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My summer adventure

The pictures were taken from the Internet.
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The sun disappeared before the dawn behind

 huge clouds. They were so black that the

 morning seemed to be like winter evening. The

 sun itself turned out to be aware of the

 upcoming battle, so it had hidden not to look

 at the blood and suffering of crazy soldiers.
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Our group of “the Red” was sitting on a dry knoll.
 Mushroom rain was slapping our hands and face quietly, trying to bring us to our senses. Stupid rain, the honour and courage of our unit is at stake and we won’t retreat even before the face of deadly danger.

At the distance our enemies, “the Blue”, were swarming.
 They were talking about something, running, consulting
 their commander. It seemed to me, they were thinking
 where to hide their banner.
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−Warriors! Listen to me, your captain! We have come here to win! So stand up against the enemies with unshakable firmness, courage and bravery! Let’s show them the power of our hands! Let them see that they are dealing with strong people ready to win, not losers! 

Our tall commander, of unusual

 physique had beautiful musculature.

 His hawk-eyed look was examining the place

 of the forthcoming battle keenly and nothing
 could hide from him.  His bass sounded like

 thunder in a storm. His very confident strong

 voice inspired courage and desire to win.

 We had hidden our banner long before

 the battle so that not every member of

 the squad knew where it was. Only the

 bravest of us did know. I was among them.
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Suddenly the bugle sounded. It was a sign. The battle began.

Our team stood opposite “the Blue” two hundred meters away. I saw dozens of blue shoulder-straps and dozens of evil filled with rage eyes. But there were some perplexed faces – our team inspired horror, too.

 
The horn sounded for the second time and silence was broken by shouting and screaming. The teams rushed into the fight. A lot of voices were heard from everywhere. 
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    −Hooray!

    −Beat the enemy!

    −Death or bravery!

    −Protect our mothers and children!


I dashed in the battle sweeping everything on my way and tearing enemies’ shoulder straps. So did my comrades. But enemy soldiers were not made of plasticine, either… And many of us were falling dead.


I heard the cries of “the Red” behind me. It turned out, a mad “Red” fighter started to snatch shoulder straps from our soldiers. And then our captain made a difficult decision: he himself snatched epaulettes from that soldier’s shoulders not to lose a battle as he didn’t want our defeat to be a shame.
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The grass was soughing and the wind was blowing
 foreshadowing trouble…
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Suddenly a strong enemy of the lonely desert turned up as if out of the ground. And I couldn’t just kill him, I had to work hard.


His look was very severe, his face reminded an evil goblin and his nose was flattened. The body of this goblin could enclose three people at a time. His big hands as bear paws were able to take down seven people with one blow. Fear started coming to me, the heart began beating the eighth note. The most terrible thoughts generated by fear appeared in my head.
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We were standing only two, there was nobody near us. I shook my head and grinning, dashed into mortal scuffle. … I managed to be alive and scratched his cheek.  The blood was pouring. In a rage, he wounded me fatally and I fell.  
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I was strongly contused. The entire world around me suddenly lost its balance. I was trying to stand up but I couldn’t, my legs and hands felt as if they were getting dumb. Suddenly frame by frame pictures of my life began swimming in front of my eyes. The frames were showing what I had done in my life, what I had no time to do, mistakes that I had been tormented by for months and years and then …  everything faded.
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It was dark everywhere… and only a white dot was twinkling at the distance. Throughout my body I felt weight as if I was carrying a heavy cross on my shoulders but in my head there was the only idea – live. I concentrated all my forces and ran, stumbling, falling and standing up…
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     −Discharge!

    −The pulse is sixty, the pressure is eighty to forty, and the state is satisfactory… He will live!!!

    I was lying in a grey room in an extremely hard bed. Two doctors and a nurse were standing nearby.

    −The state is normalizing…, said the nurse.


It turned out that when I was wounded the team of “the Red” came just in time to save me and they made the enemy run away. I was immediately taken to the sanbat located not far from the front line. I was said to be raveding and crying out different unknown words, stretching hands in the air. But fortunately, I was saved.
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Thanks to modern medicine I was on my feet and dashed into the battle again with two straps on my shoulders. Explosions of mines, groaning soldiers’ cries and shouts were heard - the fight was everywhere. Because of dust clouds it was difficult to see “the Red” and “the Blue”. Many fighters had torn clothes on and there was blood on their faces.
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Suddenly everything changed: the air got clear, dust was not seen, and explosions were not heard…. And the sun appeared!  Everybody saw the captain in the red uniform running towards us. He was carrying the enemy flag in his hands. Enemy soldiers attacked him desperately but jumped from him as peas from the wall; … their efforts were in vain.


−Hooray! Our victory is near! – was heard. “The Blue” tried to attack again, but their last try was a failure.  They could change nothing; the sun was already shining brightly. “The Red” celebrated their victory! 
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The game “Zarnitsa” was over in the children’s camp “Birch”.
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Internet Resources:
№1 
№2 
№3 


 HYPERLINK "http://www.google.ru/imgres?hl=ru&newwindow=1&biw=1530&bih=730&tbm=isch&tbnid=yDpATsLAjabGEM:&imgrefurl=http://bse.sci-lib.com/particle024563.html&docid=803CsyrntcCv2M&imgurl=http://bse.sci-lib.com/pictures/19/01/222569111.jpg&w=500&h=300&ei=vOFmUKF9h9DhBI7XgcgF&zoom=1&iact=hc&vpx=627&vpy=411&dur=114&hovh=174&hovw=290&tx=148&ty=70&sig=118162589165685634137&page=3&tbnh=127&tbnw=211&start=46&ndsp=24&ved=1t:429,r:20,s:46,i:321" 

№4

№5
№6
№7
№8
№9
№10 

№11  
№12 
№13 
№14 
№15 – фото из личного архива автора Ершова Михаила

№16 – рисунок, нарисованный самим автором
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