


























His engaging smile and personality drew people to him,and he
became an integral part of the youth group,eventually rising as
a ieader among our teens.,

The Secldier

Steven graduated frorn high school and enrolled at Free Will
Baptist Bible College. He later met and fell in love with Corrie
Coker,who became his wife. Midway through his schooling, he
transferred to Columbia International University After gradua-
tion, he entisted in the Army and quickly proved himseif to be
officer candidate material.

Following a tour of duty in Germany, Steven, Cortie and their
daughter, Mara (who was born in Germany), returned to the
States where he was assigned to Fort Campbell as an infantry
platoon leader, and later became a 1* Lieutenant. He was put
in charge of a platoon of 38 men from 2nd Platoon, C-Company;
1¢ Battalion, 2™ Brigade of the 101* Airborne (Air Assaulf)—the
Screaming Eagles.

{Steven’s brigade had the designation of*Black Hearts” This
stemns from a practice begun during WW Il when soldiers in each
regiment of the 101" placed symbois from a deck of cards—a
heart, spade, diamond or club—on their helmets. This helped
them recognize fellow soldiers during battie so they could
regroup with their own men. When Steven’s men learned their
designation was the heart, they thought they looked like Care
Bears with hearts on their helmets. But the men thought a
black heart looked tougher than a red one.)

In 2002, the Pierces found out two bits of news: They were
expecting their second child, and Steven would soon be
deployed to Iraq where war appeared imminent.

Operation Walls and Bridges

With both anticipation and dread, the little family waited
throughout the following nine months, uncertain if Steven
would still be home when their son, Madden, was born or what
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the future held for them. When it
became apparent that his platoon
would be depioyed soon, Steven
asked his church to*adopt™the 38 sol-
diers under his command and provide
support to the soldiers and their farn-
ilies during their deployment in Iraq.

We called this plan “Operaticn
Walls and Bridges,”and our goal was
to build walls of prayer around the
soldiers and bridges of suppott to
thern and their families. So many of
our TDF (The Donelson Felfotwsihip—
another name for our church) fami-
lies wanted to engage in this project
that each soidier had at least three
famities praying for him,and many had four.

Meanwhile, Corrie’s due date of March 8 approached and
she went into early labor, which allowed Steven to be present
for the birth of his son on February 22. Twelve days later, Steven
and his men left for war.

What happened in the ensuing 11 months is almost beyond
description. As we wrote letters to " our scldiers”and sent them
care packages, we realized that bonds of deep affection were
being forged. Although few of us had actually met our soldier hife-
long friendships were developing with them and their families.

The Battle

Throughout those 11 long months, we anxiously listened to
the news broadcasts, fearful of what we might hear. On March
31 we learned that a soldier from the 502° infantry division, 1*
battalion, had been killed—the first of the 101 to die. We knew
that Steven and a group from his platoon had been inserted
from Kuwait into Iraq, but we didn’t know where they were.

On the morning of April 1, our local ABC station gave the
soldier's name~SPC Brandon Rowe—and we knew he was
one of ours. He was just a few weeks away from his 21* birth-
day It was with heavy hearts that we called the three famiiies
who had adopted Brandon with the news.

On the day of that battle, Steven and some of his infantry-
men were ordered atop six Abrams tanks with orders o per
form a feint maneuver to allow a large contingency of troops
to move through the Karbaia Gap.The tank crews didn't have
a problem with the assignment, but Steven and his men knew
they would be extremely vulnerable on top of those tanks.

As the tanks rolled into a smeall town in southern Iraq, our
soldiers found themselves surrounded by an enemy that out-
numbered them 4 to 1. The fighting was fierce, Brandon was
kilied and Steven was wounded. After several hours of fighting,
the men found shelter in a building and were eventually evacuated.









hooth and introduced us—standing before me was my future
daughterin-law,

With my blessing, Steven transferred to Columbia International
University A few months later he martied Conie. We hosted the
rehiearsal dinner and [ 1it the mother’s candle at the wedding.
Some months later his adopted family watched proudly as he
graduated from CIU with a B.S.in Interculiura) Studies.

Buty Calis

Then Steven surprised us all—he joined the army Steven loved
missions, but his huge college debt stood between him and that
commitment. The army helped him repay his obligations.

Hunched against the cold wind, our entire family watched
from the bleachers as Steven completed the first step—gradu-
ation from basic training. While stationed in Germany, the army
turned Steven into a sergeant and Corrie turned him into a dad.
My husband Sandy and I flew over to meet Mara, our tiny month-
old granddaughter.

Rack in the U.S. he was selected to be an officer and com-
missioned. Sandy helped pin on his 2™ lieutenant bars.

Steven'’s next assignment was Fort Campbell, Kentucky, home
of the 101 Aivborne (Air Assault),an hour’s drive from us and
Donelson Church.

Deployed fo irag

September 11. The War on Terror. lraq—I11LT Steven Picrce
received his orders. Twelve days before deployment, | stood
beside him in the delivery room watching through tears as
Steven's son, Madden, was born.

Time (o go. The night before he lelt,} listened outside the door
as Steven videotaped himself reading two storybooks for Mara.
Tenderness and love flowed from him as he handled and hugged
his babies. Corrie proudly, yet reluctantly, let him go. Gone.

We sat glued to the TV night after worried night, watching the
progress of the 101¢ Airborne into Irag. Soldiers started dying.

1 felt sadness with each loss and guiity relief when the dead
soldier wasn't Steven.

Steven’s letters brought the ioy of knowing he was alive and
well. His continued upbeat attitude about the war and the rea-
sons he was there kept me encouraged and hopeful. He
closed his letters with “your boy, Steven”

Wounded in Battle

Word reached us that Steven’s platoon had been ambushed,
one soldier killed and another wounded. In Steven'’s own words:
“We should have all been killed that day’ He was the wounded soldier.

The firefight lasted several hours. His platoon was surrcunded
fighting 4-1 odds. A fellow soldier witnessed bullets flying af around
Steven. God’s hand of protection covered them.

Because of his actions that day, Steven was awarded the Purple
Heart and the Bronze Star with Valor. Always modest for himself
and concerned about others, Steven pressed the army to award
the Bronze Star to every member of his platoon. The request
was denied.

Finally Home

After 11 months Steven was coming home. With a biting wind
at owr backs and wrapped in 6:30 a.m. darkness, we watched
two big planes touch the tarmac. Qver 200 identically-clad sol-
diers filed out of the first plane, My eves hurt from searching
unsuccessfully for that familiar face.

Heads riveted as the second plane’s door opened, spilling
its contents. | spotted him! We cheered—he smiled. Welcome
home, Steven.

Past, Present, Future

The past—Steven’ life has been a roller coaster of events.
Connecting with Donelson Church and our family did not solve
all his problems. We worked through car deals, car trouble, car
repair, uncmployment, tuition payments, a place to live, car
loans, school ioans, his “down” moments—a long list. Steven’s
heavenly Father met each need.

The present—>Steven is now working toward his next pro-
motion—soon we will call hin Caplain. (Army leadership roles
provide a soldierfilled mission field.)

The future—Steven is quick to say that only God knows his
future. Content to live one day at a time, he is allowing God to
direct each step.

I am blessed to have such a son. m

Ahout the Writer: Dari Goodfellow warks in the
Executive Office. She is mather to Jill and Sean, Kelly
and Barry, Steven and Corrie and Narmie to Sophia, Mara
and Madden. Of all her jobs, she loves “Marmie-ing” the
best. Hushand Sandy Goodfellow serves as director of
plant operations at Free Will Baptist Bible Cotlege.
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By Frank Gregory

'The falling rain has always
brought me depression and despalr.
Fspecially when it rains

in late November or early December. My dad died Decemtl:
9,and it was raining that day.

filone and Cold

I have come to realize, though, that Dad’s death broke ¢
heart of God. From now on, instead of despising rainy day
will enjoy them, The day my earthly father died, my heaveril
Father was urging me to run into His arms. He still loved
just as much and did not want me to feel abandoned.

The cold and rain have been reflective of my spirit. F will ng
acknowledge that just as abandonment causes this cold and v
feeling, it is contrasted with the warmth and acceptance of 1
heavenly Father's love. 1 will now learn to love rainy days.

Surrounded by Life

The first morming this week as 1 sat and looked out over the Ja
it was tumuituous. The rain fell and the wind raged. The
was restiess and marked by waves. There were no signs of |

This morning, however, the lake is hardly moving. It is
peaceful, and there are more creatures than | have ever seg
Ducks are swimming next to the shore just in front of me. Bi
are flying up on the plant ledges and looking in at me. G
are flying over the water. Where were all these animals carl
in the week?

The storms of life have a way of reducing our lives (o us &
God. The earlier storm was reflective of my spirit as I dealt w
past demons. The quiet, peaceful lake now mirrors the trem
dous release God has given to me,

I can fruly see His hand on my lile and the healing He ¢
bring. It is with great satisfaction and thanksgiving that 1 sa
used to hate rainy days! m
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bkout the Writer: Beverend Frank Gregory pas
First Free Will Baptict Chureh in funcanvilie, Texas.
first book, Aren’s You &lad Jesus Asked?, was p
figshed by Randail House Pulilications.

















































