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Chapter 1
The Cause




   It was two weeks after his sixteenth birthday when he
came home to tell his mother

joyously about having been chosen to fight in the war. He already
had started his training and

gathering his equipment. Eight weeks later he was ready.

   His mother was at once sad and happy for him. She was
both afraid and proud for him. His

younger brother held the camera for him as he made a special video
for his family. That way, no

matter what happened, his mother would always have something to
remember him by.

   At last the time had come to go off and confront the
enemy. He stopped by his house to say a last

goodbye to his family, and off he went to join the war. It took him
many hours to get to his

position. All the while, he was thinking of the glory he would
bring himself, his family, and his

people in striking the enemy. His would be a great contribution
against the enemy. He had been

selected for one of the great battles. His actions this day would
be remembered long after as a

great contribution to the needs and desires of his people. It had
taken quite a while to get suited

up this morning, the special equipment for his mission was bulky
and heavy, but he had gotten

up early so he could be ready and on time.

   When he reached his destination, he already had his
orders. Locating the target, he prepared to

launch his attack. As he walked up to the building, the words “Day
Care Center” confirmed for

him that this was the place. Reaching under his jacket, he had
almost triggered the detonator,

when he heard a soft thump from above and behind him. He felt an
odd tap on the back of his

head. He tried again to press the trigger switch, but his arm
seemed to be asleep. At the same

time, he seemed to be falling. Maybe his whole body had fallen
asleep. This seemed an odd thing

to have happen. Slowly, his vision darkened. He hadn’t heard
anything about clouds today on the

morning weather report… Oh well, he felt sleepy now. He always felt
sleepy when it rained. Just

a little nap, then he would hit his target and make Momma proud. He
slowly closed his eyes and

was gone.

   The man in the plaid shirt and shorts calmly sipped
his coffee at the little table outside the café.

He was reading the sports page. The rest of the paper was lying on
the table, folded once, leaving

the opening of the loop formed by the folded paper facing into the
street to hide the camera. The

terrorist cell’s idea of sweeping for bugs involved a can of poison
and a fly swatter, so finding

the bomber’s target was simple. The boy was right on time. He even
seemed happy. Just another

teen-ager hanging out on a beautiful Wednesday morning. He even
said "Good morning!" to the

man in the plaid shirt before crossing the street to the day care
center. The man watched, a part

of him wanted the kid to chicken out. He could remember the
confusion of being that age. The

search for answers to what you could do with your life and how to
change the world. Anyone

who seemed to have an answer that fit the requirements became a
hero to them at that age. When

the kid reached under his jacket, the man whispered "Thor!"

   The sniper took him just before he could detonate the
bomb packed around his body. The slug

severed the brain stem. He crumpled like tissue paper. The cleanup
crew calmly, quietly and

quickly removed the body. A little high pressure water erased the
puddle of blood that had

formed.

   Not too many miles away, in Queens, Momma woke up.
Funny, she didn’t remember falling

asleep. As she opened her eyes and tried to rub them, she realized
that something was keeping he

from moving her arms. Trying to get up, she realized something was
wrong with her legs. They

seemed stuck. All she seemed able to do was lay there on the couch.
She also noticed that

someone else was in the room. A short but sturdy man with dark,
close cropped hair, wearing a

course black shirt and pants. The shirt and pants looked like a
uniform of some kind and the pant

legs were tucked tightly into the tops of black combat boots.

   “Good Morning Mam!” the man said with what seemed
genuine warmth. “I hope we didn’t tie

those ropes too tight. Please let me know if you begin to feel
numb.

   “I was quite impressed by the professionalism your
oldest son showed this morning.”

   “I don’t know what you mean.” She said in a quiet
voice. Inside she was filled with pride for her

little man. He must have struck a powerful blow against the
enemy!

   “It was too bad for him that we already knew the
entire plan. I have a video tape I’d like to share

with you… .”

   Quietly the man pressed the play button on the remote
in his hand. The video started with a

lovely view, across a quiet street, of a day care center. A young
boy in his mid teens was heard to

say “Good morning!” and then walk calmly across the street to look
at the Day Care sign in front

of the building. As the boy reached into his jacket, a low thumping
sound was heard. A small

area of the boy’s hair seemed to blow slightly out from a place
close to the center of the back of

his head, close to the point where his neck started. The boy went
limp and fell in a heap. The

man paused the tape as the couple that had been at the corner of
the block came calmly over and

‘helped’ the young man to his feet after they sprayed the blood
away with a small can of

pressurized water. It was hard to tell that the ‘young man’ was not
actually moving at all.

   “He even had a very well calibrated load of
explosives. Any more would have been hard to hide.

Any less would not have done enough damage to have a high kill
rate.” At the sound of

Mamma’s whimper, the man continued. “Don’t worry. He did not
suffer. He was dead almost

instantly. The bullet was well placed to insure that he did not
even know what hit him.”

   “You can not arrest me. I and my sons had nothing to
do with what he did. In fact, I will call my

lawyer today and sue the city for killing my son instead of just
arresting him.”

   “Mam,” he said gently, “I have no intention of
arresting anyone… Of course, you also will sue

nobody. Do you remember the part of your son’s video where you
asked God to grant that all of

your sons die for the great cause?” He asked quietly.

   “I do not recall any such video and certainly I do not
say such things!”

   “That’s funny. I could have sworn that this was you… ”
he said as he started the tape running

again. The scene changed to a part of her son’s tape that seemed to
have been hastily spliced into

the video. In the scene she could see herself smiling and proudly
claiming she wished ‘God to

grant that all of my sons die for the great cause!’ After that
part, the man paused the tape again. “

I could have sworn that was you! We took your wish to heart and
granted it.” Now her stomach

churned as she noticed that her other two sons were not in the
room.

   “What have you done with my children?!”

   “We granted your wish. Here, I’ll show you.” He now,
allowed the tape continue. In the next

scene she could see her sons from the front. They were kneeling
almost as in prayer, but their

hands were out of sight behind their backs. Each of them was
sobbing and muttering denials of

doing any ill as tears streamed from their eyes. Just as she was
noting that her infant daughter

was blessedly missing from the screen, she also noticed two men,
dressed exactly as the man in

front of her was dressed, move behind the boys. Each placed a hand
holding a small black gun to

the back of a boy’s head. With a loud pop, both boys went limp and
fell forward onto their faces.

Blood and other fluids leaked from the base of each boy’s skull. In
horror, she realized that her

family was gone. Weakly, she wondered what had become of her
daughter.

   As if reading her mind, the man went on, “Since your
wish did not include your little girl, and

she was not old enough to be involved in your family’s activities,
she is safe. In fact,” he said

with a satisfied smile that froze her spine, “I understand a lovely
Jewish couple have already

been approved to adopt her!”

   At that point she could not hold back any more. She
screamed until she passed out.

When she woke up. She had been moved to the kitchen table. The
table was covered in the

chemistry equipment her late husband had used to process the drugs
he sold to the weak enemy

teens until he had been gunned down by a gang member.

   “Ah! So you are awake!” said the man from behind her.
“We found this lovely equipment in

storage in your house. We figured you would have destroyed it after
we took your husband out.

Still, I understand that it was expensive. In any case, I figure
you should have a taste of the thing

you and your family produced.” At that point she could feel a
needle slide into her neck from

behind. “I hear heroine is quite fun.” he said as a kind of liquid
joy spread magically into her

being. “Here, try some of the LSD too!” he said as he pressed a
dropper into her mouth and

squirted the whole contents down her throat.

   As she reeled from ecstasy to horror, untold joy to
insects crawling on her naked skin, she could

just make out that the man was placing a suitcase under the table.
Then he seemed to leave her

alone.

   The explosion came just as the worst hallucination she
could imagine engulfed her tortured

mind.

 

The news reported that evening about the gangland style slaying
of two teens and the destruction

of their house. Evidence pointed to a drug war because the mother’s
remains, what there were,

showed major amounts of controlled substances. Remains of a drug
lab were also found in the

wreckage.

   The warehouse that the recruiters were using in
Brooklyn was close to the docks. The sleeping

gas was very effective as all the members of the cell waited
together to hear the news of their

successful attack. All of them were very surprised to wake up
gagged and tied to crates in a

rough half circle.

 

In Brooklyn, a warehouse detonated. Fire officials would later
comment that the place had not

had the required papers to hold volatile chemicals or explosives.
The remains of at least twenty

teen-agers would be found in the ashes and debris as well as the
remains of several adult males.

Later still, it would be discovered that a questionable charity had
been using the warehouse as a

meeting and recruiting center.

   The warehouse fire would be labeled as gang violence,
because they recruited former members

of local gangs.

 

Once the bomber had been eliminated and the fires set, all of
the teams reported in to their leader

through the earphone of the fake MP3 player he was listening to. As
he sat feeding the pigeons in

central park he calmly pulled a cell phone from a pocket in his
suit. He dialed a ten digit number.

   When the other side stopped ringing and was silent, he
said into the receiver “Project wrath of

Odin mission one successful.” After delivering this message, he
pressed a small button that had

been added to the side of the phone and dropped it into a nearby
trashcan. A few minutes later, as

the man stepped onto a bus several blocks away, the phone used up
the entire charge of the

battery and melted itself into a solid lump of plastic.

﻿









From the same author on
Feedbooks


	Sacred
Duty (2011)
A story of a faithful feline facing terrible odds to save her
chosen human.









  

    [image: FeedBooks]
 
 
    www.feedbooks.com

    Food for the mind


  


OPS/images/logo-feedbooks.png
Eeedbomls





OPS/images/logo-feedbooks-tiny.png
E{;edbooﬂs





