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In society’s quest for unity, equality, and inclusiveness, they have created disunity, inequality, and exclusiveness. For when you start stripping away things like gender, race, colour, age, and physical appearances, and start replacing words with generic words, or trying to dictate words, that can, and can’t be said in order not to cause offence, then you find people who feel as though they are unseen, and unheard. You in effect create a society of faceless people.

Yet it is in our differences that make us unique, and it’s our uniqueness that should be celebrated, and uplifted. It is our differences that brings beauty into the world.


	

*** I ***

*Boooooom*

Trae jolted upright in bed; his heart thumped loudly, as he scrambled underneath the bed. What the hell was that? He waited for a few minutes before he edged his way back out. He sniffed the air as he put his slippers on. Smoke!

He shivered as a gust of wind blew across his body. What the? The light from the streetlight outside his bedroom window, shone through the ripped curtain, and reflected off broken pieces of glass, that lay strewn across the floor. The sound of sirens echoed in the room. As emergency vehicles drew closer; their blue and red lights lit up the room like a disco.

Trae looked out of the window, as he heard voices yelling at each other. My car! He pulled his dressing gown on as he ran out of the unit, outside, to where the firefighters were finishing hosing down the burnt remains. ‘My car!.’

‘Is no more’ the chief firefighter patted Trae on the back. ‘Cheer up, we saved the unit.’

‘I had one payment left.’ Trae walked slowly back into his unit, occasionally stopping, and turning, to look at the smouldering wreck. One payment, and she would’ve been mine. He sighed, and shut the front door.

Stop it. I’m being transferred. It’s all good. He smiled as he changed into his uniform. This next move is going to be awesome. No more unsettled weather. The island was a pleasant twenty eight degrees, all year round, or so General Melon had said.

Trae started to sweep up the broken glass, as the rays from the sun that had started to rise glittered off the shards. He was glad that the room was barren. Now that his belongings were gone, only the essentials remained, his bed, and a cupboard, which was good, as it meant, that he didn’t have to worry about finding glass bits in his belongings.

He finished sweeping the glass into a pile. That will have to be picked up when they clean the place. He walked over to the bedroom door, and shut it, so that he could look in the mirror that was attached to the back of the door. He twisted to the left, and then to the right, making sure that every crease of his uniform was perfectly done, just as he had been taught, when he first joined the army, much to his parent’s horror.

Those free, peace loving hippies. His phone rang. Not answering it he let it go to the answering machine. ‘Moonbeam’ he cringed when he heard his father’s voice say his birth name ‘your mother and I are so worried about you. We don’t like the idea of you transferring yet again.’

And I hate the name you called me. He ran his hand over his shaven head. Small spikes of black hair had started to grow again. I really should get my hair shaved again. Perfection, everything had to be done to perfection, or should’ve been done to perfection. It was a shame that people didn’t appreciate the order that was instilled in the army, or tried to be. They didn’t understand his need for order, or the respect that he was looking for.

Trae sighed. The army has certainly changed since I joined. Maybe it was because there had been no major wars, well, apart from a few incidents, with some medical faction; the years had been pretty calm, but now, things were finally looking up. Yep – a new job, a new base, a new beginning, and a new chance for some respect. Finally things are looking up.

He straightened his tie for the umpteenth time, and wandered around the empty unit. A momentary touch of sadness entered him, at the thought of leaving the place, that he had called home for the last eight years.

The barracks were great, for the few months of the year when they trained, but he did prefer his unit, where he could be alone, and away from his fellow soldiers. A shiver ran down his back. How the last lot even enlisted, he had no idea. Some of them he was sure were certifiable.

‘Hang on’ he called out, as someone knocked on the door. He took a final look in the mirror. Yep, I’m looking pretty sharp today. He opened the door, and saluted the cadet, that was standing there, with his hand already raised, to salute Trae.

‘Here, let me, sir’ the cadet took the suitcase, that Trae had picked up.

This is going to be a good day. He locked the door of his unit, and followed the cadet to the car. He sat in the back seat, as the cadet put his suitcase in the boot. The sadness that he had felt lessened, as the excitement of what lay ahead, filled its place. This was the beginning of a new adventure. He was sure that he had made the right decision.

‘Are you ready, Sir?’ the driver slowly began to drive forward.

Too bad, if he wasn’t but he was ready, he was very ready. ‘Yes, yes I am thank you.’ This was it. The car slowly picked up more speed. No turning back; this is a new beginning, and about time. Alone with his thoughts, his mind drifted back to the meeting he had yesterday, in General Melon’s office.

‘Did you get the file that was sent to you?’ General Melon started to sift through the piles of paperwork on his table. He started to throw some of the files on the floor ‘Because I can’t find it at the moment.’

‘Yes I did.’ Trae shuddered at the mess the general was making, and wondered how anyone so disorganised, could become a general.

General Melon scratched his head. ‘I know what you’re thinking, Trae.’

I seriously doubt that.

‘You think that this office is a mess.’ General Melon spun his chair around, so that he could pick up a pile of files, off the small filing cabinet that was behind him. He spun around, and put them on the table, in front of him. ‘I know your penchant for order. I can see it on your face; you think this office is a mess.’

Trae looked around the office. Everything was in disarray. Files were piled high on General Melon’s desk; piles of files littered the floor, and the tops of the filing cabinets in his office. The only thing that wasn’t out of place was a replica of one of the planes used in the war, although which one he wasn’t sure, was hanging from the roof. ‘That would be rather presumptuous of me, sir.’

‘This is not a mess.’ General Melon threw a file on the floor ‘This is organised chaos. I know where everything is. Well, at least in the general direction.’

Trae didn’t say a word as the general kept rambling. He wondered how old the general was. The general’s voice sounded so ancient, but no one, that Trae had talked to, could remember when the general first arrived. All they knew was that it was a long time ago. The general just seemed to always be there; maybe it was his fitness regime that kept him so fit.

‘Well, what did you think?’

‘Are you serious?’ Trae’s voice came out a little higher than he had hoped. He relaxed for a few moments before speaking again. ‘That place looks amazing. Are you sure you sent me the right file?’

‘Ah, there you are.’ General Melon picked up a file, and handed it to Trae. The photos that were in it fell out as Trae took hold of the file. ‘You tell me.’

Trae looked at the photos. They were all there, the same pictures that were in the email. He stared at one of the photos that showed an island. It seemed so idyllic, so peaceful, the white sand, and the palm trees. He closed his eyes, and pictured himself, sitting on a deckchair on the beach, sipping an iced tea, with the evening breeze blowing gently over him.

He sighed, opened his eyes, and read the description of the island. Population: 4669, Temperature: average 28 degrees all year, Area mass 2205 kilometres square. Access: there is a landing strip for planes, or a jetty for boats to dock at. The island has one main road with other access roads to get to the various buildings, and dwellings, surrounded by white sand, many palm trees, and other native vegetation.

Roads and housing have been kept to a minimum to ensure the Eco system is not destroyed. Animals: Apart from a rare species of owl, there are no animals on the island, and none are allowed.

A smile grew on his face as he looked at the other photos. The shopping centre, the park – oh, that looked so nice with its green grass, and a fountain, of what strangely looked like an octopus, seemed to be in the middle, with a walkway that meandered its way through the park.

Then there were the banks, pizza places and a doughnut shop, a bowling alley, the Olympic sized swimming pool, and the barracks. It was all there, it seemed, as though every convenience that was possible, had been thought off, and was there. I really like those barracks. They look so clean, and neat. Everything about the island looks perfect. The people must be awesome to work with. Unlike the idiots and lunatics I have to deal with in my current unit. Especially Peter.

A cold shiver ran down Trae’s back. That guy thought that he was a motorbike. All day, every day was the same. Peter would run around as though he was a motorbike. His arms were outstretched behind him; his hands were continuing moving as though he were being revved up. And the noises Peter made. He was good at sounding like a motorbike. And the rest of the crew, always trying to ride Peter.

And, it was funny, for the first week or two, but after three months it was getting scary. It was obvious the guy was insane, but General Melon had said that the army was now progressive. So much so that no one was turned away for their beliefs, even if they did believe they were a motorcycle.

He was so thankful that he had his unit to escape to, but he dreaded returning to the barracks, especially, if his services as a medic were called upon. Trae still couldn’t believe it the day, they called him to the barracks, because Peter had somehow run out of fuel.

Trae couldn’t believe what was said when he answered the phone, and had to ask ‘What?’ several times. Even when he told them that it was impossible for Peter to run out of fuel, they wouldn’t listen, and insisted that it was true.

He wondered what they were on, but when he arrived at the barracks, they all seemed quite sane, and not under the influence of anything, but they wanted to help Peter. That was the final straw – watching someone put a funnel in Peter’s mouth, and tipping fuel down it to refuel him, instead of sending him to a hospital.

That was when he started to request a transfer. He liked order, but he liked sanity – his sanity more. And on this island, everything all looked new, and well cared for. There seemed to be every convenience that a person could want. ‘It looks fantastic’ Trae handed the photos back and sane.

‘Great.’ General Melon pulled out a piece of paper and signed it. ‘Because your whinging, I mean, your request for a transfer has been approved. ‘But, Trae this is the last time. This is the only unit that wants you.’ He handed Trae the paper. ‘Just sign at the bottom of the transfer request, and the confidentiality clause, and it’s done.’

Absolutely Trae signed the paperwork so fast that he didn’t bother to read the confidentiality clause. He’d seen enough of them that he knew the gist, although as he skimmed across the page, he did see something about not taking photos, but he didn’t care. He was being transferred. He was out of there.

‘So, exactly where am I going?’ Trae handed General Melon the papers he had just signed.

‘That’s top secret information. What I can tell you is that your med skills will be used. Oh boy, will they be used. Heh heh heh, I mean all you need to know right now, is that we’ll send a truck to pick up your belongings, and a car will take you to the transport that has been arranged, to take you to the island.’ General Melon stood up, his six foot five frame easily dwarfing Trae’s five foot ten, and held out his hand for Trae to shake. ‘I can’t wait for you to meet the Brigadier. He’s, um, unique.’

A jolt knocked Trae out of his reverie. ‘Sorry about the speed bump’ the driver apologised ‘we’re nearly at the docking point.’

Trae looked out of the car window. Oh, I’m at the port – must be catching a ship to the island. Wow, he saw they were heading towards one of the newly built destroyers. I’ve always wanted to go on one of those. They had the latest computer technology available, and could transport a huge array of weaponry. Things were looking up. Hang on. What? Confused, Trae watched as the car passed by the destroyer. But, but Trae twisted himself around, and saw the destroyer getting smaller as they drove further along the docks.

The car finally pulled to a stop. ‘Here you go, Sir.’

‘Where’s the boat?’ Trae opened the car door, confused at where he was ‘shouldn’t you have stopped where the war ship was.’

‘I don’t know, I just drive, but the group you’re travelling with is standing over there, waiting for you.’

Trae pulled his suitcase out of the boot, and slammed it shut. He walked over to the group, and saluted the lieutenant. The lieutenant’s mirrored sunglasses, caught the rays of the afternoon sun, and momentarily blinded Trae. ‘Now that we are all here’ the lieutenant saluted Trae, who had already raised his hand, to salute the lieutenant. ‘It’s time to board your vessel.’

Vessel, what vessel? Trae heard a groan, and looked in the direction of the noise. What the ... is that someone unconscious on the ground. He hurried over to where he saw a man lying on the ground where the groups baggage was sitting. He hadn’t seen him when he first arrived because of the brightness of the sun. ‘Is he alright?’ Trae addressed the lieutenant.

‘He’s been sedated for the trip’ the lieutenant replied, as he took off his sunglasses, and wiped the lenses.

‘He’s coming to!’ one of the soldiers yelled.

‘Hold him down’ the lieutenant, reached into a bag that sat at his feet, and pulled out a tranquilliser gun.

‘Wait’ Trae stood in front of the man that was slowly stirring ‘what are you doing?’ ‘

‘Colonel, get out of the way.’

‘You can’t shoot him’ Trae said

‘He’s getting up’ one of the soldiers called out.

‘Stand aside, colonel’ the lieutenant warned as he raised the gun to fire ‘that is an order.’

‘Lieu..’ Oh, he means it Trae leapt out of the way, just seconds before the lieutenant pulled the trigger.

‘Bullseye’ the lieutenant laughed as the man slumped back to the ground ‘that should keep him quiet until you lot reach the island. Now get aboard’ the lieutenant put the gun back in the bag.

‘Hey, what are you doing?’ Trae yelled as the men rolled the unconscious man over the edge of the wharf. He looked over the edge, and saw he landed on a barge.

‘Don’t worry about him’ one of the men climbed over the edge, and started to climb down the rope ladder that was attached to the dock ‘he doesn’t feel a thing.’

Were they serious? Trae looked at the barge. Oh boy! This thing looks like something from the ark. Trae looked at the helicopter that was sitting in the middle of the barge. This looks like one of those old wooden fuelling barges I read about, when I studied history at school. But that helicopter, that looks like something out of the museum.

Trae threw his suitcase onto the deck, and climbed down the ladder. Surely this must be a test. It was the only logical explanation. Yes, that was it, wasn’t it? He jumped onto the deck, the boards creaking under his weight, when he landed.

‘I can’t believe they, made us climb a rope ladder’ Trae spoke to no one in particular. He shook his head as he watched his suitcase being put aboard the helicopter.

‘That’s nothing.’ One of the soldiers said ‘this was designed by a certain engineer of ours; I’m surprised the thing floats.’

This was designed by an engineer. Trae looked around An engineer! In what? Trae sighed as they cast off. Did General Melon even know about this? Well, as soon as we reach the island, I’m going to send in an incident report, to General Melon, to make sure that this never happened again. What were they thinking?

The barge creaked, and groaned as it rolled up, and down with the waves. Oh man, this thing sounds like it’s on its last legs. Up and down, up and down, the men were starting to look a little green. Sea sickness; Trae understood it only too well, even he, had trouble keeping his insides in.

He found a spot to lie down, on the deck, and let himself, roll with the barge. It was an old trick that he had learnt from some seafarers, several years before. He didn’t believe it when he was first told about it, until he tried it out, and was surprised at how much it helped.

He tried to tell the others, that if they lied on the deck and rolled with the barge, the seasickness would go, but they wouldn’t listen. They were more content to lean over the side, and throw up, rather than listen to him.

They were all looking forward to getting off this floating wreck, but hour after hour, it kept plodding along, as it rose and fell with the waves. The darkness of night enveloped them, the silence broken by the sounds of the men, who kept throwing up. Trae listened to the men all night, amazed that they had anything left to vomit up. But continue they did, until the morning broke.

‘Well, aren’t you a sorry, looking bunch!’ The lieutenant had come out of one of the cabins that was on the barge, and stood staring at the men, most of who had now collapsed, exhausted from their vomiting marathon. He took his sunglasses out of his pocket, and put them on. ‘I hope you lot can hold your guts in, long enough to go on a helicopter ride.’

‘You want us to go in that thing?’ Trae shuddered visibly. Surely this was a dream. It had to be. No, this was worse than a dream. When am I going to wake up from this nightmare?

‘Yes, it should make it to the island’ the lieutenant signalled one of the crew, who went to the helicopter, and tried to start it. ‘He should get it going soon.’

‘What if I decide I don’t want to go?’ Trae baulked at the thought of getting on the helicopter.

‘Well, that could be a problem, colonel. We’re sinking this barge as soon as you lot get off.’

‘What? Why are we sinking it?’ 

‘Well, Colonel Trae, there’s a few too many design flaws with it, if you must know.’

‘So, you are coming with us?’ Trae inquired, his moment of relief was short lived, as he heard the lieutenant laugh.

‘Are you crazy, colonel? No, I’m returning to the mainland.’ The lieutenant pointed out to sea. ‘In fact, if you look over there, you can see my ride heading this way.’

In the distance Trae could make out a warship coming towards them. ‘Sir, can I come back with you?’

‘No. You have the choice of going to the island, or staying on the barge, which we’re going to blow up.’

‘That’s not fair, sir.’

‘Now, colonel, you knew this was a one way ticket.’

‘What? No I didn’t.’

‘Oh.’ The lieutenant shrugged ‘You do now.’

Some choice Trae looked at the others who had boarded the helicopter. Sighing he turned, and made his way to the last seat that was vacant. There was no turning back, but man this thing doesn’t sound safe. I hope the island isn’t too far away; I’m sure I saw some wisps of black smoke coming from the rotor blades when they started to turn.

The thumping of the blades echoed in the cabin. Trae rubbed his forehead with one hand, and looked at his watch. It had been three hours since they left the barge. No wonder he had a headache.

He wondered how much longer the trip would be, as he looked down at the ocean below. If he didn’t have such a massive headache, he would probably have enjoyed, looking at the depth of blue that the water wore.

The helicopter started to drop altitude. Great, we must be nearing our destination. Either that, or the helicopter is going to crash, and we’ll be swimming to our destination. But the helicopter seemed to be holding out okay. No, we must be nearing our destination.

He leaned out of the doorway to see if he could see anything. A strip of white seemed out of place amongst the blue of the ocean, but there it was. The island – they were nearly there.

And, yes, he could just make out green blobs. They have to be the tops of the palm trees; oh, that looks so nice, they almost seemed to be beckoning them to land.

The island came into full view as they approached the landing strip. Sandy beach lay on either side of the landing strip. It was so nice, so white, so like the photos that he had seen, he looked forward to landing, and finally getting off the helicopter. A groan interrupted his thoughts. He looked over at the unconscious man who had started to stir.

‘Oh, no, not now’ one of the soldiers muttered. Trae looked at the other him, and then at the rest of the crew, that’s odd, why do they look so scared.

Whoa, what was that? An object flew past Trae. Instinctively he reacted, and kicked out at it. His intention to kick it out – a failure – as his foot connected, and booted it, into the front with the pilot. A deafening explosion blew out the front of the helicopter, taking the pilot with it, and sending the rest, plummeting to the ground.

Screams echoed in the air, as they held on tight. Trae tried to grab one of them as he fell out, but Trae couldn’t keep his grip, and he watched the soldier fall to his death. This is it! We’re all going to die!

The sound of metal crunching, echoed in Trae’s head, the acrid smell of smoke from something burning, penetrated his nostrils. He opened his eyes. I’m still alive. How? Trae realised that he had to get out quickly, before the fire took hold. A moan alerted him that someone else survived. He crawled over the wreckage to where the moan had come from.

Trae helped the man to his feet, put his arm around the man’s shoulders, to help support him, and walked towards a minibus that appeared to be waiting for them. Every step, Trae took, sent an agonising spurt of pain through him. Ow, I must’ve broken something.

The driver of the minibus ran towards him. ‘Here, let me help you’ the driver urged as he stood on the other side of the injured man, as a few more small explosions echoed around them.

‘You take him.’ Trae relaxed his grip ‘I’ll go see if someone else survived.’ What was going on? What were those explosions?

‘It’s too late for that. Hurry, get in!’

‘No. I ...’ Trae turned, and looked at the wreckage. The flames had now surrounded the crash site, and were increasing, in their ferocity. I can’t do anything to save anyone. He limped badly as he followed the driver to the minibus, and helped to put the injured man inside.

Trae had barely seated himself when the driver took off. They hadn’t got far when a huge explosion echoed in the air. He knew the helicopter had finally blown up. Sirens echoed as fire engines sped passed them, heading towards the burning wreckage.

Better late than never I guess. He looked at his uniform now torn and shredded. He caught a glimpse of his face in the window. There was a lot of blood, but he was sure that it wasn’t serious. He sat back and watched the buildings pass by, as the bus made its way to the base.

People, seemed so happy, as they went about their business. There was a calmness that belied his arrival. The place looked so much like the photos – so peaceful, so idyllic, everything in order; it was so nice and new. He looked out of the window on the opposite side to where he was sitting, and saw the shopping centre as they passed by.

He looked back out of the window near him, and saw the park. Trae looked at how green the grass was. It was too green, and perfectly manicured, separated only by the cement walking path that wound its way through. Maybe it was that – fake grass. But still, it looked so serene and peaceful.
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