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John 14:27 Peace I leave with you; my peace I give to you. Not as the world gives do I give it to 

you. Do not let your hearts be troubled or afraid. 

 
The phone jangled loudly too early in the morning, “Did you hear the news?” It was the frantic 
voice of my neighbor. 
 
Immediately I knew it wasn’t good news. Our husbands were deployed to the Mediterranean in 
the same amphibious squadron. My husband was Officer in Charge of the Seabees. They lived  
on the beach in Beirut – in tents. Lorry told me that the Marine Barracks in Beirut had been 
bombed. There were no details yet; we only knew that many Americans had been killed in the 
blast. 
 
I wept on the phone with my friend. Like hundreds of other wives, we’d lived alone for months 
– some of us with children, some without. Lorry lived with her daughter; I lived with my 5-1/2 
year old and 2-month-old who hadn’t yet met her Daddy, being born during this deployment. 
 
When I hung up the first thing I did while tending to my little girls, who were awake by now, 
was to slip a tape of praise and worship music into the cassette player. I sang with it as I 
performed the tasks of all mommies and housewives while news of the event trickled to us. 
 
Not 24 hours earlier, I had finished a book my mother sent me, Power in Praise. Throughout the 
day I continued to praise God for who he is. When I prayed for Ed and all the military in that 
city, it was without fear. And I experienced peace that really did pass all understanding. 
 
Later that evening the phone rang again. This time it was the cherished voice of my husband. 
AT&T had donated two long distance minutes (a good chunk of change in those days) to every 
service member deployed to Beirut so that families on both sides of the Atlantic could rest. 
Relief flooded me when I heard, “Cheryl?” and that’s when I sobbed. 
 
Two hundred forty-one Marines were killed that morning. Many of them were good friends of 
my husband. Later I learned that most mornings since Ed and his men set up camp on the 
beach, at the precise time of the explosion, he entered the barracks at that exact spot for a 
staff briefing. The night before the explosion, Ed had spent on the ship he was attached to, that 
sat in the sea with the others in the group, to catch up on paperwork. His planned return was 
after the time of the attack. 
 
“He keeps in perfect peace him (or her) whose mind is stayed on him.” I am living proof of that 
Scripture. 
 
Thirty-five years later I still find peace as I praise God for I truly believe another passage, “God 
inhabits the praises of His people.” But I actually find more peace another way. Now I fully 



understand Jesus’ words, “Peace I leave with you…. not as the world gives….” He is our peace 
and at Mass this passing of peace is purposefully in the middle of the Liturgy of the Eucharist. 
His body, blood, soul and divinity sacrificed for us is our ultimate and lasting peace.  
 
To Jesus, through Mary. 
Cheryl Ann Wills 
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