with all the yelling of MCRD San Diego.


We sleep in community tents (hooches).  Women have their own homes and men have theirs.  At night, you can hear laughter and music coming from some tents.  These are the sounds of Marines temporarily forgetting the real reasons why we are here.  Some Devil Dogs play cards and others play dominoes.  Most write letters home, telling wives, families, and loved ones about the holes they have dug and the blisters on their feet.   


Now that we are here and starting to settle down, things are beginning to look and feel a lot like home.  We have hot water in the showers, hot breakfast and hot dinner.  We have a bag lunch each day that we call SOS’s.  (Same Old Stuff)  There is a television located in the chow hall which can be seen if we are lucky enough to sit close by.  It offers a wonderful distraction from our worries by showing non-stop FOX News coverage of the War With Iraq.  


We have pick-up and drop off laundry.  Of course most of it is missing when it is returned, but socks that can stand on their own after being worn for 6 days straight is a good thing.  It is like an extra pair of desert boots, only blacker.  Some hooches (our living tents) have radios.  There are two stations that play American music and even have American DJ’s.  This is a relaxing comfort.  We also have beds (cots), pillows (rolled up sweatshirts) and blankets (sleeping bags).


With all these comforts of home, we still have more!  We carry our gas masks everywhere we go, for the occasional gas drill or scud missile attack drill.  But for now, we only use our gas masks for the frequent flatulence of fellow Marines, and the already mentioned stinky socks.  We hope that this is all the gas masks are used for.  


One other great benefit is that we are never alone.  This means no personal time for sorrow or missing home.  We use the guardian angel system every where we go:  we always have a buddy.  It is good to eat, sleep, and work with your fellow Marines.  We smoke, go to the bathroom, and walk duty with partners.  But the real perks of the buddy system comes when we take showers together.  It is a wonderful thing to have that special buddy right by your side, especially when you are trying to get the sand out of those hard to reach areas.


Sand.  Oh the sand.  The real enemy over here.  Sand storms pound our bodies and our homes, knocking them down, making our bivouac areas look more like a destroyed trailer park in Eastern Oklahoma.  When we are done cleaning the sand out of our eyes, hair, and deep inside our ears, we begin re-constructing the bunkers, which we have worked on since day one.  These are the same, already mentioned bunkers, which protect us from gas attacks (Enemy gas attacks, not the ones that come at night, after Salsa Saturday’s Mexican dinner).   The bunkers become flooded with sand after a storm and we dig all day to return them back to normal.  Yes sir, the mother of all Mother Nature’s storms buries them at night while we bring them back to life by day.  It is a friendly kind of vicious cycle, keeping us ever busy.


This week, the work complex was built and the jobs we were trained to do, the jobs we were sent here to do, are finally underway.  So begins another week in the Never-Never Land of Camp Fox.  Never wanted to be here, never want to come back.  So today, March 10, 2003, work begins.   We still clean our weapons, track our ammo, and de-sand our gas masks twice a day.  We continue the dual duty of maintenance warriors, helplessly counting the invisible minutes until we are back home again.   

