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Chapter One

Son Pride.

 


 


“Your father is a coward!” Shihid’s brown soulless
eyes glare at me, as he yells loudly so everyone at school can hear
him.

“No, he’s not!” I snap back. He always twists
everything I say. He was bad enough in primary school, and he’s a
bloody nightmare in high school.

“He’s a spineless man. He should stand up for
his country. If he is not fighting with us, he is against us. And
so are you.”

I push him back in response, but he doesn’t
fall down. Stupid idiot! I’m bigger and stronger than he is, and he
knows I could beat the crap out of him. But I would end up with a
beating as well, and mine would be worse. Why does he have to
provoke me?

“Luko… walk away, you know what he’s doing!”
Aamar yells out to me.

Why do I have to walk away? Why can’t he shut
up? All I was trying to do was play a game of football on my lunch
break. Not end up in the middle of all this crap.

With all my force, I fight against my body
and turn away from Shihid.

“See, I said he was spineless, like your
father,” Shihid joyfully shouts. The growing crowd waits eagerly
for the blood show.

“Cut the crap,” Aamar says.

“What? You got your boyfriend to stand up for
you now?” Shihid mocks as he pushes Aamar to the ground.

Aamar is my best friend, but he looks a good
three years younger than me, which is not a fun thing when you are
fifteen. The rest of the kids in our class have started to get
facial hair, but not Aamar. His voice hasn't dropped yet, and his
mother still dresses him – we are the complete opposite.

I will not let anyone pick on him. He’s
always been there for me, through my mother's illness, and then her
death. I owe him too much to stand by, even if it means I get a
beating for it.

My knuckles connect with Shihid’s chin,
knocking him to the ground with one loud thump.

“Ouch!” he cries out, much to the delight of
the crowd.

“Now stay down!” Spit flies from my mouth as
I yell at him.

“Come on; let’s go play football,” I say to
Aamar.

“Not so fast,” a deep voice says, as a heavy
hand rests on my shoulder.

Damn… we didn't move quickly enough.

“It's my fault,” Aamar says.

“We’re just going to play football,” I tell
Mr. Hujjat, my math teacher. He flat out hates me. He would have
been a Captain in the army by now if it wasn’t for the blast that
blew his leg half off. I wish it’d blown the rest of him apart.

“Everyone get out of here unless you want the
same punishment as Luko,” he tells the crowd. They all scatter.

“Shihid, what happened?” Mr. Hujjat asks. I
know his parents are good friends— he’s told me enough times.

Shihid begins to spit out lies, one after
another. Each time I try to defend myself, Mr. Hujjat raises his
hand.

“I’ve heard enough. Go to the nurse’s office
and clean up,” Mr. Hujjat instructs Shihid, as he gets up from the
ground. “Get out of here, or you will face the same punishment as
Luko,” he adds to Aamar.

Aamar stands strongly next to me. No matter
how small he is, he will not let anyone push him around.

“Aamar, go… I will be fine,” I lie.

“I would listen to your boyfriend if I was
you. I think the punishment Luko will face will gave your mother
another heart attack, do you want that?” Mr. Hujjat says with a
bitter smile on his face.

How can a teacher be so cruel? Aamar’s mother
has been like a mother to me, since my own passed away leaving me
and my father alone.

Aamar’s face turns red with anger, as does
mine.

Mr. Hujjat’s smile drops. I swing my fist
toward his jaw, but I misjudge and my knuckles land on his
cheekbone, knocking him a little backwards.

“Aamar, get out of here. I’m done with
school! I’m going to join the allies...and get rid of the
government’s army scum!” Words angry fly out of my mouth before I
know what I’m saying. It's been building up in me for weeks… maybe
months. I hate the government!

Aamar freezes for a moment, I push him away.
“Think of your mother.”

His eyes fill with sadness, and he leaves us
alone to fight our ongoing argument once and for all.

“How dare you curse at the army?” Mr.
Hujjat’s face is riddled with anger. He lunges towards me, but I’m
faster than him and I step to the side.

They are going to throw me out of school
anyway for going against the government; I may as well go out with
a bang!

I lunge towards him again, swinging my fist
at his chin. But before it can connect, his good leg kicks me in
the knees, knocking me down to the ground.

Damn!

He quickly follows that up with a kick in my
ribs.

Instantly I grab hold of his leg, pulling him
to the ground. But his leg comes free, and I am holding it in my
hands.

“You little prick!” Mr. Hujjat snaps, as he
wobbles backwards.

Springing back to my feet with Mr. Hujjat’s
prosthetic leg in my hand, a shudder sweeps across my body. Without
thinking, I lurch his leg across the school field.

“Mmm…sorry that was an accident,” I
sneer.

“An accident!?”

I look past him to see teachers and security
officers heading my way. A few students stand around, laughing in
shock. Now is not the time to gloat… it’s time to run.

“You can shove your school up your ass, I’m
out of here,” I yell loud enough for everyone to hear.

I know I will outrun them, but I have to get
home before they can tell my father.



Chapter Two

Drunk Numb.

 


 


“Father, are you awake?” Since my mother died, he’s
been self-medicating with alcohol and painkillers. His back was
injured in a car accident a few months ago, and he ended up losing
his job. Now we live off the government, and he’s a completely
different man.

“Yeah, why wouldn’t I be? It's lunch time.
Why are you back home?” Father asks, concerned.

“Now, don’t get cross,” I mumble. But my
father is not an angry drunk… more of a depressed, deep thinker
one.

“What’s happened?”

“There was a fight at school today. I didn’t
start it.”

“You never do.”

“Why don’t you ever believe me!?” I snap.

“Go on,” Father says calmly.

I tell him what happened, leaving the bit out
about them calling him spineless.

“Jesus, Luko… you told them you are going to
join the allies, and get rid of the government army scum? What on
earth were you thinking? You know they will send the police for
us.”

Father is right… how could I have been so
stupid? He rummages in the fridge for another beer.

“I’m going to my room,” I say.

“Sounds like a good idea...think about what
you’ve done. Your mother would be so disappointed in you.” He gulps
down another beer.

“Jesus, Father, I was standing up for you!
They called you spineless… maybe they were right!” I yell as I run
upstairs. How could he say that about my mother?!

“Luko come...back I didn’t mean it!” Father
yells.

But there is no chance I’m going back down
there. If I stay quiet, maybe he’ll forget I’m even here.



Chapter Three

Parents Undying Love.

 


 


“No… he’s not here.” My father’s voice wakes me from
a sweet dream about Gazala, a girl in my class.

I wipe salvia off my cheek, as I raise my
head up from the pillow. It’s dark outside now. I must have been
asleep for hours. Father must be well and truly drunk now, and
probably talking to himself.

“I said he’s not here!” he yells loudly,
almost as if he’s warning me.

Oh damn!

I peer through the window and see a police
car is here. What the hell?!

Thump…Thump… I hear them coming up the
stairs.

“Go on you two, check up there,” Father yells
once more. I hope he’s giving me a clue, and not actually forgotten
that I’m up here.

What do I do? It's been years since I played
hide and seek. Think… think! Under the bed, Jesus I’m
fourteen, not five. Think!... Bathroom!

I hurry over to the room attached to my dad’s
bedroom.

Holding my breath, I listen as the thumping
get closer.

Creak… They open the door, and I have
to make a run for it, bolting from the room and back down the
stairs. My father is standing there with his arms crossed, his face
looks more wrinkled since this morning, tired and older. I want to
give the poor man a hug.

But instead, I just pat him firmly on the
shoulder. He raises his hand and places it on top of me. Then I run
out the back door and out of sight.

Out of breath I reach my hiding place, where
my friends and I used to play hide and seek when we were kids.
Today, I’m hiding for real.

I cannot believe I did this to my father. I
slump my worthless body to the ground, looking down at my home
which looks different… like my father, worn and old.

 


******

 


As the sun sets and the sky turns to
nighttime, and finally they leave. As I watch the car drive away I
scurry down the slope to my home, worried what I will find.

Father is standing in the kitchen doorway
holding a bloody cloth against his face.

He took my beating for me.



Chapter Four

Game Changer.

 


 


A few months later.

 


“Amar...Aamar?” Aamar’s mother sounds scared… almost
terrified.

“Aamar...Aamar,” she screams out once again.
Her voice sounds closer as she runs up to the football field, fear
on her face. On the horizon behind her, I can see army trucks.

“Aamar, soldiers are at our house trying to
take your father.” She sobs as she gets closer to us.

We all run towards her. “Are they still
there?” I quickly ask.

“Yes.”

I take off running - I have to get my father
before they do. I can just make out her yelling, “Luko, come back!
You have to hide… they are taking all the men!”

But I will not leave my father. Not
again.

 


*****

 


I come flying through the kitchen door ready
to attack anyone in here, but I am surprised for what is waiting
for me.

Standing in my living room is my father and
two people with black scarves over their faces. All I can see are
their eyes, their pupils dilated in fear. They seem more shocked
than I am, and they quickly reach for their guns.

“Easy, lads, it’s just my son,” my father
explains as he tries to calm them down.

“Stay back,” one of them yells through his
black scarf. These boys look so young, like they are playing dress
up. They aren’t really soldiers. It’s almost laughable.

“You think this is a joke?” one of them snaps
as he points his gun. I know that voice...

“Shihid, is that you?” After I was expelled
from school, many other kids left as well… even fleeing the town.
Almost overnight the population was halved.

“Yeah, it’s me alright,” Shihid states as he
pulls off his scarf, revealing his pale, sweaty face that has never
seen a razor.

“What the hell are you doing in my house!?” I
can feel Father’s eyes burning, willing me to shut up.

“We’ve come to collect you and your father.
You are...joining us.” It sounds like it hurts him to say it.

“Join you? Are you out of your mind?”

“Don’t say I didn’t give you a choice!”
Shihid heads towards our front door with his friends.

Father shakes his head back and forth. “Luko,
you need to learn to keep your mouth shut.”

“Whatever!”

“Your father is right,” Shihid says.

I take one step towards him as if about to
attack, and he cowers back into the door.

“Ha…not the big soldier now, are you?” I
laugh.

Shihid pushes open our front door. “You will
not be laughing for long… Captain, we have two resisting!” he yells
outside. He turns back towards us, smiling.

He pushes the door open so we can see
clearly. There are about one hundred soldiers with black scarves
over their faces and guns in their hands, some waving a black flag
proudly in the air. They are herding all the men into the back of
the trucks like cattle… all too scared to do anything. We are
outnumbered.

Two bigger soldiers are heading towards our
house in response to Shihid’s cowardly screams.

“Shihid, how could you do this to us? We were
once friends!”

“Until you betrayed me...Now it is my turn.”
Shihid is right… I betrayed him. The soldiers are getting
closer.

“I’m sorry for what I did. Just let my father
go, and take me!” I beg.

Shihid is silent for a moment, then a smile
appears on his face. “Nice to hear you begging. I hope you enjoy it
because there is a lot more in store for you.”

“Luko, get out of here,” my father orders, as
he dives towards Shihid. He’d been so silent, I’d forgotten he was
in the room.

He knocks Shihid to the ground, and the
others quickly jump on top of my father.

I grab hold of one of the kid’s black scarf,
pulling him off my father and choking him in the process. I throw
him to the ground. He pants for air and takes off his scarf,
revealing his face…it’s another boy from my school!

Father is pinning Shihid to the ground. “Get
out of here, son.”

The other soldiers can see what's happening,
and they are now sprinting towards us.

“Father, quickly, get up!” I shout.

“I will not make it in time. They will catch
us…go!” Father yells. He's right; they will catch us. Father cannot
run - but I cannot leave him!

“Not without you!” I grab him from under the
arm, pulling him to his feet.

“Get them!” Shihid and the sea of black
responds by running into our home.

“Leave us alone!” I fight with all my
strength, but it's no good… One boy against an army.

“Run, Luko!” my father yells, as he pushes me
away from him.

I have no choice but to run.



Chapter Five

Play Time Is Over.

 


 


My lungs are burning, as I check over my shoulder to
make sure no one is following me.

The only sounds I can hear are my beating
heart and the humming of the nearby birds, unaware that my world is
being ripped apart.

What are they going to do with my father once
they realize he cannot fight for them?

I look back to my home, contemplating whether
to go back or not. I know it's a suicide mission, but I cannot
leave my father with them.

Before I can make my decision, a silhouette
appears at the back door… it's Shihid.

He stands there proudly with his chest pumped
out, bloody fool!

“Luko... Come out, .come out wherever you
are.”

Before I can get up and knock the little jerk
out, someone else appears.

“This is not a game, you are not in class
now!” the soldier yells at him. This is no kid, it's an adult. He
slaps him over the back of his head, knocking Shihid off
balance.

The soldier pulls his black scarf down,
revealing his face. It’s Mr. Hujjat, my old math teacher. The two
people I hate the most are in my house about to take my father from
me, and there is nothing I can do.

Shihid looks up to Mr. Hujjat and scowls.
Then he points over to where I’m hiding. I lower my head into the
mud and hold my breath.

I wait… until I cannot wait any more. I
slowly raise my head to see if they are coming, but they have
disappeared back in my house.

 


*****

 


I am high enough to look down onto the town;
the streets are filled with depressing black sea of soldiers,
ordering all the males onto the trucks. My father is one of
them.

There is a group of women shuffling towards
the truck, waving their hands in the air. They look like they are
pleading to the soldiers.

Bang...Bang… A gun goes off in the
air, startling me. Everyone freezes.

The soldier holding the gun walks over to the
group of women. One is Aamar’s mother. I wish I could hear what
they are saying.

Aamar’s mother and the other women lower
their heads and go back to their homes, leaving their teenagers
with the soldiers.

They have surrendered to them.



Chapter Six

As Quickly As They Came They Were Gone.

 


 


Even though it’s a summer day, my house is as cold as
a refrigerator. It has the same feeling as when we came home after
my mother’s funeral – as if the devil has entered my house once
again. But today he is not going to take my father. I will not let
him!

I grab his motorcycle keys off the mantel.
Father never let me drive it, because he said I was reckless. He
was right, but at night when he was in a drunken coma, I’d
sometimes take it out for a ride. I loved the feeling of going
fast.

I hurry… I don’t have much time, if I’m going
to be able to follow them.

“Luko, they got Aamar,” his mother sobs
outside my home.

“I know, I will find him,” I assure her, as I
climb onto the motorcycle.

“Be careful…” Aamar’s mother adds, as I rev
the engine.

I glance back at the sad faces. I can feel
how badly they want me to bring back their loved ones. Gazala is
there… her natural beauty stands out from the crowd. She runs
towards me.

“Luko, please find my father…he is all I
have!” Her hazel eyes fill up with tears.

I reach out to her lovely face and wipe them
away. She closes her eyes and takes a deep breath to compose
herself.

“Please find him,” she repeats softly.

I can feel my cheeks glowing red, as I become
aware everyone is watching us. I am their last hope.

 

“I will try. I promise.”



Chapter Seven

Rival Journey.

 


 


Following the chalky dust trails, I can just make out
the trucks on the horizon, their beaming headlights leading the
way.

The smell of dust and gasoline blend
together, and the rush of the wind makes me feel alive.

The journey will have to end soon, bringing
me back to reality. They are going to have to stop— even the stupid
soldiers need to use the bathroom. We’ve been driving for hours
now, the roaring of the pipes have gone and been replaced with an
embarrassing sputter. I switched to reserve miles ago...I’m close
to empty.

Boom...boom...boommm… It sounds as
though it's pleading for air, unable to keep moving without a drop
of gasoline.

“Keep going!” I beg. But there is no one to
hear my pleas.

I have traveled on this road many times; it
is the road we’d take to visit my mother when she was in the
hospital. It connects all the towns.

Boom...boom...boommm. The rhythm of
the engine keeps me going. The trucks…they look as though they have
stopped. I’m finally catching up to them.

My motorcycle sputters… then rolls to a stop.
Damn! There are no gas stations near me, but it wouldn’t
matter anyways… I have no money on me, nothing.

I put down the kickstand and remove my hot,
sweaty helmet.

“Ahh!”

It's clear the trucks have stopped, it's hard
to tell in the dark, but it looks like they are outside the rival
high school. We used to have soccer games here.

I have to leave the bike, and I have no
choice but to walk.

Well, it was fun while it lasted.



Chapter Eight

Don’t Run.

 


 


Bang...Bang! The sound of a gun fills the
darkness, scaring the birds in the trees flying off into the night.
I wish I could fly away too.

Quickly I lay down on my stomach in the
bushes; the soldiers are in the school. But now it looks more like
a prison, with barbed wire around the campus. Getting in… or out…
will be a lot harder than I thought.

Luckily it’s pitch black where I’m hiding, so
it will be impossible to see me. But I still lay low, just in case.
However, the school is brightly lit and I see the trucks
outside.

Bang...Bang rings out from the guard’s
gun, as he shoots it above the crowd of men as they get of the
truck. They all have black scarves over their faces, covering any
trace of themselves. They could be my neighbors, or people I went
to school with… anyone, really.

What made them turn this way?

The soldier fires his gun again and laughs as
people run away, scared.

Quickly, the guards realize they’ve lost
control. In the confusion, I can see a yellow haze weaving in and
out. It's Aamar.

Don’t be a hero, don’t run! I will my
best friend to hear me.

But he doesn’t. Instead he starts moving
faster away from the truck, away from the school, out towards the
gate.

Run, Aamar, run! I want to scream. But
I cannot, or they will see me. I have no choice but to silently
watch.

Damn… the guards have spotted him!

“Stop.!” Shihid yells out, as if he is trying
to warn him.

But it draws attention to him, and now the
other soldiers have spotted him. They are raising their guns.

Please, Lord, no!

I jump to my feet.

Bang!

His body jolts forward as the force of the
bullet rips through his tiny body, they shot him in the back!
Crimson blood seeps through his yellow t-shirt.

I want to run to my friend. But if I do, they
will shoot me too.

Aamar drops to the ground in a cloud of
dust.

His body rocks back and forth for a moment,
and then it goes still.

“No!” I scream out, then I quickly cover my
mouth. My chest burns, and I squeeze my lips together as I fight
against the tears.

They killed him. They killed my best
friend.



Chapter Nine

Stabled In The Back.

 


 


I lift my tear-stained face to see Aamar’s lifeless
body on the ground. Everyone else is hurrying to the school, afraid
they will be next.

But one lone man stands still. It is my
father.

He doesn't follow the crowd. Instead, he
looks over to the guard that shot him. I know what he’s going to
do, before he even does it.

No, Father, don’t!

His arm swings out as he punches Aamar’s
killer in the face. The soldier falls to the ground…we all have a
good right hook in our family.

My stomach fills with dread as the other
soldiers run towards him—luckily, without their guns drawn.

Shihid is the first one to my father’s side.
Before my father can react, Shihid kicks him in the back on the
legs, knocking him to the ground.

I can feel my blood boiling inside of me. How
dare he!

Within seconds the other soldiers are
surrounding my father. He lowers his head, wrapping his arms around
it in anticipation of a beating. They start to kick him in the
ribs, and I want to yell at them to stop.

A solider with a red beret calmly walks
towards them…please don’t shoot him! The soldiers stop… they
start talking. Damn, I wish I knew what they were saying!

My father lowers his bloody head, and then
nods up and down as if agreeing to something. Then the soldier
reaches under his arms, pulling him up.

With his head hanging low, almost in shame,
he goes to the school, and disappears through the doors.



Chapter Ten

Kid Soldiers.

 


 


The soldiers are walking back and forth around the
school grounds, their guns firmly in their hands ready to attack at
any given moment.

I watch them from my hiding spot, comforted
with the knowledge that they cannot see me. I have to figure out
what to do.

How am I going to get my father and the rest
of them out of there? One boy cannot fight an army, no matter how
tough I am. I will never be strong enough.

Shihid and his sidekick are down there, with
about ten other soldiers. Jesus they are all kids! Except a
couple at the main gate. They all look brainwashed, marching in
time, none of them stopping to speak to each other as they
pass.

How did they become this way?

My eyelids become heavy… I will have to sleep
here tonight. Tomorrow I will go back to the last town, and see if
they have gasoline for my bike. There may be people there to help
me.



Chapter Eleven

They Are Soldiers Now.

 


 


Honkkk honkkk...The noise startles me
awake.

A soldier is in the truck honking the horn
for the morning wake up call. It's barely dawn, the sun is just
rising.

Aamar’s body lays lifeless in the same spot
he fell, causing a fresh wave of anger to flood through me.

The school doors fly open, and I move into
the sitting position for a better look. My stomach growls, and I’m
thirsty. I have no choice but to walk back, or I will die up here
from hunger and dehydration.

Men begin to exit the school. It's only been
a few hours, but they look like different people already. They are
all clean-shaven and sporting identical haircuts. They all have the
same clothes on— black tops and grey pants, the same as the other
soldiers. They are just missing the head scarves.

The soldier with the red beret begins to
shout at the men… I guess he’s in charge. I cannot hear what he is
saying, but everyone begins to line up, row after row.

He walks up and down each row, examining the
men in front of him.

I cannot find my father in the group; there
are just too many, and they all look the same.

The men look backwards and forwards to one
another, confused by what is happening. One of them looks down
towards the ground, fear washing over his face.

I peer closely to see what he’s looking at,
and the ground he’s standing on is a different color than the
rest—it's a dark, reddish-brown color. They are standing in dry
puddles of blood.

He quickly takes a step back, as do the
others.

The bereted soldier yells an order, and the
men drop to their knees in the pools of dried blood.

The young soldiers walk in front of the
kneeling men, with their guns at the ready.

Bang Bang Bang!

The sound makes me jump, as the birds from my
tree fly away in fear. Saliva fills my mouth, and my stomach begins
to turn at the sight.

One after another the men fall backwards as
the bullets rip through bodies, stealing their lives.

The young soldiers continue firing until no
bullets are left, and the men are all clearly dead.

All the other men from my town stand silently
watching the horror unfold in front of them, terrified they will be
killed next.

Shihid lowers his gun, his bullets are all
gone. He is truly one of them now. An evil monster.

Once they all stop, the leader walks by,
patting each soldier on his shoulder as if they have done a good
job.

The soldier begins to yell out to the waiting
men, then the front line begins moving towards the bodies. My
father is one of them. My hands begin to tremble.

Please don't hurt him!

They don’t kneel; instead they reach down for
the bodies, lifting them from their arms and legs. Slowly walking
toward…. Oh Lord, another pile of bodies!

My father carefully places the corpse on top
of the pile.

I turn my head and vomit on the grass beside
me.

This is a sign of their power. They now own
each one of these men.



Chapter Twelve

Abandoned Town.

 


 


After the bloody murders, they set them to training -
running laps around the school, drill after drill.

My father is keeping up with them. The ones
who don’t are taken into the school and never seen again.

I know he can do the exercise and will keep
his mouth in check. Which is why I decide to leave and go to the
nearby town… to get food and gasoline for my bike.

 


*****

 


It takes me a good thirty minutes to run to
the town, and my throat is burning.

Hiding behind an abandoned car, I search for
evidence of life. But there is none. The town looks deserted.

First, I have to get some water. It's a good
thing no one is here, because I don't have a penny to my name.

It's clear there was a bloody battle here;
the buildings have been torn apart and are nothing but
skeletons.

I head over to the grocery store— the door
has been ripped from its frame. Stepping in over the debris, it's
sad to see what has happened to a once happy place.

There is a fridge in the corner of the store
tipped over sideways, with the contents pouring out. The whole
place is eerily quiet, with just the sound of dripping water.

I quickly grab a bottle of water and eagerly
chug it down.

As I place the empty bottle on the counter, I
notice all the chocolate bars. I take off the wrappers as fast as I
can and shove them in my mouth. I feel like I haven’t eaten for
days, not just twenty-four hours.

I need to bring more back with me. I find a
bag in the store and load it up with as much as I can carry.

Reaching for another bottle of water, I see a
dark shadow over me. Jolting my head, I see a soldier standing in
the doorway. But he looks different than the ones at the school. He
is dressed in sage and brown camouflage, and with a blue
helmet.

“Captain, I’ve found one alive,” the soldier
yells back out to the main street. “Kid, it’s okay… we are with the
UN. We are here to help,” he says to me.

Finally! Someone to help! Father told me the
UN are the good guys.

I let out a big sigh of relief. “Thank God
you are here. They have kidnapped my father and are holding him at
the high school.”

“Slow down, kid. Come on, let’s go speak with
the captain.” He ushers his hands towards me.

I do as he instructs. There are about twenty
soldiers, and they’re all dressed the same. He leads me over to
them and the captain, where I explain what has happened.

“Kid, I’m sorry, but we cannot rescue your
father or the others. Our job is to find survivors and take them
back to the camp. This is no place for a lad like you to hang
around… they will try and enroll you, or kill you. We have room on
the truck for you,” the captain explains, with a concerned looks on
his face.

“I cannot leave him, I thought you were the
good guys!” I protest.

“We will call it in, and the soldiers will
come, just we cannot. I’m sorry, kid,” the captain adds.

“Sorry isn’t going to save my father’s life!
I beg you, please help me!”

“Sorry kid, we just can’t,” the captain
repeats.

I can feel my eyes filling up with sadness
and anger. I am alone. I cannot let them see me crying.

I take off sprinting, and I can hear them
yelling to me about it not being safe.

Yeah, tell me something I don't know!



Chapter Thirteen

Taste Of Death.

 


 


In my panic to get away, I forgot to get gas. I only
realize as I’m nearly at my lookout spot. My legs are killing me,
as burning pain keeps shooting up my shins.

The horizon looks different as I get closer
to the school, but it's difficult to work out why.

Stopping for a moment for a better look, it
becomes clear— the trucks have gone. They have all gone.

No!

Sprinting closer to the school, my awful gut
feeling was correct… they have gone. As I get closer to the gates,
I can see Aamar’s yellow top. It looks like his body has been
thrown into the grass out of the way of their exit.

Dropping to my knees as I reach Aamar, my
heart breaks for my lost friend...

Rolling his body over, I see the fear still
on his face. As my tears fall, I lay my hand over his eyes to close
them.

How could anyone do this to you? I’m sorry I
didn't protect you.

Cradling his head in my arms, I rock back and
forth and sob.

 


*****

 


A sound in the distance interrupts me from my
tears. It's the UN from the town... but they are already too
late.

One of their trucks pulls up beside me and
Aamar.

“Kid...Kid are you okay? Are you hurt?” one
of the soldiers asks me.

I just continue rocking back and forth as a
mother would with her baby.

“Doc, come over here,” the soldier yells.

“Kid… Are you hurt?” another soldier
asks.

I shake my head as I lift Aamar’s head up,
hoping in some way they can help.

“Son, we need to get you and your friend on
the truck.”

Son…That word brings me back… where is
my father?

“Please, take him to the truck. I need to see
if my father is in there,” I explain.

One of the soldiers carefully takes Aamar
from my arms and places him on the truck.

“Kid, not without us… some of them may still
be in there,” the soldier adds, as I begin to head inside the
school. Two other soldiers quickly join me.

The overpowering stench of dead and
decomposing bodies fills my nostrils… I can almost taste it. I
firmly place my hand over my nose and mouth. I don't want to be
touched by death.

Silently, the soldiers and I stare at the
pile of bodies that are nearly as high as I am. Many of the body’s
eyes are open, full of fear, just like Aamar was.

The scene just doesn't look real, but the
smell tells me it is. One of the soldiers next to me begins to
vomit at the sight. I am here for a reason…to look for Father.

I quickly scan over the pile of bodies… he is
not one of them. I let out a huge sigh of relief. Death takes its
chance and flies up my nose once again, making my stomach
contract.

Looking at the corpses again, they no longer
look like people. They’re dripping in blood, with parts of their
bodies missing.

“Arh!” I let out a scream as a rat jumps out
from the bloody pile.

“He’s not here; I have to check inside the
school,” I announce. I swiftly move away from the horrid scene that
will be burnt into my soul forever.



Chapter Fourteen

Army of Fear.

 


 


Entering the school, it's clear that they’d turned
this into their base camp. The gym looks like the men were held
there to sleep. Some of the classrooms were the soldiers’
offices.

I search the classrooms for any trace of my
father, but there’s none…except for a pile of clothes in the
corner.

“What’s that for?” I asked one of the
soldiers as we stand in one of the classrooms. I point down at a
table with hand and ankle restraints.

“It’s for torture. Seems like they are trying
to convert them into their army with fear,” a soldier says with a
somber tone to his voice.

“Come on, kid… let's get you out of
here.”



Chapter Fifteen

Friendship Game.

 


 


Standing alone in the refugee camp where the UN
soldiers left me, I decide I don’t want to go back to my town in
shame, or a coward. I cannot face Aamar’s mother, or the others.
All the questions they’ll have for me… I’d have to replay the scene
over and over again.

The soldiers said they will be going back to
my town. When they get there, I am going to lie and say I never
found them.

“Pass us the ball.”

I look around to see where the voice came
from.

“Over here, mate,” another voice rings out.
This time from a boy in front of me waving his arms. A soccer ball
is resting at my feet. I hadn't noticed I was standing on their
makeshift playing field.

The boy comes jogging over to me. “Hi, mate.
You just arrived?”

“Yes, just registered...waiting to find out
where I will be living.” I glance around. The camp is overwhelming.
I’m in awe of the amount of people just getting on with their
everyday life while surrounded by a metal fence with barbed
wire

“Oh, that’ll take a bit. They’ll add your
name there.” The boy points to a notice board. Then he holds out
his hand to me. “I'm Dani.”

“I'm Luko.”

“Do you want to play? We’re a player down…
Zak just left to check in on Jada. You can meet them later. You can
be on my team with Ali, against Haytham and Gerard.”

“Sure… why not?” I don't really want to play,
but I’ll do anything to get the images out of my mind.

And I could really use a friend.

 


 



Authors Note

 


If you would like to find out more about the
characters in the story, check out War
Kids.

 


War Kids
Description.

When Jada wakes up in a hospital, the last
thing she thinks is that her life has completely changed forever.
But when the very real civil war forces her to flee from every open
space, she must use the firearm skills her father taught her to
reunite with him and protect herself.

 


Armed with a single gun and a key to an
unknown locker, Jada crosses Syria on a journey with a group of
children called the Fearless Freedom Fighters.

 


With the leader, Zak, they mount a plan to
rescue their fathers while they try to cope with the merciless
murders of their families. As Jada and Zak lead the group together,
love blossoms, but with soldiers hot on their tail, they need to
stay vigilant in the face of war.

 


War Kids is a story about the Syrian Civil
war through the eyes of a group of teenagers.

 


I hope you have enjoyed the story.

If you did I would really appreciate you
leaving a review on 
Goodreads.

 


You can sign up for pre-release specials at
www.hjlawson.com

Contact me directly at hjlawson1@gmail.com

Twitter @hjlawson1

Facebook www.facebook.com/hjlawson1
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