Imagine if… I were there

by Samira

We are enemies,

Fighting for our own.

We stand there.

Staring, Waiting.

I do not shoot,

He does not shoot. 

We pass.

A grenade explodes.

There is blood, so much blood.

Bodies. Dead.

One is left, whimpering, sobbing.

A gun stutters,

A scream, a yell, 

Then silence.

Silent now. 

Not a whisper.

Not a word.

They might find us.

So silent.

Not a whisper.

Not a word.

A flare goes up.

So bright,

Too bright.

Throw ourselves into the mud,

For the darkness has died

Down,

       Down,


   Down,



Down,

Into the sinking mud.

They shoot.

We shoot.

Then he falls, 

As if in slow motion,

He is facing down,

Slowly, gently,

Like a tree in the breeze.

He thuds on the mud.

With a squelch,

Half-sink, his finger pointing up, 

And I see what he saw,

And I dive into a crater,

Last second,

The world is rent apart.

Is this the end I wonder?

A memory, a tinkle of laughter,

Trickles through my mind.

Freezing in the water,

Cold, so cold.

It numbs the pain though,

Kills it, but I must survive.

I break through,

Smash through,

And the silence is shattered.

I am back,

I am afraid, 

Screams of agony.

Blood is pounding 

in my ears.

Thud, Thud, Thud, Thud.

Mud splatters my face,

I am back, I am afraid,

But he is there with me.

Standing by me.
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