David Drabble

Boy

I run like I have never run before.  I swallow the bile in my mouth before I continue running.  The images in my head are disconcerting; it’s as like the world has been turned on its head, with me being the perpetrator.  I stop in my step to the sound of silence.  It is almost as if the whole world is asleep and will not wake up.  Almost.

I can’t remember the last time any one called me by my real name- I can’t recall my real name, in fact.  My memory seemed to disintegrate after the night of the fifth of June.  The images of that night always come back to me, how I escaped is still a mystery to me.  I never remembered how - perhaps they were adverse to killing twelve-year-old boys, if no one else.  I wince. The memory still hurts; the years do not dull the vividness of the moment the shooting started - it is the only memory I can’t seem to block.  My name, nationality, they all seem to have disappeared through the mists of time- it is almost as if I have lived in Bilbao all my life, not just the past two years.  Two years.  Not easy years, living on the streets in a foreign country are never easy.

I blink and look around.  There are no lights anywhere, but I can still find my bearings.  I hope they haven’t found the body- authorities nowadays don’t care how old you are.  I can’t prove my age after all, the only proof that I’m not from this country is a dodgy Spanish accent; I never would have thought Spanish lessons would be useful.

The memory from the alleyway returns again.  Of course, living on the streets brings all sorts of unsavoury characters to yourself, and some grotesque characters – such as the man in the alleyway – want to push themselves on to you.  This man got a nasty surprise, I think with a grin.  Surely he would have known that a rat from the streets would have some means of protection, albeit only mediocre means.  I never meant to use the knife; I only took it as it makes me feel safer.  With dictatorial regimes, like ETA, in the world, you have to look after yourself.  I would be the last person to want to be associated with those scum, I still recognise faces from that night.  Damn, won’t that memory ever go away?  I’ve only wanted to live life in the present, not dwell on the past or think about the future.  Perhaps it’s about time I stopped being naive and start to think about the future.  I don’t have many aims in life – survival, obviously, and vengeance- the two seem to oppose and help each other; I can’t die as I will be denied my revenge, I can’t have revenge as that might involve dying.  I will not let people push me around anymore- the man in the alleyway was the first but maybe not the last to find out that fact.

I recognised the man, even if he didn’t recognise me- no one seems to notice twelve-year-olds, though.  If my father knew what might happen, why did he take us with him?  He thought I didn’t know what he did for a living- he always seemed too shrewd to really be a bank worker.  MI-5, I think with a tingle, who would have thought my mild father would be involved in an organisation so exciting and powerful?  I had suspicions of sorts, only confirmed when I saw the letter after breaking into his desk, I had to find out somehow.  Coded details of a mission in the Basque region in Spain, with a Government seal on the bottom.  MI-5.  Bastard.  Why did he take us with him?  He killed himself and my mother by accepting that mission.  My Mother.  I have to be strong, I can’t let myself cry.  Why should I be a victim and let others oppress me?  I need to bring the fight to ETA.

Suddenly something clicks in my head.  The man.  I have to find him again if I am to get my vengeance.  I don’t know why yet, but I know it as a fact as sure as my name isn’t ‘Boy’.  I turn back towards the direction of the alleyway.  Closing my mind to what happened there, I can do it and find the man.  What if the body has been discovered already? I think in a panic.  Taking deep breaths, I take my first step toward him, repeating to myself that I will not be a victim.  I will not be a victim.  I will confront the bastards and show them what Boy is made of.  They made Boy and they will feel him and fear him.  I look up. I see the still body of the ETA member – I know this now.  ETA control only Spain, but they want too much.  My father knew that, and I know it too.  Ten years ago it was only independence they craved – now they want more.  The world went to pot ten years ago – Madrid found that out the hard way.  

Rooting through the man's clothes, I find his wallet.  Inside is what I need.  The identification card for members that only special members have, upon finding it I slip it in my pocket.  Something else is there too.  A gun.

The screaming as the first shots were fired startles me.  We had walked around the city that day, forgetting about the world’s problems somehow, in the place where they all started.  Walking back to the hotel, we joke amongst ourselves about how my mother’s cooking could solve any problem the world has; my father’s would cause a nuclear holocaust.  As we walked into the hotel lobby room, I look up to see a dozen men with deep-set, expressionless eyes.  My father notices too.  As he reached to the inside of his coat, I stared at the men in the room, putting their hands to their jackets as well.  As I turned to run, the first shot was fired; my mother’s hand went limp as she fell to the floor.  The memory fades after that.

Reaching for the gun, I place it inside my many times ripped coat – the last remnant of that night.  Walking with a purpose now, I stride down the street, whistling tunelessly. Telling myself what I am about to do is for the good of the country.  For the good of the world.  Inside my head, I notice I have reached my destination.  I walk to the reception desk.

Who are you, asks the man at reception, a man who a monotonous voice and deep-set, empty eyes.

Showing my identification, a card with the new symbol of independence, a dolphin breaching the surface of water, I nearly chuckle to myself.  It seems the leaders of the organisation still believe they are fighting for freedom, ten years after they achieved independence.  The man waves me on, telling me to report upstairs on the first floor.

Stopping in my tracks, I ask the receptionist a question.  Where is Talos Rodriguez, I question the man.  Rodriguez is the leader of Basque group, the most powerful man in Spain.

Room 356A in the meeting room, the fourth floor, the man says.  I know it is not my place to ask anything but what do you want with him?

He knows! I think to myself.  I give him the iciest stare I can muster as I walk on by to the glass elevator.  Sweat trickles down my back.  My hand is shaky as I reach for the button, the button that will take me to the fourth floor.

