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 Wickedness or Weakness
The streets of Llandeilo are plagued with daredevils. It’s no place for a curious child like Taza, but he skips along with no worry. Normally I’d be bolting him to my side as we walked these neighbouring roads where cars roar endlessly. Today however, my legs have a kick to them, a bounce in my step, and try to keep up with Taza. Children always vim with energy, and looking at Taza, I almost feel like another one of the school boys – innocent. Now I am old. Old enough to be wearing a suit paired with a case and top hat.
	Why do I feel this surge energy? I am not certain. Perhaps it swelled in me from watching Taza skip along in front of me as we walk home from his school.  Perhaps it’s because this is my first day off in years. I don’t know. It’s probably because it’s his birthday tomorrow, and he has no idea about his surprise.
	“You shake,” Taza says in his unique accent, walking backwards, looking at me. He was far enough to make me squint back at him. All I see is a brownish scruffy haired figure.
	“Shake?”
	“Yes. When I am sick I shake. Are you sick, Tom?” Tom’s not my name, but it’s easy for him to say. Before I could say anything in return he turns away, skipping farther ahead, over the hill. Slowly he vanishes over it. All I see before me now are the cars pouncing over the hill, catching airtime as they hurry by. They could hit Taza – I pick up pace.
	A scream. His. My bones won’t move as fast as my mind races. Taza could’ve fallen over and hit his head on the concrete. I stretch my neck as high as I can, hoping to catch a glimpse of him over the hill. Nothing. Or a car rammed into him, and is now out cold, bleeding. But I hear no drivers’ screaming. Someone could’ve seen him and asked too many questions. 
	Then I see him crouched over looking at ants circling pebbles scattered in the path. Relief floods me, but drains away quickly to my laborious breaths. Age is my punishment. My feet heavy as iron. My chest heaving. And still I squint to make sure that is Taza in front of me. 
	“See you shaking.” he says noticing me.
	“I’m aging.” A stone whizzes by me, but I dodged it. Slightly. Taza had slung one my way. 
	“What does that mean?”
	“Becoming bigger, like a man.”
	“Oh. Like…” he goes on to translate my words into Arabic, his foreign tongue, then says, “Aging mean you big man. You do big stuff. My Boba was big man, no one bigger him. You weak man.” 
	I give a helpless laugh, trying not to be hurt by being called a weak man.
	I point at my house, which is on the other side of the street it’s not much of a house, but it’s all I could afford after my service in the military, and leaving the way I did. “Let’s go.” As we start crossing a white sedan creeps up behind, then beeps. “Give me a sec, Taza,” and I go to the driver window and see a reflection of a withering mummy – the window rolls down to the driver staring at me.
	“You alright?” he says dawning a smug smile, and an expectant hand.
	I slip him a fairly packed envelope. He snatches it and counts only about three of the twenty bills in there –
	“It’s not fat enough, I want an envelope fat like you, American.”
	“That’s the amount we negotiated.”
	He eyes Taza staring back at us curiously, a rock being thrown up and caught in his hands. “You sure aren’t feeding that refugee, huh. He’s skinny as ever.” 
	I do a quick scan of the situation, if I give this man anymore he will never stop hounding me… and besides, he won’t actually do a thing. Most people are cowards - that I can attest to. Hence, I back away from his car and go back towards Taza. “In the house you go, Taza,” but Taza doesn’t budge. His eyes are shackled to something. I follow his gaze back to the car creeping up on me as I walk away. I try to stay composed but my body betrays me. Trembling. Violently. I manage to croak, “That’s the amount we negotiated, that’s the deal we struck.” But with the daredevil drivers gunning past us, my voice drowns away. The driver inches closer. Closer. A stone whizzes by my head, and cracks the windshield of the white sedan. Then, the engine is killed. The driver comes out, towering over me. 
	“Lookit, I am going to have that refugee be deported back to Arabstan, or whatever shithole he came from, if you don’t pay me. And it better be double or else I will report your deserting ass too.” His focus shifts to Taza plucking another rock from the ground, aiming, but the driver doesn’t stop stepping towards him. 
	“Taza put the rock down,” I say as calmly as my shaky voice can. But I can see it in his eyes, ferocity. He once held those eyes at me, back in Syria, as I pointed a gun at his dead family. I try to say his name again, but weakness vomits out of me, “Please don’t hurt him.”
	Smack. The fist sized rock hits the driver on the shoulder, only making him more enraged. He grabs Taza by the wirst, and flings him to the ground, then gives him a sickening kick to the abdomen. The driver turns around to me on my knees, an indignant expression on his face. 
	“Look what you made me do, Tom. I didn’t want to, but you made me do it.”
	Behind him, Taza hurls another stone, at him – misses, but the notion enrages the driver even more so he kicks Taza again. And again. And again. I swore to myself that I would protect Taza, after what I did to him and his country. But look at me now. Kneeling. Tears flowing. Can’t even speak for being too petrified. No one else will help those down, that’s something you have to do yourself. That’s why I abandoned my post in the army. That’s why I hid here in the UK. That’s why I smuggled Taza here, to not be a coward, but a saviour. I fling a rock back at the driver. finally he stops striking that helpless, confused, little boy. I fling another at him as he guns it towards me. He drops. Taza’s looking back at me, in pain, but hiding it as best he can. 
	I feel young again as I cook pancakes, for Taza. It’s his birthday today. He’s still clueless, asleep, but I’m hoping the smell of sweet maple will lure him to the kitchen. Someone knocks on the door. Soft, slow knocks. I go to the door to open it, and on the wooden landing stand a few children, presents in their hands. I smile my old smile at them, then look up to wave the parents away, that’s when I notice the officer posted on the other side of the street. He glares at me, holding hand cuffs. I shut the door.

