Primal Instinct

Fifty years ago, amidst the quiet darkness of the night, I walked briskly towards a bus stop. I was on my way home after visiting my brother’s house, who was recently married and just moved into a new housing complex. 
	The large, open field I needed to cross to get to where I was going was barren. The streetlights didn’t provide enough illumination for me to feel safe. They flickered intermittently and cast eerie shadows. An unsettling feeling nagged at the back of my mind amplifying the sound of my racing heart. 
	My senses heightened as I quickened my pace, acutely aware of every sound and movement around me. Feeling the rush of wind rustling through the leaves of nearby trees, I shivered involuntarily and wrapped my hands around my upper body for comfort. The unnatural silence swallowed the familiar sounds of the city, leaving me vulnerable and afraid. 
	The path I traveled on curved to the right when a foreboding-looking thick bush appeared. Suddenly, a sense of dread gripped my chest and made me stop. A primal instinct warned me that something was not right. My gaze, heightened by the fear, darted from shadow to shadow, looking for signs of danger. Why? What is wrong? And then, I noticed a movement from the corner of my eye. 
	My heart pounded even harder as I saw a disheveled, nude young man appear behind the bushes. Nineteen at the time, it was my first glimpse of a butt-naked male. I felt embarrassed and scared. The first thing I noticed was his eyes. They gleamed with unsettling intensity. Then I saw a sinister grin twisting his face. None of them bode goodwill. 
	It seemed that times stood still for a moment as my mind raced desperately, trying to find a way to escape. I felt panic gripping every muscle in my body, threatening to paralyze me with fear. But within the depth of this fear, a fire ignited a twinkle of hope. With my heart pounding in my ears, I summoned the strength and courage to run. No, I did not run. I sprinted in the direction of the bus. 
	The young man followed me closely. At some point, he grabbed my arm and pulled me toward him. At that moment, the animal instinct kicked in. 
	“Don’t you dare to touch me!” I screamed. 
His menacing laughter was my answer. His firm grip on my upper arm reminded me he was about to bodily harm me. The notion of rape sprang me into further action. I refused to be a victim when I lifted my pocketbook and, with all my might, swung it across his face.  
	“Ouch! Bitch!!!” he yelled at me. 
But when he said these words, I was way ahead of him and almost near the bus stop. My lungs burned as I sprinted toward my destination. His footsteps and guttural laughter behind me made me run even faster. I needed to escape from him as far away as possible to stay alive. Fueled by the sheer adrenaline, I urged my aching body to move and my spirit to refuse to yield. 
	Finally, the bus stop loomed ahead of me, giving me hope. With a surge of determination, on my last breath, I reached it, tears streaming down my face. I frantically waved my arms to get the attention of the driver, who was about to close the door. 
	The bus screeched to a halt as I stumbled inside. My entire being trembled with a mixture of fear and relief. When the bus driver closed the door, I collapsed into a seat and sobbed uncontrollably. 
	Even though the danger had passed, I knew that the impact of this horrific encounter had etched itself deep within my soul. 
	Inside the vehicle, I thought about the fragility of life and the precarious balance between safety and vulnerability. This profound experience changed and left me with a newfound appreciation for every breath, heartbeat, and strength within my body. 
Five decades later, I wonder what would have happened to that young girl had she not found the strength to fight evil. I am glad I did not wait to see the answer that evening. Things happen for a reason. 
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