B grade descriptive writing



           

The heat was astounding; the sun having no mercy on us. The overheated stones are digging into our feet, carving its outline onto our souls. This heat was something unusual, sticky and uncomfortable, and the mosquitoes are flying around our heads, as flies entered our mouth. We are anxiously looking out for the Hamashi rebels. The vultures feeding away on dead bodies like they did not eat for several months.

We, the so called Toofai are walking up the rocky mountains equipped with rifles, machetes, grenades and bullet proof vests. Our hats are no protection form the blazing sun. At this precise moment I and the squad are midway through the rough mountain, when I regimented for a break. So I put down my 20 kilogram backpack for support since the heat from the floor was staggering and sat on it, exhausted.  I rested relieved as my back felt so light. Taking off my shoes, I was not surprised that my feet are red and overheated. Feeling angry at this point. I never thought things would be like this, me walking in torn shoes with no socks, on a rough surface, on a steep mountain with the selfish heat having no consideration for me and the others.
“Break over!” shouted Tiger so we got up and continued our march. 
Fox started singing “I don't want a teenage queen, I just want my M-14; if I die in the combat zone box me up and ship me home.” These are our codenames to protect us from our true identities.  Nobody called me Yusuf Omar, I was known as ‘The Black Panther’. Fox thought things are going to plan so I had to give orders. “Fox stop pretending things are alright when we know thing are not going to plan…we are struggling to finish the first encounter which is to climb the mo"untain so how on earth are we going to fight for our territory and win the battle against the Hamashi? If we’re going to win this we need to buckle up and finish this mountain before dawn so we can attack.” 
In spite of everything going on around me I can’t stop thinking about my family back home. I just want them to feel proud of me for once. I know mum will because I am following the footsteps of my ‘precious’ step brother Ali. It is all because of him that I am in this hell seeking revenge. Ali was always the popular child and most loved. I was the silent child locked in the background with the misery of life listening to bombs exploding in the background. I’ve always wanted vile revenge on Ali for the permanent scar he left on my face after knifing me in an explosive rage, just because I questioned him about why he hated me so much. He may as well have left a scar on my heart. Last time I saw Ali was 10 years ago when he chose to go to the Hamashi army. A few years later my dad the Toofai ruler was murdered and I inherited the role however I was seeking revenge on behalf of my dad. 
Ali’s father was a Hamashi and my father was a Toofai. There was a rivalry between them. My dad was murdered a few years ago and I know the killer is on this battle field. I am in search for this heartless killer like a scheming hungry leopard. Rumours say it is the ‘‘Hamashi” leader who killed my dad. If I needed to capture this bloody killer I need to get some answers so the best way to do so is to inform my lethal squad “If you see any half hearted Hamashi correspondent question them about my fathers death and any other information we need to know if they fail to answer torture the bloody fool” ordered black panther.

It was now or never dawn is fast approaching, we are running towards the Hamashi camp as jaguar shouted out “take cover.” Bullets are flying around and whizzing towards us like a massive bunch of angry bees. “Lion Fire! Bear shoot the bazooka at the fitted machine gun quick!” I ordered. I was reloading taking cover behind this stone resting on top of the ground as a bullet skimmed the stone. The training back home has made me into a brave fighter. I don’t now why I’m hiding behind this stone. So I roar out into the middle of the battle field I feel like im in the movies rinsing the 134 bullet rifle in 10 second or less. I am out here for justice and that thought won’t go out of my mind until I get justice for my dad. 

“Constable Panther, Tiger told me to inform you that he has captured a Hamashi rebel and wants you to go there rapidly.” informed Hork Tiger was across the other side of battle field. I had to go to him before Tiger lost his rage and killed the fool. I was running full speed like a cheetah. This guy could have the information which would lead to my father’s death. I am running across the field as I see jaguar lying on the floor with a bullet wound on his leg. He was begging for help. However I ran past him with the thought that if I stopped tiger would have killed the rebel. On the other hand I took a u-turn and helped my fellow friend jaguar. As I tried to comfort him a bullet came directly towards my chest I had no cover in regret I held jaguar and let the bullet go in him instead of me. 

I shed in tears thinking what has got into me; I just killed my own friend yet he was begging for my help. I don’t now what this vengeance had done to me. I got to keep my head up I said to myself. I continued my run towards tiger. “Black Panther over hear” shouted tiger. We decided to ask him question about my dad but he got to brave and I busted his knee caps inside out. Now he new we are not joking and I asked him again “who killed my father sheik Abdi the great” I confronted him. “I don’t know his name but one thing I know is, they call him the Messiah” he answered in fear. “Where is he at the moment” tiger asked curiously. He’s in that tent over there.” I demanded “Is there anything else we need to know.” “Sergeant Panther what are we going to next” “You’re the panther” “Indeed” I replied. “You’re the violent step brother the Messiah was warning us about. “The Toofai are fakes!” Shouted the Hamashi rebel. BAANG! Sarcastically tiger replied “You shouldn’t have said that!”
At that moment I was thinking to my self if I just found out who the ruler is. It’s got to be him. The devious prick that my mother gave birth to unfortunately. So if it is him that must indicate Ali murdered my lovely dad. I know it’s him Ali why didn’t I think of that before. 

 I don’t want to kill Ali however I wanted to take his eyes out and rip his bulls out. I crept into the huge tent when I see Ali on the phone talking to mum. The basted was sitting down singing as he was a bird. However as I was about to pull the trigger He replied to mum saying “No we haven’t captured Yusuf yet sadly, so mum you can’t get it therefore until we find him and as soon as we do we will send you his heart as quick as possible so you can proceed with your transplant.” I crept closer with more vengeance as I am preparing to shoot Ali. Seven men where behind me with their shotguns it was like they knew I was coming. Ali turned around shaking his head and clapping with a grin on his face. I needed to rub that ugly smirk of his face, I remembered my gun is loaded and I fired that venomous gun with pleasure, knowing the consequences will be seven or more bullet in my body however I am willing to die because I  know I took Ali with me.

