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Is the Grass Greener? 

I have been a member of the United States Military for twenty-six years and going on the 

rest of my life.  I was born within it through my father then I worked in the military and now I’m 

married to a military man.  It is, quite literally, all I know.  Most of my friends growing up had 

been the same way as well, military to the core.  We would even salute during the anthem instead 

of putting our hands over our heart.  Yet we knew that we had our opposites, the ones who didn’t 

live a life of uncertainty, of moving every three to five years depending on what your parent or 

parents did for the military.  They were the civilians or, better known to us, the ‘civvies’.  They 

were the enigma, our UFO so to speak until I was a teenager then the civvies became my friends 

and I lost contact with the military brats.  That shift in my awareness of the world around me 

taught me a very valuable lesson.  That while there is a remarkable difference between how 

military and civilians live their lives both have what the other sometimes wish for. 

 I remember High School, we had moved to Great Falls Montana and I had met some 

people that had known each other since Kindergarten.  We happened to be in Band Class 

together, me sitting on my own with them near by talking.  Finally a guy named Frank decided to 

lean over and introduce himself.  Our conversation quickly moved to a fairly typical question 

that I received each time I moved to a new school; where are you from?  I don’t know if it’s 

because I look like I don’t belong to whatever city or town I happened to be in or what but it was 

always asked before any questions about what my hobbies might be.  I gave Frank my usual 
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answer, ‘I don’t really come from anywhere; my father is in the military.’  I knew exactly what 

was coming next and sure enough Frank stated his amazement and how neat that must be.  It was 

quickly followed by questions of the places I’ve lived.  Time doesn’t change people either 

because I still receive those questions by adults; sadly it wasn’t just a phenomenon in school like 

I had hoped it would be.   

It’s amazing how individuals romanticize living in the military, of being dragged around 

the country and the world and seeing all these wonderful things.  Yes, it’s nice, beautiful and 

rememberable, but it’s not romantic in anyway.  Even when that truth is exposed to those asking 

the questions it feels as if they believe I am lying or at least hiding something just to keep a 

secret.  What is even more startling is the frequency of people who tell me how they envy me 

and wish they had grown up as I had then never understand why I look at them as if they grew a 

third head.  They’d go on talking about how great it must be, never once asking why I was 

looking at them that way as if they wore blinders to my reality. 

 The hardest part is that I was rarely asked what I thought of the life and I didn’t get to 

confess to the envy and jealousy I felt of the simple fact that these people had a place to call 

Home.  It’s a simple four letter word that means so much to people that has lived in the same 

area for a majority of their lives.  Even if they move away in their adult years they still can return 

home.  I will never know what it’s like to have a best friend that I went to grade school with.  I 

will never know the feeling of driving or flying into a town or city and being happy to know that 

I am home.  I have trouble understanding why kids who have it would give it up just to travel the 

world just as they have trouble understanding why I would gladly trade them their childhood for 

mine. 
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The envy and desire that I felt when I was younger doesn’t just live within the minds and 

memories of the children.  I have sat talking to parents that are not in the military, especially new 

mothers, about the sheer expense in regards to health care and while I have similar costs to 

consider they are not as dramatic due to the way the military treats their own.  There are other 

perks that the military affords my family that for a civilian to gain them they must put in twice 

the work and time in their jobs just to receive them.  I admire that tenacity and in the same breath 

those individuals will express their admiration of my husband and his willingness to defend our 

country if the need arises.  I have been told by some that they envy us the care that the military 

gives us.  They expect me to understand their feelings and they always seemed to be surprised 

when I tell them that I envy that they have that home I always wanted.  Then, if we actually sit 

down together and go on about the little things we envy about each others life I’m sure we’d be 

sitting there for hours with a list as long as our arms. 

Too many times am I reminded that there is a fine line between the classification of 

civilian and military.  To those that are on one side without at least a minor exposure to the other 

side are left wondering and romanticizing it.  I don’t regret my choice in joining the military, nor 

do I regret marrying into it as I have.  I do sometimes wish I could give my children what I didn’t 

have but in the same breath I know that they will have experiences that the stability won’t give 

them.  Neither way is better than the other, they are just different.  Sometimes considerably, 

other times barely noticeably.  Ultimately though we’re all human beings and we live up to our 

nature of curiosity.  While we may not cross the fence, we’ll always wonder if the grass is 

greener on the other side in comparison to right where we are standing. 

 


