
By Col. Mark T. Lisi
Kabul, Afghanistan – Alas shooters, you are about
to discover that I am compelled to bang these
columns out six or eight weeks before publica-
tion. I know that my pals are still in the field
being humbled by the Mourning Dove, hanging
tree stands, and scouting for or hunting elk. As
you read this, America will be deep into the hunt-
ing season, Thanksgiving will be over, and the
Holiday season in full swing. Shooters, soldiers
have Christmas too.

First, for those of us who hunt, this represents
the loss of an entire hunting season. Memories and
photos can carry a soldier a long way while he is
far from home. The best hunts are not to come, but
are resting in back of our collective minds. The day
your grandfather’s humpback Browning simply
couldn’t miss, and your Pop
watched you bag a limit of
greenheads in seven shots.
The morning “old mossy
horns” escaped your arrow
because you had a handful of
coffee. The last day you were
able spend in the duck blind
with your Dad and your son.
Other family memories carry
you from day to day. Cards and packages also feed
your need to celebrate the season.

Unlike others who are away from home during
the Christmas season, soldiers have each other to
support one another and celebrate with. There is
no seasonal build up to the Christmas season. It
simply descends as part of cold of December. The
weeks of Advent are marked in the chapel as
everyone celebrates in his or her own way. There
are cards and packages from home; everyone eats
well during the Christmas season. I remember the
pecan pies my Ranger buddy’s (now Colonel Ron
Buffkin) mom would send us from South Carolina
when we were enlisted Rangers spending Christ-
mas in the barracks. The boys in the mailroom
slave during the holiday season and deserve to be

recognized; quietly they ensure that everyone gets
his or her goodies. The boys in the mailroom play
Santa Claus here at Camp Eggers everyday.

Wherever soldiers find themselves, they find a
way to erect and trim a tree, celebrate with each
other and attend the service of their choice. I
remember a story my father (a veteran of the Kore-
an War and Viet Nam) told me about the Christmas
he spent in Korea in 1950. He was holed up in a
small cave with his buddies and they found a
small, bare shrub and planted it in a C-Ration can.
Then they decorated it with tin can lids and dog
tags. The mood was set and Christmas was cele-
brated. It’s not the trappings that matter to a sol-
dier. If you’re lucky, you find a way to get a tree
and trim it as best you can; even today, it’s a tradi-
tion to hang dog tags on our tree at home. Music is

important and holiday tunes
can be heard leaking out of
offices and chow lines. The
phone is important during
Christmas and calls home are
at a premium. Soldiers will
gather and celebrate with
each other and the Army will
make sure that everyone gets
a hot turkey meal. The bond

that soldiers show for each other can’t be meas-
ured during the holiday season. Last year, I had
three of my beloved Rangers over to my home, as
they would have otherwise spent the day in the
barracks. So, surrounded by cards and our battle
buddies, we lean into Christmas ’05 in the Ghan.

News Flash: As I was crafting this column, I
was informed by the “Big Army” that I’m required
to be retired on 31 May 06. Given the complexi-
ties of retirement, I am now due out of Afghanistan
in early December, and will be home for Christ-
mas. Once I recovered from the guilt of leaving
early, I was overcome with happiness. I’ll leave the
army with over 31 years of service; I’ve done my
bit. I look forward to getting home and adjusting to

…continued on Page 51

‘TANKS’ FOR THE MEMORIES

‘ONCE I RECOVERED
FROM THE GUILT OF

LEAVING EARLY, 
I WAS OVERCOME

WITH HAPPINESS.’ 
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