Dinosaurs in Vietnam.


He sat there hunched on the floor, his buddy Patrick dying in his arms. He was Major Duncan Williams. He clutched the entire width of Patrick in his arms and screamed, “Someone .. Please oh God please help, No!”


His body was physically deteriorating itself, so he couldn’t do much, otherwise he would have carried Patrick himself to a better place where there was help. He shifted across the impeccably white tiles, like a cripple. 

A lady passed by. 

He looked up, his eyes pleading and he screamed into her face, “Why wont you help us. He’s dying, he’s dying in my arms! Patrick is dying...”

She looked at him, then looked at Patrick who was still hugged tight in Duncan’s arms. He sobbed, his head lowered looking into Patrick’s face. He spoke between sobs, “Patrick, don’t you die, Help’s here, you see this nice lady…”

He looked up again, but the woman was gone and he was still here, clutching his dying friend on the white floor.

There were people everywhere. His eyes searched them for someone who could help. He yelled at everybody who passed by, he clutched their feet screaming more urgently and intensely as time passed. He grabbed at their coats crying pathetically but they all shunned him. They turned their heads on this man who was crying for help for his dying friend.

“Help us, why won’t you help us! He’s dying in my bloody arms”, he sobbed with sincerity. “Patrick’s dying.”

He refused to believe this was happening. He screamed and screamed. It was like he was in a world of deaf, blind mutes. He was with a dying man in his arms, in St. Mary’s general and no one would help him. Absolutely no one would pay any heed at all. If it were raining soup, he would have had a fork.

He cried louder and screamed harder, “Somebody HELP ME ..” Now coughing from all the screaming.


Finally, after losing all hope he just started screaming like a madman. No more coherence, they were just the screams of a madman. 


The wards echoed with his screams, still no one came to his aid. They all just kept going.

“Bastards, burn in hell ARGH!”, he let off with more senseless screams.

The screaming stopped. He didn’t stop screaming, his throat just gave way. The human body has a limit to how much punishment it can take. The cords in Duncan’s throat were a whisper away from snapping. 

His brain still sent out orders to scream through scrambling neurons, but no sound came out. He sat there, mouth open, vocal cords sticking out of his neck, eyes closed, screaming, yet not screaming.

Duncan couldn’t take this anymore, this was more than negligence, this was pure evil. Their apathy he thought, still cradling Patrick. Why didn’t they care?

“CARE”, he tried but still nothing came out.

Now he was truly helpless. He couldn’t move, he couldn’t scream. He couldn’t get help for his dying friend. His head sank with desperation and the tears flowed, his neurons firing up again, bringing memories to his mind’s 3-D vision.

They had met in Vietnam, during the Great War. He bunked right next to Patrick. They talked to each other every night. They were the reason the other was still sane. Duncan made Patrick swear to him that if he died, Patrick would go AWOL and stay at home, it wasn’t worth losing both their lives to the war. They were friends for life.

They watched each others back’s on every mission they were made to undertake. It was an undertaking of love, of friendship. 

He remembered when the whole squadron had been poisoned by guerillas. Patrick had got better luckily and he had gotten worse and worse. He had become delusional in the hospital. He would wake up in the middle of the afternoon and start thrashing at the air, “They’re trying to kill me. THEY’RE TRYING TO KILL ME…”

Patrick had stood by his side, wet G.I cloth in hand, wiping the sweat, battling the fevers, helping him stay sane. “You look liked a dinosaur fossil”, he remembered being told later by Patrick. “Dinosaurs in Vietnam”, they had joked a week later at the canteen, dinosaurs in Vietnam.

It was Patrick who had introduced him to Fran, it was Patrick who told Fran about his smelly feet, it was Patrick who had stripped the towel from his belly when Fran had come to visit and he had just stepped out of the shower. It was the same Patrick who later joked that Fran had liked what she saw that day.

It was that same Patrick who lay now dying in his own fading arms. It was Patrick, his friend of thirty-seven years.

“No, this couldn’t be”, he thought head still down. 

“NO!”, he brought his head up swinging it violently scaring the few people who passed by him at that moment. 

But still they didn’t stop long enough to listen to his pleas or help him.

His voice now back, he used it more violently and insanely than before, “HELP ME!! IN THE NAME OF GOD PLEASE SOMEONE HELP!”

His instincts told him he had done it this time, he had their attention. He opened his teary, hot eyes to see. 

Two burly men clad in white were walking his way. One of them held a black instrument close to his ear and he squawked something. 

Duncan didn’t care, all he cared was that they were headed this way. He prayed this wouldn’t be a joke, he prayed that this vision was not a dream. He closed his eyes and simply prayed for empathy.

One of the two men, the one with the radio stood to the side, while the other knelt on the floor behind Duncan. Duncan opened his eyes and was about to say something, when his hand twitched. Both his hands started shaking violently. Patrick’s body shook with it. The man was thrown back a bit by this sudden violent shaking. 

Duncan stared at Patrick’s face in disbelief. His body still lay in Duncan’s arms. But now it was cold, all the heat had escaped from it. 

It was still, it had stopped shaking. 

It was dead, Patrick was gone.

Tears came again as this sunk in. Patrick was dead. He lowered his head crying loudly.

“Duncan, its time for supper. Let go of the broom, and come back to your cell. You’re scaring the other patients…”

He heard none of this, as his hand stroked Patrick’s nylon hair. He held Patrick’s stick thin wood body in his arms, close to his heart. He couldn’t feel Patrick’s Shalimar heart beat anymore. He clutched the broom as it were his friend of thirty-seven years.

The other man standing on the side squawked back into the radio.

The man on the floor stretched his left hand out and laid it soothingly on Duncan’s shoulder. “It’s okay man, relax, it’s going to be …”, was all that he could whisper in that smooth voice only a trained father can pull off. 

By that time Duncan’s head wheeled to face the man on the floor with the speed of an insane person. He grinned baring his pigmy teeth. 

“Wh…”, the man had only one fifths of a second. Duncan’s mouth open, canines baring sunk into the bicep of this fatherly figure. In another one fifths of a second, the man pulled back what was his and Duncan tore away what he thought was his. 

In a flat PLAP that sounded like a can of beans being opened with a good amount of beans still stuck to the lid, the bond was broken. The peace though, had been disturbed a long time ago.   

The second man with the radio stood there perfectly still, in obvious shock. Then the screams began. First, the agonizing ones of the man on the floor crawling away on all fours with almost a pound of muscle ripped out of his left arm, and then the shrill screams of a mad twelve year old as he spat out a pound of bloodied, fresh mixture of human muscle and flesh. 

Four more white-coated men who were already on their way, grabbed this struggling twelve year old. He thrashed at the air screaming, “They’re trying to kill me. THEY’RE TRYING TO KILL ME…” He struggled with the strength of forty forty year olds. They held him tight dragging him to his cell. 

He screamed more, “There’s dinosaurs in Vietnam. You killed Patrick … Pay for your apostasy. I mourn not for my loss, but for yours.”

“ARGH”, he screamed half cackling, half crying.

The wounded man still lay there on the floor shaking as the doctors helped. He had already lost a litre of blood. His heart stopped three minutes later, he died shaking violently from extreme blood loss. 

“There’s dinosaurs in Vietnam.”, he screamed louder and more intensely and continued to do so till his throat gave out again…  and screamed when his voice came back, until it went out again.

