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To all Military Family members, past, present, and future.
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To all of my family who have always been there and waited for me, no matter what.


Although the content of this story is true, many of the names have been changed to protect the vulnerable.
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Baghdad, Iraq

March 2006

The interior of the Blackhawk helicopter was pitch black except for the pilot and copilot’s glowing control panel. The two door gunners, one on each side of the aircraft, scanned the shadows below while gripping their .249-caliber machine guns with army issued leather gloves. Night observation devices (NODS) attached to their helmets and lowered over their eyes, emitted a fluorescent green against the black sky. They searched for anything out of place...the silhouetted shape of a rocket-propelled grenade (RPG) tube aiming skyward.

Thawap, thawap, thawap. The droning thump of the rotor blades above would have been deafening without the yellow, foamed earplugs jammed in my ears. Below us, the city streetlights of Baghdad flickered. 

I sat in the back seat, toward the tail facing the front. There were eight seats in the back, four facing across so the passengers sat knee-to-knee...0ur duffle bags piled high on top of our laps.  

High-pitched whining of the rotors cut through the thick night air alternating from being a nerve-racking distraction to a hypnotic entrancement. Even when the aircraft took a sudden bounce, I continued to breathe steadily...the tremors common and no cause for panic. I looked at the sleeping men around me with their heads bobbing limply back and forth with each bump. 

We were on a northeastern route from Camp Victory, on the southwest side of Baghdad, to Forward Operating Base (FOB) Warhorse, which was just outside of Baqubah. We would make a pit stop for fuel before turning northwest across the desert to our final destination at Camp Speicher, near Tikrit. This was to be my new home base, third one in as many years. I had served at Camp Anaconda, or Balad Air Base, for a year beginning in June of 2003. Then, in 2005, I was sent back a second time to the Green Zone in Baghdad. 

I glanced at my watch—2:00 a.m. We were over the Shi’a section of the city, considered hostile territory. What wasn’t in Iraq? My eyelids drooped heavily, and I thought back to my other two deployments to Iraq as an army officer. 

My time at Camp Anaconda was one of the longest years of my life. I swore to myself and anyone who would listen that I would never wanted to see Iraq again. Yet, just a year later, I found myself in the Green Zone. Now this. 

Baghdad’s sprawling city lights flickered with varying degrees of intensity below us. Baghdad. I allowed my eyes to close. Nothing worth seeing anyway.  

Leaving my wife, Trena, was never easy no matter how many times I left her behind. That first time in 1991 was the hardest. I kept a journal where I could unload my feelings and fears about leaving her and my two children—ages six and eight. I was unaware of what was in store for me when heading to Saudi Arabia to face the fourth largest army in the world at the time. I never realized, until later, what it was like for Trena to kiss a husband good-bye and not know if he would ever return. 

Years later, during Operation Iraqi Freedom, the kids were fully-grown and moving forward with their own lives. I thought that leaving would have been easier, but the emptiness remained. I still thought about all missed opportunities of being there for my family. Afterall, as the drill sergeants said at basic training, “If the Army wanted you to have a family they would have issued you one.” I chuckled at the thought. Every one of the drill sergeants were married with kids.

Going back to Iraq after retirement had not been in the original plan. I was thinking more in line with lying in a hammock strung up between two palm trees, watching the waves of the sea, setting sun, with a cool drink, and protruding curved straw. However, it was impossible to ignore the salary I was offered. Trena and I discussed the advantages and disadvantages of accepting the job offer, and, in the end, it was a simple matter of economics and following what we believed to be the will of God.  

BANG! My eyes snapped open. The other passengers were all awake and alert. A loud crash erupted on the pilot’s side of the helicopter! In seconds, the door gunners swung into firing posture.

A bright orange and white light burst with a blinding flash around us on the left side, contrasting brilliantly against the black sky. For a brief second, the interior of the chopper lit up like a strobe light, revealing the uneasy looks of the others.  

Intense heat licked my face and arms, and I gripped my seat firmly as the Blackhawk dove sharply to the right. The streetlights grew closer to the window, and the mud-walled dwellings loomed larger and larger. 

Danger was not new to me, but the fear still permeated my thoughts. I wondered if I would survive this blast as I did in the Colombian bombing in 1976. Then, I wondered if I did survive the crash, would insurgents take me captive? Would they treat me with the same courtesy as the Soviets had in Berlin?   

My mind swirled like a high-speed roller coaster, too fast to think coherently. In the past, I had met the enemy, face-to-face. Was I ready to do so again? What would my wife think? What would my kids think? Why am I putting them through this all over again?
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I would say that it all began in 1976. That was the year I graduated high school. It was also when I first encountered a terrorist attack...as a victim. Whether or not this event had a profound effect on my decision to join the Army, I would imagine that it did. The following pages describe vignettes of my military career beginning in 1980, including the conclusion of the prologue. 
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1. Bogota, Colombia
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August 1976

The horrific sound jolted me from a deep slumber in seconds. My eyes struggled to focus in the darkness of the small, simple, room on the second floor of an apartment. In the twin bed against the wall, I wondered how such a noise in my dreams could have affected me to the point of sudden consciousness. I shrugged the awakening moment off sleepily, desiring to regain my slumber in a complete unconscious state of mind.  

Yet, while attempting my reentry into dreamland, I heard voices in the hall outside my door. Listening with renewed interest, I heard the word, Fire! I reacted quickly; beginning with a burst of motion starting with my feet hitting the floor, blue jeans zipped around my waist, shirt flung over my head, boots shoved onto my feet, and my hand on the doorknob, all in a matter of seconds! 

Fumbling for the lock in the dark was my next challenge. Emerging from my room, I entered a swirl of chaotic activity, partly my own doing since I jumped out of bed so fast the blood rush to my head produced a wave of dizziness prompting me to hold steady.  

“Are you all right?” someone asked me. “You don’t look so good.” It was Bob, wide-eyed and his mouth, usually open in loud laughter, a tight, thin line.

“Yeah, give me a minute.” I breathed in deeply, steadying myself. “What’s going on?”

Bob, a high school classmate at our Christian mission base in Lomalinda answered unsurely. “I heard a bomb went off downstairs!”

“What the ...?” I could not wrap my mind around what he had just said.

Other missionaries assigned to the Colombian branch were milling about—dazed—not sure of how to react or how to comprehend the unfolding events. Bob and I decided to check things out for ourselves so headed cautiously down the stairs to the first floor of the three-story complex—ground zero—at least according to the bits of information we had heard upstairs. 

As we continued our descent, the first thing that struck me was the gaping hole directly in ahead where the front door, garage door, and brick partition wall once stood. People gathered in small groups outside in the street, now completely visible. At the bottom of the stairway, a twisted pile of broken, splintered wood blocked our path. The Colombian crowd in the glass-shattered streets stared in disbelief at the carnage. 

A young American girl, maybe thirteen or fourteen, I had never seen before, stood amongst the crowd, her blue eyes wide with fear, pierced through the strands of her dark hair. She clutched a blanket and pillow and appeared to be in shock. 

An older teenage girl with lighter hair, wearing wire-rimmed glasses, stood a few feet away in conversation with a sturdy young man wearing blue jeans, a leather jacket, and black cowboy boots. Neither Bob nor I recognized any of them. We approached the young couple in conversation. 

“Hi, I’m Doug,” the big guy said right away, observing our approach.    

The brown-haired woman smiled openly. “And I’m his sister, Kathy.” 

“Scott Meehan,” I countered.

“And I’m Bob.”

“That’s our younger sister, Virginia,” Kathy continued, nodding her head in the direction of the young girl with the raven hair, still clutching her blanket and looking like she saw a ghost.

“What happened?” Bob asked.

“We just arrived here from Peru. After parking in the driveway, we began unloading our baggage when my dad walked over to the front door and picked up a small white package. He asked, ‘What’s this, a bomb or something?”

Kathy added quickly. “Then Bill yelled. ‘Yes, yes, it is a bomb; it’s a bomb!’”

“So our dad dropped the box and yelled, ‘Run. Run for your lives!’ I hightailed it down the street and then, boom!”

“I hid behind the car!” Kathy added.

I stared at them in disbelief. “Nobody was hurt?”

“Nobody out here,” Kathy continued.

I imagined the scene, and what might have happened had Bill not been there to identify the package. I scanned the crowd for Bill. Bill Needham was the liaison in Bogota who had picked up the Burns family from the airport and brought them to the apartment complex. Miraculously, nobody was injured inside or outside of the complex, although the damage was extensive enough to indicate otherwise. 

I glanced at the crowd and then down the street toward the east and then west along the rows of brick complexes; all of the windows on both sides of the street were blown out. Glass covered the road. I understood at once that the neighborhood where our complex stood on Calle 42, near the University in Barrio Soledad, had dramatically changed. 

Emergency crews continued to swarm the area. Crowds stood in packs, as if they would feel safer in numbers. Dick Benson, the apartment manager, stopped when he saw us. “The police said that our God must have been with us all tonight because this type of bomb was set to trigger immediately upon pickup. Also, other bombs went off around the city, more powerful than this one.” 

He looked to have been in a daze, his mind trying to comprehend the events. Years later, he shared how he bolted awake that night thinking the water heater had exploded and how there was shattered glass beneath his bare feet. 

“DAS is saying that it’s the work of the M-19.” With that, Dick kept going, toward the charred building. I let his response sink in. The M-19 was the leftist organization known in Colombia as the Movimiento 19 de Abril, whose origins could be traced back to the alleged fraudulent presidential elections of April 19, 1970. 

Their ideology was a mixture of populism and nationalistic evolutionary socialism, widespread in the 1970s. They also did not think too kindly of us, whom they referred to as gringos. 

We eventually exhausted our insight of the evening-turned-to-morning events, and out of the desire for distraction as much as actual interest, we moved on to other topics. As the others around me talked, I reflected on the past twenty-four hours. 

For me, the tumultuous evening began two days before at our mission base, Lomalinda. The base was surrounded by a combination of dry forest, grasslands, rivers, lakes, and rolling hills. Marcia, my girlfriend, had broken things off, just as I was about to board the single-engine aircraft bound for Bogota, a Helio Courier, the same type of plane my dad flew for the mission. I remembered the look on her face and the shortness of her speech, and it surprised me how easy it had seemed for her to end it. 

Marcia had just returned from Bogota with her best friend, Anita, the very morning that I was leaving for Bogota. We met briefly at the base hangar as she deplaned, and I boarded. Our relationship had been shaky for weeks, and she had already informed me before her trip that she would be considering our future. I was hoping that she had chosen to remain with me, but I was uncertain. My stomach clenched as I approached her.     

“Hi, Marcia,” I said, smiling nervously. I took in her face carefully, studying its curves and angles. The brunette American missionary girl had won me over easily, and had made my remaining months in Colombia sweeter.   

“Hi,” she muttered, tucking a strand of dark hair behind her ear. She avoided my gaze, and it hit me immediately that this was not going to end in my favor.  

“I guess you made your decision.” My smile vanished abruptly.

“Yes,” she said matter-of-factly. “It’s just not going to work out. I’ve decided to move on.” Just like that. “Look, we can talk about this when you get back.”

She was right; the pilot was ready to make a quick turnaround, so I shuffled dejectedly toward the plane. The plane lifted into the Colombian blue sky, over the vast rolling plains and tropical grasslands in the Orinoco River basin. Everything I had thought I wanted remained on the ground. I watched out the window, as the hangar got smaller and smaller until finally disappearing. 

The flight course was set for the cowboy town of Villavicencio, the capital of Meta, a province in the Llanos, open, grassy plains, of Colombia. This was as far as the Helio would take us before we would exchange our plane ride for a wild taxi adventure over the Andean mountains. This long, winding trip now seemed like nothing more than a cage for my thoughts and me. 

I stared out the small window, pondering her words. Below me were patches of lakes, huts, ranch style homes, and smoke patches as the llanos stretched across eastern Colombia and southern Venezuela. Surrounding the llanos was the Andean Mountains to the west, the Venezuelan Atlantic coast to the north, and the Amazon jungle to the south. 

The caiman, a crocodile mix, lived in the region, along with the capybara, the largest rodent in the world, and the anaconda, the largest boa in the world. Just weeks before, a local rancher had lassoed a seventeen-and-a-half-foot anaconda that had tried to swallow one of his cattle! Yet, all of the exotic beauty and adventure was lost on me. I wanted none of it. 

Finally, the plane landed in Villavicencio, and six of us climbed into a Nissan blazer-type cab to begin our trip up the mountain. We made a stop midway, and as soon as I got out, the dry air chilled me. This was certainly a stark contrast to the tropic humidity of the llanos. The cab driver ate his steak and rice while I hunched my shoulders, adjusted my denim jacket, and waited glumly, oblivious to the spectacular mountain scenery. 

The cab driver ushered us back into the cab, and we continued on our way. Hours dragged on until my thoughts were jolted to the present by the city commotion on the streets as we descended the mountain into the Bogotá. It was an amazing sight from the mountaintop. Towering buildings stood clustered together with colonial style cathedrals and spread north as far as the eye could see. Nestled high in the Andes, 8,646 feet above sea level, the ride from Villavicencio was a steady uphill climb before the final descent. 

Broken-down shacks located in the south zone gradually gave way to larger structures, growing taller by the mile. Typical Colombian salsa music blared from storefronts, mingling with the chaotic noises of wild traffic patterns, which were virtually nonexistent. Present were thieves, beggars, street kids, drug dealers, and street vendors peddling emeralds. 

Mixed with these seedier types were the weary, hardworking fathers and struggling mothers clutching their youngsters by the hand, grandmothers in black shawls shuffling along, and smartly dressed secretaries and suave young executives. 

Sometimes it was difficult to make the distinction between up-and-coming executives and the not so honest because the thieves often dressed in business suits and the honest could not afford anything better than worn-out clothing.

Despite my inner bleakness, I could not help but notice an uncharacteristically beautiful sunset, which left hues of purple, red, and pink just above the plateau. Numerous high-rise buildings could be seen clearly in the valley, indicating that a clean rain had washed the ever-present pollution from the usually hazy sky. I enjoyed the cool mountain breeze hitting me in the face from the open window, but I was careful to keep alert for opportunities that endorsed vanishing wristwatches. 

I took in the busy city life, which afforded a slight reprieve from my thoughts of Marcia. Soon, the familiar neighborhood around Caracas 50 appeared, and in a short time, the taxi pulled into the driveway in front of the three-story apartment building located along a row of solid concrete, gray and reddish brick buildings. The mission’s group house was located on Calle 42 near the University in Barrio Soledad. The numbers 24–32 were engraved in the cement above the thick metal door. 

As we spilled out of the cab, everyone notably raised their arms and stretched, reaching for the sky. Usual traffic continued to whip by in front of the mission house with the occasional screech of brakes, the honking of a horn, and the accompanying yelling in Spanish. Although the sun was setting, the foot traffic along the sidewalk was still congested as people rushed about finishing their day’s work and headed home. 

There was not much for me to do, no plans, none of my friends to hang out with that I was aware of at the time. It was just a few other missionaries, most with younger kids, my reflections, and me. Nightfall came soon enough, and before I ascended the stairs to bed down for the night on the second floor of the complex, I paused at the front door of the apartment complex after a long walk. 

Marcia and I had frequently ridden together on my Honda 90 motorcycle, the most common mode of transportation on the base. She would be on the back, her dark chestnut hair streaming back like flowing waves, laughing, clinging on for dear life whenever we cleared the top of a hill with both wheels off the ground after revving the throttle at full speed. 

The beautiful view of the Serrania de La Macarena loomed ahead whenever we streamed into the wind facing the western sunset. The multicolored evening hues of the mountain range protruding west of the base had been a romantic backdrop for our times together. Experiencing those times together was about to end, and I was helpless to stop it.   

Emotionally, a turbulence was already in full force within me, and now, combined with this life-threatening explosive experience, I felt that it would not take much more to send me over the edge. Although I was not targeted specifically, I sure took it personally. 

My senior year had ended well but was quickly taking a drastic turn for the worse, and I was just months away from returning to the United States and pursuing my future in the workforce or college. 

Seventeen years prior to this moment, in 1958, I entered the world in the city of Baltimore, two months before the Colts brought the championship there for the first time. My parents were not wealthy by any stretch of the imagination. They had married when both were at the tender age of eighteen.

My mother came from a German-Finnish heritage on the east side of town. My father, a young, ambitious man, came from the English line of Scotts, Harringtons, and Larrimores. Although they met in church, my grandmother was not keen in the least on such a young marriage. Thick tension dominated the atmosphere early at my grandparents’ two-story house on Rolling Road.

Three years after my birth, my brother, Russell, came into the world. The four of us moved from my grandparents’ home and into an apartment on the north side of town. Here, my father would start his new career as a Baltimore County police officer stationed in Towson.

As we grew older, Russell and I enjoyed the life of most young boys—getting into mischief, playing whiffle ball, going to baseball games, and the fun that accompanies youth. Church on Sunday morning was a given whether we liked it or not. We actually did like it when one of the men of the church along with his son entertained all of us youngsters with magic tricks. 

Our trips to Dundalk, on the east side, were a bit more exciting because we could team with our uncle Duane and find interesting activities not otherwise privy to our experience at home.

Sometime after living in the small apartments, we moved into a newly bought house in Woodlawn where my father was transferred. The neighborhood was typically nice by ’60s standards—mowed lawns, school buses, the milkman, Good Humor man, and the like. This was where I began the first grade. It was also during that time when Combat, with Vic Morrow, became one of my favorite TV shows.

I first wanted to be a soldier because of this series. Of course, it is easy to imagine being a soldier from the living room floor far removed from feeling any pain produced by bullet wounds. It was equally easy to imagine I would also live forever.

However, life and death became a subject one afternoon when vacationing in Atlantic City, New Jersey, with many family members. I was at the edge of one of the piers when my mother pointed out some whales over the horizon. Fascinated by their majestic flow and large, black, sleek appearance while shooting white jets of water into the deep blue sky, I asked my mom a question, and her response caused me great distress. 

“Mom,” I began, “will they live forever?”

I was stricken with sadness by her answer. “No, honey, nothing lives forever.”

It took me a couple of seconds to allow her words to sink in. “Nothing, not even me?”

“Well, only if you believe in Jesus as God’s Son, then when you do die, you can live forever in heaven,” she informed me. This whole revelation caused me great concern, and my brain was swimming with questions. I heard the same thing from a Sunday school teacher, but she had added that Jesus loved the whole world, even the bad people.

Toward the end of second grade, Russell and I learned that we were moving—not only from Woodlawn but also from Baltimore altogether. My father, after listening to a missionary from Colombia speak at our church decided he wanted to be a missionary. The speaker, George Gardner, told the story of five missionary jungle pilots that were martyred in the Amazon jungles of Ecuador. Thus, his transition from being a police officer in Baltimore to a missionary began in 1966.   

Our journey began with a move to Chicago, Illinois, the city where the Moody Bible Institute was located, ironically, in a place where the spotlight of the Playboy building could be seen clearly on any given night. Moody Bible Institute had the only combination of Bible courses and aviation program at the time. My father’s new ambition and dream began with what many would consider a sacrifice. 

Moving in such fashion was a drastic change for family members on both sides of the harbor. Though not fully understanding this rash decision, over time they all came to accept it and pledged their support in every way. My mother, ever faithful, may have had her misgivings, but Russ and I would never have known it if she had.

Attending school in Chicago was certainly different from the suburban Baltimore County one I had previously attended. Walking the two city blocks to and from Nettlehorse Elementary, twice a day turned out to be an experience of survival.  

However, when we moved into the new neighborhood, Russell and I, not knowing any better, did not retreat to our apartment as the others did when the Puerto Rican kids came around to play ball. As a result, we established our first cross-cultural friendships. Better yet, we did not have to worry about getting beat up by some psychopathic kid at school because our new friends provided a nice protection plan.

Despite the safety of such a setup, my parents found it necessary to send Russ and me to a private Christian school the following year. Although I learned a lot more about the Bible than ever, the trip to and from school was in a station wagon filled with about seven or eight other kids. In addition, of course, there was always going to be one or two of them who acted psychopathic. Unfortunately, I was without my protection plan and wound up on the receiving end of a beating on several occasions.

Relief from these beatings came when my father finally finished his Bible college training and then the flight portion ensued. This meant further moves. Because of the nature of his training, we found ourselves living in such places as Johnson City, Tennessee; Waxhaw, North Carolina; Chiapas, Mexico; Santa Ana, California; and San Jose, Costa Rica; all within the next five years. Our journeys across the map weaved back and forth like a spider’s web. 

Our coolest home we lived in was one made of sticks and equipped with a homemade mud stove. This was a family team effort accomplished in the jungles of southern Mexico. Food was rationed, and the milk was powdered. This home, made of sticks had a front view of the most crystal-clear lakes I have ever seen.

When we finally reached our final destination, the mission field assignment, I was in tenth grade and Russell was in the seventh. We arrived in Bogota, Colombia, in the summer of ’73 and then traveled farther into the interior, where the base was located. Home would be the land of gold, emeralds, coffee, and cocaine. Several hundred other missionary families were also located at the base, including girls my age, with some of whom I would share plenty of time.

I had mixed emotions when graduation approached two years later. I envisioned the adventure, enjoyment, diversion, and all the pleasures that American society had to offer. Yet, at the same time, I had to face reality that included searching for a job, and eventually furthering my education in a college. I did not feel ready for college. 

I read a verse from Philippians in the Bible saying not to worry about anything, which contradicted my true feelings, and I was to pray about everything. I eventually learned to put this concept into practice. Soon afterward, my parents left for the United States along with my brother. I had the privilege of hanging back a bit longer and finishing some courses that I had not been able to finish because they had arrived late in the school year.

All of my childhood thoughts and future concerns almost came to an abrupt halt on this night in Bogota. I contemplated many aspects of life before this night, but after the explosion, I thought hard about life.  

Dawn crept up slowly while people still milled about the streets. Most of them went on home to begin another day. The air was brisk and windy, and the clouds moved along rapidly as if trying to reach a destination by a certain time. Remnants of a violent, dark night glistened gold on the Bogota streets from the rising sun. Ironically, this visual gave me a renewed sense of hope to move forward and pick up the pieces of what could have been a shattered life. 

A Nissan cab arrived on schedule to pick up the small group of us traveling back to the mission base of operations. Wondering what had transpired, the driver’s expression was one of hesitant horror. We, along with the police, assured him that everything was under control and that it would be safe for him to take us to our destination. All of us were in a hurry to leave, and it did not take long to convince the cabbie to depart. 

I headed back to Bogota one month after the bombing incident, for my monthly orthodontist appointment. I was leery about returning to the scene of destruction but was informed that there were twenty-four-hour guards patrolling the complex, and there was no need to worry. 

This trip would only be for two nights anyway, so that was time enough to take care of business and then get out of Dodge. On my second night there, I went to the movies with several other missionary kids (MKs), who happened to be in Bogota for one reason or another. 

Janet, a girl two years younger than me, with long, wavy blond hair and blue eyes hidden behind wire-rimmed glasses, was there along with her mother, brother, and three other girls. The superior number of girls present meant I was outvoted as to what we saw at the cinema, and it turned out to be The Sound of Music.

To me, a James Bond fan, the ending of the movie was the best part as I sat through and endured. The highlight of the evening was about to come, and I was looking forward to a steak sandwich at a Steak’n Shake type of place called Crème Helado. Rather than hailing a cab or waiting for an overcrowded bus, we decided to walk the several blocks to the restaurant as twilight settled over the Andean plateau. 

As we walked, joked, laughed, and exchanged stories, including my exciting review of the movie, conversation quickly turned to the bombing incident that had taken place the previous month, a topic I would well have rather avoided. The chaotic scene of that evening began playing in my mind all over again—the crowds of people standing around in shock, the streets strewn with glass, and the apartment building standing open to the world with a gaping hole as if the building was trying to yell for help. 

I found myself detached from the rest of the group as they continued forward full of conversation. My feet kept moving, but my pace had slowed so that I began drifting farther back from the pack. Inner turmoil was taking hold of me now. Mentally isolated from the rest of the group, I was feeling tormented by my own personal demons. At this particular moment, the main antagonist was fear.   

“Hey, Scott, are you coming?” Janet asked. The rest of the group stopped and turned around to face me.

“Yeah, keep going. I’ll catch up,” I managed to say.

“Are you all right?” Janet’s mother asked me.

“Yes, I’m fine. Go ahead; I’ll be right behind you,” I answered.

“Okay,” one of them answered; I was not sure whom. They turned around and continued walking, every now and then peering over their shoulders to see if I was still behind them.

I wrestled with this unrelenting opponent—fear. Life, which was fast becoming complicated enough with my breakup, graduation, and the decisions I would have to make when I returned to the United States the next month, became more unsettling than I could ever have imagined. 

“A bomb!” I exclaimed chokingly to myself. “How close was I to a violent death that night?” The realization came at me like never before. Nothing like this should ever happen to anyone. I did not know how to act or what to do; I was helpless. 

My only relief since the incident had come about through the moments that I had set aside to converse with God. I did this with the Bible opened to the book of Psalms. For some reason, I could relate to David’s words during the moments of his inner conflict. I convinced myself that God was still pleased with me. “You have preserved my life because I am innocent (Psalm 41:12- New Living Translation).”

Still tagging behind the small group, I was feeling anxious, and I could feel, inside, a swelling of fear. Sweat began pouring down both sides of my smooth, baby face. Looking quickly to my right and then left, I saw nothing, further confirming my paranoia. Nevertheless, I felt for sure that someone or something was there. But where? But what? My eyelids fluttered. I looked again quickly behind me. Still nothing.

What is wrong with me? I wanted to yell. 

Then, without warning, I felt an actual invisible force of a heavy weight pressed down upon my shoulders, trying to crush me to the ground. I had to stop walking. Like being stuck in a dream, I wanted to yell for help, but no words escaped my mouth. Besides, I wondered, what would have been the purpose to yell since nothing could be seen around me? The whole scene was surreal. 
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