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Family and friends
 
Greetings, I hope all is well. It's been along time, so let's all take a minute, and all catch up.  
My name is Raymond Andalio, a son; husband next, an awesome father and a veteran of the United States Navy attached to the United States Marine Corps.
I am of the Filipino decent, and had the opportunity of a lifetime to come to the United States of America with my parents and sister. Due to the laws we had to venture a new life without my oldest sister. 
Joining the US Navy was the biggest decision I had ever made in my life at the time. I trained initially in the aviation field and then transferred to the medicine field. I crossed trained to be a Hospital Corpsman a “Medic”.  
I was trained in numerous medical jobs, aviation medical technician, field corpsman, aviation mishap, and more. But best of all, I had the chance to be part of the United States Marine Corps.  There I supported the marines medically at first. After weeks on the job I was delegated with the name of “DOC”. 
“Corpsman Up" they say; we are trained to medically treat marines in the combat zone while the enemy shoots at you. We treat marines efficiently so they can protect our freedom that we stand on.  We are there with the marines while they are going through some of the most traumatic and painful events in their lives.  We are the ones they turn to and do our best to help them even dealing with all their personal problems. We are trusted, respected and because there are only a few of us, they know we will do our best to guard and keep their own lives intact.   

On March 19 2003, 2nd battalion 23rd Marines was given the order to move forward in to IRAQ.  We encountered numerous fire fights through out the entire time we were there. As a hospital corpsman, attached with the Marines it was tough not to be hurt. I have personally been involved with RPG and mortar rounds. 
It was normal that when there were blasts around us we would get hit and fall, hitting the deck hard with all our gear, slamming our bodies on wherever the blast took us.  The blast go through your body and rattles your brain in so many directions, but when a marine yells for help the hospital corpsman has to get up during the short time and treat the patient. We don’t even have time to get our thoughts together as we have to get to the patient, and help them. 
I am now an Iraqi veteran. A part of global antiterrorism, and Enduring Iraqi freedom, I served with hundreds of Marines and Sailors in time of war. I treated wounded marines. I had the honor to serve with the best of them, and respect all. 
Years had gone by and I started losing every thing. I used to be the man, the boss, the bread maker, the cheese maker till I was diagnosed with Asthma, Traumatic Brain Injuries (TBI) and Post Traumatic Stress Disorder, (PTSD) 
When I came home from IRAQ I did not know what I had to look forward to. I was excited to see my family, but I was scared to leave my Marines. We made a bond that nobody else will understand. 
I was a drunk, with that my wife also was one. We consumed 18 packs a person, till one day, fighting, forgetting, blacking out and such. It was horrible. I was starting to lose control; I missed the sand box, my Marines around me and the brotherhood protecting me. Now that I am back to reality, I must cope within.
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My wife De has been my ultimate hero, I know this woman can do anything. We have been married for the last 15 years; she was there while I was in the military, during the war, and still after the war and now.  She deals with my everyday ordeals. By the way she is now our fiduciary we receive minimal income, so she would get odd jobs, cleaning house or helping out friends for extra income. She has been taking care of all the finances, somehow she makes it work. I would have pulled my hair out.  She’s our dietitian and makes our food fresh daily. She does so much that she doesn’t take care or time for herself. She is also my personal trainer. 
I’m blessed with two handsome and talented boys.  They both go to youth group on Wednesday night.  Syd is my oldest and has been going to youth group since he was 11. He will be a freshman in high school next year and just towering lots of his friend. Imagine I have to start saving for a car, I think he just inherited my “Rusty”, my jeep. With his growth spurt his clothing gets smaller, we can’t afford to purchase new clothes that fit and that’s just hard. He is a senior member of their school band and has a great talent playing the trombone. 
Rayven is my youngest, he is awesome in skate boarding, and as a matter of fact he wants to really concentrate on the sport. His ideas are wonderful. Ray is only 11 years old however; his mission in life thus far has pretty much been on track. 

I am now in the stage of recovery. For years I was a stay home person, I would not come out of the house for years. Then my counselor said that to accomplish something you must work on it. One foot in front of the other.  It’s been a couple of years now since I started a journey towards a healthier life, an active life. I started walking, then running, then a light lit up, I can use sports towards my rehabilitation. With me I have to work on my social skills. For some odd reason, I don’t remember how I got involved with these programs, but it got me where I am now. 
I have been invited and have participated in several clinics from the US MILITARY PARALYMPIC trials for the up coming PARALYMPIC 2012 in London England for track and field. The Veterans Affairs has a summer and winter sports program that I have participated and competed in and hope to continue to gain knowledge and compete in these athletic trials. I even took a gold medal for the 400m in Edmond, OK for the Endeavor Games sponsored by the US Olympic Association; if I'm not mistaken I broke the qualifying record. While I was there, I was invited to be part of the Marine Corps wounded regiment battalion. This was June of 2010. Since then I have been invited to swimming clinics coached by professional USA Triathlete’s, cycling camp in Tampa FL taught by record holders on Ride Across America. Till this day no one has beaten his record, pretty impressive. I have run several races; 5k, 10k, and 13.1 and have completed a triathlon in Santa Cruz, CA.  
The Children of Fallen Soldiers Relief Fund, Inc. supports US military surviving children, spouses and disabled veterans who served in the first Gulf, Iraq and Afghanistan wars is helping me by sponsoring me during my training.  I am extremely excited about my training, continue to work hard at it and hope to make a statement for other veterans who have struggled or are struggling with the effects of war. 

If you are interested in supporting me you too will be my “Rock Star”…..let the good people at Children of Fallen Soldiers Relief Fund know you are interested in helping whether it’s with a monetary donation, pair of running shoes, apparel, supplements, bicycle apparatus, gift certificate to a sporting goods store like Dick’s, Sports Authority, GNC or somewhere else that would help me as I train to reach my final destination or fob: Ironman 2014 I would be most appreciative. In any event, stay in touch by sending me messages of support. Check my Cause page out on Facebook!!
Go here if you want to join others and be one of my “Rock Stars”. 
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Semper fidelis!
“Doc”
Click to read about the CFSRF
