Live hard.

Silas woke to the sound of a thud. Dismissing it as a figment of his dreams he rolled over in his sleeping bad and closed his eyes.  There was no noise for a few seconds until, thud.  This was strange.  There shouldn’t be anything outside except the three sentries.  Silas stared at the canvas side of the tent listening intently for any noises.  Just when Silas thought everything was fine, thud.  Deciding to investigate, he carefully got out of his sleeping bag, stepped over mark, who shared a tent with him, and made towards the exit.  As he stood out in the still freezing night Silas shivered.  He turned away from the common area circled by about 10 tents and looked out into the wilderness.  In the dim moon light he could see the odd burnt out trunk of a tree and in the distance the tiny speck that was the town they had been at only hours ago.  All of a sudden out of the corner of his eye way off in the distance Silas saw a shadow move.  Then it hit him.  Three sentries.  Three thuds.
“Were under attack” Silas roared as bullets started flying past his head.

Silas had lived 19 years in the wastes.  All his life.  He’d been born in them and he knew of nothing else.  The wastes were the desolate areas between semi destroyed towns.  Silas had never laid eyes on a green meadow or climbed a tree that was still living.  No-one had.  Not for over 50 years.  It was 50 years ago that hell had come to earth.  50 years since china had gone nuclear.  50 years since the rest of the world followed.  Then the war broke out.  The war to end all wars.  The war where billions burned in massive nuclear explosions.  Few survived.  Those that did grouped together and formed clans.  Silas had been born into the Iron Fist clan.  The Iron Fists roamed from town to town scavenging what little food they could find.  At the moment they had just left one such town and were on the move.  Then they got attacked.

Silas quickly dived back into the tent to retrieve his pistol.  He whipped it out from under his pillow.  As he rummaged through his pack to find extra ammo Mark grunted as he heaved himself up.  Mark was about 20 years older Silas and was still fit in his middle age.  Finding the ammo Silas crawled over mark and out of the tent.  Staying on his belly Silas wriggled around the tent and looked out to where he had seen the shadows. Nothing moved.  A cloud covered the moon and what little visibility there was vanished.  Silas heard mark and three other iron fists crawl up beside him.
“What is it lad?” asked the gruff voice of Mark.

“Raiders I think” replied Silas.

Raiders were clans who wandered the wastes looking for other clans to kill and steal off.


Silas wiped his sweaty palms on his jeans and gripped his pistol tighter.  Listening for any sound the raiders might make to give away their position the moon came out from behind a cloud and offered some help.  Eyes now searching, Silas saw a slight glint of metal about 50 meters off, behind a few felled tree trunks.  He pointed this out to Mark and the others.

“Ok boys” said mark “on my count. One.  Two.  Three.”

Blam blam blam blam.  There were cries of pain from the raiders as Silas and his comrades got up and started running towards the raider’s position.  Silas started sprinting ahead adrenalin pumping trough his body.  Reaching the trees he launched himself off the first trunk, the charred bark crunching under his feet, over the second.  Firing as he flew.  Another raider fell.  He landed and kept running.  Reaching the third Silas jumped over the trunk, pirouetted 180˚ in mid-air, leveled his gun and froze.  Instead of looking in to the face of a snarling raider.  He was staring at a boy of around 9 years of age.  Landing clumsily and seeing the sheer terror in the Childs eyes Silas lowered his gun.
“I won’t hurt you” said Silas softly.

The child looked a little less scared and got up.  The next seconds seemed to go in slow motion for Silas.  As the child reached full height his head just exploded.  Blood and gore splattering over Silas.  As the body fell limply to the ground Silas saw Mark standing about 10 meters away with his gun raised.  Trying not to vomit as he wiped the brains off his face Silas stared at mark angrily.

“What did you do that for?” he shouted

“He couldn’t be left to live” said mark calmly. “If he escaped back to the rest of his clan they would have mounted a full scaled assault.”

“But he was just a child!” shouted Silas, his tempers rising.

“It was a risk we could not take” mark responded coldly.
Silas’s anger turned to tears as he dropped to his knees.  Mark started to walk back to camp then stopped and turned.

“If you want to survive in the wastes you have to be heartless” Mark said like he had rehearsed this “it’s either live hard or die young”
