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Dear Journal


Well like I said I was hit in the leg and driven out of there from there they took me to a sorting center where they evaluated injures from life threatening to scrapes.  Then they will treat u in that order I was about in the middle I did not need immediate attention compared to the others but I did need to get the bullet out so that they can stop the bleeding.  When my turn was up they took me into this tent like room gave me some alcohol and pulled it out it hurt so bad I could barely take it but I had to.  They then put me on a bed so that I can rest and get some sleep so that my wound would heal.  After about 2 weeks in there they raped me up and I had to work as a radio dispatcher to patch calls through.  That job sucked I had to hear every ones problems and I had this really mean guy that was my boss I hated that man so much.  One day a call came in saying that a whole platoon was just found tortured and dead.  It was my old platoon the one that Charlie was still in know I will never forget him he was the one that pulled me to safety.  About a week later they put me on a ship heading back home.  That boat ride sucked my leg hurt so bad every time it went up and down but I just kept thinking about my mom and my sister and 2 younger brothers who are at home waiting for me.  When we got to the dock they where there waiting for me with big smiles on there faces and they came up and helped me off and gave me big hugs it was the happiest day I have had in my life. 
