
Mr. Summers smiled.  

“Bill Hutchinson, please take your family and go on over to the wagon, we’ll wait for you there.” 

Voices rippled through the crowd expressing their feelings with murmurs of anticipation and soft talk of 

wanting to know. Bill Hutchinson nodded towards Mr. Summers and started out of the room motioning 

for his family to follow. A silence settled over the room as all eyes found their way to the leaving family. 

Mr. Summers waited by the black box patiently and watched as Bill and his family left the room, closing 

the door behind them with a soft thud. 

“It is very important that everyone is here today-” Mr. Summers started. He was interrupted by Mrs. 

Duncan’s son leaving the room to tell his father. Mr. Summers leaned over a man in the black suit beside 

him and whispered something. The man in the black suit nodded, and left the room in pursuit of Mrs. 

Duncan’s son. 

The uneasy whispers of the crowd started to grow larger and the people started to shift uncomfortably.  

“As I was saying,” Mr. Summers said, “the population of this town is growing drastically. We expect the 

population to grow-” 

“Who’s we?” someone in the crowd asked. Mr. Summers ignored him and went on 

“-we expect the population to grow over 500 in the next year, due to the plentiful resources here.” Mr. 

Summer stepped up onto a ladder. 

“-the thing is, you see, this area is owned by the Bellician government, and they need those resources to 

provide for our troops in the ongoing war.” Mr. Summers climbed onto a perch above and kicked the 

ladder over. The crowd instinctively stepped back and winced as the ladder fell onto the ground. 

“-and we can’t have an important industrial city’s resources be drained up by the citizens.” Mr. Summers 

continued. The man in the black suit walked back in, along with a few men dressed in camouflage 

holding riot shields, and sealed the door behind him. The crowd, seeing the weapons the uniformed 

men possessed, grew suspicious of what was to happen next. 

“Since we can’t afford any troops to die, the alternative is-” Mr. Summers pulled out a small black 

object. “-you die.” 

Mr. Summers dropped the small black object into the middle of the crowd. The crowd, stunned in 

disbelief, could only stare at the black object, which was strangely turning red. Their minds started to 

break down what Mr. Summers had just said, and a few people started to realize what was happened. 

“Hey, what’s the deal here?” Bobby Martin said. 

Murmurs started from the crowd and grew until the crowd was almost to the point of yelling. They 

never did, however, before the black object exploded and half the people were thrown into a fiery hell. 



A few people got the chance to scream, but their voices were soon blotted out by the gunfire from the 

camouflaged men the in corner. 

Mr. Summers sat, watching, as the last stand civilians were gunned down. The firing stopped abruptly 

and the uniformed men stood at attention, awaiting Mr. Summer’s orders. Mr. Summers himself 

dropped down from his perch. Ignoring the moans of wounded men, he slipped a small hand-held radio 

from the inside of his coat. 

“The execution is complete, bring in the truck.” 

Then, he turned and walked out of the building, brushing past the uniformed men. He stood at the door, 

waiting, until a green truck came down the road and rolled to a stop in front of him. 

Mr. Summers started to enter the vehicle, but hesitated a moment before turning around towards the 

uniformed me. 

“You.” he said, “Give me your napalm grenade.” One of the uniformed men nodded and pulled out a 

cylinder from his belt. He handed it to Mr. Summers. 

“Take care of the remaining targets.” He said, “We don’t want any survivors.” The men nodded and 

walked back into the building. The moment they did however, Mr. Summers pulled out a pin from the 

cylinder and rolled it into the room. It landed with a ‘clunk’ and rolled through a puddle of blood before 

stopping by a dead Mrs. Adams. 

The uniformed me turned, their eyes full of question, but all they saw was the door they’d just passed 

through close. A few of them dropped their guns and ran for the window. Others dove to the corners of 

the room. It didn’t matter, though, as the entire inner part of the building burst into flames. 

The screams of betrayal ripped through the air as Mr. Summers entered the truck. 

“Drive.” he said, and drive it did. Mr. Summers no longer wanted to hear any screaming, and he was 

lucky, for if he had stayed any longer, he would’ve heard the empty screams of his victims. 

Perhaps his victims were screaming for mercy, or perhaps they were screaming for revenge. Either way, 

all their thoughts sang in chorus and harmony one word: 

Genocide. 


