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Foreword
Reading the story of Thomas is like looking into a mirror and seeing myself. A former child soldier, myself, I find it quite difficult to separate this fictitious work from the nightmarish reality of the Liberian civil crisis; it’s like reading a history of the war. 
When I hear warlords, who had used children as lethal weapons during the war to accomplish their aims, denied and lied about the act, I feel disgusted. Children who partook in the conflict were never family members as claimed, who were merely helping rebel soldiers to carry things. They were forced into becoming killing machines. This is why the story of Thomas is such an unique account that needs to be read by all Liberians, Africans and even people of the world who are peace loving, so that the barbaric act of child-soldiering can be abolish. 
However, there are lots of Thomas’s out there some where, in Liberia, Sierra Leone, Ivory Coast, Guinea, and other war torn countries that need help! There are Thomas’s whom lives had never been affected by any post reintegration benefits to help restore them to sanity. They remained a threat to sustainable peace, and are even vulnerable to crime, re-recruitment and early death because reintegration remained unachievable. It’s time that our leaders become un-oblivious to the fact that leaving these children abandoned is judgment and execution for them.
                                                                       Morris Y. Matadi 

Former child-soldier, NPFL-1991-2000

Founder/​ Executive Director, Initiative for

The Development of Former Child-Soldier

                                                                  (IDEFOCS)

                                                                   E-mail: idefocs@yahoo.com

Chapter One

  Thomas was three years, three months and twenty-nine days old when the civil war broke out in Liberia. Prior to the war he had stayed in Monrovia with his father and mother in a well-furnished house. His father had served with the Armed Forces of Liberia, and was amongst the first troops to be sent to battle in the early days of the war. But he never returned home to his family. 
Thomas had been too small to understand why his father did not return home; neither could he understand why his mother had cried so often during the first month of his father’s absence. Childishly content, his mind was mercifully unaware of the chaotic state his country of nativity had erupted into. Like any little boy his age, he felt comforted to have friends to play with and a loving mother to care for him.
   But the curiosity of a child was something that could not be ignored.  And his mother hated the innocent conviction within his childish tone whenever he asked her, why she cries, or, when will his father return home. She did her best to conceal the vulnerability of their present condition from her son now that her husband Jenkins was missing in action. But she hopelessly refused to acknowledge the fact that he could be dead and out of action.
   However, when Thomas had asked his sobbing mother questions regarding his father’s return, her reply had always been the same. 
   In tears she would replied, “My son, he is gone to fight for his country, and only the big people know when he will come back.” 
 “But why do you cry, Mama?” 
   “Because I don’t understand… I can’t understand why he doesn’t want to come home”
   It wasn’t long before the war devoured three fourth of the country and within days hit the capital. When Monrovia was finally besieged by the rebels, lot of civilians got caught up in the crossfire and died because of the overpopulation of the city. 
   Thomas’ mother had to flee to the suburb with him in search of refuge. Forced to leave their home for safety, they became displaced in Paynesville, Duport Road, one of the many areas  under the rebel control.  Along with four other displaced families they sought refuge in an under-constructed house with the few clothing they had managed to gather in their scamper to be saved. The days went by slowly with everyone greatly anticipating peace. Every ear was glued to the radio hoping to hear about an agreement that would bring about an end to this misery. But there were stories of wanton cruelty, daily, against civilians caught up in the battle in Monrovia, committed by both the rebel and government forces in their quest for the city. And not even the rebel controlled areas, considered to be save haven, were saved from such atrocities. There were sporadic killings of people perceived to be enemies. Moreover, the harsh jungle-justice system set up by the rebel’s commanders made life quite uncomfortable for the displaced residents. Hardship amounted daily, with the shortage of food and health care immanent as the civilian populations doubled. 
  Thomas and his mother had to endure the hardship and harsh reality of the war like every other displaced residents. His mother provided the one meal they had a day from the little money she got by selling potato greens she had planted. Each day she would rise up very early in the morning to pick the greens from the garden. And after tying, a good amount of the leaves carefully into several bundles, she would take it to the market for sale with Thomas tagging along observing everything through his curious young eyes. At the market, which was often empty of sellers and crowded with buyers, it was bought in a rush by other hungry displaced residents in search of food. Most of the times she traded the potato greens for a few cups of rice- the gold dust of the war.
One day, after watching some soldiers dragged a man from the back of a car to death for what they said for conniving with the enemies, Thomas begin to feel nostalgic. In a melancholic mode he asked his mother, “Mama when will we go home?” Not knowing whether to lie to her son or not she finally decided to explain to him that they were in trouble times. “We have to wait for peace, my dear son.”

“What is peace, mother?” Thomas asked insistently. His mother looked into the sky for a long time and replied, pensively, “When things are the way they used to be or better.” And then she shook her head in tears. But his little mind was limited with any rear memory of the time she spoke about, except that he wanted his father back with them.

  “With father?” he asked. She nodded and took him up in her hand, caressed him gingerly and thought about how fast he was reasoning for his age. And wished his father was alive some where.
  The news of the Economics Community of West African States (ECOWAS) sending in peace keepers to try and bring the stale-mate situation in the country under control was greeted with secret enthusiasm by displaced residents, whose once dignified lives were reduced to that of cave men.  But the rebel refused the proposal of an intervention force. After several meetings of Head of States a unanimous concession was reach with Liberians in the Diaspora, refugee and displaced camps to get ECOWAS’ Peacekeepers involve. 
 But the landing of the peacekeeper on Liberian soil was met with stiff resistance from the rebels. However, they fought their way through the Port. With the entry of the ECOWAS’ Peacekeepers in the conflict things took a dramatic turn. Two months after, the death of President Doe was announced with lot of Liberian hopeful of peace. But the slaughter continued because of every side, now involved in the conflict, distrust of each other. And so with the failure of all parties involved in the conflict to reach a peace deal for a possible elections to end the slaughter, the ECOWAS’ Peacekeepers were given a direct mandate by the Head of States to create a save haven for election. 
A full scale attack on the rebels, to flush them out of Monrovia and push them several miles away from the capital was launched. For several days there were heavy bombardments back and forth. Several civilians died in the cross attack. And Thomas mother was among the victims. 
  On the fateful morning, when it seemed that Duport Road would fall to the peacekeepers, the handful of rebels left behind to defend the area begin to retreat, ordering all displaced to fall behind them. And as they fled, they launched behind mortar’s rockets indiscriminately, that tore everything they came into contact with to pieces. Thomas mother along with some women and children were forced to leave their place of refuge for another safety.  But she had not gone far from the house when she discovered that she had left behind their only treasure in this world: the sum of one hundred Liberian dollars she had hidden under the mattress. Leaving Thomas under a tree to be protected in case something went wrong, she went in search of their treasure. And that was the last memory Thomas would ever have of his mother. A rocket bomb dropped on the house and tore it to debris along with her.
  Only just three years old, Thomas cried and wandered the street of Dupord Road knowing not where to go. Everyone was in search of safety and so no one took noticed of the three year old stray. He slept in burned houses among dead bodies and ate lizards and spoiled food for three days until he was finally rescued by some peace keepers on a mapping up exercise. They took him to their base where he stayed for about a week to undergo medical treatment. But he was left dump from the trauma of his mother’s death and was unable to provide them with any relevant information. And so he was later transferred to an orphanage home for street’s children in Gardnerville. 
Chapter Two
The orphanage home was run by four Catholics Sisters from the USA.  They had refused to be evacuated from the crisis to work among these fatherless and motherless children. In the home the boys were taught many things that children should know. They learned to read and write and to sing nursery rhymes. But Thomas remained a sedate little boy who had little or no interest for anything.
He often woke at night in sweat and trepidation from the terrible nightmare of his mother’s death. One of the sisters called Sister Martha, quickly took to the sad little boy and treated him a little different from the other kids. She told him about the love of God, the creator of everything and the father of Jesus the savior of the world, who gave his life because he loved everyone, and that included Thomas.
“If he is savior who loves the world,” Thomas would ask in his childish arrogance, “then why should he allowed my mother to go away from me? Why did he take my father?” But Sister Martha never got angry with his blasphemy. She would tell him gently, “God cannot be asked why my dear child, but he knows what is best for his children.” And sometimes added thoughtfully, “Some day we are all going to die and be with the Lord in heaven and you will see your mother and father again, Thomas.” And somehow her serene response would calm him and send his childish mind roaming for the perfect picture of heaven. Whatever the place was, he thought of it as a place of peace. Thomas also liked the Bible stories she told about Noah’s Ark, Samson’s strength and Jesus’ love and mercy.  
  When Thomas was four years, six months and fifteen days old in 1992, the rebel forces launched an attack to take Monrovia back. The ferocious rebel soldiers attacked the capital from all flanks stretching in for death like an octopus’ tentacles. The battle lasted for several days causing more internally displaced and hundreds of lives, especially women and children who are the most vulnerable in war. Octopus was known to be one of the fiercest battles ever fought over Monrovia.
In the orphanage home the children was taught to pray for peace
The orphanage home for street children was one day broken into by some retreating rebel soldiers who had been badly hit by the coalition forces loyal to the interim government now ruling Monrovia. They ransacked the place, beat, raped and murdered the four Catholics women. They also abducted some of the boys from the orphanage to use as human shield in their escape. Thomas was amongst ten boys that were abducted that day and taken to Gbarnga city, the capital for the rebels. 
   
In Gbarnga, Thomas was conscripted into a children army of bodyguards for one of the rebel generals known as General Dragon Father. General Dragon Father made sure to train his child soldiers into the fiercest fighters. 
“You would be the most feared soldiers in combat,” he scowled daily as he drilled the boys and trained them to aim and shoot an AK 47 rifle. The children were given dangerous drugs to make them brave and introduced to violent acts like torture, rape, and execution of prisoners.
 Soon, Thomas grew into one of the most notorious child soldiers and earned the nick name Dragon Baby, for he was brave and had never failed to carry out an order from General Dragon Father. He was often called upon by the general to lead his fellow child soldiers into some daring missions that soon caught the attention of the rebels’ head.
 One day, General Dragon father send for Thomas at his headquarter. It had been five years since he trained the child and unleashed him to rain terror on the enemies. He was quite surprise to see that the nine year old looked more like a fifteen year old boy. And it was quite obvious that the boy was still under the dragon’s spell, fully dependent upon the drugs once introduced to him.
“Come on inside, Dragon Baby,” he beckoned for the young soldier to take a seat opposite him on one of the several tree stumps used for seat in the tent. Thomas strolled in, leaving behind his two armed bodyguards at the tent’s door. Tooting a brand new AK-47 riffle across his thin chest, he sat on one of the stumps, the muzzle of the riffle almost touching the ground. His child’s eyes were alert, cold and hard like steel, and there was no trace of a smirk upon his dried lips, which was almost glued together from thick white saliva. He hung over the wood seat instead of sitting completely, a position which pleased his superior to know that the kid was always on the alert.
 “Your name has gone far my boy, and I’m proud of you,” brawled one of the most dangerous men on earth. To the boy the man was God’s own angel, worthy of veneration. Thomas could do anything to please the man. He was like a father Thomas had never known.

  In a cynical tone Dragon Father announced, “We have secured some kind of peace deal with those cock roaches in Monrovia and in about a few months suppose to be going down there to form a new government.”
A part of Thomas told him that the war was soon to be over and the ever-talked-about peace was imminent. But he was not quite sure he understood what peace meant. And so a greater potion of him wanted the war to continue for violence was the only thing he understood. 
“You mean we would give up our guns?” Thomas asked defiantly.
“Not exactly, my boy,” replied the general. “But things will be a little different until we can win the up coming elections and form a government in Monrovia. That is why you are here, my son, because the Old man had heard a lot about your good work and want you to go to Monrovia ahead of the delegations. You will lead our team of spy-kids who would act like normal business boys. You will then report to me any unusual thing through a link you will meet while in Monrovia.”
“So it means that I am no longer a soldier?” asked the astonished little soldier.

“You are still a soldier, but have only been promoted to a big rank, my dear boy,” snorted the general. Than he paused suddenly and added, “Now go back to your men and have them inform about your new assignment, your deputy will relief you. A Jeep will pick you up for Monrovia tomorrow morning with all your supplies and further instructions.” The general stood, meaning the meeting was over. 
Thomas stood to his little feet and saluted the man like a trained soldier who had done this all his life. In truth that was all he knew for the nine years of his life he had lived.

Chapter Three

That night Thomas lit a joint of marijuana with his fellow child soldiers and smoked to the memories of their fallen comrades. He began to retrospect about the time he had spent fighting enemy’s forces .He was not quite sure how many of them he had killed because there were too many. He had not been able to get sleep with out it being induced by drugs and alcohol because there were dead men, women and children of his age that haunted him at night. The most recent killing of a market woman accused of spying for the hated government in Monrovia was still fresh upon his memory. The woman was said to be dealing with some juju power that made it impossible for gun to kill her, so the brave soldier boy, under the influence of drugs, had used his bayonet to rip open the women’s belly and used the intestine for his checkpoint rope.
  Early the next morning some men came with a pick-up truck with few other young boys on board. Thomas was dressed clumsily in an oversized jeans and T-shirt like the rest of the other boys on board the car. They all looked more like a group of orphans being transported to Monrovia on a field trip. And that was their cover story when they eluded the last ECOMOG’s checkpoint at Mount Barclay that separated Monrovia from Greater Liberia.
  For some strange reasons, Thomas saw the trip to Monrovia as the end of the war. But what troubled him was the thought of what might happened to him once the war was over. He had visited displaced centers; saw little boys and girls his age being cared for by their displaced parents, had even watched them played and had wondered if it was possible for him to be like them.
  However, he had reached the point where he thought of himself as different from other boys or girls his age. A boy like him was never worthy of Sister Martha’s Jesus’ love he thought. But if Sister Martha’s Jesus had really cared, then why did he allow his father and mother to die? Right now it didn’t matter whether he was love or not. Then something struct him. The market woman he had been ordered to execute for spying had four children, three boys, two of his age, and a little girl, who had all cried and pleaded for their mother not to be kill. Now that she was dead, killed by him, he wondered what might happen to her children. And for the first time in his life he understood why life had been so bad for him.
  When they arrived in Paynesville, it was afternoon. The boys were dropped in pairs with their goods and supplies to carry on their tasks. They did not know the areas they were being dropped but were instructed to pose as yonder boys- street vendors- until they blended with the regulars. 

Thomas was dropped alone on Capital Bye Pass, the area of much contention during the war. It was a triangular strip that hosted the seats of power-the legislative, the executive and the judiciary branches of the government. It did not take Thomas long to settle down.  He met some yonder boys from the shady ghetto of Sonewien that took him home to their zinc shack. Life in Monrovia was a bit faster then he had anticipated. Though the hostile presence of the war was felt, children were now going to school. And except for the ECOMOG peace keeper that carried guns there were no little boys totting guns as was so common in Gbanga. Most of the people in Monrovia only talk about peace; The Akosumo peace deal, the Abuja peace pact and so forth.
Chapter Four

 Finally a peace deal was reach and all of the warring factions that had now entered the war had to come to Monrovia and organize an interim government that would usher in the long awaited elections. But several months after the formation of the government, situation in Monrovia became tense. Each warring factions wanted to prove military supremacy in the city. And it soon became obvious that another war was about to break out in the city.

   Thomas met Dragon Father in Monrovia three times for debriefings, and in each meeting the general seemed to be hypotactic. In the last meeting he informed Thomas about the latest operation soon to take place in Monrovia, but the boy had shown little interest, the general noticed. He also observed the change in demeanor of the boy; his reluctances, the neatly trimmed hair, from the once nappy one, and the neatly fitted clothes.

  “Your new order is to proceed back to Gbanga, Dragon Baby” the general ordered, finally.
  Thomas responded in a childish tone he never thought he had. “Please sir, I don’t want to fight any more. I want to go to school like my other friends,” he pleaded. The general was annoyed, but tried to be a little gentle with this little devil that probably must have gotten the Monrovia bug. He lit a joint of marijuana, took two long drags and past it to the reluctant boy. Thomas hesitated, got a stern eye rebuke, took the joint from the man that had made him, and took several drags that resulted into a choke. 

“Strong shit ahn?” Dragon Father smiled, cynically. Thomas nodded and took some more smoke in. He felt delirium; the joint was taking its effect. “Mixed with some Thailand White, you know, make you feel on top of the world. After this last mission you will live with me and go to school, do you hear me?” Thomas nodded once more.

  “Right now we have just received information that some factions want to disrupt our security in Monrovia, so the Old-man want you to go back to Gbanga, muster your boys and standby for my order. This is our last mission to get pay, my boy, okay?”
  Thomas went back to Gbanga as he had been instructed to. He told his friends he was stopping with that his mother was seriously ill, and that his older brother had insisted that he go quickly. They all had prayed for his mother to get well and for Thomas to return in peace.

  Thomas was in Gbanga when the war in Monrovia finally broke out between the major warring factions. After two days of anxiously waiting for the order to come from Monrovia, it came; Thomas and his small boys unit were instructed to converge on the city as there was need for reinforcement. 
  Back in Monrovia, Thomas was shock to see the way the city had turned upside down in such a short period of time. During his few months in Monrovia he had grown to love the city because of its spirit of freedom. But what he saw now was a complete ghost town, where the only people who roamed the streets were gun-totting thugs dressed in graduation gowns and other misfit outfits, bunched up in broken up vehicles looted from UN and other humanitarian agencies compounds. There was massive looting going on everywhere by these bandits instead of war. But then he remembered the general last words: “This is our last mission to get pay, my boy.” So, he thought, these thugs were paying themselves.
Chapter Five

 Thomas joined the four-car convoy assigned to General Dragon Father, and was commander of the second car which comprised of the infiltrate unit of small boys. The general was in charge of retrieving and exporting to Gbanga all UN and other humanitarian’s vehicles and electrical supply units.
  After a week into the senseless war, more then a hundred people die and about a million dollar worth of properties stolen or damaged with no immediate resolution in sight. ECOMOG was accused of playing dual roads in the conflict and could not be trusted by the major warring factions, who wanted this other faction’s head arrested on charges of murder, and therefore could not stopped the carnage. Thomas only prayer now was for the war to be over. After all he would go to live with General Dragon Father and go to school. From what they had looted and transported to Gbanga, the man was going to be very rich when the war was over. Thomas hoped.

  On a Sunday afternoon, General Dragon Father and his men left for Bushrod Island to join a special operation to protect the Free Port of Monrovia, which was believed to be used by enemy combatants as a getaway point. An hour after their arrival a misunderstanding broke up between some of the fighters. A group of men from one of the factions on the operation were being arrested for breaking into some warehouses. However, they resisted the arrest, claiming that they had received the order to do so from their head. The general and his men arrived on the scene and tried to put things under control. Unable to control the situation, firing broke out between the men that in no time escalated. A RPG round went off and one of the general’s cars was the target. Every occupant on board was torn to pieces. The shrapnel and vibration send the other cars forward, banking into the general’s and in that process another two men fell off and died. And then the whole thing became uncontrollable. 

  The general was forced to order a quick retreat. Quickly his men boarded the three left vehicles, stormed through the rapid fire, broke their way through the port’s fence and headed toward Garnerville. It seemed that the gun fire in the port yard had triggered a frenzy outside. Getting through Cement Co and Cow Factory’s junctions proved more dangerous then expected. There were armed bushes laid along the road. One of the general’s vehicles was again hit by another RPG’s round causing the lost of another five men and a general machine gun. They were now force to make their own paths through bushes until they came to an area deep inside of Garnerville where the general vehicle ran out of fuel from a leakage under the tank caused by shrapnel from the launches.

  Thomas was glad to be among those that have survived, though he could not understand what had happened or had gone wrong. There were four of his men left, the general and his bodyguard/driver along with him. They have lost ten strong men and their heavy guns to the unexpected bombs. 

  The general was quite upset with this lose. He ordered the rest of his men out of the vehicle and raged over the lost of his men. Some one spotted an orphanage home’s sign down the block and pointed toward the huge fence. The general then ordered that they move in to check things out. But the moment Thomas led his men toward the fence a strange feeling of de javu overtook him. He was even rapture by the moment he stepped into the yard; everything about the place seemed familiar.

Chapter six
There was a Red Cross’ vehicle parked in the yard. Thomas ordered his men to enter the building and bring everyone inside out for search. In about a few minutes, ten boys of Thomas age, a catholic father and a white Red Cross’ official were all line out before him. He sent words outside to the general about his finding and the general appeared in no time with his bodyguard. 
  When the general arrived, he went berserk when he saw the Red Cross’ official. “You traitors never seize to melt in our affairs.” He un-holstered his pistol, and waved it in the direction of the white fellow. 

  The catholic priest stepped forward. “You are unauthorized to be on the premises with arms, general, if you…” 
  “Shut up you pervert,” the general interrupted. “Now all of you lie down on the ground and let me tell you who have authorization here.”

  Thomas did not like what was unfolding before his eyes. He had seen several lie down from General Dragon father’s order and never to rise again until their bodies were lifted and thrown away. The priest wore around his neck the same crucifix Sister Martha had worn. She had called it the symbol of her faith in God’s son Jesus’ death on the cross to save the world. He wished Sister Martha’s Jesus would come down now and save these people from the devil himself.
  The Red Cross’ official tried to be calm, and said “General, we are all humans and need to reason with each other. These children need help and I’m trying to see what I can do to assist and would be glad to have your assistance as well.”
  “Help, Help. I’ve just lost some of my best men this evening and nobody helped me. Now you are telling me to help you, what’s there for me?”

   “General I am quite sorry for the situation, but we need your help to evacuate these children now,” pleaded the white fellow. But it seemed his words only drew more rage from the general.

  “I am going to kill every one of you,” replied the general sardonically. He turned to Thomas, “Baby Dragon, you go ahead and kill all of them.”
  Thomas remained post armed. He didn’t think these people needed to die.

  “Sir, these people have done nothing to be executed,” he responded in his childish tone, which surprise every one. “If anyone need to be kill we better go back to the port where we have been attacked and fight, but these people are innocent”
  Dragon Father couldn’t believe his ears. What was the kid thinking about? This was a gross disrespect to him. The kid was completely uncontrollable and needed to die with the rest of the traitors he had been ordered to kill. But he would be taking care of little.

  “You dare to question my order, boy?” He turned to the other child soldiers. “Now boys, you killed them, all of them.” Nothing. The general laughed. They were all revolting against his order. Mutiny was tantamount to firing squad. Like a swift cowboy he triggered three distinct rounds into the three child soldiers’ heads, killing them instantly. Then he brought the gun on Thomas. “Now do it,” he scowled. 
  There was no trace of fear in the boy’s eyes, it was as if he had expected this moment a long time. Actually, death had been his constant companion and now, he thought, if it wanted to show its ugly face to him today, so be it; for this was the way of all men.
Chapter Seven

Thomas spoke with out fear, “You would have to kill all of us together yourself, sir. I am tire of all this crazy killing for nothing.”

The general aimed the gun toward Thomas’ forehead and pulled the trigger. Thomas took the man who had trained him and turned him into a killing machine by surprise. He dashed toward the floor and the bullet missed him by a split second. Then he rolled over in a sprawl eagle and brought his rifle on the general who was now left bewildered by the miss. Before the general could think of a re-aim, Thomas wasted no time in returning the fire. He let out a crazy burst of fire that cut through the bewilder general and his bodyguard.
  Like a child shaken from a nightmare, Thomas threw away the rifle and wept out loud. The priest and the Red Cross’ official ran over to him and began to pet him.

  “May the forgiveness of the Father be upon your innocent soul my child,” prayed the priest, signing an imaginary cross across his chest.

  “Father, I am not worthy to receive such mercy, I have killed innocent people” sobbed Thomas curled up like a child on the floor.

  The priest replied, “For all have sin and come short of His glory. You are such a little boy who does not know what you have done.”
  “Father, we have no more time, let’s get out of here,” interrupted the Humanitarian worker.

  “Come with us son, you need a peaceful home in this trouble world.” The priest took Thomas by the arm and lifted him to his feet. He was even more surprise by how small and fragile the young child look. The humanitarian worker went over to the vehicle, unhooked the radio and place in a call to his headquarter. He informed his headquarter about the situation on hand and was instructed to take the rescued to the American embassy where a Red Cross’ chopper was waiting to evacuate them to Ghana.
  In less than ten minutes the vehicle’s back was loaded with the ten orphanage boys along with Thomas. The priest rode in the passenger seat beside the humanitarian man. At the embassy, the necessary papers were quickly covered for Thomas to board the chopper even though he was not on the previous listing. Father Jason was told that a special UN team awaited Thomas in Ghana. After all was taken care of the big steel bird set off with Thomas on board to Ghana which had gotten crowded with Liberian refugees.

  Once Thomas got to Ghana he got to understand the difference between war and peace. He was met by two UN workers. After series of interviews with the kid, they labeled his situation as serious and recommended that he be resettle to the United States and be care for by a family. While he waited for the papers work to be completed for the resettlement, Thomas was temporarily placed on the Buchoburam Refugee Camp. 
  Life on the camp became tough for him. The problem of reintegration was a serious one. Those who heard about Thomas war past blamed him for their misery and didn’t want him around their children. Twice he had been cornered by some grown up boys and flogged. And both times had he been rescued by Ghanaian security guards. In the last instant he was rescued and turned over to UN officials.
Chapter Eight

As soon as the papers work was completed, Thomas was flown to the United States where he was told that a good Christian family awaited him. Mr. and Mrs. West were more than happy to receive the nine year old as their own son. The couple was in their late sixties and had three children, all of whom now live on their own with their own children.
  Mr. West was a retired colonel with the United States Marine Corps. He was now a farmer. The old man was the most humble ex-military man Thomas had known. He talked very little, but when he did the trace of authority could not be hidden. At his age the old man stay work the farm and Mrs. West made the best corn bread and gravy Thomas had ever tasted. 
  During the week Thomas attended the town’s school. He had no problem being adopted as a friend by the other children at the school. Life was more than what Thomas had ever barking for. On week-ends he would help the old man in the farm.
  However, Thomas found it difficult to put away the thought of Liberia from his head. He often wondered at times, when playing with the other children, what were kids his age doing in Liberia. Were there peace? Had the war stop? He listened with great yearning to every news that came out of the little West African state.  But to his distaste the only news that ever came out of Liberia was about more wars. He even started attending mass every Sunday along with his new family to pray for peace to be restored to his dear country.
  As the years went by, Thomas grew into a handsome young man under the watchful eyes of the Wests.  Mr. and Mrs. West taught him many things he had never thought he would have ever learned. He was a happy young boy who now saw more to life and wanted to change his world positively. He wondered about the thousands he had made fatherless or motherless by his once poisonous life and wish he could do something to bring back their smiles. Like he had told the priest back at the orphanage home where he actually looked death into its ugly face, he was not worthy to live, but if the priest were right that there was a God who forgive very bad boys like him, than all that he ever wanted to do was to do anything to help less privilege children.

  One day Mr. West took Thomas to a town’s rally held to raise fund for the less privilege children around the world. The rally was jammed pack with excited children from all over and their parents. The children cheerfully donated their piggy-banks savings for the poor children of the world that included Liberia and all. Thomas had never seen such a big rally of happy children; the closest gathering to this he had seen was the one at school. This one was an extravaganza; as the donations were made, there were also games and other live activities going on. Parents fed hot dogs, juices and lemonade to everyone.
  As he savored the beauty of his surrounding he was tipped on the shoulder by Mr. West and shown an object in the blue sky.

  “What’s that? Does it flies on its own?” asked the bewildered Thomas.

  “It’s called a kite, and it’s controlled by those boys over there,” replied the old man astonishingly, and then he asked, “Haven’t you seen one before?”

  Thomas tried to remember, but the memories of bombs flying from the sky and destroying innocent civilians, women and children were all he could imagine. “There was never calm in the sky, so we never had an opportunity to fly kites,” Thomas said demurely. 
  The boy holding onto the tiny string jerked lightly upon it and the object in the sky dipped calmly from side to side as it floated in the beautiful blue sky. It floated along the course of the wind, which was quite calm. Thomas thought, if only there was peace in Liberia than there would be calm in the sky, and the boys and girls there would be happy to put up a kite. 
  Mr. West read his mind and said benignly, “Thomas, one day the war in Liberia would be over and maybe you could go back home and fly the first kite.” 

  Thomas liked the idea immediately and wished he would be the first to put up a kite in Liberia when there was peace and there was calm in the sky.  
