HAIR OF THE DOG

*Second in a series


So we are beginning our second month in Kuwait.  Still waiting, still working, still missing home.  We are slowly getting use to the normal day-to-day activities of Camp Fox and the goings-ons of ELMACO.   


We finished the maintenance complex by adding the cammie netting around the entire structure.  It was quite a sight to see, I must say.  I know now what it must have felt like to be a part of Barnum and Bailey’s circus in the early to mid 20th Century.   I also believe the wide array of characters and freaks that worked with the brothers Ringling were very much like the cast associated with our undertaking.  Not only do we have to raise the nets for the big show underneath, we have to prepare all the poles and stakes for the possible sand storm attack.  The real test for the circus will be Nature’s sand blast, not the critics’ reviews.


As we are settling down into our new oversea lives, we are beginning to notice some regularity.  Some things we see and do during our waking hours are becoming ordinary and, I hate to say it, but habit.

 We are getting use to the same breakfast every day and the same lunch.  And I mean the SAME breakfast and lunch.  Exactly the same.  There is no difference from day to day.  But it is o.k.  The body gets use to repetition over and over.  Doing the same thing day after day.  It’s good for relaxing the digestive system. This tediously appetizing boredom helps our stomachs fall asleep.  At least part of us gets to rest.

Another sign of sameness is the amount of work we are receiving.  Gear is coming at us at an alarming rate.  Faster than any enemy could attack, the phones, switchboards, circuit cards, and fiber are advancing.  Our war techniques are to bring in the gear, assess the problem and tinker away until the green light blinks “o.k.” and out it goes, to the warriors up front.  It doesn’t bother us that some of the phones date back to the age of disco and we have enough fiber in our diet to regulate the crowd at the Indianapolis 500.  We keep fighting on, tightening here, testing there.  

The everlasting scent of regularity is also found in our hooches, night after night.  I know I have already mentioned the pleasant aroma’s found in the after-work hours of our abodes, but its over-powering existence deserves double billing.  The Marines have feet that beg for clean socks.  The laundry system established here is not yet modernized so the soles and our Marines are still searching for salvation.  Underwear and skivvy shirts are beginning to follow the congregation of toes, heels, and stench.  But, like everything else that comes to stay in our lives here, we have groan (sic) accustomed.

One of the least expected trends we are beginning to experience here is the overflowing abundance of facial hair.  Don’t get me wrong.  We are still required to shave every morning and most of the Marines report to morning chow with shaving cream remains decorated behind the ears.  But the facial hair I speak of is the one above the lips.  It seems that the threat of war has brought on the threat of Marxism.  Groucho Marx-ism.  Everyone, from the Privates to the Officers seems to be trying out the new “stash.”  On some Marines, it looks good.  Sophisticated, suave, and debonair.  Others, it looks like a stain left over from smooching the underbellies of BBQ grills.  Not very pretty, in my opinion, but the lip service is allowed.  Marines are allowed to keep mustaches as long as they are within regulation measurements.  Unfortunately, there are no regulations concerning how irregular they look.  The good thing about the hair-lips is that it draws attention from the punk-like rugs that lay across their heads.  Yes the field haircuts are here and they are more hilarious than ever.  Looking out across the jar lids in a company formation may seem like looking at the first three rows at a Sex-Pistols concert.  If the Devil Dog doesn’t look like a reject from a Last of the Mohicans casting call, then the unfortunate scalp looks like Moe Howard from the Three Stooges.  

With all the similarities of our daily routines catching on, we can’t help but laugh at ourselves and the way life in Kuwait has effected us.  We have seen some things come and go in our short month since landing.  We had “Doody Duty” where Marines were posted outside Port-o-Johns to account for the condition and toilet paper before, and after a Marine visited.  We have seen the reception of mail increase, which is always a good thing.  Last Sunday, we had pizza, ice cream, and non-alcoholic beer for dinner.  Deep down inside, we know that it is the little things that bring smiles to our faces that get us through the day-to-day lives we lead.  

No matter how ordinary our lives have become here, we are still on the lookout for the extraordinary.  Conflict and incoming missiles can change everything we know to be common.  When the first alarm sounds, we know that everything we have done in the past four weeks, everything we have trained for, will be tested.  The banalities of our days now will no longer exist when the war starts.  We know that when this conflict starts, we are all a part of something bigger than us all.  We will have many stories to tell our families, friends, and children of coming generations.  The only part of the story we don’t know how to tell yet… is the ending.    


