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This is what the Lord says: Stop at the crossroads and look around. Ask for the old godly way, and walk in it. Travel its path and you will find rest for your souls.

—Jeremiah 6:16
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OVERCOMING FEAR-DAY 1

Even when I walk through the dark valley of death, I will not be afraid, for you are close beside me. Your rod and your staff protect and comfort me.

—Psalm 23:4

A horrific blast jolted me awake immediately. Struggling to focus in the dark room where I was sound asleep, I wondered whether the sound was in my dream or real. I closed my eyes seeking the restful peace that separated my restless reality...of a broken relationship.

Then, I heard voices outside my room! I listened intently, hearing the distinct word, “FIRE!” 

My reaction was swift-a burst of perpetual motion starting with my feet hitting the floor, clothes haphazardly thrown on my body, and my hand fumbling for the door knob, all in record time...whatever that was!

As I stumbled out my bedroom door, there were several people wandering around in confusion. “What happened?” I asked anyone willing to answer.

A friend, Bob Wheeler, walked over. “Somebody said a bomb went off downstairs!”

“WHAT? Hey, I didn't even know you were here!"

“Yeah, been here a few days now. Are you all right? You don't look so good."

“Not really. Marci and I broke up."

"No, I mean you are white as a sheet!"

"Oh, I got up too fast and got a blood rush to the head!" I answered while leaning against the wall.

“Come on. Let’s go see what happened!"

The two of us headed down the stairs and the sight that met us halfway down was astounding!

"My God!"

A pile of rubble lay at the bottom of the stairway and a huge, gaping hole gave a perfect view into the gathering crowd of Colombians trying to walk around the glass-shattered streets. 

While roaming the crowd, observing the carnage, my eyes caught sight of a young American girl, probably fourteen-years-old, who stood in shock. Her wide, terror-filled, blue eyes pierced through her strands of dark hair streaming down her delicate face.

She expressed the fear I was feeling deep inside, a fear that grew over time, manifested whenever I traveled back to Bogota, Colombia.  

One month after the terror-filled night, I was following several friends along a dark street in Bogota. We were walking from the cinema, where we had just finished watching a movie, to a local food café, called Crème Helado, a place that served steak sandwiches and milkshakes.

I trailed the pack, purposely, leaving a twenty-meter distance between us. My mind struggled with a mental battle waging between a force of fear and a feeble human attempt to overcome it. The former was growing stronger by the second!

Janet, a girl two years younger than me, with long, wavy blond hair and blue eyes hidden behind wire-rimmed glasses, yelled, “Hey, Scott, are you coming?” as the rest of the group stopped and turned around to face me. 

“Yeah, keep going. I’ll catch up.” 

The fear swelled inside of me for no apparent reason. I started to sweat, feeling drops of liquid run down my cheeks. The intensity of the emotion caused me to look quickly to my right and left, even turning around to look behind me.

I saw nothing! However, I certainly felt something...an evil invisible force that I could not explain. 

Suddenly, this force became a heavy weight pressing down on me, trying to crush my soul! Like in a nightmare, I yelled for help...but no words left my mouth.

What happened next was something I will never forget. Like a flashing neon sign, the words from Psalm 23:4 came at me like an advertisement on Madison Avenue. I verbally blurted out the words, “When I walk through this valley of death, I will not be afraid, because the Lord my God is with me, his rod and staff comforts me.”    Immediately, no, not one second, but instantaneously, the plunging grip weighing me down disappeared! Not only had the feeling vanished, it—it was replaced entirely by an overwhelming sense of comfort, strength, and peace...a feeling of euphoria!  The dark streets of Bogotá seemed to have literally become like day! 

––––––––

[image: ]


WITHOUT QUESTION, A supernatural event had just taken place that night...but my fears were gone!  

Lesson Learned. When facing troubles, such as fear, find comfort, strength, and peace in God’s word. His words are alive and powerful, sharper than a double-edged sword. (Hebrews 4:12).

Trust-Day 2

Trust in the Lord with all your heart; do not depend on your own understanding. In all your ways acknowledge him, and he will direct your path.

—Proverbs 3: 5 &6
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Fort Benning, Georgia August 1980 
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Sweat dripped down my face like a waterfall in the Amazon jungle, thanks to the hundred-degree heat. Topped off with the brutal Georgian humidity, our drenched T-shirts stuck to our bodies like hot glue. This was just a small price to pay for the privilege of becoming a US Army paratrooper.  The cadre marched more than one hundred of us, in several different groups, to the outdoor overhead showers for a cooldown session. There, we would lie down on a hot concrete slab, much like a wide driveway, and then roll across the cement like bowling balls in our olive drab pants and sweat-stained white T-shirts.   Several overhead pipes, evenly spaced in rows, sprayed showers of water down upon us, soaking our bodies, and what was once our previously inspected, highly spit-shined boots.  Ah, what a relief the cool spray of water was to our physical need for hydration. However, the moment of pleasure ended too quickly. Little time passed before our bodies absorbed the liquid like a sponge, only to have the blazing sun lick the moisture from our bodies within the next thirty minutes. 

Four years after beginning my direction in life, I was about to allow myself to be sucked out of a jet aircraft while in flight. I vividly recall the experience, the exhilarating memory of the event remaining clear to this day.  

First, a little about the night before my first jump...and my emotional state of mind. I went for a little walk and talk. The talk was not with just anybody. It was with God, my savior. Not long into it, I spotted a log lying at the edge of some woods. I went for it immediately and sat down in the humid evening. 

This was the time I recalled a soldier at Fort Sam Houston, Texas, where I had just completed six weeks of basic combat medical training. This young man would always pluck his hand-sized, Army-drab-colored, New Testament out of his shirt pocket during breaks. I approached him about it once, sheepishly telling him that I read God’s word too. He was excited at the revelation but because I had not pursued anything further (my spiritual state was not in the best frame during that time), he read on without me...day after day. I hoped he was praying for me too.

On this night, I thought of him and reached for my own Army-issued new testament with Psalm and Proverbs. I turned to Proverbs, believing I was in dire need of wisdom, but not knowing exactly what to seek. Opening its tiny pages, I flipped to the words, “Trust in the Lord with all your heart and don’t lean on your own understanding. In all your ways acknowledge Him and He will direct your paths” (Proverbs 3:5–6).   Those words sunk in and became a sense of deep comfort to me that evening...the night before my first Airborne jump. I felt a little more confident about the jump than I had before those words.

Now, for the experience! Long lines of Olive-green soldiers with a bright yellow static line running down their backs inched their way toward three lumbering aircraft in front of me. More were behind me as I made my way to the C-141 jetliner.
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