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My experience While in the military that Has Changed my Life for the better.

In some instances, plans do not go as expected in the military. Leaving a family behind going to war has never been an easy thing. I vividly recall my last experience, which made me trust true friendship and always appreciate other parties’ effort in a team t. That day, I was ready for anything. I took the photographs I had in my back pocket and kissed Danny, rubbed my fingers the other picture, as though trying to feel Maya's cheeks. I saw her smile. I saw her looking me in the eyes and telling me to keep fighting. I saw her looking down when Danny asked when I would be coming back. We rarely discussed my return, although deep within, we secretly yearned for the moment. I saw Maya wave at a full lorry of up to 20 militants. Every balcony at the army barracks had a woman assuming the same dejected posture as Maya's. They tried hard to smile, though you could easily spot anxiety clawing up their faces. Lying inside a trench, we had dug out last night when the troop was still together; I counted what I knew were my last heartbeats. Even with the handgun in my left arm and a hand-powered grenade, I still needed the luck to see off an enemy troop armed to the teeth. I said a prayer, hoping that it was all I needed to make it out alive. If I made it out of the trench, I would have to face the enemy with a bullet wound right inside my left femur and a broken rib. 

       I was still counting on my camouflage skills to bail me out. I twisted and grabbed a wilting shrub and placed it lazily over my head, then lay still in the trench, hoping for the best. The sky above was dotted with Warcrafts I could feel even without looking. I was going to die by bullet or just starving in the middle of the desert, either way. I thought of my young family one more time. The last time I was deployed, Maya told me Danny was moody and downcast in school for the rest of the term. A year back, he wanted to know how I lost my finger and ended up in a sling on my left shoulder. He was proud of me when I said I had taken a bullet for Jonathan's father. Jonathan’s dad, Patrick, was a true friend who would break barriers to save me, and I too would risk anything for him. If I died, my seniors would send my family anything they thought belonged to me as a memoir and thank Maya for allowing her husband to be in the line of fire. Danny would be asking question after question, and she would be sobbing until it stopped hurting.

       As I counted just how long I had to survive in the middle of nowhere, I heard murmurs. They spoke in my language. But the enemies had mastered everything we did, and that would as well be a snare. Carefully, I clutched on my handgun. Their feet moved closer, and I felt their boots jump over the trench, seven soldiers, I counted from their footsteps. My camouflage was working. No one noticed me. Then I felt one soldier move back. Like he had forgotten to check a place properly. I had my heart in my mouth. “We have to go. We just can't find him. And we can't be out here too long ourselves." The man close to me stopped right above my head, and I could smell the nozzle of his gun. He held his waist and cursed in a language I understood quite well. He couldn't be an enemy. “If you have to go without finding Andrew just go, I'll find him, even if I don’t, I'll die out here in the field with him. “It was Patrick. I knew his husky and confident voice; he was resolute. "We can't leave anyone here while we see, we have to go, and you have to come with us." Another voice hissed. He protested. “I can't look at his wife and kid in the eyes and tell them we lost Andy; I can't. We made a vow. “I felt tears. I knocked the shrub off and announced my presence with a groan. All the soldiers stepped back in readiness to fire, including my friend. I emerged out of the trench, muddy and exhausted. Patrick rushed to me for a long hug; I felt my wounds hurt, but that didn't matter. I knew for sure that true friendship is about making sacrifices. I have really decided to always be there for my friends and always make sacrifices for them.
