
THE INTRUDER 

By Heather Tabers 

 

For months, I saw the shadows. Something was looming in the darkness, just out of 

sight, yet within the distance that a soul knows it is not alone. I tried not to think 

about it, hoping it would go away. Yet the feeling of being followed, stalked, 

haunted did not leave me.  

 

Then it happened. I stood in my kitchen, preparing the evening meal for my family 

when I spun around to find myself nose to nose with the gun. I knew immediately 

that the shadows I had ignored were that of this intruder. In a matter of seconds my 

mind reeled with every thought and my heart flooded with every emotion. 

I feared for my safety. I felt protective over my children. I was angry with myself 

for not stopping the intruder from entering. I felt guilty for not being more 

proactive in guarding my home. I wondered if my words or actions had lured this 

perpetrator into our home. My eyes scanned the room for an exit. My fingers 

scurried across the counter top trying to find something to use as a weapon. But my 

feet did not move. They couldn't. Fear bolted them to the ground and no amount of 

inner coaxing could make them move. I grimaced as the enemy gripped the gun 

tighter, placing his finger on the trigger. I steadied myself as I expected the shot to 

be fired, but instead the enemy merely whispered, "Boom!" He looked me in 

the eyes, laughed his evil meniacal laugh, turned, and quickly vanished into the 

darkness.  

 

For weeks, this intruder reappeared, disrupting the joy and comfort of our home. 

Taunting me. Mocking me. Shouting at me. Threatening me. Scaring my children. 

I crumbled in fear every time he returned. He slipped past my security alarm. He 

danced around the floodlights that were posted around the perimeter of our home. I 

shut our curtains and turned off our lights, but I knew he could still see me. He 

seemed to loom in corners that I didn't even know existed. At the very moments I 

began to feel safe, he reappeared to throw me back into an existance of sheer 

panic. I began to question my own sanity as the intruder came back time and time 

again. I became overwhelmed with wondering when he would return. I almost 

wished he would just pull the trigger so this nightmare would be over. I stopped 

looking out my windows to enjoy the sunshine and started searching for signs of 

his next visit. The places in my heart that were once full of joy and anticipation 

were replaced with fear and anxiety.  

 

How could I continue living this way? Sure, I could move out. I could run away. 

But this house was a gift from my father and I had absolutely no desire to let such 



a deranged attacker take this most precious gift from me. After one terrifying 

attack, I knew what I needed to do. I prayed for the strength to do what needed to 

be done. I watched and I waited. And when the enemy returned, I remained calm. I 

looked him in the eye and I told him that I wasn't afraid. The enemy threw up his 

hands and he left. The next time he returned, looking meaner and madder than 

ever, I told him that I had been expecting him and I asked him to leave. The 

following visit I asked him if he would like some lunch. With each visit, he lost 

power. Finally, one night while watching the news I learned that the intruder was 

wreaking havoc around the world. I was not his only victim. There across the 

bottom of the screen in big, bold, blood-red letters was the name of my intruder: 

PTSD. 

  

I must warn you that the intruder is still on the loose. He still shows up at my house 

and while I never invite him in, I don't let him trap me with fear anymore. PTSD is 

real. It's destructive. It's paralyzing. It's marriage ending. It's life altering. It's heart 

breaking. It's all consuming. It's terrifying. But it doesn't have to be. Once this 

intruder is recognized in your home, his destruction can be minimalized. Hearts 

can be mended. Homes can be rebuilt. Trust can be restored. Love can be 

rekindled. Pain can be left in the shadows while healing is brought into the light. 
 


