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Career Motivated from Post Traumatic Events
Being a military officer is considerably heroic. But being a child of a soldier is the most heroic aspect of it all. In many occasions, when I was a child, my friends and I would constantly ask and tease around about the professions that our dads had. Nothing stood out more than my father being a navy officer serving overseas and ensuring our homeland was safe. This was better than all the compared professions. I actually do not remember knowing much about what being a solder entailed but I remember the feeling was very great among my peers. One would think I was the solder myself. The title even commanded respect among my age mates as most play imitations had involved professional role-playing where I had to be the lead player. A close confidant and competitor who seemingly really longed for his dad to quit medicine and join the military was Larry. Although Larry’s mum constantly tried to cajole him that his father was saving lives just as mine was protecting people, Larry hardly believed her. To him, protecting was bigger than saving.
Larry and I were seemingly a big deal in elementary school and every other child either envied or wanted to hang out with us. My take on most issues as a child was a comparison made in reference to military duties and everything made sense to me when brought out from that angle. I did not realize the effects of long holidays when my dad was away. Sometimes as a child, one has to be told lies in order to digress from the continued harassment of the present parent. This was my mum’s ploy of ensuring I did not keep bothering her with questions about my father. At the end of one summer, when I was eleven, a tired-looking man with bruises and patches all over his arms and face rang our doorbell thrice before it was open. My long-gone hero was finally home. As I paid attention each day to recount the tales that I had told my friends and those which my mum had told me, then comparing them to my hero, they barely espoused. My dad looked like someone who had survived it all. This was legendary in my head. He dazed a lot and isolated himself from us most of the time. He talked in his sleep, sleep-walked and many times traversed the house suspiciously and he seemed to have forgotten that he was my hero. How could I remind him? He scared me.
As a child, it was easy to pass unconfirmed stories with a tinge of gusto. It was easy to become a great storyteller based on how children aim to outdo themselves with their self-anointing beliefs. My dad looked warn out because of post-traumatic stress disorder, PTSD that affects soldiers after service. Because I remember seeing my dad constantly secluded and my mum’s happiness draining on her face due to helplessness, I knew I had to step in. As I wandered through constant questioning on ways to help “Bigger adults,” this is how I framed the statement to my then class teacher, interest grew in me that I later became a cross-cultural counselor. The need to help my father to walk out of his traumatic events was undying since my family’s unity depended on it. Later in my senior high school years, I learned that it is relatively difficult for ex-military personnel to adequately seek mental intervention. In addition, the psychological implications that affect military spouses in relation to lack of advanced therapeutic intervention slowly crumble familial ties if intervention does not come in time. One partners’ defects negatively affect even the children.
The thought of my father’s unprecedented return from active military duty still irks my being.  Like many other families, the return of soldiers from duty can be unfathomable, bearing the mental conditions that they face afterward. State officials that are in charge of deploying military personnel to duties should be ready to adequately fund and compensate the military retirees when they return home. Because survival became improbable for my family when my dad returned home, I decided to become a mental psychologist with a keen interest in offering counseling services to ex-military personnel. It provides me with a fulfillment that a childhood heroic tale and a contrasting turn of events shaped my presently fulfilling profession.
