The Liquid

1955
Aleksandr dashed across a street in Kazan with his friend John. John was an American boy. Aleksandr was a Russian who knew English. John had moved to Kazan, Russia, three months ago because his dad had a job opportunity there. Aleksandr had been all alone before John came.
Aleksandr was sitting alone on a metal swing when he suddenly saw John. He went up to him and asked, “Do you want to be friends?”
John replied, “Yeah!!! You know English?”
“Yes, my mom is American. She taught me English when I was young,” replied Aleksandr.
The years went on, and they grew closer and closer. In middle school, two other Russian boys hated Americans. They were taught to harm them. One day, they saw John walking to school. They pushed him into the road, and then disaster struck. A car hit him as hard as a wrecking ball. He died immediately.
Aleksandr sobbed immensely that night. He vowed never to trust Russians again.

Present Day
“Come on!” said Jr.
“Okay, okay,” said Theo.
Theo and Jr. loved going to the arcade at the mall together. Jr. loved riding his Heelys, and Theo loved riding his bike. Quarters jingled around in their pockets. The arcade was the busiest place in Indiana.
They arrived at the mall at 12:05 and immediately went to the Frogger game. The screen flashed Game Over.
“Awwww, man!” said Jr. He was usually the best at Frogger.
Suddenly, they saw a glowing green liquid behind the machine. Slowly, they struggled  to move the huge, heavy arcade machine to get a better look at the substance. They saw the glowing liquid inside a slender, clear vial.
In the blink of an eye, they picked it up and remembered they had seen it in a book about nuclear weapons. It was from Russia. The vial was leaking, and some of it got on Jr.
“Aww, shoot. Look at my skin,” said Jr.
His skin was bubbling like a lobster in boiling water with extra butter. They needed to find out who was making it, so they went home immediately.
They asked their mom for money for plane tickets to Russia.
“Yes, but who is going with you?” their mom asked.
“Dad!” they replied.
Their faces straightened. Frantically, they went to the airport and boarded the gigantic plane. They landed in Kazan, Russia, at 1:00 a.m. and grabbed an Uber to travel to the city of Sochi.
As they exited their ride, they saw a newspaper headline that read, “New Liquid Created at Russian Base.” It showed a grim picture of the green glowing substance. It was exactly the liquid they had found at the arcade.
After that, they went to the base and snuck inside. They saw a Russian worker.
“Who are you?!” the worker shouted, aggressively running toward the boys.
They ran as fast as they could, but Jr. slipped on the greasy floor. The Russian worker caught him. Theo kept running, not noticing that Jr. had fallen.
Jr. looked at the worker’s name tag. It said Aleksandr.
“Shhhh. The guards will hear you if you talk,” Aleksandr whispered.
“You speak English?!” Jr. said.
“Yes, I do,” replied Aleksandr.
Jr. tried to fight back, but he felt an urge not to fight him.
Aleksandr noticed the boil on Jr.’s skin and said, “The vial was leaking, wasn’t it?”
“Yes. How did you know?” replied Jr.
“I touched the liquid. It burned me. See? I have a boil on my hand.”
“Are you American too?” asked Jr.
“No, I just speak English,” replied Aleksandr.
Jr.’s hat fell off, and he raised his eyebrows.
“Come on, follow me. I might know where your brother went,” said Aleksandr.
“How do I know I can trust you?” Jr. replied.
“I was once friends with an American when I was younger. Two Russian boys pushed him into the street. A car hit him, and he died immediately. I promised myself I would never trust Russians again. So… Do you trust me?” Aleksandr replied.
“Yes, but let’s go find Theo fast. He isn’t the smartest kid,” said Jr., laughing.
Theo ran as far as he could until he saw a room full of big black vines. He stopped and went inside. He accidentally stepped on one. It oozed green liquid that burned through his shoe.
Theo heard footsteps approaching. He grabbed a nearby hoe, lifted his arm, and swung as hard as he could. He looked up and saw a Russian worker with Jr.
“Theo!!” Jr. exclaimed.
“Jr!!” replied Theo.
Aleksandr noticed nearby dynamite and grabbed it. He picked up a lighter and said, “Run as fast as you can and get back to America. Don’t worry about me.”
“But… What about you? Are you just going to blow yourself up?” Jr. asked.
“Yes. I have done many bad things in my life. It’s time for me to go,” Aleksandr replied.
Theo said to Jr., “Come on, we’ve got to go. I have plane tickets to America.”
Aleksandr lit the dynamite, and Jr. and Theo ran.
SSSSSSSSSS… BOOM!!!!!!!!!!
Theo took a taxi to the airport, watching the base explode with Aleksandr inside.
But little did they know, Aleksandr survived and escaped. He went on to live a long life.
Theo and Jr. set up a small funeral for Aleksandr. Theo grew up and became an engineer. Jr. became a scientist.
Aleksandr sadly died 20 years later. Aleksandr is always watching them from Heaven.
But the Russians are still making nuclear weapons to bomb America.
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