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Dubai is one gigantic, grey strip mall.

“Does anyone know why they call this place Dubai?”
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I look away from my bus window. The tour guide sits on the
edge of her seat in the front row, leaning into the aisle,
microphone in hand.

“Come on,” her eyes wide, “Anyone want to guess? ‘Do’ and
‘Buy’! Dubai! Because everyone comes here to shop…”

I look back out the window. Like the last port visit, Bahrain,
this port visit is one solid color. But instead of brown, this
place is gray. We are on a wide highway. Cement buildings
flicker past. We drive up and over a bridge, take the next
exit off the highway, and wind back down and under the bridge.
A pair of palm trees stand a little way ahead like two green
phalanxes  guarding  the  terracotta-roofed  buildings  behind
them.

“…and up ahead is the Trump hotel,” the tour guide says.

Everyone  continues  to  look  out  the  windows.  Trump  became
president the first month of our deployment. I wonder if the
tour guide expected a different reaction.

“We’ll drive around the back and get out so everyone can get a
good picture.”

The narrow street is lined with plots of manicured grass and
palm trees. All the palm trees are exactly the same height.

The hotel looks like the palace at the end of the Candy Land
board game.

We pull off to the side of the road. I look away from the
hotel and out my window. The expanse of calm, turquoise water
merges with the sky in an exact horizontal line. There are no
waves. There are no dolphins. There are no seabirds.

I step out of the bus and walk over to the sea wall. It is a
little higher than my waist. I lean over the top and look
down. There is no sand, just turquoise water. It is as clear
as drinking water. There are no clumps of algae, no seaweed,



no  barnacles  in  the  nooks  of  the  seawall.  It  is  as  if
everything has been sterilized.

I look back at the hotel. A lot of money has made this a
picturesque seaside destination. The bushes are trimmed into
perfect geometric shapes; there are no cracks in the paved
road. Everyone holds up their phones, their faces masked in
the hotel’s shadow. I turn back to the water. I search for a
ripple  on  the  surface,  anything  that  shows  a  scar,  an
imperfection, a smudge, anything that will tell me this place
is alive.

“Ok, everyone!”

The tour guide claps her hands, gives a broad smile. She moved
here  from  the  Philippines  to  work  as  a  promoter  of  this
country. That is what a tour guide does, right? Represents
this place in such a way as to get tourists to spend a lot of
money,  tell  people  about  it,  then  return  sometime  in  the
future to do it again. I wonder if she knew this was going to
be her job when she left her family behind. I have to believe
there is something here that she has found, something more
than money, that keeps her here. Has she found a real, living
place here?

“Next stop, the Carpet Factory!”

If so, I don’t think we will be shown that place today.

 

 

“Surgeon, how was your tour?”

I look up from the liberty log. The Physician Assistant (PA)
leans on the bulkhead in the lobby of Main Medical. Over the
last five months of deployment, he has assisted me in taking
care of patients and has been a workout companion during group
cross-fit classes. He always listens when the sadness gets too



great, and I need to tell someone I am missing my husband and
two young daughters.

“The trip? Depressing.”

“How so?”

“Everything seems sanitized…”

He wrinkles his forehead.

“Or covered in sand.”

He nods, “Yes, that is everywhere.”

I put the pen down. “Any updates on the patient we transferred
off the ship yesterday?”

“The pelvis abscess patient?” the PA asks.

I nod.

He looks behind him then says, “He had surgery, but I think he
did ok. They took out his appendix and drained the abscess.”

I exhale. I was afraid of that. I was up all night worrying I
did  not  adequately  convey  to  the  transfer  service  the
potential difficulty of operating on this patient. Not being
able to directly dictate a patient’s care, or even just talk
to  the  surgeon  taking  care  of  the  patient  is  a  very
frustrating part about being deployed in a part of the world
where I know no one and know less about their medical systems.
But often, it is not safe to operate on the ship. The safest
thing to do for a patient is get them off the ship. And for me
to give up control. I hate that. I had hoped the patient would
have gotten an interventional radiology drain, that pelvis
would have been a disaster to operate in. I have the equipment
to drain a pelvis abscess, but he was at risk for getting very
sick  postoperatively.  We  have  no  blood  bank,  we  are  not
equipped to take care of a sick post-surgical patient for very



long, and he is in for a long recovery. Even though I love
operating, the right thing to do was get him to a local
hospital.

“They started him on a diet today,” the PA continues.

“Wow,  that’s  quick.”  I  pride  myself  in  being  somewhat
aggressive when it comes to feeding a postoperative patient,
but if I had been staring at a pelvis full of pus, I probably
would have held off feeding him for at least a day or two. His
intestines won’t work normally for a while.

“SMO (the Senior Medical Officer, pronounced Smoh) wants to
see if he can be discharged in time to get back on the ship
before we leave port tomorrow.”

I shake my head.

“Well, that might be ok, right?”

“No. He should not come back to this ship. Besides, he won’t
be ready to be discharged in a week let alone tomorrow…”

“But his surgery went ok…”

“No,” I say again, “He won’t be ready. His guts are going to
freeze up and not work. That’s why all you try to do with a
pelvis  abscess  is  drain  the  abscess,  not  operate  on  him.
That’s  what  I  tried  to  convey  yesterday  over  the  phone
anyway.”

“Well,”  the  PA  says,  “We  are  in  port,  you  couldn’t  have
operated on him anyway.”

“That’s not the point!”

The PA takes a step back.

I exhale. I can’t explain to him how frustrating it is when no
one seems to listen; when no one seems to understand how sick
this patient is still going to get. Instead, I say, “I’m



sorry. I just really miss my family.”

He nods. “I know.”

“I’ll see you at dinner.” I walk past the PA, step over the
hatch to the lobby, and into the cross-department passageway.

The patient was in septic shock. If I am honest with myself, I
was afraid to operate on him, I was glad we were in port. If
we were out to sea, I would have had no choice, he would have
been too sick for a Medevac flight. And his surgery would have
been close to impossible to perform without another set of
knowledgeable hands, Surgeon hands. And there is no other
Surgeon. There is just me. And as the lone general surgeon I
have gotten into the habit of thinking of the worst outcomes.
If the worst had happened – me not being able to get him off
the OR table alive – I would not be able to walk into that
operating room again. Then what would happen for the rest of
deployment? There is no one else to take my place.

I walk into my office and turn on the light. There is a large
box marked Priority Mail sitting on my desk. It’s from my mom.

I open the box, pick up the pink envelope on top and open it.
It is a Mother’s Day card. Underneath the card there are four
pounds of whole bean coffee. “Thanks, Mom.” I stow the coffee
under my patient exam table then look back into the box. I
pull out a large pack of Red Vines.

“Ha! Well, at least they aren’t Twizzlers,” I say, remembering
the sea story I had heard on my first day out to sea. On the
ship’s last deployment, the supply ordering had gotten mixed
up and the only things that were sent to the ship were pallets
of Twizzlers. The joke was that there were surely still boxes
of  Twizzlers  oozing  red  crust  into  the  bowels  of  a  ship
storeroom somewhere. Ah, so that’s where the cockroaches are
coming from, I had remarked, putting in my two cents like I
always do. But I worried I had upset the storyteller. Instead,
my comment was incorporated into future retellings, and will



probably continue to be a part of this ship’s lore for longer
than I will.

There is one last thing in the box, wrapped in floral paper. I
pick it up and tear open the wrapping. It is a folded pink T-
shirt.  I  hold  it  up  and  the  shirt  unfurls  under  the
fluorescent lighting, its silver looped script sparkles: I am
a mother and therefore blessed.

This is not what I need to hear today. I am about as far away
from being a mother as I have ever been, even before I had
children. I can’t ask my daughters about their day, I can’t
tell them about mine, I can’t give them a hug. I have left
their day-to-day care to a nanny – a very capable, loving
nanny – but what mother leaves their five- and two-year-old
children? For a career? For a duty? For medicine? I realize I
am not the only mother who has deployed. I realize mothers
will continue working, striving, and loving their children all
at the same time. But it is hard to do everything all at once.
Especially when I physically cannot right now. Being reminded
of that impossibility is not what is going to help me feel
better about being here. I refold the shirt with the words on
the inside and toss it into the trashcan.

 

 

Just before Memorial Day, the ship re-enters the Gulf of Aden.

“Is it hot in here or what?” I ask the Radiation Health
Officer (RHO), a member of the medical department in charge of
monitoring shipboard dosimeters. Condensation drips down the
bulkheads. Sweat drips down the side of my face. So much for
taking a shower this morning.

RHO opens his mouth, raises a finger, but I cut him off.
“Never mind. I’m going to breakfast; would you like to join
me?”



“Sorry,  I  have  a  rad  health  physical  with  SMO  in  a  few
minutes.”

“Wow. Both of you here? This early in the morning? Is the
world ending?”

“Don’t remind me! Plus, I think he said he was going flying
later or something.”

“Oh, great. I really am always the last person to know.”

“Ha! I know!” RHO says, “And you are the one who has to cover
for him…”

“Don’t remind me,” I echo and walk down the passageway.

I push open the Wardroom door. There are only two occupied
tables. I exhale; some days it is preferrable to eat breakfast
alone. I decide on a hard-boiled egg and a bowl of oatmeal and
walk over to an empty table in the corner. I put my tray down,
walk over to get some water, then head back to my spot. An
officer who sometimes goes to the same weekly exercise class
as I do sits at my previously empty table.

“I hope you don’t mind, Surgeon,” he says as I sit down, “But
I hate eating alone.”

I nod because it’s the nice thing to do, roll the hard-boiled
egg on the tray until it cracks, then start to peel it. I
exhale; I need to make conversation. “How’s your day going?”

“Oh,” he replies, “I just came off duty. Going to get some
sleep, then back on duty tonight.”

“Busy schedule on the Bridge?”

He nods, then puts his fork down. “Surgeon, are you ever not
on duty? I mean, who covers for you if you get sick?”

“No one.”



“What’s your secret?”

“About working all the time?”

“No, about not getting sick.”

“Oh.” I look down at my oatmeal. It looks like a lumpier
version of grade-school paste. “I don’t know.” I push the
oatmeal away. “I have two young daughters at home, so my
immune system is primed, I guess.”

“Yes, Ma’am.” He takes another huge bite of scrambled egg,
swallows, then stands up. “Well, if I have your permission,
Ma’am…”

“Yes, please.”

He picks up his tray. “I’m off to get some rest, we’ll be busy
going through The BAM tonight.”

“The what?”

“The BAM…something,” he twirls his hand in the air, “Mandeb,”
he shrugs, “You know, The Gate of Tears.”

“Oh,” I nod, but I have no idea what he means.

I wait until he leaves the wardroom then I pick up my tray,
guiltily turn in my uneaten bowl of oatmeal at the dirty
dishes window, and rush back to my office. I open the search
engine  on  my  computer,  but  per  normal,  the  connection  is
painfully slow. I see sick call, clinic patients, cover for
SMO while he goes flying, grab a quick lunch, see a walk-in
abscess patient, and look at an X-ray for the PA before I can
google, The BAM.

To re-enter the Red Sea from the Gulf of Aden, the ship has to
traverse the Bab el-Mandeb, shortened to the BAM, translated
as, the Gate of Tears. It is the narrowest part around the
Arabian Peninsula, a choke point for container ships because



of the minimal room they have to navigate safely around the
point. Are aircraft carriers bigger than container ships? I
don’t know. When we went through the first time, I did not
know to ask that question. I was blissfully unaware; I did not
question my own safety. Something has happened to me between
the beginning of deployment and now.

I look up at the television screen on the bulkhead in my
office.  It  is  on  the  black  and  white  flight  deck  camera
channel. The sky is a deep grey, the water a dark black. I
can’t clearly see the edge of the deck. We are going through
this narrow passage at night. I know that I personally try not
to do anything at night – I try not to operate at night, I try
not to medevac patients at night – everything is riskier at
night, right? Or does this mean that it is riskier to traverse
this place during the day? I don’t know.

My heart races. I can’t make it slow down.

I want to go home. And I have no control over that desire. I
have to trust that our Captain, just like a Surgeon, has
tirelessly prepared for all possible contingencies. But I also
know that not every part of a surgery can be planned. An
anatomic variant, a hesitation from a team member, or just
plain old bad luck, can end an operation prematurely. We got
around this point the first time without a scratch – I didn’t
even know I should have been worried.

I turn off the TV and rush out of my office.

The passageway is deserted. The ladderwell is deserted. The
overhead lights in the hangar bay are off; everything has more
shadows tonight. No one is working out in the hangar bay gym.
All the Weapons Department office doors are closed. I make it
all the way to my stateroom without seeing anyone. I am all
alone.

I enter my stateroom. It is dark except for a small light on
over the sink. My roommate’s bunk is empty. I take off my



boots and lay down on top of my blanket. I don’t take my
uniform off. I don’t take my hair out of its bun. Most nights
I know I will be woken up in the middle of the night for a
medical emergency, but I always change out of my uniform and
get into pajamas to at least attempt to have a good night’s
sleep. I don’t want to risk it tonight. I don’t want to use up
all my luck. Perhaps, if I don’t change out of my uniform, the
one thing I have control over tonight, I won’t be needed, I
won’t have to get out of bed, and then perhaps we will have
enough luck left to eventually get all the way back home.

 

 

“Surgeon?”

One of my Corpsmen stands in my office doorway. “Is it time,
HM3?” His rank is Hospital Corpsman, third class.

“Yes,  Ma’am,”  the  Corpsman  says,  “My  flight  leaves  in  an
hour.”

I look back at the TV on the bulkhead. The morning after the
BAM crossing, I rushed down to my office and turned it on. The
waters of the Red Sea looked the same color grey, there was no
indication on the screen that we had done anything significant
while the TV was off. And this morning, the waters of the
Mediterranean also look the same color grey. Perhaps that is
the point.

I stand up and walk to the door. “Goodbye, HM3. Good luck at
your next duty station.”

“Thank you, Ma’am.”

The Corpsman turns to leave, then stops. “Ma’am?”

“Yes, HM3?”



“When I first heard that you were leaving the Navy, I thought,
there goes all the common sense.”

My breath catches in my throat. I don’t know what to say. Am I
giving up? That is my greatest fear. And will there be anyone
left who will continue?

“Ma’am?”

“Yes, HM3?”

“Can I get a hug?”

My chest aches. I nod and walk over to my Corpsman — my
Corpsman who had worked tirelessly on the ward with me, who
had carried his Medical Response Team bag to countless medical
emergencies, who had cared for mass casualty patients and
sailors in his repair locker, a remote location on the ship
where sailors stop flooding, put out fires, and repair damage
— and I pull him into a hug.

“Goodbye, HM3. Do good things.” And I let him go.

“Yes, Ma’am. Goodbye.”

I sit at my desk and close my eyes.

I  shake  hands  with  patients  daily.  I  place  a  hand  on  a
shoulder  when  I  listen  to  a  heartbeat  inside  a  patient’s
chest. My fingers touch tender abdomens. But in actuality, I
have very little human contact.

 

 

I leave the department, change into gym clothes, and walk aft
through the hangar deck. I catch a sliver of the turquoise sky
just above the dark green of the sea. I walk up to the O-3
level, enter the cardio gym, and go for a long run on a
treadmill.  For  the  next  hour,  I  forget  about  the  pelvis



abscess patient who flew back to the states and had to have
another emergency surgery. I forget that my daughters are
growing  up  without  me.  I  ignore  the  constant  questioning
thought – What good am I really doing here? – and I just run.

At the end, I stop the treadmill, and clean the console. I
exit  the  gym  via  the  long  port-side  passageway.  My  chest
burns: my legs are spent. I pass a berthing area, a lounge
area, go up two steps, pass through a hatch, then walk by a
humid open machinery room. I go through another hatch, go down
two steps, and pass single-occupancy staterooms and the radio
office. I stop in front of one of the midships knee knockers.

It is like all the other knee knockers — an oval opening for a
hatch without the hatch, like the one that caused a large
scalp laceration in one of my patients. The bottom metal rim
of this knee knocker is immaculately shined. There is not one
speck of dirt on it, no smudges, no fingerprints, no faint
boot marks. I have never seen one so clean before. It is as
reflective as a mirror.

I turn and look down the passageway behind me. I turn and look
up the passageway in front of me. I am alone. I lean forward
over the metal lip, hoping to see my face upside-down, like in
a circus mirror, but all I see is a thin dark shadow.

I stand up, lift my foot over the shined metallic surface, and
for a moment, my shoe meets only empty space. Where is the
deck on the other side? I look down at the bottom of the oval.
Its reflective surface is gone, replaced by one large shadow.
I feel as if I am falling into that blurred image; I feel
erased.

I am going to die.

I am going to die here, on this boat, and my family won’t ever
know what happened.

I am going to die.



And I am all alone.

A rushing sound fills my ears. The bulkheads seem to vibrate.

Then, my daughter’s voice calls to me from across the void.

You aren’t going to die, Mama, just the part of you that you
don’t need anymore. Everything is going to be ok.

I blink.

The rushing and vibrations stop.

I look back up and down the passageway. I am still alone. I am
still going to die. Just maybe not today.

I lean forward, put my running shoe down on the solid deck,
and continue walking down the passageway.

 

 

“Good run?” the RHO asks.

I nod. I open my mouth to ask if he ever felt like he was
going  to  die.  Now.  Today.  Or  if  he  has  ever  heard  his
daughter’s voice in his head as clear as I hear his voice
right now, calling him back from an abyss. But something tells
me to shut my mouth. I can’t tell anyone about that shadow in
the knee knocker, that void, that nothingness. But that also
means that I can’t share my relief when I heard my oldest
daughter, Evelyn’s voice.

Not that it matters. No one will believe me anyway.

Perhaps, I am just hungry. “Dinner?”

“Yes! I’m…”

“Medical Emergency! Medical Emergency! Medical Emergency in…”



The RHO looks at me. There is fear behind his eyes. “That is
deep trunk extraction territory.”

In certain areas of the ship, particularly some Engineering
spaces  or  Reactor  spaces  or  Weapons  spaces  or  Supply
department storerooms, the only way to get in or out is up a
long, narrow, vertical ladder. If a medical emergency occurs
in any of these spaces, the Medical Response Team cannot carry
the patient out on a stretcher. The only way to get out a non-
ambulatory or unresponsive patient is by hooking them into a
stretcher and hauling them up as quickly as possible by a big
cable and pulley system.

“Surgeon!”

I unclip my radio. “This is Surgeon. Go ahead.”

“Surgeon. This is SMO. A sailor was found down, not sure if
he’s  breathing,  not  sure  if  he  fell,  either  way,  non-
ambulatory. Senior Chief and HM1 are heading down there now.”

“A deep trunk extraction?”

“Yes.  I  already  called  CHENG.”  CHENG  is  short  for  Chief
Engineer. A team from the Engineering department manages the
cable and pulley system.

I grab my go-bag from the bottom drawer of my desk. I push the
talk button. “SMO. This is Surgeon. Where is the extraction
point?”

“The aft mess decks. I’m on my way there, now.” My radio
clicks off.

I look up at RHO. Do I ask him about that voice anyway?

I shake my head and run out of the department.

I jog down to the aft mess decks. If the patient fell, a
closed head injury or a high cervical spine injury could cause



airway compromise. But why did he fall? Sailors go up and down
these  ladder  wells  all  the  time,  many  times  a  day.
Dehydration? Exhaustion? Did he have a heart attack? A stroke?
Did  he  take  too  much  Benadryl?  Did  he  take  too  much  of
something else? Did he want to fall or was he just ok with not
being able to re-grab a rung?

To erase one’s life, to take it away, means we all have failed
that one person, our shipmate. It means there is no purpose in
the mission anymore. And I am not talking about the dropping-
bombs-on-bad-guys  mission.  I’m  talking  about  the  working
together for something bigger mission. Freedom. Hope. Justice.
Big lofty, naive ideals. Ideals I have had to hold close in
the  middle  of  the  night.  Tightly.  If  I  did  not  naively
believe, well, how would I have been able to treat patients
with my limited supplies and personnel? How would I have been
able to look a transfer patient in the eye and tell him he
will be ok, he will be given better care at the host nation
medical facility than with me on the ship, even though I fear
I am lying? How would I have been able to hope that my
daughters will someday understand why I had to leave?

And when those ideals fail us, it doesn’t matter how tightly
you  hold  on.  Like  knowing  the  potential  consequences  of
traversing the BAM in daylight. Like deciding, despite all the
work it took to get to where I am, The Ship’s Surgeon, I
cannot do it anymore.

The bulkhead closes in, the fluorescent lights buzz down, my
vision flickers. I have to stop thinking about my decisions. I
need to focus on helping this sailor. This is why I am here.
And there is no one else.

Up ahead, a group of dark blue shapes bends and twists. I
blink and my vision clears. There are so many people working
to save this one sailor. Working, not for the mission of the
ship, but for our shipmate.



I will my tired legs onward.

A group of sailors bends over a large pulley next to a hole in
the deck, an open escape hatch. My Surgical Tech is crouched
next to the opening, his Medical Response Team bag next to
him. The Executive Officer (XO, the second in command of the
ship),  the  Command  Master  Chief  (CMC,  the  highest-ranking
enlisted member on the ship), and the Senior Medical Officer
stand off to the side. I nod to SMO. His role is clear – he
will oversee, he will support the command, as needed. My role
is less clear. I am supposed to do something, swiftly and
expertly, if the patient needs it. No one cares if I will be
called on to do something I have never done before. I am just
supposed to be able to do it. Expertly.

My legs wobble. Even before surgeries I have done so often
that I can do them in my sleep, there is always a brief moment
before I operate when I doubt my abilities. That moment has
gotten longer the longer I have been on this ship. It is hard
to know if you are about to do the right thing when you are
all alone and have no one to tell you that what you are doing
is right.

“Ready?” one of the Engineering sailors yells down into the
open hatch.

I cannot hear the response. I open my go-bag and take out two
fourteen-gauge needles, the plastic wrapping slippery in my
fingers. It is mechanical, my hands reaching for these life-
saving devices. I do not think about it. If the sailor is
unconscious from a fall, and cannot breathe from collapsed
lungs, these needles will save his life. All I have to do is
put them in the correct place.

Sound, buzzing, rushing returns to my ears. The clank of the
cable against the metal hatch opening, the calls and grunts of
the sailors around me.

It will be soon.



The machine clanks, pauses, then clanks again. My Surgical
Tech stands up. The orange end of a stretcher peeks up over
the hatch in the deck. He grabs the handle on the end as the
stretcher emerges.

I cannot tell if the sailor is breathing. I want to rush at
the stretcher, assess for signs of life, to work quickly. But
I stay where I am. I wait until the stretcher is righted. I
wait until it and my Corpsman are away from the gaping hole.

“Surgeon!”

I rush over to the patient. I see fog in the oxygen mask.

I bend down, place my fingers into the hole in front of his
cervical collar. I feel a bounding pulse. “Stretcher bearers!”
I yell.

I let our shipmates carry the stretcher down the passageway.

I lift my radio and call Main Medical. “We are on our way.”

I turn back to SMO. His face is tense. I nod and he returns
it. Then I rush down the passageway.

 

 

“Surgeon, is the patient going to be ok?”

I nod, then hesitate. “I hope so, Nurse.”

I don’t know what it is like to be on the other end of a deep
trunk extraction team. I can imagine it is far lonelier than
stepping over a knee knocker and thinking there is nothing but
blackness, an absence of hope. I can fix a collapsed lung, I
can stabilize a broken neck, but I did not have to do any of
those things for this patient. All I had to do was listen.

“Nurse, have a good night. Let me know if you need anything.”



“Yes, Surgeon.”

My patient is asleep in his bed on the ward. I nod to the
shipmate already at the bedside, I hope my gratitude washes
over him, and I walk on.

I walk past the closed OR doors. I don’t feel much like
celebrating or raising a fist in the air. We work and we work,
and we try to do the right thing. But is what we are doing,
right?

I walk into my office and sit down.

How are we all going to be ok so we can continue to do this
job until the end? I think that is the question Nurse is
asking.

I look over at a drawing on the bulkhead next to my desk. My
youngest daughter, Waverly, sent it to me. It has been next to
me the whole deployment, retaped several times, the edges
curling. It is labeled, My Family. I look at the row of faces
with our arms and legs sprouting directly from our heads. That
always makes me smile. There is a D beneath the biggest one,
and an E and a W below the two smaller ones in the middle. And
at the end of the row, beneath the medium-sized smiley face,
there is an M. I lean forward. But there is something else. I
have never noticed it before. Perhaps the pink construction
paper needed to be faded enough for me to see it. Directly in
front of the letter M there is a tiny, pink-colored heart
scratched into the paper.

Perhaps that is the answer to Nurse’s question. With enough
time, as long as it needs to take, we will eventually get to
the answers. And hopefully, we will be ok.



New Op Ed from Teresa Fazio:
This  Memorial  Day,  Let’s
Honor Essential Workers
In the first weeks of lockdown, I paced my two-room Harlem
apartment,  feeling  trapped  while  an  unpredictable  threat
loomed. After a few days, it clicked— the collective need for
vigilance  and  protective  gear  had  stoked  memories  of  my
deployment to Iraq as a Marine Corps officer. There, rocket
and  mortar  attacks  had  punctuated  long  periods  of  boring
routine for my communications company colleagues and I. In the
early evenings, our company’s evening brief provided solace
and companionship.

In the midst of the pandemic, that version of nightly comfort
became the Twitter feed of Columbia’s Department of Surgery—a
daily  summary  of  pragmatic  encouragement,  written  by  its
eloquent chair, Dr. Craig Smith. He used familiar military
jargon of staff “redeployments” and “battlefield promotions”
for  emerging  medical  leaders.  He  wrote  about  colleagues
infected with COVID, and one who committed suicide.

This Memorial Day, as Dr. Smith and other first responders
lose colleagues on a scale not seen since 9/11, and supply
chain  personnel  from  meatpackers  to  grocery  clerks  risk
infection to keep America fed, we should extend honors to all
of the essential workers who’ve given their lives. Doing so
would help unify the nation and bridge the military-civilian
divide.
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Healthcare workers watch U.S. Air Force C-130s from Little
Rock Air Force Base fly over Arkansas, May 8, 2020.

Only about 1% of US workers currently serve in the military,
but according to the Bureau of Labor Statistics, an equal
number serve as firefighters and law enforcement. A whopping
ten times that number— more than ten million people— work in
healthcare professions as doctors, nurses, EMTs, and hospital
personnel. Transportation and delivery workers— warehousemen
and  truckers  who  transport  everything  from  asparagus  to
zucchini—  make  up  another  10%  of  American  workforce.  And
that’s not even counting agricultural, food, and maintenance
workers.  A  mid-April  CDC  report  listed  at  least  27  US
healthcare  workers  dead  of  COVID,  a  number  that  has
undoubtedly grown, and the Washington Post reported over 40
grocery store worker fatalities in the same time frame. As of
early May, about 30 firefighters nationwide have died of the
virus, too. The NYPD alone lost over 30 personnel to the
pandemic, and national police casualties count dozens more.
Like troops in a war zone, those essential healthcare, public
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safety, and logistics workers now face a wily, invisible enemy
every day. Paying respects to their fallen just as we veterans
honor  our  own  would  mean  acknowledging  that  it  takes
everyone’s  service  to  help  us  get  through  this  crisis.

Coronavirus  is  forcing  businesses  and  governments  to
acknowledge  the  dignity  of  the  blue-collar  and  service-
industry workers who make our vast supply chain possible,
similar  to  the  physical  work  we  honor  in  common
servicemembers.  In  April,  the  United  Food  and  Commercial
Workers International Union (UFCW) issued a joint statement
with  Stop  and  Shop  calling  on  the  government  to  classify
grocery workers as “extended first responders” or “emergency
personnel.” Moreover, in Passaic, New Jersey, a firefighter’s
coronavirus  death  prompted  a  mayor  to  ask  for  state
legislation to classify it as a death in the line of duty,
which would entitle his family to additional benefits. We
can’t bring these workers back, but we can honor them by
helping their families recover, and funding their children’s
educations—just as we do for fallen service members. If, as
Fed  chair  Jerome  Powell  said,  we  are  facing  an  economic
downturn “without modern precedent,” one piece of recovery
will be financial remuneration for those who have sacrificed
in the name of keeping the country running.

Emotional support is necessary, as well. Medical professionals
who triage an avalanche of patients decide who lives and who
dies. We don’t yet know how many of them will suffer PTSD or
moral injury from scenes like overflowing emergency rooms. In
the past month, New York Presbyterian emergency room physician
Dr. Lorna Breen and FDNY EMT John Mondello committed suicide
in the wake of treating an overwhelming number of coronavirus
patients. Military veterans who have rendered first aid at the
scene of IED blasts, rocket attacks, and similar catastrophic
mass casualties know these emotional scenarios all too well.
Losing colleagues with whom one has served side by side— and
perhaps blaming oneself for failing to protect the sick and
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wounded, even in an impossible situation—are experiences many
troops know intimately.

Whenever well-meaning civilians called me or former comrades
heroes, we often told them, “The heroes are the ones who
didn’t come back.” I suspect some of the medical professionals
I now call heroes would say the same thing. Which is why we
must honor the fallen without putting all those who serve on a
holy  pedestal.  Veneration  of  the  dead  without  practical
follow-up care for the living only alienates trauma survivors;
it  doesn’t  help  them  reintegrate  into  society.  Military
veterans have learned this the hard way; recent Memorial Days
have  included  remembrances  for  troops  who  have  died  by
suicide. So in addition to honoring essential workers who have
died from coronavirus, we must treat the burnout and PTSD from
those who survive, especially in the medical professions, so
we are not remembering them as tragic statistics in future
years.

Columbia’s Dr. Smith wrote a total of 59 nightly missives,
each offering comfort and guidance to my anxious-veteran mind.
In the meantime, the United States has lost over 83,000 people
to  coronavirus.  In  memory  of  them—  83,000  parents,  first
responders,  warehouse  workers,  delivery  persons,  doctors,
nurses and counting— let’s expand this Memorial Day to honor
essential personnel, with the aim of creating a more united
America.

Editor’s note: Teresa Fazio’s memoir, FIDELIS, is forthcoming
in September 2020 from Potomac Books.

https://www.nebraskapress.unl.edu/potomac-books/9781640123557/


Fiction from Peter Molin: “Cy
and Ali”
The following short story is based on the myth “Ceyx and
Alceone,” as recounted in Ovid’s Metamorphoses.

Cy busied himself with the by–now routine activities of a
combat patrol: gathering his personal gear and stowing it in
the  truck,  drawing  the  big  .50  caliber  machine  gun  and
mounting it in the gun turret, setting the frequencies and
security  codes  on  the  radio,  helping  out  the  other  crew
members and being helped by them in turn. As he waited for the
mission commander to give the patrol brief, he thought about
his wife for a few moments. Ali had not wanted him to go on
this deployment; he had had options that would have kept him
in the States, at least for a while longer, and she could not
understand why he had been so eager to return to Afghanistan.

“I think you are crazy,” she had told him. Left unstated was
the suspicion that he liked the idea of going to war more than
he liked the idea of being with her. She loved him dearly, and
though he professed his love for her, too, she couldn’t help
but feel that he didn’t value their relationship as much as
she did. Cy also wasn’t sure what to think, either then or now
while he waited for the patrol brief to begin. Returning to
Afghanistan had been important to him, but beyond his claims
about needing to be with his unit and doing his duty, he
sensed that there was a cold hard nugget of selfishness about
his willingness to jeopardize his marriage—not to mention his
life—for the sake of the deployment.

Rather than give Ali an excuse or an explanation, he had
offered a compensation. “When I get back, I promise I’ll make
it up to you,” he had said, “I’ll go back to school, or find
some job where I won’t have to deploy again anytime soon.”
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The offer seemed lame, even to Cy, like he had thought about
it for two seconds, but Ali acceded to it anyway. She loved Cy
in part because he was a soldier, but some things about being
a military wife were really bad. Now she busied herself with
her classes, her part-time job, and her friends and family.
But she worried a lot, and had a premonition that things might
not end well.

The day’s mission was nothing special: accompany an Afghan
army  unit  while  they  resupplied  three  of  their  outlying
outposts. The mission commander explained that the Americans’
role was to inspect the readiness of the Afghan outposts, and
to provide artillery and medical support in case anything
happened along the way. Cy’s job was gunner on the mission
commander’s truck, which was to be third in the order of march
behind two Afghan trucks. From the truck’s exposed turret he
was to man the .50 cal while keeping an eye out for suicide
bombers,  IEDs,  and  ambushes.  But  nothing  was  expected  to
happen; “There has been no enemy activity on the planned route
in the last 48 hours,” the mission commander informed them.
They  had  traveled  the  day’s  route  many  times  before  with
nothing more serious occurring than a vehicle breakdown. Sure
they planned well and rehearsed diligently, but that was all
the more reason the actual mission was probably going to be
not much.



Which is why what happened, at least at first, had an unreal
feel. Three miles out, on Route Missouri, Cy saw the two lead
Afghan trucks come to abrupt halts and their occupants pile
out. The Afghan soldiers took up firing positions on the right
side of the road and pointed their weapons back to the left
side. Because he had headphones on and was chattering with the
other  truck  occupants,  Cy  was  unable  to  immediately
distinguish the sound of gunshots, and it took him a moment to
comprehend that the Afghans had stumbled into an ambush. Other
Americans also soon gleaned what was going on and suddenly the
radio net crackled with questions, reports, and commands.

“Action  front….  Scan  your  sectors…..  Anyone  have  positive
ID?…. There they are…. 11:00 200 meters. Engage, engage!”

Cy identified three turbaned gunmen firing at the Afghan army
trucks from behind a low wall. He charged his machine gun and
began to shoot. He had fired the .50 cal dozens of times in
training and thus was surprised by how far off target were his
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first two bursts. But very quickly he found the range, and was
rewarded by seeing the big .50 caliber rounds chew up the wall
behind  which  the  insurgents  were  hiding.  Dust  and  debris
filled the air; Cy couldn’t tell if he had hit anyone, but
surely the fire was effectively suppressing the enemy. By now,
the other American trucks had identified the gunmen and were
firing, too. Still, it was so hard to figure out exactly what
was happening. That the three insurgents behind the wall were
capable of resisting the torrent of fire unleashed on them by
the American and Afghan soldiers seemed impossible, but no one
could tell if there were other enemy shooting at them from
somewhere else.

Soon, however, the sound of explosions began to fill the air.
Again,  it  was  not  immediately  clear  that  the  Afghan  army
soldiers and the insurgents were now firing Rocket Propelled
Grenades at each other. “What’s going on up there?” Cy heard
the mission commander ask him through the intercom. Loud booms
resounded  everywhere  from  the  impact  of  the  rocket-fired
grenades.   Cy  next  heard  “RPG!  RPG!”  echo  through  his
headphones as the Americans understood that they too were now
under attack. A round exploded against the truck to his left
and Cy felt the blast wave wash over him. How could the enemy
engage them so accurately?

As the battle unfolded, Cy realized the situation was serious,
no joke. The rest of the crew was protected inside the armored
truck, but he was partially exposed in the machine gun turret.
He continued to fire the .50 cal, doing his best to punish the
insurgents  who  were  trying  to  kill  them.  The  noise  was
deafening, but in the midst of the roar of his own weapon and
the other American guns, as well as the cacophony of human
voices  on  the  intercom,  he  discerned  that  enemy  fire  was
pinging around him and sizzling overhead. Though he was not
scared, he thought about his wife.

Ali had felt uneasy throughout the day. She had not been able
to communicate with Cy, which in itself was not so unusual.



She understood that sometimes missions made it impossible for
him to call or write. Still, she sent him emails and texts and
the lack of a response for some reason felt ominous. That
night, she had had a terrible dream. Cy appeared, looming over
her, silent and reproachful, and Ali had awoken with a start.
Nothing like this had ever happened before, not even close.
She didn’t know what to do, so she watched TV for a while and
then began surfing the Internet. She thought about calling her
husband’s unit rear-detachment commander, but decided not to.
There was no one she could talk to who wouldn’t think she was
overreacting, so she didn’t do anything except continue to
worry.

*

The next morning two officers appeared at Ali’s door. “The
Secretary of Defense regrets to inform you that your husband
has died as a result of enemy fire in eastern Afghanistan,”
one of them intoned. It was all too true, but for Ali the
reality  of  the  situation  dissolved  in  a  swirl  of  chaotic
thoughts and physical sickness.

Ali waited on the tarmac at Dover Air Force Base with Cy’s
parents.  An  honor  guard  was  also  present,  as  well  as  a
contingent from her husband’s unit, and a general whom she had
never seen before and whose name she didn’t catch. Everyone
was very nice to her, but Ali was confused. She didn’t know if
she was supposed to be strong and dignified or to collapse in
a pool of tears. She also didn’t know if she was angry with
her  husband,  angry  toward  the  Army,  or  just  some  strange
combination of sad and proud. As her husband’s casket emerged
from the plane, Ali felt herself drawn toward it. First she
was taking small tentative steps, as if she were nervous about
breaking some kind of rule or protocol. Then she was running,
moving  quickly  toward  the  casket  while  the  others  in
attendance waited behind. She was barely aware of what she was
doing,  but  her  feet  seemed  to  no  longer  be  touching  the
ground. It was as if she were floating or flying, and her arms



were beating like wings of a giant bird. “O, Cy, is this the
homecoming you promised me?” she thought, or maybe said aloud.
Then she remembered throwing her arms around the casket, but
at the same time she also felt herself rising into the air, in
unison with her husband, who now was alive again and also
seemed a magnificent, noble bird. Together, Cy and Ali soared
upward, and the plane and the honor guard and the onlookers
whirled beneath them as they circled in the sky.

 


