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In January of 1977, after completing my apprenticeship training in San Diego, California, I was assigned to the U.S.S. Hermitage, stationed in Little Creek, Virginia. I soon learned our ship and crew would embark on a Mediterranean cruise in April. Serving aboard a Navy vessel had long been a dream of mine, though it hadn’t included garbage duty, midnight watches in port, or cleaning the head. “It’s more than a job, it’s an adventure,” they said, and they weren’t wrong. 
During the months leading up to deployment, I became close with my Operations Division shipmates and crew members from other departments. We worked hard, learned fast, and enjoyed our time ashore. A couple of visits home helped ease the anticipation, my last just days before we sailed.
Originally scheduled for six months, our deployment was extended by a month, stretching into late November. Most single sailors didn’t mind, but those with spouses and children felt the weight of delay. Still, we pressed on and fulfilled our duties with pride. Our ship’s divisions earned multiple awards, including top honors for Operations aboard the Hermitage.
Upon our return to port, we were met with a timeless Navy tradition: surf and turf, lobster and steaks served as we approached the harbor. Crewmen traded according to taste, but most of us enjoyed both. That meal marked our homecoming with celebration. Being a Seaman and newer to the division, my leave time was set for December 29th, just after Christmas. My family understood, but I was quietly disappointed. Christmas has always held special meaning for us. 
To pass the time before leave, we rushed to see Star Wars, which had made waves during our deployment. For many of us, it was our first glimpse of the cinematic sensation, and it didn’t disappoint. Between that and other shore adventures, the days passed quickly. I even found time to buy gifts for my family for the very first time. My mother had always handled shopping and expenses, but this year, I brought back “booty” as a proud U.S. Navy sailor. A silver and turquoise necklace and bracelet for my mom, stylish and coveted in the late ’70s, were among them.
On Christmas Day, my buddy “Heavy” from Deck Division woke me and declared that we’d have a good day, duty or not. He’d noticed my quiet longing for home and wasn’t about to let the moment pass bitterly. The galley served turkey with all the fixings, movies played, popcorn and bug juice flowed. It was a ship bound Christmas, and a merry one at that.
Still, the days crawled. I eagerly awaited my leave. Finally, on December 29th, after morning muster and quarters cleanup, I loaded my Volkswagen and hit the road. A 300-mile drive stretched across six hours, but that day, it felt eternal. It had been seven long months since I’d seen my family.
I arrived under cover of night, having kept my arrival time a surprise. Quietly unloading my belongings onto the side porch, I prepared to sneak inside and announce myself. What met me instead brought tears. A fully decorated and glowing Christmas tree. Presents arranged lovingly beneath it. Carols playing in the background. My entire family entered the room, smiling, excited, welcoming me home. My siblings, grandparents, uncle, all had waited. It wasn’t just another Thursday night. They had held off Christmas so we could celebrate together. It was a moment I’ll never forget. We laughed, reminisced and shared tales of foreign ports and high seas. I don’t recall the gifts I received, and I don’t need to. The true gift was being home with those I loved.
“It’s more than a job, it’s an adventure”? Absolutely. But it's also about family, friends, history, and the sacrifices made to preserve it all for future generations. About celebrating the birth of Jesus Christ. About gratitude, for those who serve and the families who wait.
I’m proud of my service. I’m thankful for the memories. And I’m forever grateful for the love that welcomed me home.
May God bless America, the greatest country in the world.
Even though it’s July 10, 2025, thank you, family and shipmates.                                                                   Merry Christmas to all, and to all, a good night.

