
Free Indeed 

‘Boom’ an explosion rattled the night sky, threatening to shake the very stars from their hanging 

places-though truly, with all the smoke that clouded the little city, one would hardly be able to 

tell if they already had.  

'Boom' another explosion; but by now the soldiers were used to it. 

They sat in silence, huddled by a small fire in a building that had somehow narrowly avoided 

collapse. 

For a short time at least, they were safe… but, were they? It didn't really matter. There was a 

warm fire, and a roof, and some small amount of quiet while they waited to be called back into 

the fighting; and for them, that was enough.  

 

Suddenly, the silence was broken by a single low note, and then another. And another.  

Someone was singing-or rather humming, a song that quite frankly sounded all too cheery given 

their current situation.  

A quick glance around the room revealed the composer of this little tune, and as soon as they 

realized who it was, the strange cheerfulness suddenly made sense. It was crazy old Ferenc; Of 

course it was.  

No one born into this war could possibly be so happy, unless you were crazy. Which obviously, 

was what they reasoned must be the cause of his psychotic optimism.  

He shuffled his feet in what appeared to be a little dance of sorts, carrying on in his little song. 

“Good news?” A soldier asked mockingly; though they all knew that was just how he was. 

But still Ferenc looked up, his face lighting up with such a bright smile that one might almost 

forget the fact that he was covered in dirt. 

“You could say so my good sir!” He answered cheerfully. 

The soldiers perked their ears a little, hopeful that there might actually be a reason to be glad for 

once. 



“Well, go on then- give us something to be happy about!” An older soldier spoke up, impatiently 

tapping the wooden crate he was sitting on. 

Ferenc leaned in closer to the little group, stars in his eyes. “Listen,” he instructed, pressing his 

finger lightly to his smiling lips. “Do you hear that?” The men hushed for a moment, until one of 

them spoke, “I hear nothing.” He said plaintively, furrowing his scarred brows in question. 

“Exactly,” Ferenc beamed. “Nothing but peace, and quiet.” The men groaned, and Ferenc 

frowned for once. “Well peace and quiet aren’t easy to come by in this war,” He paused, giving a 

kind but lecturing glance to the agitated soldiers, “You’ve got to take it where you find it, and 

enjoy it while it lasts.” A few more groans and the occasional chuckle resonated through the 

little, dirty room as Ferenc dawned his usual smile and went back to humming. 

 

In a few moments however, (aside from Ferenc’s tune, of course,) the room was once more 

deathly quiet. 

As the men sat in the dark, each became startlingly aware of his own heartbeat; And though they 

couldn’t hear anyone else’s, each one beat steadily in tune to the cheerful little melody. 

As much as the men hated to admit it, everyone found that Ferenc and his songs always had this 

peculiar way of providing some sort of ease; though, no one really knew why. 

 

“How can you do that?” An exasperated young man suddenly asked. Ferenc started, turning 

towards him, “Do what, sir?” 

The young man scratched his head, fumbling for words; He had a little scar on his top lip, and 

another across his cheek. “How are you- well, I mean you’re just so- I just… How can you be so 

happy? How can you sing?” 

Ferenc smiled. “You mean despite all this.” He gestured to the crumbling world around him as 

the young man gave a small nod. 

“Because my friend -Despite all this- I know that there’s freedom coming; and it gets closer 

every day.” 



The man shook his head sadly. “I wish I could believe you, but some days it just seems like the 

fighting will go on forever.” 

Ferenc placed a firm hand on his shoulder. “You’ve got to have some hope, friend.” The soldier 

looked up and met Ferenc’s sympathetic gaze, still smiling. He had scars, just like his own-

though in different places of course. The young man had simply never noticed them before. 

"We all talk of freedom but, sometimes it feels like we'll never reach it."  

“I know it does,” Ferenc started. “But you must remember; Some people live their whole lives in 

captivity. In poverty. In death. These people might never truly know freedom in this world.” 

A look of shock spread across the young man's face, clearly he had not been expecting such a 

grim reminder from the ever cheerful soldier. “But,” Ferenc continued, studying the ever puzzled 

face of the young man. “There is another world coming. My world. My home. The land of the 

free.” 

The man chuckled. “So what, you’re an alien or something?” 

Ferenc chuckled back. “In a way, I suppose. I’m not of this world, if that’s what you mean. I’m 

paid for.” 

“You make no sense. I don’t know what any of that means.” 

“It means, that my Lord has well and truly saved me, set me free. I have a place with him now, 

so I will do my best to serve him for the tremendous gift he’s given me. Be it through talking 

about him, or just sharing some of the joy he’s given me through a smile, or a little song.”  

In the distance, the plane engines of the bomb squadron could be heard, rapidly aproaching them. 

“So you’re saying that’s why you're so happy all the time?” 

“Indeed.” 

The soldier shook his head, “Well, it still doesn’t make perfect sense to me, but I guess I see 

what you’re saying.” 

Ferenc looked at him gladly, “I’m glad it is starting to clear up for you. You should listen-

perhaps he will speak to you as well.” 

The soldier smiled at him, “You think so?” 



“I dearly hope so. It would be wonderful to see you in my world in the end.”  

 

The soldier leaned back, smiling. Ferencs words had resonated with him, and he wanted to know 

more, but he knew they needed rest.  

As the soldier closed his eyes, Ferenc Started humming his song again. 

 

A few minutes later, the building was bombed. Several soldiers lost their lives; One of which 

was Ferenc Straugh. 

 

Years later, after the war. A young soldier was baptized. He spoke in his testimony of the soldier 

who always smiled, and recalled the last question he had asked before he’d fallen asleep; 

“And you really feel free?” 

“Oh, I am Free.” 

Ferenc had answered, as he smiled his brightest smile. 

“Free indeed.” 

 

 

 

 


