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We called it “Groundhog Day” because our daily lives reminded us of the Bill Murray movie in which every day is a repeat of the previous one, starting with the same alarm clock ringing at the same exact time.  Only there were no groundhogs to be found at Camp Bedrock, Bosnia, on our remote hilltop overlooking a quarry.   In fact, there was not much of anything to be found, just lots of Army issue tents neatly placed in rows, sandbags used to combat the invariably muddy Balkan terrain, and scattered port-a-johns.  It was an Army tent city, actually more of a tent village, where we all counted down the days, literally, until we could leave.  


The installation was so small that walking the perimeter five times was a mere three miles.  Needless to day, there were no secret wanderings at Camp Bedrock – there was quite literally nowhere to hide.  As the only female officer in the camp and the camp’s only lawyer, my comings and goings were noted, not that there was anywhere to go to or from which to come.  It was a six-month deployment that seemed more like a sixty-year prison sentence during which time ticked by s-l-o-w-l-y, second by second, drop by drop like Chinese water torture.  


I shared my “work” tent in which I figuratively hung out my lawyerly shingle as the camp JAG Officer with the camp mailroom, segregated by a partition of thin plywood.  Like a cat, every afternoon at 3 PM I grew accustomed to the thump of the 

magical duffel bag full of mail as it arrived fresh off  a five vehicle convoy from Headquarters in Tuzla.  When I had mail, the private would slip it to me immediately through a gap in the plywood wall to which I referred as my “mailbox.”  However, if there was any delay my best efforts to be nonchalant would usually not last more than a few seconds.  


Trying unsuccessfully to appear casual, I would knock on the flimsy partition and query hopefully, “Anything for me today?  No?  Are you sure?”  


More often than not, the private would laughingly reply in his Mississippi twang, “Ma’am, I haven’t gotten through the sack yet, but remember that you got two letters yesterday.  Lots of soldiers don’t get nothin’.’” 


I remember with some embarrassment the onset of my birthday in mid-March after five months at Camp Bedrock.  With my characteristic lack of patience, I had already opened each and every card and present as they had arrived, saving absolutely nothing to open on my actual birthday.  When I heard that familiar thump of the duffel bag at 3 PM from the other side of the partition, I could not contain myself.  I immediately asked for my mail, not bothering to maintain the pretense of appearing indifferent.  I could not help myself.  It was my birthday after all!   The private responded matter of factly that he did not see anything for me in the duffel bag. 


I tried valiantly to be a good sport, answering brightly, “Oh, OK.”  


I waited a few more minutes, tick-tock tick-tock, and knocked again, blurting out, “You mean there is NOTHING for me?  It’s my birthday!”  


The soldier hastily muttered back, “Hold on, Ma’am.  I’m not finished sorting yet!”  I maintained my composure for the next few hours, or so it seemed, waiting for him to unearth my surefire birthday bonanza from a long lost friend from kindergarten who had caught wind that I was in Bosnia.  I continued to wait.  Finally he exclaimed, “Hey, JAG, there is something for you here after all!” and slipped a card through my “mail slot.”  In my excitement of receiving mail when all hope seemed lost, I failed to notice that the envelope was a bit odd.  The original addressee “Any Soldier, Bosnia” was crossed out, and in its place someone had scrawled “Captain JAG.”  I eagerly tore open the envelope and scanned the front of the card which boldly read “CHRISTMAS GREETINGS” with a sprig of holly below.  Mystified by receiving a Christmas card in mid-March, I opened it, nonetheless thrilled by any form of communication on the anniversary of my birth or any other day for that matter.  Intrigued, I read on.  


Someone had crossed out the word ‘Christmas’ and inserted the word ‘birthday,’ so that it read, “Hope your birthday is filled with every joy and happiness.”  And it was signed, 

From, 

The Combat Mail Guys   
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