Hanson’s captivity

The sun was sinking below the horizon as Hanson lay on the ground, blood in his mouth and his eye starting to swell, but he did not move, it felt so good to finally be still. The beating had been mostly about his head, though not intense beating, and later they would begin working on his body, getting it as mangled as his head. He thought of his father and mother, who would tell them if he did not get out alive? What about Westby? Who would take care of her? Guilt robbed him for leaving her. She needed him! He thought of Hurlee, what Hurlee would think to see him here, what Hurlee would do in his place. He knew his little brother well and was glad that he was not here and he did not know. Hurlee was bad with pain and could never take the blows without crying out or telling them something he knew. Hanson had not said anything, nor cried out, but he still feared what came ahead and he feared this man who held him captive. 

“Get him up.” Hanson was dismayed that it came so soon, and he was wrenched to his feet, still bound. Tired, beaten, worn, and trembling, but he tried to look defiant and ready to take them on. 

“You make a terrible actor, boy.” and to Hanson the remark was as painful as a blow. “You are trying to look unafraid when trembling, and fierce when you keep glancing at my sword. Really now, I cannot imagine what you did to make Wregan so angry at a simpleton like you.”

The man stooped and picked up a strange contraction that looked like a string attached to a leather strap. 

“What you see is a sanding device, sandpaper and rope.” the man told him. “How we use it on you, is to clamp it to your arm and begin running this string along it, we can pull this long string quickly and the sandpaper with turn around your arm. Do you see? Hopefully we may sand away your sharp edges and you will be more eager to speak, do you think?”

“You cannot do anything to make me speak.” Hanson shot at him.

The man paused and looked at him in surprise. “You are finally talking to me. That is the first step to ‘speaking’.” he then proceeded to wrap the paper around Hanson’s arm tightly and it covered his whole upper arm. The string that ran through was then attached to a sharpening wheel and a man was given the signal to wrap the string up, pulling it through the contraption. Hanson gasped. The sand paper was rough, more like rocks than sand and he felt his arm torn up on the first turn of the wheel as the paper spun. But as it went on it got worse, for the sandpaper dug deeper and deeper into his arm and he could feel blood coming forth. He tried to pull his arm away, move it so it would not burn so much, but he could do nothing and the sand kept tearing, scraping more and more skin away. Hanson did his best not to scream, but a shout escaped from clenched teeth as the man stood by calmly. Finally the wheel stopped turning and the paper fell off, Hanson panting to keep his cool. His arm was covered with a thin coat of blood and he imagined the scars that these men were giving him.

“We have started with the less intense first, but I do not know if we shall do the paper to the other arm first before we proceed. You seemed almost ready to tell me something.”

Hanson would have shouted his anger, told the villain that he would never speak, but he remembered what he had said about the first step to speaking. Hanson would remain silent. 

“Well then I suppose we shall proceed, ignore the paper, for the boy will speak soon.”

He was snapping his fingers, almost in anticipation.

Hanson felt that it was so, he felt ready to give up and talk and this man knew emotions well, he could tell when Hanson was ready to tell him about his father. Hanson had gathered that Adofo was going to his friend’s house, a lawyer friend who he trust would help him. That was the only reasonable place Adofo would go, and this man seemed certain they had found him in that area on an earlier date and then lost him.

“Hanson, what shall I do with you? I have about ten more torturing items, each more painful than the next, each more damaging, but tell me right now where you father is and is going and I will spare you. I will bind your arm and send you off towards Westby, who is probably dieing without you at the moment. You know as well as I do that the girl needs you, and I have decided to let you go to her, but your father is Wregan’s main concern and only if I bring in your father will I be able to coax him to release the rest of you. I will not give away your information, I will not tell him anything about meeting you, but tell me where your father is. And I promise, not to tell your father that it was you.”

Hanson stood still and the man stood still in front of him, the choice was to be made and Hanson was failing, aching. Just tell him. Papa, will not know of it, he will only know of your care for Westby. Just tell him, and you and your siblings will be safe forever. But Papa is the reason our siblings are here, he is the reason we are who we are. Dear God help me.

“Will not you speak? Hanson, if you knew me better you would be astounded that I offered so much. Hanson, can you simply turn your back on your sister?” the man was growing angry, but passionate and Hanson was losing. “Speak, boy, speak. The minute you tell me, you are promised everything you are fighting for, I am helping you more than you would possibly know. I am promising protection from me and my men. Speak!”

Dear God, help. Hanson felt himself about to speak but he waited. Waited for something to happen, for God to intervene, and he did so in a way he did not expect--Hanson collapsed in a dead faint. 

