Task
Ros told us to research a profession, a place and an event, then to write a piece based on that event, what I have decided to do is write a diary as if I were a mortician who experienced the attack at Boston on April 15th during the Boston marathon. I wanted to explore the psychological effects of that event on a single person, especially one who works so closely with death 
Surviving Terror (Adam Johnson)
May 20th 2013 – It’s been almost a month since the event in Boston, I finally returned to work today after taking a long sabbatical, I feel much better now. Honestly, I’m just glad to be back to helping people, it allows me to escape my own mind… Afterall, it doesn’t do any good to linger too long in dark thoughts, if I am defined by this event, then I will fall behind, and I refuse to fall behind while times arrow continues to march forward. 

May 27th 2013 – Frankie and his family came in to check on me at work today. It was good to see them again, outside of my wife I had scarcely seen a familiar face for over a month. They all embraced me in a warm hug, wrapping their arms around me like sloths hanging from trees, it felt comforting. Then, suddenly, I started crying, I don’t know why, but I’d felt so empty recently, my wife, Judith, had helped me, but for some reason, when I was caught in the embrace of my friend and his family something snapped inside of me. I dabbed at my eyes with a tissue, the skin had become sensitive and red, Frankie put a hand on my shoulder and looked into my eyes, giving a kind smile, he then invited me to come out for a meal and some drinks so that we could catch up. I agreed that I’d see him tomorrow, then I tried to apologise. A look of confusion washed over Frankie’s face, I told him that I should have called, that I was sorry, that I just couldn’t find the words over the last month. To my surprise he burst out laughing, slowly his laughter subsided, and he gave me a comforting smile, then he said, “John, it’s fine, I’d have waited a year for you to recover, or a decade, I’m just glad to have you back… Anyway, me and the family best get going, see you tomorrow mate.” And with that he and his family left 

May 29th 2013 – Went out with Frankie last night, it was fantastic, we first went for a nice meal, he and his family were all there. I had a magnificent steak and ale pie, a hearty meal after a long (although fulfilling) day of work. Then, me and Frankie broke from his family to go on a night of drinking in the town, we talked about life, work, where we wanted to go, our relationships, we cracked jokes about the state of the country, about our shitty ex teachers, about the time Mr Farley sat down so hard on a push pin that he had to go to hospital… And the fact that Frankie had been the one to put it there. All the while we downed pint after pint as if we had the guts of horses, it was not until 2AM that we exited the pub, at which point we decided to make our ways home. Me and Frankie hugged eachother quickly and then, we split up, on the way home, I heard a woman screaming, her voice cut through the air like a knife through butter. I looked around frantically, desperately trying to find the source of the scream, my heart was pounding violently, creating a sickening drum beat. Then, a young couple came from around the corner, the young woman wasn’t screaming but laughing… Albeit a very shrill laugh, but a laugh nonetheless. With this discovery the tension left my muscles and as they passed me I let out a deep sight of relief, I was safe… But why did I feel so endangered and scared to begin with? 

July 30th – I can’t seem to escape what happened in Boston, I’ve finally came to the realisation of why I’ve been freaking out so often as of late. Yesterday I was cremating a body, when the furnace malfunctioned, the smell of burned flesh escaped and flooded my nostrils. It reminded me of the smell of burnt flesh from when the bombs had gone off, how it clung to the air, it reminded me of the screams and the sea of frightened faces, my men found my hunched over on the floor, shaking like a leaf. When I got home, I decided to go straight to bed, my wife followed me up, trying to pry answers from me, I screamed at her, I didn’t want to talk, I just wanted to sleep. But I found no solace in sleep, in my dreams I saw the three victims of the Boston bombings and the faces of the ones who were responsible, those scumbags looking down upon me laughing as a chorus of screams flooded the air. Then, suddenly, I wake to Judith shaking me, tears stinging her eyes, I look to her and burst into tears. I then tell her about my panic attacks, how they keep coming in hideous waves, how they consume my mind with fear and uncertainty, and how the experience of witnessing the Boston Bombing has been plaguing me even after allegedly recovering. After an hour of sitting in silence in her embrace, Judith suggested to me to go to a support group, I agreed to go, although I fail to see how talking about and putting even more focus on the issue is going to help me recover or move on from it 

August 20th 2013 – I’ve been going to the support meetings for a couple of weeks and, despite my reservations, it’s actually really helping. I think the best aspect for me is that it makes me feel less alone, there’re people who go to these meetings who have had similar experiences to me. One man, James, was in close proximity to the 9/11 bombings, he saw people jumping from the twin towers, he was so scared that on bonfire night he dared not to leave his house, he his himself under the bedsheets like a scared child… Then of course one day he realised that he couldn’t keep going on like that, jumping at every loud sound, living in that moment, if he did, the terrorists would have won, and so he came to the meetings, so he could share his experience, so that he could release his thoughts and not let them fester away. He’s right of course, we shouldn’t allow ourselves to be ruled by these terror attacks, these people want us to be scared to walk out of our doors, they want us to live in fear, to deny them of that is imperative, if we do that, then the terrorists have failed  

[bookmark: _GoBack]October 30th – I think I’m about ready to leave the group, I no longer have nightmares about the bombings, I feel like I’ve finally moved on, like I’ve got everything off of my chest and that I’m as fully recovered as I possibly can be… I’ll never forget that day in Boston, the day the sound of explosions tore through the air, but I can move on from it, because times arrow marches forward, and as it moves further and further ahead, the bombings become a distant memory
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