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packed street. “The sheikh, he lives in the mosque. W’'Allah! Trust me, [
know,” I boasted as we approached our usual meeting spot outside.

“Ugh, no! You think you know everything, Bakr, but bet you he doesn’t.”

sisted Amro.

“W’Allah! 1 swear! Fine, loser buys sodas!™

Our friend Ali sauntered up to us, hand out-stretched, and I clasped it
firmly. “Jum’ah mubarak. Blessed Friday, my friend. Hey, settle this bet fo

I was just pulling my hand away from Ali’s when the blast hit us. Time
expanded and stretched: I saw and felt everything in a disjointed way that
seemed too slow to be real. As I fell back, I heard the low whoooosh of the
taxi full of explosives shooting straight up into the clear blue sky, blocking
out the sunlight. In that moment, all I could think was, “Where did the sun
g0?” The car came crashing down, twice as fast. We were thrown to the
ground and showered with gravel and sand. In action movies, the hero always
has ringing ears after an explosion and all sound is muffied. That wasn’t true
for me. The world was muffied for only a split second and then screams filled
my ears and Father’s voice pierced through the mayhem. “Abu Bakr! Abu
Bakr! Abu Bakr!”

That’s the sound I still hear when I think about my first car bomb: Father
screaming my name.

I dragged myself up and spun towards his shouts.

Father was weaving through the desperate crowds and when he reached
me, he grabbed me by the shoulders and turned me this way and that, like a
man inspecting a melon at the souk. Satisfied that I was okay, he steered me
home.

Moments before, the street in front of our apartment had been filled with
people laughing and chatting. Now there was only chaos. Feet running, voices
shouting, arms gripping wounds, cellphones frantically trying to document the
destruction. The flaming shell of the taxi was only steps from our apartment
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