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The day started like most days in the boring village of Halden, with Torgrim waking up early and heading downstairs to breakfast. He stomach began to rumble as he smelled the sausage and biscuits his mom Kjersti had made. “Sit down son, I won’t have you running out of the house not properly fed.” She nags at him and he responds “Thank you, it smells delicious”. Hungry but excited to meet up with his friends Torgrim quickly eats his breakfast and then rushes out of the house to meet his friends Tyren, Jostein, Gunnar, and Hans. His mother yelling at him to be back for dinner. 

Torgrim and his friends were all 12 year old boys from the village and on days like today when there was no school they would meet at their makeshift fort they built in the woods outside the village. As he approaches Tyren yells “Took you long enough, Gunnar was just showing us his new knife his dad got him.” Grims eyes widen “A real knife? My mom would be afraid I would cut myself.” Gunnar takes it out and hands it to Grim as he replies “Yep! Dad says I am old enough that I need to start carrying one around to be able to protect myself” Grim inspects it carefully and then hands it back “It’s nice I wish my dad felt the same way but you know him always saying violence is never justified” 

The conversation is then interrupted as the boys hear what sounds like gunshots coming from the village. “Do you guys hear that? It sounds like gunfire” Hans questions to which Jostein replies “I hear it too, coming from the village, and that looks like smoke.” “We need to get back and make sure our families are ok” Tyr firmly states and the rest of the boys all agree. They begin running towards the village as the gunshots begin to get louder and more smoke begins to rise. Reaching the edge of the woods they see many of the buildings on fire and see armed men with symbol of Erdoza’s new leader on their patches. What are they doing here Torgrim thinks, what could he want with a backwater village like us?

As the friends continue heading into the village Hans yells “My house!” and begins running towards his burning home. The noise having drawn the attention of the armed men quickly leads to shots being fired in their direction. With a bullet striking Hans straight in the chest as he collapses. “Hans!” Jostein shouts as another bullet then strikes Jostein. The armed men then yell “Get on the ground now!” Two friends already killed, the boys quickly drop to the ground. The men then begin to approach once close Gunnar lunges at the nearest one with his knife shouting “You bastards!” He manages to stab the man doing minor damage as another man puts a bullet into Gunnar. So stupid! Why did you do that? Torgrim thinks as tears being to stream down his face. 

“This one matches one of the descriptions.” One of the men says to another who clearly seems to be in charge. “Take them to the town center and lock them up with the others.” The man in charge says. As they enter the town center Torgrim can see several other villagers locked up, His grandfather and mother among them, but many more are dead on the ground. Noooo! Not dad, and Tyren his parents too. Torgrim despairs as he sees the faces of the dead bleeding on the ground. 

His mom Kjersti begins screaming uncontrollably “Noooo, they can’t have you. I won’t let them” She then starts glowing with a green energy that then starts lashing out the armed men. Growths and mutations protruding through them as their bodies warp and crumble. The remaining men begin firing on her bullet after bullet but she keeps going lashing out until they are all dead. Its then that Torgrim realizes that whatever his mother was doing was also harming her. He sees the blood running down her nose and she collapses. It’s at this moment Torgrim begins to feel the thoughts of everyone around him the grief and despair becoming too much and then he hears his grandfather’s voice in his head Sleep! and everything goes black.

Grim hadn’t thought about that day in a long a time, it was the end of his old life his childhood. When he woke up his grandfather and Tyr were with him they had taken one of the vehicles from the dead soldiers and escaped on their way to what would later be known as the resistance. It was strange Grim hadn’t dreamed since turning, but this seemed different maybe an effect of the cyberware implant mixing with his memories, but it seemed so real, almost as if re-living it.  
