
My name is Loretto Sean Efre. I served as a 63S heavy wheel mechanic in the Army from 1993 to 2004. I 

was 175 pounds soaking wet and as mechanic it was difficult to work with such strenuous activities so I 

put all my stress spare time into working out. My best PT test was 120 situps 86 push-ups in two 

minutes and 12:21 on the two-mile. All that changed when I got sick in 2000. I got sent to Walter Reed 

where some know many atrocities happened. I was misdiagnosed, given incorrect medications, 

chemotherapy, and experimental medications. This left me with an understanding that even though a 

person is a doctor we don’t know if they’re knowledgeable, I lost all semblance of innocence when it 

came to hospitals. After three years at Walter Reed I was medically discharged. I moved to southern 

Georgia and started the process of trying to get the benefits that I was supposed to receive from the 

Army. After a year and a half of testing and waiting I received 90% with individual unemployability. I was 

told I rated for home modification a vehicle grant and a whole host of other benefits. I applied for them, 

went to their evaluations which of course brought back all of the horrible excruciating feelings of 

hopelessness that I felt at Walter Reed. The person is diagnosed with an incurable untreatable disease 

which I have primary multiple sclerosis how much more evaluation has to go through to explain why a 

veteran needs home modification for a wheelchair. In the early 2000’s I lost my ability to feel the 

outside of my body. Imagine your leg falling asleep but everywhere and all the time. The pins and 

needles the heady feeling the dragging of the feet, but I was determined to not let this disease defeat 

me. So I drove at one point 127 miles one way to Dublin Georgia numerous times a month. When 

fatigue which is as dangerous as any impairments set in I took to eating candy and heavy caffeine drinks 

because my wife is working or in college could not take off for the numerous appointments which 

yielded nothing! In two years time I literally had five different neurologist could do nothing for me but 

check the box. Every time and evaluation came up I made it to those appointments even though my 

disease has progressed like a fool I swear they gave me a shot in the Army that gives me the sense of 

honor and integrity that when I say I’m going to do something I try past the point of pain and 

reasonableness to do it. Well after years of waiting for this grant that I applied for an automobile that I 

applied for I did what anyone would do so the problem fixed the problem. I needed the wheelchair I fall 

daily, my feet will grab anything sometimes I will spasm like someone being tasered and I will fall, I’ve 

learned to go limp to decrease major injury. I never stopped researching my disease which states that 

once a person becomes nonambulatory they die. All we can die for many many complications of 

multiple sclerosis heart attacks and strokes aneurysms the disease affects every nerve in my body and 

every organ has nerves and I am literally short-circuiting but because I did not have time to wait on the 

VA to assist me a severely disabled person I put my family debt. While the appeal process for the house 

which was denied in the vehicle grant which was denied but I received a wheelchair which I couldn’t 

transport we went deeper into debt and bought a van to transport it. I couldn’t walk long distances so 

the wheelchair was needed I also was informed that the VA provided service dogs. I was excited this 

would help with mobility and provide an immense amount of hope but just like the housing grants and 

the vehicle grant’s this was a problem. I was 240 pounds they wanted to give me a small golden 

retriever for stability. This was insane! I did research found that there were three breeds of dogs 

suggested for multiple sclerosis, great Dane mastiff and Irish wolfhound. I asked if I could receive one of 

those breeds and was told no. I asked if we bought the dog could someone train the dog to be my 

service dog I was told no. So I adjusted the fire got books went to obedience classes and watched many 

videos and learn from any other veterans with service dogs after again putting my family further into 



debt because the VA would not the proper thing. I filed two appeals from everything from vehicle grant 

to the home modification. I contacted Jack Kingston when he was still in office, buddy Carter and David 

Purdue. Bringing up the past atrocities at Walter Reed is beyond difficult for me, even writing this letter 

brings me to tears. Atrocities that I experienced there will haunt me for the rest of my life, I will never 

feel safe. They took that information sent a email to the VA got a cookie-cutter response and had the 

audacity to act like they helped. I am not an elected official I am just a kid from New York who read well 

was offered a position in the military served for 11 years five months 10 days and is now a disabled but 

even I know that sending an email and not following up is not helping. This was years in the making I 

followed the chain of command I worked the problem the way the VA wanted me to I filed appeals I 

went to examinations just to prove what was already in my records and my representatives had the 

audacity to send me a blanket response. What a slap in the face of every veteran because of the 

severely disabled person can be made to wait be made to figure it out on his own I can only imagine 

what people that aren’t severely disabled are having to deal with. Thank God for my family my veteran 

brothers and my unwillingness to let atrocities go unnoticed. But of course as with all things trials and 

tribulations don’t stop. After years of waiting examinations paperwork I was told I finally rated for 

specially adaptive housing and vocational rehab but I was a fool I thought the end of the horror film was 

over I thought I could trust in a system that was specifically geared toward severely disabled persons like 

myself. I was horrendously wrong! It started with more exams, it started with persons coming to my 

house promising the moon and not even have the decency to piss on me. If anyone is ever served they 

know what it’s like to deal with the new private you have to make sure they wash behind their ears that 

they tied their boots that they have all their gear that their home life isn’t going to affect their mission 

readiness but dealing with this newest group is worse than any private. I called weekly I emailed 

constantly I met the requirements and asked that I Be kept in loop. I looked at a problem of the fact that 

what they promised will most likely entail some type of exam for me. I brought this up numerous times 

as months ticked away awaiting and in the end I was told oh yes by the way we need exams for all of the 

equipment that we said we would get for you two months ago. Right back into the hell of being at the 

whims of people that could care less about the severity of your disability, who could care less about your 

history and what you’ve endured and how patient you’ve been waiting years! To me this is not logical to 

me it’s almost personal. I don’t know who I offended or whose daughter I dated and never called back, 

but for any wrongs I’ve made to the VA hierarchy that think it’s proper to continue to struggle along a 

severely disabled person who needs assistance now I am truly sorry. 


