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EXCERPT 
 

Chapter 13: 
Taken Hostage in Gaza 

 

 

The next morning, the Palestinian officials picked me up, gave me food to eat, and took me to a 

hospital. They showed me some of the kids wounded by guns. The media interviewed me. 

I told them, “I walk for these children who are in the crosshairs of conflict.” 

After the hospital visit, they took me to a building I think was the headquarters of the Palestine 

Liberation Organization (PLO). Several people welcomed me, and I told them I was walking through 

Gaza for Palestinian children too. They thanked me, and some of them were weeping as they presented 

me with a medal on behalf of President Yassar Arafat and the Palestinian children. 

I told the representatives where I was going, so the PLO assigned me a security detail of twenty 

men, ten on each side. The guards walked with me through the Gaza Strip, where I visited several 

refugee camps. The Palestinians were friendly and grateful that I was walking for their children. At the 

southern tip of the Gaza Strip, I reached the region of Rafah, which is mostly populated by refugees. 

Rafah’s border crossing, Egyptian-controlled, is the only means of crossing from the Gaza Strip into 

Egypt. Here, the Palestinian security detail left me. I was alone again. 

That afternoon, I arrived in Rafah. As I walked through the streets of Rafah, I felt friction in the 

air. The tension was thick, hair-raising. I was alone with no escort or entourage. There was no 

American or UN presence. 

The same day, Israeli forces had shot and killed a young Palestinian girl in Rafah. People were in 

the streets protesting at a heightened pitch. An angry mob of about 2,000 Palestinians saw me walking 

in the streets. Then three or four of them with rifles grabbed me by my arms. The men pulled me at 

gunpoint toward a one-story shell of a house. 

“Who are you? What are you doing here?” they demanded. 



The people in the mob saw everything. They yelled and fired their weapons in the air as if they 

were cheering my capture. We continued to move toward the building and, once inside, the men 

shoved me and threw me into a room. I was taken off-guard, dazed. 

Then I realized that I was a captive. I had been taken hostage. 

Perhaps it was three or four hours? As a hostage, I lost track of time. I relied on my Marine 

Corps training to survey my surroundings. I was frightened but knew not to show fear or panic. I had 

to appear calm.  

I prayed silently, “Jesus, Jesus, Jesus. You brought me here, you order my every step. I trust you. 

Keep me calm, give me favor. Save me.” 

My captors took my backpack and searched through my possessions. They found the silver 

medal with Arabic writing. They pulled the medal out of my pack like a treasure and held up it. 

“What is this?” the captors asked. 

Calmly, I said, “I walk for children, and I walk for Palestinian children. That medal was given to 

me this morning on behalf of Yasser Arafat, expressing his thanks for the walk I am doing for your 

children.” 

Yasser Arafat was the Leader of the PLO. Because Mr. Arafat knew of me, the abductors realized 

they had to protect me, not kill me. 

The men quickly repacked and zipped my pack and gave it back to me. They shuffled me from 

the holding area, took me outside, and threw me into a waiting taxi with my belongings on top of the 

car. 

When the mob saw me being put into a taxi, they turned their attention toward me and ran, 

charging the taxi. They wanted vengeance to quench their anger at the death of one of their young 

daughters. They wanted to kill me. 

The situation grew more chaotic, and my captors lost control. The bloodthirsty mob swarmed 

the car, screaming and beating with their fists on all sides. They rocked the taxi side to side, trying to 

overturn the car to get to me. Would I escape? Would I survive? 

 


