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The Siege of
Rome

 


I was nearly breathless when it happened. I
watched from my window as a large shadow covered the sky. If you
concentrate closely, the shadow appeared to be made up of little
black dots and some other colors. I stood by the window, me and my
ma and my sister and my brother and my grandpa and my papa.
Everything went silent and the electricity went out. I leaned over
the balcony to see the buildings on the Ponte Vecchio and
everywhere else. The crowd were gazing at the sky and the traffic
of cars had come to a full stop. Nothing worked. Slowly, the moon
became visible only slightly, and out of nowhere the shadow burst
into a million flying bugs like an erratic swarm of hell. It was
then the revelation became clear. One of the ‘bugs’ that came at me
was a dragon! I ran inside and shut the patio door but the
ferocious dragon broke through the glass. This one had no arms but
dangerous claws for gripping. It roared at us as we scurried away
from it.

The front door broke open and another
dragon, this one using its wings to walk, had tried to spray us. I
guided my family to the other door and we ran down the stairs of
the shabby apartment we call home. We ran as fast as we could and
the dragon clumsily followed, hitting the wall and scratching at it
just to try and climb on it and eventually tumbling into us. We all
managed to hold onto the banister as the dragon tumbled past us and
into the gaping. I swiped the long hair from my face and caught my
breath. We continued down the stairs but as we progressed they
became packed with other desperate people like us trying to reach
the safe room. When we did manage to get to the safe room the door
was already open and an old man was ushering the people in. my
little brother made it in first, and then my mom and sister, my
grandpa and papa. As I made my entry I was suddenly grabbed from
behind by a dragon’s fore claws. My mama grabbed me by the hands,
and everyone came to help. The old man pushed her out of the way
and slammed the iron doors shut. The dragon tried to escape with me
but its head was caught between the banisters. I stabbed its leg
with my father’s pocket knife and it screamed shrilly and threw me
against the wall. I took a quick glance at the creature and spun
off downstairs to the furnace room. It didn’t dare follow. I know
why the dragon sought out this building.

Many years ago, when I was a child, my
father and his friends were dragging in a huge alien princess they
caught in a net. They told me to never go near it. I didn’t listen.
I visited the creature in the furnace room they held her in, and
she revealed herself to me as ‘The Crotonian Queen.’ The chains
were made of strange plasma-scientific stuff I couldn’t grasp.
Touching it burned my fingernail off. Now I realize she is what
they are here for.

 


* * *

 


For seventeen days we stayed in our
apartment building. We boarded up the walls and doors and made a
small hole in the cellar for escape. For days we ate nothing but
oatmeal, polenta and canned vegetables. For seven days we heard
them outside. They screeched, they roared, they yelled. On the
eighth day it ceased. We heard nothing. I sat in on the bed in my
mother’s room. She was brushing Narcissus’s hair. It was the first
time I ever saw her look so distraught. I could read her mind and
pick up her thoughts, but that would be an invasion of privacy. The
extreme summer heat had us sweating profusely. Mother wore an old
pair of jeans shorts that she found and wore a white tank top. Her
long sandy-brown hair was slowly starting to frizz up. I used my
(now deceased) Grandmother’s fan to cool myself. Ever since the war
we had not heard any outside communication of any kind. On day
three we were watching old episodes of SpongeBob to calm ourselves.
Then suddenly the TV station went blank and it started broadcasting
that colorful visual that signaled the death knell for TV.
Narcissus began to cry, and I saw mother hold her tightly. At that
time the dragons were dousing the city with fire. My dragon,
Kunell, hadn’t turned on me yet.

On day four we listened to a man’s news
broadcast on the iPod dock radio. I remember it so clearly:

 


Today as I wake, I hear the creatures from
above screaming as they douse the world’s major cities in fire. Who
knew our dear dragons would turn against us? Have they no will
power at all?

Anyway…

I went outside today. Yeah, shocking! I know.
My intentions were to buy ice cream from the nearest gelato cart I
saw. Guess what I saw: nothing!

The city wasn’t even on fire.

 

I explored around a bit and now I have come
to a conclusion: only part of the country is under fire. So where
is everyone? I’ll get to that part.

I took a stroll around and saw this huge huge
HUGE castle in the center of Rome. I saw those weird
humanoid-dragon soldiers taking people into the castle. These
people were chained up like slaves. I wanted to get a closer look
at it, but a dragon spotted me. You know I ran like hell. I have
since moved from my old location, thus explaining why I did not
come on at 4 o’clock as usual. You know what I miss? My quiet life.
I have a makeshift map of this country and all its safe
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