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The desert at night was an ocean of silence—black, still, endless. The cracked highway stretched out ahead like it had no destination, only distance. A silver sedan cut through it, its headlights washing over dust and brittle sagebrush. Inside, John Yazzie sat hunched over the wheel, alone, driving toward home.

The old car rattled when the wind blew across the hood, but he didn’t flinch. He was used to worse sounds—the kind that came with sand, screaming, and bullets.

The clock on the dash glowed dimly. 12:14 AM. He hadn’t seen another pair of headlights in over an hour.

The silence was almost suspicious.

He adjusted his grip on the wheel. His palms were damp. His legs ached, tight from hours on the road and too many days on foreign soil.

Sixteen months in uniform. Ten of them in Iraq. The last four stationed at the edge of Kuwait, watching the sun rise through razor wire.

The kind of place where soldiers slept in shifts and hoped the next convoy didn’t end in fire.
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