Greetings,

I’m home. It feels strange to say that, and I still catch myself referring to “here” as “there,” and “there” as “here.” But it is what it is: home.

We flew into Portland Friday afternoon, after a tortuous cross-country adventure that started at 1 a.m. Friday morning with a bus ride to the Raleigh-Durham airport. The kindness of a Delta Airlines gate agent allowed our traveling group of eight to fly first-class from Atlanta to San Jose, Calif. People bought some of us coffee; others stopped by to shake hands. The screeners in San Jose, God bless them, selected all of us for secondary screening in San Jose, despite our being in uniform. A momentary inconvenience, though, because we were headed home.

A small welcoming committee from our unit greeted us in Portland. I couldn’t find my family at first, because Maggie picked that moment to request an emergency bathroom visit. Eamonn and Catie were hiding along a wall with my friend Brett, so I found them first.

Then Angelea and Maggie came out. When I came home on leave this summer, it took Maggie a day or so to warm up to me. Not this time. She hasn’t stopped hugging me since I arrived.
My mom and step-dad, sister and a brother came shortly later. My older daughters got there a little later, since Laurelea was just coming home from Outdoor School at the same time I cam home.

My reaction on coming home this time was different from in August. I was much more emotional this time, probably because of the finality of the moment.
The next morning we had a quick set of briefings at the unit, and a barbecue lunch. KATU-TV interviewed Angelea and I, and the whole family ended up on KOIN-TV as well. I haven’t seen it yet, but I’m sure Angelea and the kids looked great. I was suffering from sleep deprivation. It’s slow in leaving, too.

The briefing on post-traumatic effects was interesting and brought up a few points I hadn’t considered. Overall, I feel OK, although little things still pop up. My hand slips down onto the horn automatically while I’m driving. Noises don’t bother me, but noises combined with quick pressure changes, such as a car door slamming and popping my ears, cause a little jump of the heart. That over-pressure is what you also feel when a rocket or mortar goes off nearby.

I’m going to take a few weeks off before I head back to work. We’re going to Disneyland in a couple weeks. I’ve met or re-met the kids’ teachers. I went to a shopping mall and survived. I’ve handled the sympathetic looks when people found out where I’ve been. No one’s asked me if I killed anyone, thank goodness, as someone did the night one of my friends returned.
I’m still trying to get a handle on all the political mess that’s happening right now. I know it’s important, but I also know how trivial some of the debate is. I get angry when I hear someone talking about taking a political position to “support the troops.” Most have no clue as to how the troops feel, and are merely using troops to further their own political agenda and ambitions. They mean well I’m sure.
Thanks for taking the time to read these missives. The responses I received were overwhelming at times, and pulled me through some tough times. A number of people who read them in the Gresham Outlook also took a few moments to write and send care packages, and their support and generosity helped as well. My sanity and spirits were never down for long. All of you directly helped any successes I had while over there.

Sincerely,

Pat

