All over a Rooster.
I was not one for self-pity. It was actually quite hard to feel sorry for yourself when bombs were being dropped on your head every other week, and most days were a struggle to find food, water or even clothes. I lived in an old house in a tiny inconsequential town called Bexton. Bexton is impossible to find on a map of the world, but it was the difference between life and death to the residents, myself included, of course.

Currently,  my hands clutched at my keys and my beanie was dragged down over my face, obscuring my plain features. The paddock of skinny sheep and chickens I owned was just behind my house. These animals were my lifeline, along with an apple tree. And someone was attempting to steal my rooster. In Bexton there was a gentlemen’s rule: you can steal from anyone as long as you don’t get caught. Normally I would quietly wait for the thief to leave and then thieve the rooster back another day, but today I was tired and hungry.

 Possibly crazy too, I fumbled with the keys in the door and headed out the back to confront my neighbour. A terrified lamb stood by the gate, bleating for her mother. The thief in question was Mrs Wattle, a not-so-friendly neighbour presently attempting to climb over the fence separating our properties. She glared at me and held the confused rooster tighter, lowering herself back to the ground.
“I am perfectly justified in taking this rooster, Jackson. Hoarding animals is a serious offence! I am simply… liberating this bird.” Her mouth was flecked with spit as she spoke defensively, the trying times clearly taking a toll on her health. I almost pitied her, except I was in the same predicament as her, and I wasn’t stealing her food. Yet.

“Mrs Wattle. It is my rooster, you know,” I remarked. No time like the present; she abruptly shoved past me and dashed into the house, catching me off guard. I would have run after her but I could hear the emergency siren beginning to wail in the background, and I knew I had to hide. The bombers always went for houses. Thinking quickly, I dived under a bush, my hands going to cover my ears under my beanie. You can never prepare yourself for bombings. They just happen. So despite having lived through seven years of warfare, my teeth still clenched and my head still rang with a shock when the bomb hit.

I waited ten minutes, lying there in the dirt, for the noises to stop. My leg cramped in an ache of pain as I crawled out from under the cover of leaves, and stood. In dismay, I stared at the destruction around me. My house, the one Mrs Wattle had just run into as the first bomb hit, was completely and utterly blitzed. The shattered glass seemed to wink at me, resting gently in the torn-up grass. All over a rooster. She had paid the ultimate price.
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