The Enemy Wars……
……In your Cousin’s House
Jack trudged down the stone path, sweating. Great verb choice!
“Mum, could you please carry my bag for me?” he pleaded.
“Jack, it’s your bag and you have to carry it. You’re going to middle school, and
you still can’t carry your own bag?” lectured his mom in reply. Excellent verb
choice
Jack sighed, his shoulders aching and asked for the umpteenth time- “Why
can’t we just buy a car so that we can drive home?”
“Our house is 20 minutes by foot from school.” His mom snapped. “And
besides, every single dollar we save from that goes to the poor!” she said.
Jack rolled his eyes as he brushed a trickle of sweat from his red cheek. Jack
was an extremely tall kid with rough, black hair. From a distance they could see
Fred, the newspaper man, halting near their house, holding an envelope.
When he knocked on the door, Jack’s mom called
“Fred! I’m here”.
Fred looked around for a second, lost, until he saw Jack’s mom.
“Oh hi, Kathy. Can I give this to you?” asked Fred wearily.
“Sure, Fred” replied mom as they entered the house.
As soon as he reached, he closed the door, dropped his bag on the couch, and
sat himself in front of the computer. After a few minutes, Jack heard his mum
gasp.
“Mmmmmm?” asked Jack, too mesmerized by his game.
“I’ve just got a letter from South Africa! We have got an invitation to go and
rebuild some homes there!!!” said Jack’s mum excitedly.

“Where will I go?” asked Jack, but he feared he already knew the answer.
Somewhere across the country, somewhere he dreaded. His cousin’s house.

He had tried arguing in the past many times. He still tried arguing now even
(repetition) though he knew it was hopeless anyway. Last time he went to his
cousin’s house, his parents picked him up with him soaking in toilet water.
Exasperated memories flooded back into Jack’s brain. And his mom said he
should be happy that he finally gets to go away? Good luck with that! As if he
felt nostalgic anyway.
Despite all his efforts, in a few weeks he found himself on a plane to
Washington.
“All passengers on the New York to Washington UA435 plane-the boarding
gates are opening!” The attendant’s voice echoed through the room.
Jack gave his parents a small heavy hearted wave and entered the long
passageway to the flight.

Jack was angry with himself. Really angry. He should have just pretended he
was sick or something, because there was no turning back now. Jack found his
flight assistant waiting at the entrance of the plane. She was a tall, young lady
with brown hair, and even though Jack didn’t mention it, she had too much
makeup on, much like many other flight assistants.
“Hi” said Jack in a hesitant tone.
“Hello” said the flight assistant politely. “Shall we go to your seat?” “Sure” said
Jack quickly. “Hey, why are we going left?” asked Jack, confused. “We’re in
Business class” replied the flight assistant, grinning at the look on his face.
“What’s business class like?” asked Jack excitedly. The flight assistant merely
replied “You’ll see”. When Jack took a step into the business class area, he was
startled. Luxury cushioned seats with blankets and foldable chairs, and screens
on each of them- like mini TVs. He looked at his flight tickets and saw that his

seat was one just next to a window. Perfect. His holiday could be bad but at
least his flight would be good. As he sat down he wondered where his parents
got the money to put him in business class. I mean, they were saving up money
to rebuild those houses in South Africa, weren’t they? But that didn’t matter
right now. He jumped on to his seat, switched on the mini TV and immediately
pressed OK on New Super Mario Bros. and started playing video games once
again. The flight assistant said “You can’t play that until we finish take-off”.
Jack sighed and put the controller away. But sure enough, in half an hour he
was back on New Super Mario Bros., playing so much as if his life depended on
it.
He didn’t even realize how quickly the time had passed and soon enough it
was time to land. ‘Now here comes the annoying part of my holiday’ thought
Jack, sorry that the flight was over. His cousins did have a New Super Mario
Bros. on their Wii but as if they would let him play. The flight attendant told
him it was time to get up. Jack took out his suitcase from his overhead cabinet
and joined the long queue of passengers to leave the plane. And as much Jack
tried to delay the travel, he found himself at his cousin’s doorstep a few hours
later. He sighed, stepped forward and pressed the bell. ‘Ding Dong!’ To his
dismay, his cousin answered the door. It was a long time since they had met.
His cousin had grown quite a lot. He was six feet tall with spiky black hair,
brown eyes and looked quite burly and muscular. “Hey Pete” said Jack, feeling
like a tiny ant compared to his cousin. “Hey Jack’ said Peter slyly. “Why don’t
you come in?” As soon as Jack stepped in, he heard a faint clicking noise and a
bucket of water fell on his head. “Pete” called Peter’s mom from upstairs.
“What was that splashing noise?” “Oh nothing” said Peter quickly. “I was just
getting a glass of water for Jack and I accidently dropped it.” He shouted back.
“Hey, dude, seriously, no trap here, but do you want to see everyone else
before we go on an all out war?” Jack rolled his eyes. He knew this was going
to happen. Every time he comes to his cousin’s house, it was always a stupid
match between Peter and Derek against Jordan and himself. Actually it was
mostly Peter and Derek trying to dominate them and Jordan and himself trying
to stop them from being so exasperating. Taking off his soaked bag, he went
into the living room where Derek and Jordan sat. Derek smiled as if he was
about to do something evil. “You know what we do to people we hate. Of
course you do. You’ve experienced it so many times”. Jack sucked his breath.

He knew that the next day they would do something or the other to him and
then it would be the all out war. After his aunt came down they had dinner and
then they went to bed. “Good night” said Peter and Derek grinning at each
other. “And Good Night to you, Peter and Jordan. We will see you in the
morning” trying to look innocent but failing to do so.
It was on a Sunday afternoon. Peter and Derek were trying a silly experiment
of cooking a fake meal for Jack and Jordan. But as they did that, they were so
excited they turned the wrong stove up too high and it lit up their cookery
guide to cooking ‘Harmless but Disgusting’ food. Next, there was fire. At first,
Jack did not believe there was a fire in the house after all that they’d been
through. “They’re just lying” said Jack to Jordan. “They’ve probably set up
some complicated trap down there to get us wet or dirty or something like
that”. But when they smelt the burning smell of smoke in the air, their curiosity
couldn’t hold them any longer. They went downstairs shocked to see that the
house really was on fire. “Put it out, put it out” they were all shouting. After a
few minutes, they all scream a victory shout “We did it, we did it!” they
shouted dancing around the house. And soon it was time to leave.
Jack didn’t really know if they had fun or not, but he did notice that for the
rest of the days after the fire, Peter and Derek did not play any pranks on them
again. And when he was about to leave, he got a big surprise. “Why don’t we
just be friends” said Peter and Derek as he was about to step out the door.
“We can’t help but thank you for saving us from the fire. We owe you a lot. I
guess we can stop being enemies now, right? I mean, we did work together” So
Jack left with some ‘new’ friends and a feeling of peace. And that was the last
time the wars ever took place.

