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Chapter -1

The children by the car
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Musa did not go to work that Saturday. The factory where he worked had closed for the weekend, so he spent the whole day inside his small rented room. The room was quiet, too quiet for a man who lived alone. There was no wife to speak with, no children running around, no sound except the slow turning of the ceiling fan and the distant noise of people outside.

By afternoon, hunger began to trouble him. He had not cooked, and there was nothing left to eat. After washing his face and putting on a faded shirt, Musa stepped outside and decided to walk to a nearby restaurant in town.

The streets were alive with the usual weekend movement. Women sat in front of their shops selling fruit and snacks. Men gathered under trees discussing football and politics. Children ran from one side of the road to the other, laughing as if the world belonged only to them.

Musa walked slowly, greeting people as he passed. Everyone knew everyone in that town. It was the kind of place where secrets did not stay hidden for long, and where every child was watched by more than just their parents.

As he turned the corner near the market road, something caught his attention.

Parked beside a wall was a brand-new black Range Rover, shining under the afternoon sun. Its body was spotless, polished so clean that it reflected the buildings around it like a mirror. In a town where many people struggled to survive, a car like that was impossible to ignore.

Around the vehicle were two boys Musa recognized immediately.

Bismark and Philip.

The boys were laughing loudly, running in circles around the expensive car. One tapped the side mirror before jumping away. The other leaned against the back door and wiped dusty fingers across the smooth paint. To them, it was only a game. To anyone older, it looked like trouble waiting to happen.

Musa stopped walking and watched them for a moment.

He knew both boys well. He knew their parents too. They all lived in the same community, and Musa had seen those children grow from toddlers into playful little boys who never seemed to run out of energy.

He shook his head.

Children did not understand the value of things. They did not know what damage could cost. One scratch on a car like that could create a problem for many families.

Musa looked around for the owner, but no one was nearby.

“These boys will cause trouble today,” he muttered to himself.

At first, he only meant to warn them and continue his journey. Nothing more.

He stepped closer and called out, “Bismark! Philip! Move away from that car before you break something!”

The boys turned to look at him for half a second, then burst into laughter and continued playing.

Musa frowned.

He called again, louder this time. “Did you not hear me? Leave that car alone!”

Still, the boys paid little attention. Philip ran around the front bumper while Bismark jumped backward, pretending to hide from an invisible enemy.

Some people nearby laughed quietly at the scene. Musa felt embarrassed. He was an older man being ignored by children in public.

His voice grew sharper.

“I am warning you boys!”

But the afternoon wind carried away his words, and the children’s laughter continued.

Musa stood there, annoyed, hungry, and now strangely offended. He had only wanted to help. He knew how quickly accidents happened. If the owner returned and found damage, these children would suffer for it.

He took another step forward.

The boys finally noticed the seriousness on his face. Their laughter slowed, but neither of them moved far from the car.

Musa bent down and picked up a dry stick lying near the roadside. It was thin, light, and cracked from the heat of the sun. He did not pick it up to harm them. He only wanted something in his hand that would frighten them enough to run.

“Now leave that place,” he said, raising the stick slightly.

Philip moved back a little.

Bismark, bold as always, remained where he was. He stared at Musa with the stubborn confidence only children could have.

For a long moment, the street became strangely still.The laughter was gone.
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Chapter-2

Musa Loses His Temper
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Musa stood in the road with the dry stick in his hand, staring at the two boys as though they had become strangers in a single moment.

Only minutes earlier, he had left his room thinking about food and nothing else. Now hunger had mixed with frustration, and frustration had begun to grow into anger.

Bismark and Philip still remained near the black Range Rover.

Philip had moved a few steps back, but Bismark stood his ground with the fearless stubbornness of a child who believed no real danger could come to him. He folded his arms for a moment, then laughed again.

The sound irritated Musa more than it should have.

“Why are you laughing?” Musa snapped. “Do you think this is a joke?”

The boys exchanged glances. Philip wanted to leave, but he did not want to look weak in front of his friend. Bismark, on the other hand, seemed amused by the whole thing.

Children often tested limits without understanding consequences.

Musa lowered the stick and pointed at the car.

“If the owner comes now and sees marks on this vehicle, who will answer? You? Your parents? Do you think expensive things repair themselves?”

The boys said nothing.

A few people nearby had begun to watch from a distance. Some pretended not to look, but their eyes remained fixed on the scene. In a small town, even the smallest argument could become entertainment.

Musa felt their attention and became even more uncomfortable.

He had only tried to do the right thing, yet now he looked like a foolish man arguing with children in the street.

“Go home,” he said through clenched teeth.

Philip slowly stepped backward again.

But Bismark bent down, picked up a small stone, and tossed it lightly across the road—not at Musa, not at the car, just carelessly, as if to show he was not taking anything seriously.

The people watching murmured softly.

Musa’s jaw tightened.

To him, it felt like disrespect.

He had grown up in a different time, when children listened the first time an elder spoke. Fear and respect had gone together then. Now, he thought, children laughed at warnings and mocked adults in public.

“Your parents have spoiled you,” he said bitterly.

Bismark rolled his eyes.

That simple gesture struck Musa harder than any insult.

His face grew hot. The hunger in his stomach twisted into something darker. He gripped the stick more firmly and began walking toward them.

Philip immediately moved farther away.

“Musa, leave them,” an old woman called from across the road. “They are only children.”

But Musa barely heard her.

His pride had already taken control.

Every step he took felt justified in his mind. He told himself he was teaching discipline. He told himself he was protecting the car. He told himself someone had to correct these boys before life corrected them in a harsher way.

Yet beneath all those excuses was a simple truth:

He was angry because he had been ignored.

The afternoon sun beat down on the road. Sweat gathered on his forehead. His breathing became heavier.

Bismark finally sensed that something had changed.

The playful confidence in the boy’s face began to fade.

“Musa, I was only playing,” he said quietly.

But by then, Musa was no longer listening with patience.

He raised the stick slightly and pointed it toward the boys.
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“Run home now,” he said, voice shaking with anger, “before I teach both of you a lesson you will never forget.”

Philip turned and took two quick steps back.

Bismark hesitated.

And in that dangerous pause between anger and action, the afternoon moved toward a moment none of them could take back.
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Chapter 3

One Second Of Anger
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And Musa, hungry and irritated, tightened his grip on the stick without knowing that the next few moments would change many lives forever.

Everything happened too fast for anyone to stop it.

Musa lifted the stick, not to strike, but to scare—to drive the boys away from the car once and for all. In his anger, he swung it toward the wall beside them, hoping the sudden movement and sound would make them run.

But the stick was old and dry.

The moment it hit the wall, it cracked.

A sharp piece snapped off and flew through the air before anyone could react.

Then came a sound that froze the entire street.

“My eye! My eye!”

Bismark dropped to the ground, both hands pressed tightly against his face. His body twisted in pain as he cried out again, louder this time, his voice filled with fear and confusion.

For a second, Musa stood still.

He did not understand what had just happened.

Then he saw the broken piece of the stick lying on the ground... stained.

His heart dropped.

Philip, who had been standing nearby, stared in shock. The laughter was gone from his face. Fear replaced it instantly. Without thinking, he turned and ran as fast as his legs could carry him, disappearing down the road.

People began rushing toward the scene.

“What happened?”
“What did you do?”
“Why is the boy crying like that?”
Voices filled the air from every direction.

Musa moved closer, his hands shaking
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