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It came down to his life or theirs. John had no choice but to take them out. He used the old dumpster on West Ave as a barricade. Bullets whizzed above him, none came to his position on the ground. His colleagues were being more obvious and drawing fire. This allowed him to get closer to his target.

John aimed his gun and fired. He saw the assailant’s head fall back. Another shooter popped up a few meters down the road. From this new vantage point, John could see him clearly behind a zinc fence. It did not protect him from the bullets.

He despatched the last of them. Because of him, the team was able to secure the location and take down all the gunmen. It had been three hours of hell in the dead of night, but he, not them survived. 

John surveyed the houses on the lane. He spotted a few windows slanted open. No doubt, the occupants were peeping out to see if it was safe to venture out. Soon they would all swarm the streets, screaming about police brutality. But no one would talk to the police about where the guns came from.

John moved through the yards, like a panther, unseen. As he neared the final corpse, he could hear a slight buzzing in his ear. His hands were cold and clammy. He examined the five foot five body, draped over a rubbish bin. He wished he had not. 

Shaking his head in disbelief, as he realised the boy could be no more than 14 years old. All five of the dead, were teenage boys. The oldest could be no more than 16 years old. John felt as if the ground had turned to quicksand and he was being sucked in.

“Adams, Adams!” Corporal Smith tapped him on the shoulder. “Weh yuh deh boss? Look how long me a call yuh.”

John pulled himself out of the memory and focused on his colleague. “Wassup Smith?”

“Man, what’s going on with you?”

“I’m just tired. It’s been a long day.”

“Yuh sure? From di odda day yuh look like yuh got tings on yuh mind man.”

“It’s nothing.” He shrugged off his colleagues' questions.

“Alright, if yuh seh so. Me deh yah now, so yuh can leave and get some rest. Yuh look like yuh need it.”

John shut down his computer and collected his bag from the back room. He was grateful that his shift was over at the station. Since that harrowing incident nine months before, it was hard trying to focus at work. His mind revolved in a loop of torment, almost every minute of the day. It was increasingly difficult to function on the job.

John was alone in the parking lot. He leaned his six foot two frame against the side of his car. He was handsome with an easy smile and unblinking eyes. Many women appreciated his light brown skin, well-shaped lips and slightly muscular frame. John was built like a runner and kept himself in shape by hitting the pavement, rather than the gyms. But he no longer found an escape or pleasure in that activity. His soul felt weary.
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