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	The blue Buick slowed down about five hundred metres from the house.  The driver and his two passengers looked furtively and apprehensively at the black car parked on the sidewalk ahead of them. There were two men inside, both wearing sunglasses giving them a menacing look.  Their eyes were fixed on the entrance to the house, as if expecting someone to come out from it.

“The sins we excused will return to accuse.  Accusation it shall be today…It’s about time they paid for their crimes,” one of them said.

In the Buick, the woman clasped her hands together.  She was praying for her son.

Meanwhile Dave felt he would not stand a chance of escaping without being spotted if he attempted to leave by the front door.  Beads of perspiration formed on his forehead.  He was more frustrated than nervous.  For the past ten years since that fateful day in the 1960’s , they – the parents, him and his sister, had been on the run; never living at the same place for more than one month, sometimes two when they are lucky.  Yet, the government simply would not give up their chase.  His attitude towards what his parents had done was ambivalent at best.  Their objective was surely commendable and that would be an exonerating factor enough, at least for him and groups of people sympathetic to them.  However, sometimes he found himself asking why he and his sister had to be embroiled in a “mess” that they had not created.  He had once harboured the thought of staying behind yet that was quickly dismissed as unreasonable by his father who insisted on the family “sticking together through thick and thin”.

Dave was a child of twelve when they started their life as the country’s “first fugitive family”, a label bestowed by the newspapers.  It all began with what was known as Day One in the family.  All the details had been etched on his mind as that day had mapped its place in the country’s history as the culmination of a particularly searing era.  He could not forget as he had been a witness to the ugly incident.  On the morning of Day One, he was watching television.  He remembered seeing a big group of angry protesters screaming themselves hoarse in the lawn of a university.  They were chanting the refrain: “Give peace a chance.  Give peace a chance”.  Suddenly, in the midst of the demonstration, gunshots rang out and Dave saw some of the protesters collapse on the grass.  In the ensuring chaos, a hysterical woman ran shouting in front of the camera, “The Guards, the Guards, they used their guns!  They fired at us!  They fired at us!”

Then, the door had swung open.  His parents had rushed in, looking flustered.  “Dave, where’s your sister?” his mother had asked.  Before he could answer, his father had carried Amanda out of the bedroom.  “We have to get going! Fast!”  His voice was quivering.  They were off on the road in no time, to what could be called a temporal life.  With the government agents in hot pursuit, they were forced to move from one town to another constantly, each time assuming a new set of identities.  If they were lucky, Dave could be Tim for about two months or so.  Otherwise, they could be on the road twice in a month. “We’re practically touring the whole country! At this rate we’re going, we’ll run out of places to go to in no time,” his father had quipped once.
Dave did not understand what had happened then.  He was perplexed by the nomadic life he was leading.  However, as he grew older, the persistence of the government in pursuit of them convinced him that whatever his parents had done, it was of grave consequence.  It was only on his seventeenth birthday that the whole truth was revealed to him.

“Dave,” his mother had said, her tone serious but apologetic.  “All these years, we’re been on the run.  You’ve not been able to lead a normal childhood like the rest of your friends.”  She was on the verge of tears.  “It’s only fair you know why.”  Regaining her composure, she unveiled the terrible secret that they had guarded for so long.

The government was after them because his parents had been involved in the bombing of a chemical plant in Texas that had killed six people.  The chemical plant, according to his mother, was in fact a military installation manufacturing napalm bombs that were used extensively in the Vietnam War.  The napalm bomb killed by releasing vast amounts of heat on explosion, burning everything within its radius, from human beings to animals.  The inhumane effects of the bomb together with the grieving families who had lost their loved ones in a distant land spurred them to take the law into their own hands.
“We wouldn’t call it an impetuous act.  We took a long time to reach the decision.  When we saw the widespread suffering engendered by the war both at home and in Vietnam, we thought the ends justified the means,” she told Dave.  After the incident, the government launched a massive manhunt which hitherto had been fruitless; Dave and his family had proven to be particularly adept in giving its agents the slip every time the latter seemed to be closing in.

It was therefore déjà vu this time for Dave in the house as he pondered over how to escape from the two agents.  He walked towards the kitchen, making sure that he kept his head down below the window.  There was a back door.  However, even if he could get out of the house, he could not get out of its compound.  He decided to give it a try.  He crept out of the back door and crawled towards the edge of the garden at the front of the house.  He gauged the distance to be covered from a gap in the hedges that served as the perimeter fence.  He knew he had to be quick.  Stealth would certainly not be needed now.  He did not fail to notice the irony.  He was literally running away right under the noses of the two men. 

He focused his gaze on the Buick some distance behind the black car to forget his fear.  He had never come this close to these agents before.  He was not so worried about getting caught himself.  The government’s target was not him.  It was his parents.  Rather, he was afraid that if he were to fall into the hands of the government, he would inadvertently become a decoy that would most certainly put both of them in a predicament.  He positioned himself and counted under his breath, “One, two, three…”  On the last count, he bolted from the gate, sprinting towards the Buick as fast as his feet could carry him.  He heard the two agents shouting behind him.  “Hey you!  Stop or we’re gonna shoot!”  He did not stop.  He kept running.  He ran hard.  He ran as fast as he could.  Maybe it was to another identity.  Maybe it was a guilt-ridden life.
	5

10

15

20

25

30

35

40

45

50

55

60

65

70

75




PAGE  
3

