Recovery Road
About half past August in 1975 along a small stream behind my Dads place I sat alone. Here was 17 acres of woods that were some of the best hunting in the township. I had been home from my tour for almost two years. I left in 1968 and returned in 1973, The war was still fresh in my mind. The hope of a new beginning was ahead of me.
! thought I had beat the past of my fears ,shame, all the wrongs I had been a part of. I was wrong. The past would keep coming to me in my dreams. A constant ache in my heart. It drew power from my guilt found deep in my mind. This took trom me my want tor lite. In those days I hated everything about me. lost the need for anything around me.
I was mad as hell most of the time, I just didn't know why. I knew I hurt with no way to stop it.
I sat along the creek watching bugs buzz above the water as small fish tried to get lucky by grabbing a fast meal. The streano flowed by with a steady trickle singing of its journey to lake Erie. Arcola creek runs north along Dock road. Then melts into the lake becoming part of the great water migration to Niagara Falls. I can see with my mind's eye the flow of history. Nonstop it goes by without me. I'll toss a stick into her flowing current. Then I close my eyes to see its journey flowing on its way to the great falls. That stick is a sign of freedom. Perhaps I can send my demons on a trip along the creek . Maybe it could free me from pain, the kind of pain that you can't hold or rub, it just keeps hurting.
No one ever wanted to say out ioud that death could take all the pain away, No one wants anyone to say about them " He took his own life"e [image: ]That sort of thing is not allowed in most families. That won't stop anyone from doing it, it's just that we hope they won't.
I hear that 20 or more veterans take their lives every week. I might be off on that number. The real of it is that many have.
( 1 )
Most days I don't recognize myself. The road to recovery is a long road full of pitfalls. I'm trying to get past depression, I want to. It's just that I don't know if can.
I remember the past) I just can't see the future in front of me, I keep looking into the fog of tomorrow. I want to know if I'm going to be there. My heart was torn from me in those war days. That place where young men lose their youth. A time when we had to do such things that we could never tell anyone of our deeds. My soul was locked in a cold, dark place, deep in the recesses of my mind. I could feel the pain out of reach from help.
My sleep would become lost to me with dreams of horror. No matter how I tried at night I could never wash the blood from my hands. I get up each day to find life again, I don't know why. I left who I was once; in a canvas tent of death. After 55 years I still can't believe I was a part of this nightmare. I came home with so much baggage filled with what would become my demons. The awful homecoming I was faced with when we landed in the states set me into a deep depression. To find that the country we defended with love; now hated us.
This road I'm on to try to get past all the bad of my past,well brother this is one hell of a long walk. I keep walking and I keep getting older. The demons have gotten fewer, the nights are not as long. But this trip is going to be long. I've cried out for help and found God. I know I can be better, maybe not now, I feel I'm getting better than I was. I may be too old to fix with what time I have left in this world. I keep looking for a way to find a
little happiness. To hear a kind word, to feel I belong. So, I'm in for moving past depression [image: ]
! didn't start the hel! I had to see at 19 years old. The men that sent us [image: ]to this war of hell were driven by power and profit. Their search for knowledge is not to explain their minds, no not at all. Their quest is for more power, more prophet. At the expense of our lives. We thought we were the lucky ones. Vile lived only to suffer.
This road to recovery will most likely never end. Until we have come to the end of our road. I can see I'm not alone; you, my brothers will walk this way with me. Our paths are different, let peace find its way to you.
( 2 )
I think wellness is not out of reach as long as we keep walking with hope. My dream is to find rest from the demons of my past. To finally get to a place i can sleep and not worry about what's coming for me. Hope is that the night won't haunt me) that the dawn will find me dry of any night sweats.
For now I need help just to make it to the next day. Yes, I know this road is going to be. .. one day at a time .
Zack Space
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