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RA12760218

I sing to myself, hoping to have the strings cut that manipulate my life. The songs I hear leave echoes that call for simplifying my voyages into the path of death. Clarity is fog by sounds, cries, and the absence of melanin. The turbulence I ride on has no safety belt; I could fall off at any moment.

	This journey started with the search for unconscious understanding — my river runs around too many rocks. Faces stare at me, and queries are made. Where is he going? Whose glide path is he on? Submerged in a batter up to my neck, panic is close as I fight to extricate what’s left of me.

[bookmark: _Hlk104053176]My number was RA12760218, government issue (GI). The U.S. Army is a place with many flavors, fragrances, and a cesspool for turning things upside down. A place where ignorance of the future will eventually get you — as it got me. I no longer march in cadence or wake up to the sound of reveille. I move about in an avalanche of uncertainties and no dictation of what to do next. The pins that struck me were dipped in pepper to keep me off balance. 

All traces of who I used to be hide in wait for discovery. I wet the bed, fearing going to the bathroom late at night. Caution leads me into each room of my house. What could be in them? 
The curtains are drawn, doors are locked, and happy sounds frighten me, and I stand with my back to the wall. My security has vanished and replaced with ideations of my demise. 


* * * * *
The reporter stood on the hotel’s roof. In the background, under the night sky, is the city of Kyiv, Ukraine. He’s reporting on the present situation when the first explosion of the Russian invasion started in the distance. I felt his fright. It was as if I was there and not in my family room watching “CNN.” His expression changed to fear, and my heartbeat rapidly. Visibly shaken, he struggled to put on his helmet and body armor. I was in his body as I flashback to when I flirted with death. Tears came to my eyes. I identify with him.
His eyes ask, should I take cover or keep reporting? It’s safe to say his life has been altered; he doesn’t know that yet.
A father rushes to a hospital to find his wife, son, and daughter dead on the sidewalk. An elderly woman witnesses her husband’s head explodes and drops to the pavement in a pool of blood. A pregnant woman is hit by shrapnel, dies, and her baby perishes inside her. We see these images, and putting them in the category of atrocities to be investigated will take time. Meanwhile, they decay into sores that ooze the pus of war. 
Yes, the reporter reported and became a victim.


