


























A

tragic kind of Christmas

FARARIRRIR

ot eve;;'one's Christmas was full of joy and peace. For Brenda (E;owley going

home meant going into a battle zone. She returned to Panama to find her white
Christmas soon turned to red with the bloodshed of many of her friends

After months of winter, school
work, and being away from family
and friends, the time for college stu-
dents to return home was usually an
exciting, festive time. For some,
however, this time was interrupted.

One group of friends, home in
Panama City, Panama, left a party at
midnight, already breaking the cur-
few givento Americansby thearmy.
Driving toward their homes at Fort
Amador in Panama, the boys
stopped atanintersection. Gunshots
weresuddenly fired allaround them,
and American soldiers were arrest-
ing Panamanian police and soldiers
left and right.

Flooring the gas pedal, the boys
couldn’t get out of this situation
quickly enough. Desperate to find
cover, they stopped at one boy’s
- apartment. They spent the next two
days and nights on the floor of the
apartment calling families and just
hoping to get home safely. Luckily,
these boys were finally escorted
homeby Panama Canal officials once
~ the initial fighting ended.

Two other college students at
the same party were not so lucky.
- One was killed, and the other se-

verely wounded while trying to re-
turn home.

These few incidents happen
to be the experiences of close friends
of mine. For the past four years,
Americans living in Panama have
been subjected to unecessary har-
assment. Servicemen werekilled for
no apparentreason. Americans who
were involved in Panamanian poli-
tics disappeared. The safety of
American people lessened and mili-
tary tension reached new heightson
a regular basis.

Four years of resentment and
harassmentexploded in theincident
of December 1989. Former Presi-
dent Reagan and President Bush
tried many different approaches in
negotiating with Panamanian dicta-
tor General Manuel Noriega. He
repeatedly thumbed his nose at all
efforts and continued to challenge
the American presence and influ-
ence in Panama.

Noriega is accused of being
the leading drug trafficker in Cen-
tral America. When his extravagant
homes were searched, expensive
paintings, statuesand furniture were
found in all the rooms. He had his

own private zoo, and the animals it
included are believed to have been
used in Satanic witchcraft sacrifices.

The action taken on December
20,1989 at 1 a.m. was long overdue.
Any other country would not have
tolerated such mistreatment of its
citizens. U.S. brought freedom to
Panama with the invasion. It has
beena positivemove and has helped
to establish the country economi-
cally.

Since 1979 when former Presi-
dent Jimmy Carter made his swift
move in giving the Panama Canal
back to Panama, the Panamanian
government has taken over the rail-
road, highway maintenance, and
many businesses in the canal zone.

Since the U.S.nolongerhad con-
trol of the highways, their condition
had deteriorated. The railroad was
non-functional as of about a year
ago.

Time would only tell how Pana-
manians would improve their coun-
try; so far it had not been impres-
sive. -by Brenda Crowley, who was
home for the Christmas holidays during
the conflict in Panama. Photos were
taken by Brenda as well.

PANAMA IN
DISORDER

m Dec. 20, 1989

3 Panama City

Panama

U.S. Troop
Invasion

Dec. 20, 1989: Bush
orders American troops
info combat in Panama.
White House says the
mission is to seize Man-
uel Noreiga, to protect
American lives, restore
democracy and pre-
serve the integrity of

Panama Canal. Armed re-
sistance is quickly reduced,
but Noreiga eludes man-
hunt.

Dec. 24, 1989: Noreiga
seeks refuge at Vatican
Embassy. Bush Administra-
tion demands he be turned

over to face drug charges.

Jan. 3, 1990: Noreiga

leaves the Vatican Em-
bassy and turns himself
over to U.S. authorities.

Jan. 4, 1990: Noreiga is
arraigned in Miami.
--Graphic by Jeff Christian
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Summer of learning

he only way to truly test ones skills is to take a job as an intern. Things were
not always as easy they seemed in the classroom. Complications did arise
and how you handled them was the key to your success

“Hey Gin, can you take this
call?” Rob called out from across
the room. I was a news intern
workingatKPRCChannel 2news
in Houston, TX, so it was a
common occurrence to handle
calls. I'had the call transferred to
adesknearby, expecting to handle
another disgruntled viewer or a
P.R.request.

Ifigured wrong.

Anolderman withanaccent
said in a whimper, “My name is
Ralph Schuett, someone has taken
my granddaughter. Canyou help
me?” Startled, the only response
I could muster was, “Sir, have
you contacted the police?”

Houston is a large city,

Channel 2 receives many calls
daily about abductions and other
crimes. Many of the calls from
hysterical parents who say they
have lost their children turn out
tobefalsealarms. Wecan’tsend a
crew on every s.ory. However, |
had a gut feeli- (g this one was for
real.
f My instincts were right.
A shorttelephone call to the
! police department verified that
Mr. Schuetts granddaughter
Jennifer was indeed missing. It
was2:30and we wanted a picture
of Jennifer on the 5 o’clock news
cast.

I took off with an engineer
and we arrived Schuett residence
before a camera crew could get

, there. Mrs. Schuett greeted me
with a friendly, warm smile. I
extended my hand and said, “I'm
Ginny White with Channel 2
news,” explaining that our
camera crew would arriveshortly.
She calmly directed me toward
Jennifer’'s bedroom, where she

t slowly retold the last few hours

leading up to her daughters

—-

-

abduction. “There was nonoise. I
didn’t hear anything--I just got
up in the morning and she was
gone,” said Mrs. Schuett.

As our camera crew began
tointerview Mrs.Schuett, Isaton
the couch, listening intently.

Ms. Schuett told a story of
how Jennifer’s father was “a high
school mistake” and how up until
last month they had lived in a
one-bedroom apartmentbecause
she could notafford anything else.
“Jennifer had always slept with
me until last night,” she said.
Jennifer had kept her up until 2
a.m. tossing and turning, “so I
told her to go to her own room
because I had to work in the
morning,” Ms. Schuett said.

Sometime during the next
four hours Jennifer disappeared
without a trace.

According to the police,
Jennifer was abducted from her
lower-story apartmentbedroom,
between thehoursof 2a.m.and 7
a.m. The air conditioner in the
Schuett’s apartment was not
working. Jennifer had apparently
tried to cool off by opening her
window, while leaving the
curtains closed. Her abductor
seemed to have simply stepped
up on the air-conditioning unit,
reached in through the window
and picked up Jennifer, who
weighedless than 50 pounds, and
carried heraway withoutasound.

The reporter asked Ms.
Schuett if she had any idea as to
what may have happened to
Jennifer. “My bet is maybe
someone walked by, who was
drunk or on drugs,” she said as
she began to cry. “She’s the only
thing I have, that’s my baby and I
have nothing else -- it's just us
two together and I have nothing

otherthanher.” Inalow, pleading
voice, she added, “I need her
back.”

What could I say to a
woman whose daughter was
stolen out of her own home? I
slowly rose, walked towards Ms.
Schuett, extended my hand again
and said, “Thank you for your
time. We will do everything we
can to helpyougetJennifer back.”

As the search
continued, we were working to
get Jennifer’s story on the 5 p.m.
and 6 p.m. newscasts. We made
the deadline with a little time to
spare.

While we were eating
dinner, theengineer’sbeeper went
off. Jennifer had been found.

We were off.

Jennifer was flown by
helicopter to a nearby hospital in
Galveston. We rushed there not
knowing if Jennifer was alive.
When we arrived at the hospital
we were told by a spokesperson
that her throat had been cut.

We returned to the station
about 10 hours later, tired but
relieved, and thankful Jennifer
was alive.

It was a long drive home
thatevening. I kept rehashing the
day’seventsand wondering what
could have happened to Jennifer
during the last 12 to 14 hours. I
thanked God that he had seenme
safely through my own
childhood. And as I pulled up in
my driveway, I prayed that he
would help Jennifer through the
rest of hers --and find the person
who had done this to her.

Walking into my bedroom I
lay down and shut off the light. I
then reached up and locked the
window above my head. --Ginny
White, intern at KPRC in Houston.
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