Brokenness 2 Wholeness

children. I was still in the hospital and the
Air Force was about to pick me up and
transfer me to the airbase. Then, I would fly
out to Washington and receive a
humanitarian reassignment to the base
nearest my hometown.

Meanwhile, my arms ached for my
children. My heart and my lap were empty
filled with nothing, but pain, physical and
emotional brokenness. My life was now
broken twice with no one to love or to hug. I
had nothing, but a cold pillow and a hospital
bed. Alone, hurt, broken, hiding, and fighting
back the tears of despair, I was sinking
deeper into the pit of emotional darkness.
This flood of darkness filled my mind, and
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The night of the accident, now many
years ago, he laid his Héad down for the last
tlme only to find death waiting for him at the
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