Who the Hell Is Doc?
By Richard Rex HM1,USN,RET 
 
I’ll solve the mystery right away. About Doc. See, my name is Richard Rex. I was, I am and I will always be Doc. I know this because for many years, everywhere I go, someone shouts, “Hea Doc”, and they’re lookin at me. I must be Doc. Now, while I just told you I am Doc and I assure you it’s true, why would I lie this early in the story? Still, Doc is not Richard Rex. Ok, I know it’s a little confusing but work with me here. I am Doc because for thirty years of my life, I was a Navy Hospital Corpsman (medic), (DOC)). Now, in other military branches, if I were a Medic, I might have been called Doc by some, but it wouldn’t be the same. If you wanna know why just ask any Marine. 
 
I would rather have been a psychiatrist. Then I could have been called Doctor. Sadly  I came to recognize that I had too many issues of my own. I also was noticeably lacking in the motivation and dedication which would no doubt be expected to survive four years of college, four years of medical school, a two year internship and four year residency. So, I joined the Navy and became Doc. By the time I might have been finishing year one of college, I was already treating patients and performing minor surgeries! I call it the fast-track to practice.  
 	
Doc is more than any individual person though; he is a universal personality. He wasn’t born Doc. He was born John Smith, He was born Tom James. He was born Richard Rex. In the early years he was just like any other child. He enjoyed the things of childhood. Then after a lot of growth and training he somehow became Doc. When Doc comes home from his many adventures, he gets to be John Smith again. He gets to be Tom James again. He gets to be Richard Rex again, but only for a short time. Soon, he is called upon to again go where Doc goes and do things Doc does. It is in those times that he again becomes Doc. It is his total change in persona that enables   him to endure the experience that is his life. As an 18 year old kid, Doc was sent off to live and survive in places that would make a buzzard puke. He successfully treats wounds that would cause an experienced physician to throw his arms in the air and just walk away. If he survives and keeps his head straight long enough, then he will be forced to accept the guilt of sending younger less experienced men out to participate in the same carnage that he will never be able to forget. That is the life of Doc. 
 
Today, due to the ravages of time and age, I am retired but Doc is still out there doing what he has been called to do. He has not, cannot and will not retire, ever. He was there, crawling in the mud long before I came along and will still be there, only living to save just one more life long after I have returned to the dust from which I came. Any Marine will tell you that the Marine Corps definition of a Doc is, “Usually a long-haired, bearded, authority hating sailor with certain medical skills who would crawl through the very bowels of hell to bring aid to one wounded Marine.” 
 
Doc is also an ornery son-of-a-bitch who enjoys a steamy good time, a stiff drink and an occasional fight to top off a night of fun. Normally that “occasional” is shortly after any steamy good time and a few of those stiff drinks. He also takes great pleasure in telling the stories. Sometimes the stories are just for fun. Other stories can be tragic. Some of the stories are for a good laugh. Other stories, only after a lot of drinks. Some of the stories are real events exactly as they happened. Other stories are moderate embellishments of an event that probably did happen.  Then a few of the stories are pure unadulterated bullshit, but they’re still good stories!  I caution you here though, Doc writes as he speaks. If he talks like a sailor, well, he is a sailor. Don’t think too badly of him though, he’s really a pretty ok guy, despite his raw vocabulary. There are the stories of his childhood, before he was Doc and of adult life. First and foremost, they are the stories of the life of Doc.   
 
Sometimes late at night when I sleep, there is a knock at the window of my mind. When I get up and check, it’s Doc coming by for a visit. I invite him in, and we sit in the dark and share a drink or several. We laugh a lot about the stories we’ve told and the things we would never ever tell. We weep some over the very difficult situations that will never be heard by anyone. We sigh for the many years that we were truly one in the same and we grieve that time and reality will never allow us to work together again.  
 
Then I awake and Doc has gone. I know he will be back. He is never far from me. I turn, and there at my side sleeping, is my best friend in this world. She was by my side before me and Doc met. She put up with us both through the years that Doc and I were one. She is still there now that Doc has gone on and I have been left behind, an ordinary mortal after all.  She knows how nearly we are the same and to my utter amazement she not only tolerates us but she loves us both. 
 
Sleep well my Lady and wherever you are tonight Doc, be safe and stay in touch.    
 
 
