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Writing Challenge May 2023
Day 1
THE INTRUDER
It was late one evening, and quite dark, when my son, Khalil, (Khal), and I got home. I made a sharp right-turn unto the steep driveway leading into our garage. The house was on a hill at the end of the street, and abutted an undeveloped parcel of land, where we often saw a family of agoutis, (wildlife in Trinidad and Tobago), frolicking. The location afforded us a panoramic view over the valley below, and was close to nature. 
I remained seated for awhile, and thought to myself that this was a good opportunity to alert my son on how to be situationally aware. So, I said, “Khal, when you get home late at night, or anytime for that matter, never be too quick to exit your vehicle.  Sit still for a few moments and look around, just in case someone trailed you home.” “Yes Mum.” Khal replied, “Got it”. We were in a good mood since we had spent the last few hours binge watching movies and eating pizzas at our cousin’s place.
That accomplished, we gathered our bags, exited the vehicle and began to climb the seven treads of stairs, that led to the kitchen door. Khalil was behind me and I heard him say, “Mum, look a gunman on the stairs behind us.” Now Khalil was the joker in the family, and following so close on our discussion in the car, I interpreted this to be a joke.  I continued up the steps, opened the kitchen door and started to enter. Then it was I felt a rude shove, as the gunman got in between Khal and I, and forced his way into the kitchen, gun in hand. 
Everything played out in slow motion after that. For some unknown reason, Khalil, his face distorted, headed to the staircase leading to the second floor. I proceeded through the dining room and across the sunken sitting room, heading to the study on the far side, to disarm the security system. That is what I was programmed to do, on entering the house, to switch off the alarm.
I turned to look behind me, and saw the gun man menacingly following me. He   was tall, muscular, with a round face, and wore a long sleeved, button-down plaid shirt, with a skull cap on his head. Just as I got to the alarm, the sound of the siren pierced the silence, wailing repeatedly.
Suddenly, everything started happening at once. I came out of a daze, found my voice, and yelled at the intruder, “Police! The police are coming!” He panicked, looked to the right and left, seeking to escape. Khalil re-appeared, his face still distorted, a vision that remains etched forever in my memory, and said, “You know how long I have felt tempted to press the emergency button?” and by so doing, saved the both of us, by triggering the alarm.
My recollection is that I chased the gunman down the kitchen steps shouting, “Police! Police!” as he made his escape into the darkness, through the dense undergrowth between our boundary and the undeveloped land on the adjoining hill.
Khalil’s recollection is that I remained in the kitchen, swearing incoherently at the intruder. 
I scanned the streets and crowds for the gunman for many years thereafter.
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