Wind and Rain…

Part One:    …on the front lines

By Lupercus Whitewolf

Note: All characters listed in this story I came up with on the spot while writing it, any similarity to anyone is purely coincidental, unintentional and a really rare stroke of luck. If there are any similarities I apologize and please inform me. Anyway, enough of this…enjoy.


The ground shook as the bomb shells fell around me. The dirt mixed with the rain as it fell back onto us. I looked around at the others soldiers in the trench, wiping the mud out of my eyes. The large tiger next to me had a death grip on his M1-Grand; but the fear was obvious in his eyes, as it was with the rest of us. His hands kept shaking, rattling the rifle in his hands. Despite his large stature, he was one of the more timid and gentle of us, this was probably affecting him the worst. I reached over and placed a paw gently on his shoulder and whispered to him, "Don't be scarred Tom, we'll get out of this." He looked straight at me with his emerald eyes, due to the mud that covered his orange fur he was almost invisible except for those eyes, filled like fountains with fear; but he calmed a little. "You really think so?" his voice shook as he spoke. I looked at him in the eyes, I was scared as hell, we might have all just been privates but they still looked up to me for some reason, "Yeah, we have to stay cool, we'll get out of this." He looked almost like a cub as I spoke and turned to look back out onto the field. "Okay Tristan, I believe you." I continued looking around at the rest of the men; all between 18 and 20, all privates, all frightened. Our sergeant was killed a day ago, with no commanding officer they turned to me. My lupine ears perked up as I heard some of them sobbing; I sighed thinking to myself, war is hell. I looked over at Jack; he was trying to get a message to HQ; his rabbit ears could pick up more than the rest of us so it made sense for him to be our radio operator. He didn't need to speak for me to understand, his face said it all; no signal, we were out of range. I didn't show it but I was frightened as well, but they looked up to me so I couldn't show it. I heard a high pitched whistle and understood it; I shouted out to them, "TAKE COVER!!" seconds before a mortar landed about 2 feet from the trench. The dirt fell onto us like a waterfall, my white fur no longer visible from the mud. I looked around to get my bearing; "Is everyone alright!" was the first thing I shouted. Tom looked over at me, "Yeah, we're all right." I sighed; the shell had missed us enough not to hurt anyone. I looked around again, no one seemed injured but I was still uneasy, the bombs had stopped falling. I grabbed my M1 and looked over the edge of the trench, "Get into position! The enemies advancing!" My throat was starting to feel sore from the yelling I had been doing. The others sat up onto the trench and readied themselves. All 9 of us sat there, watching as the enemy advanced. Bill had gotten his Machine Gun set up on its bi-pod, despite the raccoon's size he was still the best with the heavy weapons. The enemy was now in sight, it was now or never, I opened my mouth and howled "OPEN FIRE!" We fired as quickly as we could with the enemy still charging. There looked like there were about 20 of them. "Keep firing, we'll make it out of this together. The enemy was now firing upon us, bullets flew across the field. I could tell form the yelps of pain that a few of us had been hit. I turned to look, but was relieved it was only a graze or arm wound. We had taken out at least half of them; Bill's MG kept jamming on him, "FUCK!" I heard him shout as the MG finally quite, he grabbed his M1 and continued to fire with the rest of us. The enemy was upon us now, only 5 were left though. I stabbed the one in front of me using my bayonet; he fell forward in a lifeless heap. I turned around and saw one standing over Tom, who had fallen back and was too shaken to react. I pulled off a shot at the soldier's head. Tom scrambled to grab his gun and continued fighting. I looked around at what was going on, the enemy troops we were fighting…were just as old as we were, they were probably going through the same fear as we were. The next thing I knew there was a sharp pain at the back of my head; one had gotten behind me and hit me with his rifle butt. I turned around and received another blow to my forehead; I fell back, my vision being clouded by the blood rushing out of my head. The last thing I saw was that soldier getting tackled by Tom; everything started to fade…and then went black.
To be continued…

