Get Treatment for PTSD submitted by Scott Smith

No doubt some readers will already have heard the sad story of Stanley Gibson.  I’ll hit some of the highlights of his gruesome story in hopes both that it’ll encourage those who need help for PTSD to get that help and that it will encourage those of us with comrades who clearly need help to assist them in getting that help.  All of us understand that there are cracks in the VA health care system and that we can’t allow our comrades to fall victim to those flaws.  The following is from the story in the Las Vegas Review-Journal.
“Mr. Gibson was a 43-year-old Gulf War veteran living in Las Vegas, Nevada.  His anxiety actually started a few days after the fierce battles in Iraq in 1991.  Assigned to an infantry regiment, he along with many others was given the duty of ‘cleaning up’ the hundreds of scorched corpses and carbonized bodies that remained along the Iraq’s Highway 80.  Mr. Gibson once described his work as placing the remains in body bags, trucking them to undisclosed locations, burning them, and covering them with dirt.  He described his nightmares and flashbacks, saying ‘You know what it’s like seeing and smelling a dead woman and a dead child melted together?’

“At some point the VA diagnosed him both with adenoid cancer (for which he was operated on five times and which left his jaw disfigured) and with PTSD (which was determined to have rendered him unfit for employment and rated a 100% disability).  Fairly recently, when his condition was reviewed, the Reno Regional VA Office and the VA’s Southern Nevada Healthcare System disagreed on whether he was fit for employment.  During the course of this disagreement, the VA’s Reno Office reduced Mr. Gibson’s disability rating to 80%.  In addition to this blow, Mr. Gibson experienced difficulty getting an appointment with a VA doctor to renew his PTSD medication.  His medications ran out in early December 2011.  When pressed by the Las Vegas Review-Journal, VA officials offered a rather convoluted and unconvincing explanation of why Mr. Gibson ran out of his meds and why it was his fault, not theirs. 

“In any event, Mr. Gibson, frightened and confused and off his PTSD medications, was reported in mid-December as behaving erratically.  He was in his car, driving slowly back and forth on a side street near his home.  He was apparently totally confused and very slowly patrolling the street, looking for his home.  Upon getting this report, police rallied in force to the scene.  The unarmed and confused Mr. Gibson refused to stop his car, get out and talk with the police officers at the scene.  After stopping him by hemming in his car with police cruisers, police surrounded his car on foot and, for about thirty minutes, attempted to reason with the panicked man.  At his point, with a police lieutenant present, one of Las Vegas’s finest, using an AR-15 (the civilian version of our old friend, the M-16), fired seven rounds at the unarmed man through the auto’s rear window...killing Mr. Gibson on the spot.

“Stanley LaVon Gibson was buried on December 23rd, with full military honors, at the Southern Nevada Veterans Memorial Cemetery in Boulder City, Nevada.

“The Southern Nevada VA people estimate that, since 2005, the number of reported and diagnosed PTSD cases has increased five-fold...while their staff available to treat PTSD has increased by a factor of only two.  Notwithstanding this sad situation, which may well exist across the VA health care system, it’s important for veterans to go to the VA to seek help.  By doing so, the veteran will help him- or herself, and the VA will accumulate more accurate statistics and then, hopefully, staff itself properly.”
Stanley LaVon Gibson.  Terrible story, terrible ending.  Let’s not let this happen to any fellow Troopers!

