Christopher John Blevins

Part 1: My Story: To reach the current moment in my life, I first need to provide you with a condensed time line of my life. I was born in 1983 in southern California. I grew up through the 80's and 90's. I remember the first defining moment of my life when at only ten years old the Los Angeles riots happened. Growing up in southern California I witnessed first had the destruction and devastation of that tumultuous time. Growing up where I did, racial issues happened but where I lived was so diverse that none of it made any sense to me. The color of someones skin, to me, is irrelevant as I was taught and subjected to the concept that people are judged by the content of their character. As the 90's closed out the early 2000's came. I became a father at 16 years old in September of 2000. My daughter was born with a rare brain disorder and has a terminal illness. Doctor's told me, at 16 years old, "Don't expect your child to be born alive". After she was born they said she had 3 days to 3 months to live. She turns 20 this September! In an effort to make her life better, and following the events of 9/11/2001, I joined the military. I served for 14 years as a Military Police officer and as a Power Generator Repairman. I deployed to both Afghanistan and Iraq, and also lived in Germany for almost 10 years. Through all of that time I immersed myself in German and European cultures, and Islamic culture in an attempt to better understand the people I was living and working with on a daily basis. I moved to Texas after leaving the military in 2017 and one month after moving to Texas Hurricane Harvey forced my family and I to evacuate the home we were living in and destroyed everything we had. I found myself scraping by bordering on being homeless with a 6 month old son, my wife and my step daughter depending on me. Despite all of that, I somehow found a way to climb out of the darkness, and began school at UTSA last fall, I work full time at the Post Office, and I am a full time father of 4 kids in the house ranging in age from 11 to 4. (I realize I left out the births of some of the kids but this was supposed to be condensed. OOPS.) With all of that being said, 2020 came roaring in with the Covid-19 pandemic. I have largely been unaffected in terms of work as I have spent the last 20 years roughly in career fields that deem me as an essential person. But with that comes its own set of risks. I spent every day delivering mail, talking with people, and generally running the risk of exposure every day for prolonged periods of time. To me, this virus is a serious issue, it is not something to take lightly by any stretch, however, I think that it is grossly misrepresented and there is an extreme amount of fear induced by the media surrounding the details of this virus. I realize that others have been affected by it in a multitude of ways and I by no means seek to take away from them or their experiences, but for me, I do not think it is quite as bad as some would make it out to be. My wife was in an accident in early June that required a hospitalization. There she was tested and found negative but a blood test revealed the anti-bodies for Covid-19. If this were the case, the last time anyone in our household was sick was early January before the virus was claimed to have arrived in the country as the first documented case was reported at the end of January. So either my wife was A-symptomatic and never truly experienced the virus, or, when she seemed to have a lingering flu for almost 2 months she actually had Covid-19 further implying that the arrival of the virus within the US was before the reported first case. These are the experiences I have had that have made me question the severity of what the media has reported about the virus. Part 2: The story of my ancestor. I attempted to get my grandparent's on the phone but after returning home from work they were already asleep. So, I turned to my father. My father was born in 1962 and has a wide array of historic events in his life. He watched every single Apollo mission launch and story play out. He watched as the country divided itself over the Vietnam war only to watch the country reunite when Iran took American hostages. He said that watching the "space race" showed him how impressive the human mind and ingenuity was as it was only in 1913 that man took his first flight and by 1969 he watched as Neil Armstrong took his first steps on the moon. My father told me that of all those events that he experienced there are two that stick out above all others. First was watching the second plane strike the Twin Towers on 9/11. He said he had just turned on the T.V. and had seen the first building on fire but not much information was known until he watched the second plane hit. He said in that moment he remembers being filled with confusion, anger and fear. He told me that he knew in that moment that life would not be the same as we were under attack. At the time I was just about to turn 18 years old. He had no idea I would join the military. The events of that day lead me to join and serve my country. It was in that service that my father's second most memorable event takes place. My father said his second most memorable event came while he was sitting in a bar with my mother and had looked up to see a CNN report about a bombing that had taken place in Afghanistan while Mr. Rumsfeld was there on a visit to the troops. He said he remembered seeing a soldier covered in blood, down his back from a wound to the back of his head, ignoring his wounds and tending to others making sure they were treated and taken care of. He said he remembers telling my mother, "Can you imagine the feeling that soldiers parents must be having if they are watching?" What my father would learn just a few moments later was that, that soldier's parents were watching at that exact moment because that soldier was me! My father spoke of many major events within his lifetime, and it was such an honor to hear him speak about so many events. But the end of my journey for this assignment was a sad one because I knew two things. One, that I would have to hang up with my dad and write this assignment. Second, that I had to listen to my father relive one of his most terrifying moments of his life, even though he didn't know it until later on. I truly enjoyed this assignment as it allowed me to hear historic stories from the perspective of a man I greatly respect. Thank you for your time. Attached you will find a photo of me and some of my fellow troops while I was in Iraq. I am on the far right.

