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 The setting Maryland sun casts its deep golden rays across the endless fields.  The 

whispering breeze sways the young saplings, but does not move the mighty pines.  On this warm 

summer might, one could feel the caress of the light, soothing and warm, melting on one’s skin.  

This is the ideal climate of man, the pristine natural beauty that one can call home.  A Garden of 

Eden, if you will. 

The fields are empty, for the slaves have gone to rest, and the tobacco plants swirl in the 

wind.  Ironic, how a place of such misery and despair, a place epitomizing the sheer magnitude 

of American suffering, could be so beautiful.  The fields are empty.  Empty, except for the young 

crickets, who, with a rub of their wings, fill the plantation with their stark chirps.  Empty, except 

for the rabbits playing in the field, dancing to the musical rhythm of life.  Empty, except for that 

sweat soaked bandana a worker left behind today in her toil, of which the field mice appear to be 

so fond.  Empty, except for those two young boys playing in the brush.  Yes, two young boys.  

They too have made these fields their home.  They are the sons of the plantation, and they are not 

alone.  Everywhere, across America, even across the world, there are such sons and daughters.  

The two are no more special than the others, not now at least.  But in the future, they will have 

their own story to tell. 

They are twins, fraternal twins, these young boys of five.  Their resemblance is 

remarkable.  Their youthful enthusiasm surpasses even that of the explorative field mice, of the 

dancing rabbits, of the hordes of chirping crickets.  Their soft laughter sweeps through the fields, 

and all the other animals pause at the sound.  But only momentarily, for these voices are familiar, 

and they are as much a part of these tobacco fields as the animals themselves. 

These two young, innocent boys of five run, leap and jump through the fields.  Armed 

with colorful toy rifles, they engage in battle.  Oh, and today it is a fierce one.   One brother has 



entrenched himself on the high ground of the knoll. But the other is making an assault on him 

from the rear.  A few clicks from the rifles, and the two are on each other, wrestling, laughing 

breathlessly.  Their innocence consumes the fields, almost redeems it from the terrible bondage 

at work day by day in these haunted fields.  Almost… 

These young boys may not be any different than other children one may know, but they 

are.  For their lives are a story, a powerful and haunting story.  The turmoil of the nation will 

force them out of this Garden of Eden, and pin them against each other like the sons of the first 

man many thousands of years ago.  And their innocence, like the blood of many men, will be 

shed.  And paradise will fall, never to be redeemed.  All because of one man.  In fact, he may not 

be a man.  No, he is an entity.  He has always been around, he has done it before, and he will do 

it again.  His serpentine body has plagued humanity since the very beginning.  Oh, vile tempter!  

Wicked and vile tempter, will you ever leave us alone?  Will you spare these two young boys of 

five?  No, you are the reason why this playful battle between such young boys will not be their 

last battle, why these colorful guns are not the only weapons they will aim at each other, why 

their innocence and love will be the first casualties in a terrible conflict where only evil can 

prevail. 

This is a story of Satan and his followers. 

 This is a story of war. 

 


