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I served my three years in the Army.
Discharged and after my debriefing
went straight to the airport.
Headed home, flying to San Francisco.

On the plane was thinking what it
would be like being home after 
three years.

I know that there would be no 
parade but did expect a few
parties with friends.

I had called my parents to 
let them know when I would
arrive and asked to let my friends
know too.

What I did not expect was: 
  Women at baggage claim –
    “Children go stand with your
      Dad.” She turned to me –
      “And how many children 
        did you kill.” She walked
        off before I could respond.
   “Ya Dad, where’s Mom?” “Busy.”
   Looking around there was not one
      of my friends there.
   During the next week I discovered
     that I no longer had any friends.
   I was the only one that served.

   There were other issues, and I found
   myself feeling ashamed. For the next
   fifteen years I told no one that I served
   in the US Army nor that I signed up 
   in the US Army Reserves.  Needed to 
   be with people that understood.

   Today I wear my Army hat with pride
   and say Thank you to anyone that says:
     “Thank you for your Service.”


