Bloodied Alley


There he lay, a poor helpless being in the dead end corner of the ally. The rats and perhaps abandoned pets lurk about here. Blood flowed steadily from the fresh open gash in his stomach, his laboured moans of pain echoed quietly through the pitch black night, which cried in it’s sorrow. Crows alighted above and gave a caw of dismay before noisily taking off again. Their wings fluttered, feathers drifting down to the victim below. Crushed glass was scattered around him, most likely from the drunks who had found themselves in the same alley before.


I walked past, hands in my pockets. I glanced into the alley, and there I stopped. There I saw what I thought was a boy looking up at me weakly. His drenched hair covered his eyes and most of his face. I could tell in what was visible of his eyes that he pleaded for help. But I knew it was already too late for him.


Turning, I brushed my jacket to my sides and head into the alley. Garbage cans were scattered everywhere, their contents spilled across the floor. The smell was almost overwhelming, so I did what I could and covered my mouth and nose with a sleeve. Rats scavenged for anything that remained in the trash. Rain continued to beat down on the city, and run down the dirtied brick walls. 


I kneeled down in the filth and grime, in front of the boy. There were ruined flowerpots that had dropped from the windows above nearby. It was clear that all the plants that had resided in them had died and withered away. Soon, this very boy will have done the same. It would be as if he had never existed in the first place. Just another insignificant human in the planet we call home.


Now he had barely any strength to even grunt. His spirit was fading away, slowly but surely. It was just a matter of time until he fully disappears from this world.


I asked him if he had any last requests, but he only gave me a blank, lifeless stare. I checked his pulse. There was none. I brushed my hand over his face and closed his eyes.


Standing up, I took my cell phone out of my pocket and called the police. I told them about the boy and left the alley. I head on my way as the sirens roared behind me, the red and blue lights reflecting off the drenched roads and sidewalks.


The alley lit up. The police got out of their cars and shook their heads. You could clearly see bloodstains from previous stabbings and fights on the wall. This definitely wasn’t the only stabbing that had occurred in this alley.


Soon after, the ambulance came and took the boy away. They all left, and the ally was lifeless. Not even the rats scurried about. It was a very solemn night thereafter.

