THE DIFFERENCE IS THE SAME

Fourth in a series


In the past few weeks, I have written about the daily lives we lead and the different effects the war, sandstorms, and policies, have had on us in Kuwait.  With this new submission, I would like to write about the individually most important resource this campaign possesses; the Marine.


I am very proud, and exceptionally lucky, to be working, supporting, and living with some of the finest fighting men America has created.  As the past five weeks have unfolded, I have discovered that many of these men (I am not excluding women, however, I’m closer and more aware of the males I work and live with) are just as diverse as the states and communities they come from.  There are Marines of different color, different age, and from different religious beliefs.  Some speak in foreign languages, some speak in dialects, and others speak softly.  The lists of differences are too many to count here.  Yet by being in a wartime atmosphere, these same men have grown a great deal closer to one another and have discovered more in common with one another than could ever have happened in any other situation.


I must start with the Marines I live with.  Our daily routines keep us tight and together 24 hours a day, seven days a week.  We don’t do anything without the other Marines by our side.  Therefore, I can pretty much tell each one’s story, or try my hardest to describe them.  I’ll do my best and hope that after reading this, they won’t get to angry with me.  After all, they do carry 60 rounds with them at all times.


First off, there is my platoon sergeant, Sgt Corker.  He is getting promoted, probably before this article gets printed.  He is well deserved of his Staff NCO rank and we all are looking forward to working for him.  He is a fair man, who never seems to get too angry with his Marines, but keeps us on our toes just the same.  He is from Georgia and has a girlfriend back home who is finishing her Master’s Degree.  I know that he also has a fondness for Mustangs, working out, and all the cookies other Marines’ moms send.


My squad leader, Sgt. Hazelwood is an eight-year veteran of the Corps.  He is from Kentucky but I never hold that against him.  He misses his wife and two daughters a great deal and talks about them every day.  He perhaps has it the hardest out here because he just got back off a float and only got to spend a short time with his family before heading here.  In fact, he has spent 12 of the last 16 months away from them.  With all this homesickness, he still manages to crack a joke now and then and always makes sure we have enough to eat and sleep.  I can’t complain there.


Cpl Moore, from Michigan, is a tough Devil Dog who manages not to complain very much.  As a matter of fact, he doesn’t ever say much of anything at all.  He reminds me of the old saying “talk softly and carry a big stick.”   The only thing is he doesn’t need a big stick.  Moore is built like a brick stick house (pun intended for editing purposes).  Amid all the excitement and chaos surrounding us, he still manages time to work out and keep in shape.  The only thing he does talk about is how much he misses his young wife and how much food he DOESN’T get during chow.  


Next is Cpl Fields.  He is also looking forward to his promotion coming April 1st.  He’s a young man from South Carolina who misses his wife and baby daughter very much.  He always keeps a positive attitude even when we are smothered in a bunker waiting for a scud missile to hit.  Fields knows his job and works through his hours diligently, all the while hoping that he goes home before his wife gives birth to his second child in August.  


LCpl Broughal provides the squad with all the belligerence we will ever need.  He’s a young Marine from the Bronx with an attitude to match.  He gets through his days complaining about everything we do.  We don’t mind listening to him rant and rave, in fact it is very entertaining.  With all his disgusts, he still manages to finish each task, no matter what is asked of him, and he does it pretty well.  Even with all his whining, Broughal still finds time to miss his newlywed wife back home at Camp Lejeune and talks about her every day.


Those are only a few of the Marines I know.  There is Cpl Guerrero, from Texas, who seems to have a never-ending pocket of cigarettes.  There is Gunny Sapre, he too, another newlywed.  His laid back attitude and focus on getting the job done keeps our night crew pumping out the gear.  We have Gunny Lloyd, the company Gunnery Sergeant, whose words and rampages keep us all pumped up and ready to fight at the front lines, all delivered between spits of dip.  And finally we have First Sergeant Clark, the backbone of us all.  His speeches are powerful and very effective.  I firmly believe that, after retirement, he would make a great living teaching business executives and government representatives how to be great public speakers; if they were allowed to swear. We all have faith in him and know that he will return to America with each and every one of us by his side.  


These few Marines are just a sample of the individuals who make up ELMACO here in Kuwait.  These men are the ones I spend all my time, therefore I know them the best.  There are so many other leathernecks and personalities that even a series of encyclopedias could not hold all their information.   

I speak highly of these men because I respect them and trust them.  They are, as my mother would say, “good people,” who value and honor the important things in life.  They are all here, far away from home, fighting for an American cause, all the while, their families are far away, fighting too.  Loneliness is a battle in itself and these men, as well as their loved ones, fight this battle everyday.  With each of us here, some days are better than the rest, and we get through the lonely battles mostly depending on one another.  After we finish this battle in Iraq, the final victory will come when we, as the First Sergeant said, “land both feet on our living room rugs.”  There are no differences believing that.

