“Jahree, wake up,” The boy’s mom whispered.
Jahree sat up in his sleeping pod. “What is it?”

“Get dressed, sweetheart.”
He was tired, and it was still dark. “Why is it night?”

“It just is, but it’s time to go. We need to hurry. Let’s get you dressed.”

Jahree’s mom helped him to change into clothes and gave him his favorite protein bar. He ate it and watched her as she stuffed more of his clothes into a bag.

“Ready?” Jahree’s dad came in holding another bag. “We need to go.”

“But it’s dark,” Jahree pointed out. Even at three-years-old, he knew you didn’t go out at night. It was forbidden.

“We need to go now. It’s our time,” His dad said, but the boy didn’t understand.

“We’re ready,” His mom said. She handed his dad the bag and picked up her son. Jahree held his favorite stuffed rabbit close. He didn’t understand what was happening and was scared.

“Be quiet now, sweetheart,” His mom whispered, and they left the apartment. They made it down the hall to the elevator. The elevator was empty too. It wasn’t surprising. They were out past curfew. Only the watch was out past curfew.
Jahree’s fear increased as they left the building. He’d never been out in the dark. Every sound made him jump. Several times they had to change direction or hide to avoid patrols or check points.

It was cold and scary, but Jahree didn’t say anything. Even three-year-olds knew to keep quiet. He knew what it was like to have the attention of the watch. The watch was never kind or merciful, and they didn’t like children or people who got out of line.
They ducked into another alley to try to hide from another patrol. Jahree hid his eyes, burying his face in his mom’s shoulder as they ducked behind a trash bin. 

“They aren’t leaving,” His mom whispered.

“Wait,” His dad cautioned.

They waited, and his mom held him tight.

“We can’t wait any longer. She won’t be there forever,” His mom finally said.

“Okay, I have an idea. Leave the bags.” Jahree looked up in time to see his dad stash the bags in the trash bin. “Come,” He said, and his mom followed.

They left the alley and continued their journey. It wasn’t long before they were stopped by a watchman.

“Halt. Up against the wall,” The man commanded.

Jahree’s parents complied.

“What are you doing out past curfew,” The man asked.

“We’re sorry, sir. Our son has taken ill. We were taking him to the med facility,” Jahree’s dad explained. 

“Ill? Boy, look at me.” The man grabbed Jahree’s face and jerked it to him. Jahree didn’t resist. He knew the watch killed people who resisted.
“The boy does look pale. He doesn’t have a fever. His skin is clammy. I’ll escort you to the facility.” The man decided.

They continued with the watchman following. At one point he had them stop. “This is as far as my patrol zone goes. We’ll wait for another escort.”

“Oh, please, sir. He’s very sick. If we delay, he may not make it,” Jahree’s mom begged. “The hospital’s only a short ways. Let the escort meet us on the way. You can get back to your rounds and make sure no one causes any trouble.”

The watchman nodded. “Go.” As they hurried off, Jahree could hear the man contact one of the watchmen for this zone.

Jahree’s parents walked faster once they were out of sight.
“You knew we’d leave his zone,” Jahree’s mom said softly. “You knew he wouldn’t make us wait.”

“They don’t like good children; much less ones that might start crying, or worse, get sick on them. We’re close now.”

Soon they passed the med facility. “This way,” His dad said. They turned down another alley.
“Halt. Against the wall,” A different watchman commanded.

This time, his parents didn’t listen. They ran.

“Let me take him,” Jahree’s dad said, and his mom passed him over without slowing. The jostling caused Jahree to drop his doll.

“Rabbit!” Jahree cried, but he knew his parents wouldn’t stop.

“We’ll get you a new one,” His mom promised.

He didn’t want a new one, but he knew his old one was gone. They’d run from the watch. If they were caught, they’d be killed. Even a three-year-old knew that.

The guard started shooting at them. The first shot streaked passed, and the doll was forgotten. Jahree buried his face in his dad’s shoulder in fear, but the jarring caused it to thud against bone. He looked up in time to see a woman step out from behind a column.

“This way,” She called. She put something in his mom’s hand. “This will open the passage. Just squeeze it when you reach the end of the alley. Don’t stop and wait for me. Just go.”

His parents continued on. Jahree looked over his dad’s shoulder at the woman as she stepped into the middle of the alley.

Ahead of them, a glowing tunnel opened, and they ran through. Just before the light blinded him, Jahree thought he saw lightning fly from the woman’s hands. Then the light was too bright, and he couldn’t see anything.

When Jahree’s eyes cleared, it was day instead of night, warm instead of cold. People were dressed oddly. Everything was different.
“Welcome, we were told you were coming. Glad to see you made it,” A man said. It was a different world for them, but it was also a chance for a different life, a better one.
