Even the Heavens Cry
I never thought that I would see the world burning, I always thought that I would have seen it in front of a TV screen, yet, the glass of that screen seems to be completely absent. In front of me, my own home, burning as the smell of smoke invaded my nostrils. The sounds of heavy footsteps accompanying the crackles and pops of wood, the sharp jangling of steel as I could hear voices, speaking in what seemed like an alien language. I could have never predicted what was over the hill, with each step I took, I could feel the scorching heat pass through the air, the small specks of burnt wood floating in the air as my home came into view.
All I could see, through the small openings of my fence, were three scorched bodies on the ground.
My stomach started to squelch and turn, yet no matter what I did, with the small aches and pain of the turns of my bones and joints, I kept staring at them. Their faces were frozen in the writhing of their last moments, their arms and legs were bent in awkward positions as they revealed the melted skin that used to have a cream like colour, only reflecting the colour of red and black.
I couldn’t stand it, my body felt a slow shut down, almost as if someone had pressed my shutdown button and I was merely in my shutdown sequence. But as it started, I could see the gate in the fence slowly open, revealing up close what I thought I would never see.
The man looked tall and built, wearing a uniform with a greyish colour, allowing for the splatters of blood to appear clearly on his clothes. In his hands was a weapon, small in build but with a wooden pump that he gripped tightly. I wish I could have at least seen his face, but all that was there was a black cloth and a helmet. The only thing I could see was a symbol on his chest, a golden symbol, surrounded by the colour of blood.
A hammer and sickle.
Everything became black, only small blurs of the outside world as the sky seemed to pass me by.
“Why weren’t you here?”
[bookmark: _GoBack]I could feel something grab my leg, with its scabby and blotchy hands. I could feel it slowly pulling itself up my body as another seemed to latch on, almost digging its nails into me. I looked down towards it, to only see two black and scorched bodies climbing up to me, forcing my eyes back up.
“I said, why weren’t you here?!”
Which each pull, I could feel my heart begin to scream, yet no matter what I did, I could only stare forward. As they reached my shirt, I could feel the ashes slowly dropping off their fingers with each grab and each drag. The smell of scorched meat started to overpower me until…
I saw its face. No, his face.
“You should have been here!”
His face was almost skeletal, with holes in his cheeks that revealed the inside of his mouth, completely blackened and full of black dust. His eye sockets seemed to stare back, two craters covered by dead skin. Any of his natural features, his pale white skin, his greying hair that still has some semblance of youth, his slightly crooked nose, were all completely gone.
“You should have been here!”
As his yelling and croaking echoed in my ears like a ringing tone, I could see him slowly move his mouth, dragging it closer to me as it opened at an impossible angle, allowing for smoke to slowly leave his mouth as he inched closer to my neck. Closer and closer to my throat as another pair of hands moved my head as if to present me as a meal. Closer and closer until…
“Hey kid! Would you wake up already?! You’re taking up the bed!” An aged voice yelled out.
As I opened my eyes, I could see what looked like an old shack, with its wood visibly ageing and with metal sheets covering holes. I sat up. A man was sitting at a rusty table, sipping from a glass and stroking his bushy grey beard. The man seemed to not have hair on his head, though his hat seemed to conceal that well. His clothes looked rough and patchy, with his puffy jacket that didn’t match his brown cargo shorts, even less with his mismatched flipflops.
“You’re finally bloody awake!” The man said, beckoning me over to him.
As I headed over, I could see him grab a small white and red box from under his chair, placing on the table’s surface.
“Pull the chair up, sit”
I grabbed a chair that was sitting right next to the entrance, setting it down in front of him as he basically forced me to sit onto it.
“Let’s have a look then shall we? Lift up your shirt” I looked back up towards him as he said that.
“U-uh Why?” 
“Just do it will ya?!”
As I lifted my shirt up, I could see bandages all over my body, well, they were more like browning bandages. The man grabbed a pair of scissors and started to cut them off, revealing what were blotches of burns all over my stomach and chest. The man then started to apply bandages all around,  clean and sterile.
“Wait, hold on a sec kid”
The man stopped, grabbing my head and slinging it forward towards his face. I could feel his hand feeling around my forehead as he poked and prodded at a small area.
“Ah, it’s just a scar”
He continued bandaging my body, cleaning around the affected areas with a small swab and water. Each touch felt like a plunge of a knife into my body.
“…Why are you doing this?” I asked. I could feel a shake in my voice.
I expected some sort of an answer. Maybe a shrug from the man or at least an answer like ‘Just shut up’. I was expecting something like that, but all I got was his silence, his muted response.
“Well, that should do it kid”
He patted me on the shoulder, almost making me fall over. As he stood up, I could see his slightly slumped figure, almost as if his back was restricting his movements.
“I’m done now kid… you can leave now?”
His large hands guided me towards the exit, basically forcing me out of the shattered shack.
“Wait wait! What the hell am I supposed to do now?!” I yelled, scratching up my throat with the loud noise.
“That’s for you to figure out now kid, you have all of eternity anyway”
“What?!”
He slammed the door closed, making the whole shack shake and nearly crumble. I started to walk away, looking around at what surrounded the shack. All I could see were trees, trees that almost looked alive, their arms wriggling and waving at the strength of the winds. All I could hear were the weather’s rumblings and the slow noises of crickets.
I didn’t remember this shack being here.
I looked down, looking at the small path that remained on the ground and followed. As I walked, I could see the houses overlooking what looked like a lake, but they were only reminders to what had happened, with the houses being invaded by smoke and the bodies of its residents being sprawled out in the back, with their faces frozen in writhing. I just kept walking, even as I heard the screaming of the residents next door.
I could see a bridge across a field. A bridge that held a claustrophobic fort of people, all wearing outfits of suits and dresses as they surrounded white tables, sipping out of half broken china cups.
“Hold on there, You! Yes, you young sir! Are you here for the festival?!”
A man, bearing a cheery and handsome face, waved towards me, dropping his rough hat as his curling locks seemed to blow in the wind. The others were looking in my direction as well as they all dipped a biscuit in tea in unison.
“Uh… No? I just need to pass through, would you let me please?”
I walked up to the steps as the man let me in, but just as he did, I could feel him grab me by the wrist.
“Before I do young sir, why don’t you be a chap and tell me where you are headed? You seem a bit young to be wandering around alone. Weren’t your family with you?”
The man smiled while his eyes seemed confused. I don’t know if it was because of me, or because of his own face seeming to be in a natural disagreement with itself.
“I’m just going to see my family, all right! Now. Let. Go!!”
The man's eyes widened, looking at my soul through my eyes as if he were a spirit. His mouth then reversed, frowning as he looked on.
“No! You mustn’t young sir! If you do, you’ll - “
“I said. Get. Off!!” I charged my head towards him, letting my jaws chomp onto his arm.
He let go, letting out an “Ah shit!” as I started to run, going past the other formally dressed people and running into small alleyway. I kept running and running until, finally, I was in a large field surrounded by houses and a T junction, and there was my street. 
I couldn’t believe it.
All I could see was a street of uninhabited empty plots, a flat land of burnt down houses.
All I could see were the scorched remains of brick and wood, letting out this smell of charcoal that surrounded me and haunted me. I walked down to my house, with the weather slowly changing and morphing until it was rain, I kept walking and walking, with each step giving me hope that they were still alive, but just as I reached the back gate of my house, I could see what I knew I would see. They were there.
I could see the back gate slowly opening and closing, the lock in three different pieces. I passed through, looking at what was left of our home as I came right up to them. It was them, I could see Dad’s greying hair, hair that he was always so self-conscious about. I could see Mom’s dark brown hair and her slightly swollen hands. She always complained about her hands, asking if we could swap every now and then for a joke.
As I kept looking, I saw the third body.
The body was smaller than both of them, looking like it was that of a teenager. The expression on its face was surprising. Instead of pain or suffering, it was that of lasting shock. As I looked closer, I could see a part of his forehead wasn’t burnt, and as I kept staring at him. It finally came to me who he was, and as I kept staring at him, I reached toward my own forehead.
The small scar.
I looked back up to the sky, allowing the rain to tap against my face.
The heavens were crying.
I sat there for I don’t know for how long until I moved on.
