The Fierce Battle

When they entered the dark tent of their commander, Mikrobios, Streptococcus and Staphylococcus bowed respectfully.
-Good evening, esteemed lord! – they greeted.
-Good evening! – Mikrobios replied with an air of dignity and grandeur. Settled in his ivory armchair, with a voice raspy enough to cause a cough, he said: – Do you know why I’ve called you here? No? Then listen closely! The fact that we’re alive, that our kingdom is multiplying in strange ways, and that our army now numbers in the billions, we owe it all to a child.
-A child? – the two asked, eyes wide with disbelief.
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-Yes, yes, a child! Don’t be surprised! Yesterday during lunch, he was supposed to clean like all the other kids in his class, but he did it hastily, just to get it done.
-And then? – asked Staphylococcus, who wasn’t as curious as his companion.
-A hundred thousand of us were hiding under the desk, anxiously waiting. If his broom had swept us away with the dust, we would’ve been wiped out. But fortunately, he didn’t bother to clean under the desk, and we miraculously survived. Our numbers grew at an astonishing rate. After one hour, our army had grown to five hundred million, after two hours it reached a billion, and within twenty-four hours, we had 200 billion soldiers.
-Oh, that’s incredible! – the others exclaimed, astonished.
-Yes, because we are microbes born from dust. Dust is our life. Fresh air and sunlight are our greatest enemies. Never forget that. Now, let’s return to the matter at hand. After six hours, the day’s caretaker will do the cleaning. According to the schedule, it’s the turn of two diligent girls, two enemies of our microbial army. They clean even the tiniest corners of the classroom, and that could mean the end for us.
-Horrible! – cried Staphylococcus and Streptococcus, frightened.
-Yes, the situation is dire. There’s only one way out for us…
The two microbes waited anxiously.
-Honorable commanders! You must find the careless child, the dirtiest one, whom we will soon attack. Now, without wasting any time, go and search! And remember, my life, yours, and the survival of our entire army depend on you, so do whatever it takes.
-King, we’ll do everything we can to find the child you’re looking for! – the two microbes replied in unison, rushing out of the tent.

-Mikrobios, my lord, we’ve found the child you wanted! – Streptococcus shouted happily as he entered the tent.
-You should see how filthy he is! – said Staphylococcus, breathless.
-Look at his nails! They’re so long! – added Streptococcus.
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-Oh, his teeth are so yellow, very yellow. He’s never used a toothbrush or toothpaste. His feet haven’t been washed in days, and his hands smell of dirt.

Breathing heavily, often interrupting each other, the two microbes reported their findings to their commander.
-Well done, brave commanders! You’ve found the perfect child. Only such a child can’t pose a threat to us. He will become our food, – Mikrobios said, embracing them tightly.
-Guard, guard, sound the alarm! – Mikrobios then called out to a large microbe blocking the entrance to the commander’s tent.

The sound of horns and trumpets woke the sleeping microbe soldiers. From the crack, thousands of black microbes with strange faces, armed with sharp arrows and spears, rushed out.

Soon, two hundred billion microbes, lined up in formation, grim and silent, awaited their commander’s orders.

Finally, Mikrobios, shouting in excitement, addressed them:
 -Honorable commanders, and you, brave soldiers! The long-awaited moment has arrived. Soon, we will march into the body of a child named Ben Pisanjosi. Within him lie our greatest enemies: the leukocytes, also known as white blood cells. There are 6,000 leukocytes in every 1mm³ of blood. At most, their army consists of 20 billion throughout the blood in the child’s body. But how many are we? 200 billion, brothers! An army of countless numbers. Our poisoned arrows and spears are the deadliest ever known in the history of tiny beings. Victory is ours. Let’s cheer for it!
 -Hooray, hooray! – the billions of microbes shouted, raising their poisoned arrows and spears in the air.

But suddenly, Mikrobios, who had been so pleased before, darkened. His body trembled with rage.
· Enough, enough! – he yelled at the soldiers, signaling with his hand.

Then, with quick steps, he approached a leukocyte soldier, who had been captured by the microbe scouts in a surprise attack.
 -And you, why are you silent? Why are you smiling skeptically and not cheering for our victory? – Mikrobios asked, his face twisted with anger.
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 -It’s too soon to rejoice. Those who rush make mistakes quickly, - the soldier replied calmly, without hesitation.
       -What do you mean by that? - Mikrobios asked angrily.
- Mikrobios! You’ve overestimated the power of your army, perhaps even more than you should have. Maybe millions of your soldiers don’t understand the strength and courage of leukocytes. The older soldiers, those who’ve fought life or death against us, the white blood cells who managed to survive, could speak more wisely about this.
- Ha, ha, ha, you made me laugh! - Mikrobios replied. - No microbe with any sense would ever doubt our glorious victory. It can’t happen any other way. You are fewer than us. Besides, we are armed to the teeth.
- Yes, you are more, you are better armed, but don’t forget: the strength of an army doesn’t lie in the number of soldiers or the weapons it has.

Suddenly, Mikrobios erupted in laughter. It was a terrifying laugh.
· Where does it lie then? - he asked, shaking as if fever had taken over him.
-In the spirit of the soldiers, - Leukocyte answered. - Our leukocyte soldiers have in their hearts a love for human life, for the life of children. That’s why they are a hundred times braver than you. They are ready to give their lives for children. You, however, seek death. You seek the death of children.
- Enough, enough! - Mikrobios shouted, almost mad.

He turned to an officer beside him and said:
 -Pneumococcus, if I’m not mistaken, is this your prisoner?
 -As you command, sir!
 - Do you know what should be done with this chatterbox?
 - How could I not know, sir? A poisoned arrow to the heart, that’s all it takes.
-Very well! Execute him! Let him serve as an example to all who hold such thoughts.

The brave soldier, Leukocyte, stood firm before death. A poisoned arrow struck him in the heart. Before he breathed his last, with great effort, he managed to cry out:
· Long live the life of the child! Death to the micro… - and he couldn’t finish the sentence.
· Death to the leukocytes! - Mikrobios shouted.
· Death! - the billions of microbes replied in unison.
· There it is, soldiers of death, the moment you’ve been waiting for has arrived. Now, we will march towards the child, towards his nails. The moment the child begins to eat with unwashed hands, attack! His mouth will be the first kingdom to fall into our hands. After that, more victories await us. Soldiers, and you, experienced commanders, with a cheer, into battle!

Billions of microbes attacked the child.
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Ben “Dirty Ben” couldn’t distinguish the billions of microbes with his naked eye, as they could only be seen under a microscope. According to Mikrobios’s plan, the microbial army set up camp on his nails. They awaited the commander’s signal for the bloody battle.

Staphylococcus entered Mikrobios’s tent with a deep breath. He seemed very happy.
· Sir, sir!
· What happened, Staphylococcus? Speak!
· Sound the alarm, sir! Dirty Ben started eating with unwashed hands.
· Really? Oh, finally! - Mikrobios exclaimed joyfully.

The alarm went off in the microbial camp. Within seconds, the multibillion-strong army lined up and waited for the command to attack.
· Staphylococcus and you, Streptococcus! I’m reminding you one last time of the battle plan. Inside the mouth, as I told you, there are two of the most advanced fortresses, almost isolated, of the leukocytes. In our microbial language, they are called tonsils. One tonsil is on the left side of the throat, and the other on the right. According to a scout’s report, at this moment, the fortresses are defended by one million leukocyte soldiers. Their only weapons are swords and shields. Staphylococcus, you will attack the left tonsil, while Streptococcus, you will take the right. Meanwhile, I, at the head of the guard, will enter the throat, then into the esophagus, and from there into the stomach. So, brave commanders, I wish you a successful mission, and see you in the Castle of the Spleen!
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Billions of microbes, fierce and fully armed, stormed the tongue. Artillery microbes positioned powerful cannons atop the molars, bombarding the fortress walls, while others fired poisoned arrows at its heroic defenders — the leukocytes.
The leukocytes fought bravely. Each faced between 2,000 and 3,000 microbes at once. With a single swing of their swords, hundreds of microbes fell lifeless.
Many leukocytes, pierced through by dozens of arrows, continued fighting valiantly until they collapsed at the steps of the fortress. It was an epic and unprecedented battle. The microbes suffered heavy losses — 50 billion perished on the battlefield, and many more were fatally wounded. Nevertheless, the leukocytes also endured significant casualties; one billion fell honorably, and the surviving forces were forced to retreat and regroup with their main army.

The two commanders, confident in their victory, hurried to report to Microbiosis.
“Commander-in-Chief! I report that the left fortress has fallen into our hands!” announced Staphylococcus with pride.
“My heartfelt congratulations, indomitable commander!” Microbiosis replied warmly.
“Sir! The army—”
“No need, my dear Streptococcus,” Microbiosis interrupted. “Your eyes speak clearly. My sincere congratulations and best wishes!”
“The first battle has been won, but the ultimate outcome will be determined at sea. The leukocyte fleet, led by Admiral Leucos, is powerful, but it cannot compare to ours. We must not give them time to recover and reorganize; swift action is crucial. Admiral Meningococcus and his fleet will fight in the red blood tunnels. Staphylococcus and I will lay siege to the Spleen Fortress, their strongest and final support.
As for you, Streptococcus, you will lead 200 billion troops to attack the Fortress of Fever.”
“Where is the Fortress of Fever located, sir?” asked Streptococcus.
“In the brain. A messenger will guide you. The Fortress of Fever maintains the child’s stable temperature of 36.5–37°C by burning sugars and fats in great furnaces. Your mission is to deplete all the sugar and fat reserves completely. As the burning increases, the body temperature will rise further.”
“How extraordinary, sir!” exclaimed Streptococcus in amazement.
“If you manage to raise the temperature above 41°C, the leukocytes will weaken greatly, hastening our victory.”
“I will do everything in my power to achieve this goal, sir,” Streptococcus pledged. “Is the messenger waiting?” he asked.
“Yes. You may depart at once.”
“Farewell, sir!”
“Safe travels, Streptococcus. Farewell!”
  Admiral Meningococcus and his fleet entered the red blood tunnels. In the distance, on the horizon, Admiral Leucos’s fleet appeared. The two fleets advanced steadily toward each other.
Leucos, the greatest commander of his time, calmly observed the enemy’s approach through his binoculars.
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“My son Neutro,” said Leucos, addressing one of his most distinguished captains, “you will try to flank the enemy.”
“As you command, Admiral!”
“And you, Lympho, will attack from the rear. From what I can see, the microbes’ ships are large and heavily loaded. This greatly hinders their movement and maneuverability, whereas our ships are small, light, and swift.”
By now, the fleets had drawn very close to one another. On the deck of his ship, Admiral Meningococcus appeared, grand and arrogant, and called out to Admiral Leucos:
“Admiral Leucos! I wish you no harm and do not want needless bloodshed. As you can see, your fleet is very small. In the event of battle, your defeat is inevitable. Therefore, surrender your weapons; if you do, I will spare your lives and grant you freedom.”
“Haha! You made me laugh!” Leucos replied mockingly. “It seems you do not know us, esteemed Admiral. Leukocytes would rather die on the battlefield than surrender. Let our swords clash, let our cannons thunder, let the red sea of blood roar — and may victory belong to the just!”
“So be it! You refuse to surrender!” shouted Admiral Meningococcus furiously. “Very well, you will soon regret it. Artillery! Fire! Fire! Fire!”
The artillery microbes unleashed thick clouds of smoke and fire against Leucos’s fleet.
The battle began fiercely. Admiral Meningococcus had miscalculated. Leucos’s ships moved swiftly and lightly, while the enemy ships were heavy as lead. Leucos’s brave soldiers boarded the microbes’ vessels. Terrified, the microbes saw their end approaching. Leucos himself fought among his troops, but Admiral Meningococcus was nowhere to be seen.
After three hours of intense battle, nothing remained of the enemy but the mangled bodies of the microbe sailors. Their ships had sunk into the depths of the red blood sea.
After the battle, Leucos visited each wounded soldier, speaking to them with compassion and ensuring they received care. In turn, the wounded could find no words strong enough to express their deepest gratitude to their commander.
Suddenly, a leukocyte soldier appeared in the infirmary. His face and clothes were soaked in blood. He leaned against the door to keep from falling. Leucos and Neutro rushed to him.
“What happened, brave soldier?” Leucos asked, his voice full of concern.
The mortally wounded soldier half-opened his eyes and, with great effort, whispered:
“I come from… the for… fortress of… the Spleen. It is in grave… danger. Our commander, Basophil, was…”
That was all he managed to say. He murmured something unintelligible, and his head fell to one side.
“He’s dead,” Leucos said with sorrow, removing his cap in respect.
“Ah, these cursed microbes!” cried Neutro. “They seek to endanger the child’s health — perhaps even their life! But no, never! They will not succeed!”
“Yes, Neutro, they will not succeed,” Leucos affirmed with deep conviction. “But for that, we must continue our fight with even greater courage!”

Meanwhile, Streptococcus and his army had captured the Fever Fortress.
Following the advice of the supreme commander, Streptococcus bombarded the fortress with billions of poisoned arrows and emptied all the granaries into the ever-burning fire.
Soon, the child’s temperature began to rise rapidly.

The scorching waves of blood made it increasingly difficult for Leukos’ fleet to navigate.

“Neutro, check the thermometer!” ordered Leukos.
“Forty-one degrees, sir,” replied Neutro.

“Ah, Benny, Benny, you may not realize the danger you’re in. Just one more degree separates you from death,” Leukos said, deeply troubled.
“One degree?” Neutro repeated in disbelief.
“Yes, Neutro! If the temperature surpasses 42 degrees, the child will not survive. Everything alive inside him will die, will be destroyed, will clot at such heat. That’s why thermometers are marked only up to 42 degrees,” Leukos explained.

“How terrible…” whispered Neutro, his eyes welling up with tears.

“Neutro, full speed ahead! There’s no time to lose! The child’s life is in danger!”

Everyone on board struggled to breathe in the suffocating heat rising from the red sea of blood.

Meanwhile, fierce battles raged at the Spleen Fortress.
Five billion leukocytes fought against a hundred billion microbes.
The brave commander of the fortress, Basophil, had fallen on the battlefield, pierced through by a poisoned arrow.
Yet the leukocytes, though hopeless, fought with desperate fury.

Their joy was indescribable — and the terror of the enemies palpable — when Leukos’ fleet appeared on the horizon.

Many microbes, seized by panic, began to flee.
They knew well the power and fearsome reputation of Leukos and his fleet.

Despite their exhaustion, the leukocytes rallied and pursued the terrified microbes.
Leukos rushed to cut off their escape, and the microbes, trapped between two fires, surrendered their weapons.

Meanwhile, the child’s temperature had reached 41.8 degrees — only a few tenths of a degree separated him from death.

With lightning speed, the cavalry of the leukocytes, led by Monocyte, marched toward the Fever Fortress.

What force could withstand the bravery, strength, and skill of the leukocytes?
Microbios, Staphylococcus, and Streptococcus fled in terror, leaving their armies shattered, confused, and scattered in utter defeat.
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The ancient walls of the fortress trembled with the loud, booming cheers of the victors.
Millions of leukocyte soldiers, gathered in the grand square of the fortress, eagerly awaited the arrival of Leukos.
Toward the fortress, with sails billowing in the fresh breeze, approached the ship.
All eyes were fixed with excitement on the deck.
There stood Leukos, Neutro, Lympho, and many sailors, lined up side by side, saluting the brave defenders of the fortress with joyous cries.

When Leukos and his companions disembarked, they were immediately surrounded and embraced warmly by the heroic defenders.

“Brothers!” Leukos called out. “Today’s battle was one of the greatest in the history of the tiniest beings.
Though outnumbered, though armed more poorly than our enemies, we fought with unmatched heroism and won, because each of us defended our homeland of cells and tissues down to the last drop of blood.”

“Glory to Leukos!” shouted one leukocyte soldier with irrepressible passion.

“Hurrah!” thundered millions of others in a rousing, spine-tingling cry.

“Oh no, my friends! The glory is not mine,” said Leukos. “It belongs to you — you, the brave and steadfast soldiers.
You shed your blood to save the life of this careless child.
Maybe Benny does not know you, maybe he does not realize what you have done and continue to do to protect him from sickness, to shield him from the poisoned arrows of the microbes — but that does not matter to us.
We are invisible friends, true friends, who have always stood by children in their moments of danger.
Today, we call upon Benny, and all children like him, to care for their bodies, to keep themselves clean and healthy, so that they do not endanger themselves or our glorious army of leukocytes.
We have always been loyal — and we always will be. Life will always triumph over death.
Now, I invite you all, heroic soldiers, to raise your voices together and celebrate our victory!”

War songs, the booming of victory cannons, the blaring of trumpets and horns, the march of drums — all melted into one melody, one grand hymn, singing the beauty of life, the triumph of good over evil, and the hope that all our children will grow strong, beautiful, and healthy.



