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Fear by Kim Aikman 

 

My father did not die in a horrible way. A month before his stroke took him quietly and 

quickly, he was walking from the cramped apartment we lived in to the hotel where he 

worked, when a fifteen year-old Tamil boy detonated a bomb that clung to his chest. The 

boy pressed himself against the side of a gleaming white Mercedes to kill the politician 

who resided behind its dark windows. My father was thirty metres away when this 

happened, weaving his way through the stagnant morning traffic. The heat of the 

explosion thumped against his skin and he felt the charge that surged through the air. The 

sound of the bomb rang in his ears and in the seconds before the screams of horror began, 

he was not sure if he was dead or alive. When this moment out of time ceased, he 

scrambled to his feet and realised that he was unscathed. Turning back against the fight of 

the crowd, he pushed himself towards the centre of the chaos. The politician’s car was 

engulfed in flames, the passengers caught within its grasp. The bomber had disappeared. 

My father looked around, calmly seeking to locate the crumpled body. He could see 

nothing. His gaze dug deeper, seeking out more detail. It rested, at last, on a blackened 

smouldering ball; a ragged, tortured form from which a pair of eyes stared out, white with 

heat and wide with fear. My father stared back. This boy had chosen death and even then, 

death terrified him. Later he told me, that as he looked at the boy’s screaming face, 

locked in a grimace of pain, he realised that it was this - the fear - which makes us 

human.Throughout that last month, my father was not able to erase the image from his 

thoughts.  It burned away inside him, the sound of the bomb still reverberating in his ears. 


