
Motherhood 
 
 A muddied silhouette scarred the crimson skyline of the desolate landscape as a group of 

travelers moved at an unholy pace. Upon a pebbled path that led from a small village up to the Mayhem 
Caves armored horses galloped. Atop these racing beasts cloaked men led a single farming horse which 

carried a mother and her newborn child. Those nameless beings rode toward their destinies as a new era 

for a small country would soon begin. 
 The country was Dajistan, and it was during a time of cryptic unrest. 

 For generations the nation of Dajistan had been at war with itself. Religious zealots desired for a 
forgotten age with their Daemon Prince as the supreme ruler while the rest of the populous enjoyed 

existence without the interference of self-indulgent Cosmic-Beings. These commoners had savored the 

absence of Chaos Lords and their bloody mischief. 
 Few remembered an ancient prophecy though, one decreeing that the tottering scuffles would 

end with the birth of a sickly child. This stormy night would prove the prophecy’s worth. 
 Though the newborn was ill the mother was healthy and her resolve was steadfast. She had faith 

in a promise that would bring her child long-life and a purpose beyond imagination. She knew in her 
heart that her child was meant to live, and that life would change the world forever. It was not mere 

truth found in some archaic prophecy, it was a truth found within her keen spirit. 

 The mother remained silent as she was escorted to the place where all she believed in would 
come to fruition. She was exquisite with bronzed soft skin, and her curly russet hair was hidden away 

behind a tattered pale scarlet poncho which overshadowed her beauty. Looking down at her feeble baby, 
tears formed in her eyes as she tried to drown the world out. 

 As the group of cloaked men escorted the mother and her newborn by horseback to the Mayhem 

Caves they were pursued by their enemies. Arrows darted the sky, the clash of sword and shield 
resonated in the distance, and the cries of death echoed throughout the land. 

 The brewing storm and fervent battle were an orchestra of ill-omened havoc. 
 The mother held her newborn to her chest shutting the world out from the senses. She tried to 

guard her own ears from the retching sounds of battle behind her, but to no avail. She squeezed her 
eyes tight and whispered a prayer to anything that would listen. Staring at her pale child she longed for 

peace. As her horse rounded the final bend her escort party split off and went their predestined ways. At 

the caves’ opening her hopes were swallowed by a scarlet mist that haloed the mount. 
 Contained by the mist was the anarchic forthcoming of a broken nation. As the horse the woman 

sat atop trotted forward to the mouth of the cave there stood warriors wearing ancient armor of spikes 
and leather on either side of the pebbled path. Grouped they seemed like a unit of single thought and 

resolve, wearing expressions of controlled malice and fury. They were ferocious and the woman tried her 

best not to display her overwhelming anxiety. 
 Standing before the squad of warriors at the top of the path was a large beast of a man. As the 

woman neared the leader of the primed warriors, her face twisted in fear as she realized that she could 
hardly call the creature a man. His body was covered in thick fur and in place of his nails were rugged 

brown claws. His teeth were sharp and fierce, and he was barking orders. The warriors responded to the 
creature’s demands with proud bellows, “Yes, General Horzyr!” 

 The squadron of devoted warriors made no acknowledgement of the mother and child arriving. 

Beyond the general, and his devotees, stood six clerics of a dying religion. They wore long garnet robes 
that obscured their faces and feet. The woman had been reminded of stories about wraiths when she 

saw them. But she was not alarmed. In fact, she actually acknowledged their presence with a welcoming 
smile. 

 While being helped down from the horse by a cleric the mother slipped and grabbed hold of the 

general to break her fall. He grumbled in disgust, snatched his cape from her grasp, and turned toward 
the entrance of the caves snarling. Without introduction and command, he began walking toward the 

entrance followed by his warriors. The mother’s fear was certain yet her enigmatic faith kept her silent. 
She took to her feet and apologized with a bowed head to the nearest cleric. Her babe wrapped in scarlet 

cloth was sound asleep now. 



 The cleric did not speak. He simply motioned for the woman to follow the general into the caves. 

She silently obeyed. 
 Inside the caves the air was tainted and thin. The mother could hardly breathe and she worried 

for her sleeping child. Peering down at the small face the child looked gaunt. Tears formed in the 
mother’s eyes and she knew the ritual was the only hope for her baby. In that moment she cared for 

nothing else. And her faith would be rewarded with a healthy young child. 

 The mother was snatched from her fear and thoughts by the howl of the general as the group 
reached a junction of tunnels and caverns. The echo of his orders made the mother dizzy, his burly and 

grisly voice bouncing off one rock wall shaking another. Small stones fell as the very cave trembled at the 
sound of the beastly commander. The mother looked upon him with fearful respect, paralyzed by his 

presence. 
 “Ensure the ritual is not interrupted!” he barked. “Kill anything that comes up the pass. Nothing 

and no one is allowed to enter this place!” 

 His stalwart warriors did not hesitate in the slightest as they rushed back to the opening of the 
Mayhem Caves. The general turned leading the mother and clerics deeper into the twisting web of stone 

corridors. 
 The tunnel walls were wet as the faithful navigated them into an eerily alluring darkness. The 

orchestra of death outside was gone as distant silence replaced it. The mother felt safe within the 

confines of the mountain, even though she was following a barbaric looking creature into an abyss of 
unknown deliverance. 

 Ever since she was young she had prayed persistently for freedom from a broken world. She had 
longed to know the promised bliss of liberation from the existence of mortality and freely chose to follow 

the zealots of the Order of the Dark Star. Their religion was one of fiery destruction to the wicked and 
the rebirth of a perfect blue orb. 

 The faithful believed that a holy fire would burn away the perverted world, leaving only the 

chosen to build a utopia where their Great Master would rule for all time. For this mother the promise 
was a great deal more personal though. After forcing her newborn into an unknown world, as she held a 

quiet and motionless body, the mother was told by the High Cleric that her child was the chosen leader 
to forge the blameless path into the exalted future. 

 She had been speechless searching for the father that had been removed from the birthing room. 

She had not even been made aware of the High Cleric’s presence so to be informed that her child would 
bring about the fulfillment of the prophecy nearly stopped her heart. As she turned another corner in the 

caves she remembered how proud she had felt. 
 The mother pulled her baby close to her as her thoughts ignored the trivialness of the damaged 

world. Ahead of her was a dim crimson glow; a soft light shone in the place where her baby would be 

given all they needed to lead her people to a blessed land without blood and death and pain. A proud 
smile stretched across her lovely face. Abandoning her thoughts, the mother and her escorts passed an 

artificial opening entering a chamber. 
 Along the walls there were finely furnished stone tiles placed into intricate patterns that the 

mother did not recognize. Strategically placed torches for ritualistic purpose, circling a deep ruby circle 
found in the center of the hall, burned a pale blue. At the epicenter of the circle a stone basin atop a 

pillar of rocks stood waiting. A trough leading from the mouth a marble statue erected from the cavern 

wall was attached to the stone basin. 
 The space echoed a calm chant the clerics began as they passed the entry. 

 The cavern within the mountain had been transformed into a gorgeous mosaic of worship and 
divine power. Instantly the mother felt reassured of her devout dedication. She attempted to hide her 

proud smirk. 

 The cleric chant grew from a whisper to a quiet hum as a cloaked figure emerged from a shadow 
at the back of the chamber. The cloaked figure drew eerily closer and the mother found herself grasping 

her child tighter. Out from beneath the cloak an ancient hand materialized and a bony finger traced a 
path from the baby to the basin. For the first time reluctance gripped the mother’s spirit as a cleric jerked 

her child from her grasp. The cloaked figure that had come out from the shadows peered a long time at 
the mother as the child was placed into the basin. She could see no facial features and credited it to the 



dim quality of the caves though she knew better. Her neck twitched as she attempted to swallow her 

apprehension. 
 An impatient snarl bellowed from the general, which the mother had forgotten was still present. 

Her jolted fear seemed to put an approving repugnant grin on the creature’s face. “The time is now 
Grand Priest,” snapped General Horzyr. “We can wait no longer!” 

 The unnatural cloaked figure made its way to a designated spot near the basin where the 

mother’s child lay peacefully. Gawking at the eerie movements the cloaked figure made caused her heart 
to race feverishly. The figure motioned toward a cleric off to the side that held a large hammer of some 

sort. The mother watched as the cleric paced over to the statue, swinging at its head. The stone 
crumbled away and a maroon liquid came rushing from the hole, racing down the trough toward her 

resting babe within the basin. 
 Without thought, only reacting on instinct, she made a motion toward her baby, “no!” A large 

hand gripped her arm and pulled her back into her position, while another hand covered her mouth. She 

was so affixed on her child she had not noticed the grim smirk that had spread across the rugged face of 
the general. 

 He snatched her attention from the child with a low-bellied growl, “nothing and no one will 
disturb this ritual. Not even you.” 

 The cleric that held onto the mother tightened his grip causing pain to attack her entire arm. She 

wanted to whimper but she remained silent as the basin that held her newborn filled with the maroon 
liquid. 

 “To prepare a vessel for the prince, a child placed within the sacred circle shall be cleansed of its 
fetid mortality by the blood of our master,” shrieked the cloaked figure. As the mother watched the basin 

the cleric gripping her arm forced her to move to the other side of the cavern. Her eyes never left her 
child as she wondered if they could breathe. 

 She was conflicted by her faith and instinct. How could her baby fulfill the prophecy if they were 

no longer alive? She questioned if the maroon liquid that filled the basin was truly the blood of her 
ancient master promised to deliver Dajistan from its evils. In that moment all her faith and studies were 

in doubt as she cared for nothing more than her baby. As her spirit crumbled tears poured down her 
cheeks and moistened the dry rock of the cavern. 

 “With the unwilling sacrifice of a faithful,” the cloaked figure continued, “the boundaries between 

the realms shall part and give way to the soul of our master, in order to bring about the end of this 
wretched world!” 

 Her eyes bulged as a piercing pain erupted in her back. Falling forward she let out a cry. Now on 
her hands and knees she looked to the ground watching as blood spread over a strange pattern that 

oddly seemed familiar. She stared at it for what seemed to be an eternity until she remembered one of 

her religious texts. The pattern was of the ancient language and it meant: valued death for the greater 
purpose. Her eyes widened and her lips quivered as she realized the blood covering the cavern floor was 

hers. 
 She was the unwilling sacrifice and her baby was the vessel. 

 Understanding the true purpose of the ritual did not resolve her fears, it shattered all her hopes. 
She realized she had freely turned over her newborn to fierce zealots that would bring about the fruition 

of the prophecy by any means. 

 So much blood had poured from her body that she slumped to the cavern floor. She could feel 
the damp coldness of the rock through her warm blood that had been spilt. She looked to the basin and 

reached out with her hand muttering, “My baby.” 
 Using the last of her strength she tried crawling to the stone basin. She thought if she could 

snatch her child from it, it could change everything. She believed that she could interrupt the ritual and 

ruin all the clerics’ plans, saving her child’s life as well as her own. 
 She did not get very far before a blade was placed beneath her neck and pulled from one side to 

the other. She had no more thoughts and her faith was now irrelevant. The mother had served her 
purpose and the ritual was near completion. “From this cleansing our new master shall emerge,” the 

cloaked figure declared. 



 With those words the cleric that held the blade stood and paced over to the stone basin. 

Reaching into the thick maroon liquid he spoke words of a forgotten language, <From faith the vessel 
shall be supplied, through sacrifice the realms shall merge, and with devout betrayal our Daemon Prince 

shall be born.> 
 The cleric lifted the sleeping baby out of the pool of maroon liquid that once pumped through the 

heart of a Chaos Lord. As the blood of a god dripped slowly off the child the other clerics began chanting. 

 Pulling back his hood revealing a strong shaven russet face the cleric holding the child spoke 
once more in the language of his distant ancestors, <As the mortal father I give this child freely to the 

forces of our master.> As he handed his child over to the High Priest a sword was plunged through his 
back. 

 His body fell to the ground soundlessly as the cloaked figure floated across the cavern floor to a 
shrine hidden within shadow. Placing the child into a bassinet of stone and tweed, an intense blue light 

overtook the senses of all within the cavern. With the light an un-heavenly sound shook the cavern and 

the clerics continued their chant though no witness would be able to prove such a thing. As the light 
faded the cloaked figured proudly screeched, <This child has been completely purged of their mortal life, 

replaced by the divine purpose of our great master! They are now and forever will be the son Zoryn of 
Lord O’mgaron, Protector of our Covent!> 

 The cloaked figure handed the cleansed child to the general, bowing in reverence. As the general 

took the child within his beastly hands the other clerics took to their knees and bowed as well. All of a 
sudden their chant seemed different, as if sung by ethereal creatures. 

 General Horzyr beamed with self-worth and pride as he stood cradling the god of a people. 
Momentarily kneeling next to the cloaked figure he whispered, “Now High Priest, you know what must be 

done next.” The cloaked figure only nodded. 
 With his free hand the general took hold of the hood that covered the cloaked figure and pulled it 

back some to reveal a skeletal face. For a moment he was lost within the endless gaze of its deep black 

eyes. Slowly he stood as his mind pulsed with information he had not known before. His head throbbing 
with pain and duty the general almost fell back to the chamber floor from the shock. Catching himself 

with his free hand the general regained composure and stood. 
 General Horzyr turned an exited the chamber while the clerics remained on their knees bowing 

and chanting. The general could hear their voices even at the entrance of the Mayhem Caves where his 

troops stood patiently waiting for their next orders. “Today is the first day of the Dying Age!” he 
bellowed. 

 The general mounted his horse with ease, sure to not disturb the sleeping god he still cradled. 
From the cave the chants were still echoing. “We shall now seize complete control of this broken nation,” 

the general continued, “so that we may prepare it for our master’s return.” With the reins tightly grasped 

he gave command, “Gather your wits and strengthen your faith my warriors, for the time of our Lord 
O’mgaron is upon us!” 

 As the general and his troops rode back down the pebbled path a cerulean flame washed over 
the Mayhem Caves consuming all the unfortunate faithful that remain within. 

 
 

 

 
 

Honor is to Sacrifice 
 

 It is a brisk Wednesday and it is raining. 

 Staring at my family wretched with grief, I take cover behind some mulberry bushes at the top of 
Cemetery Hill wearing a black trench coat and hiding my face beneath a wool hat. 

 I watch my mother emotionally fall apart as my father fruitlessly attempts to console her. I 
observe my high school sweetheart finding comfort in the arms of my best friend who actually grins as 

she weeps on his shoulder. I always knew Benson was a scoundrel. Then, my kid brother speaks and 

momentarily pulls me away from my sense of honor and duty. 



 Tears begin forming in my eyes as I listen to him give a stirring eulogy. He completes it by saying 

that I am his role model and promises that he will make me proud one day. I wish I could tell him that I 
am very proud of all his achievements. But I know I can not. 

 I have to say, viewing my own funeral is very strange. 
 I am not dead. I am a patriot of the United States Military. And today is the testing moment that 

I prove this to be fact ten times over as I watch my family and friends say their goodbyes to me. In order 

for me to serve my country it must appear that I have died. At least, that is what my commanding officer 
eventually told me after having me escorted from the barracks by MP in the middle of the night. 

 
 “Private, get up!” Sergeant Grace barked. As my body jumped to attention I could see him smile. 

Returning salute he gestured toward the exit. His voice boomed with confidence and authority, “move it 
soldier. The United States military has a new assignment for you.” 

 It was a Friday and the night air was uncharacteristically dry. 

 I did not know what time it was or why Sergeant Grace had MP hurry me outside in my skivvies 
and t-shirt. At the time I had not even realized that the barracks were empty aside from me. Without 

protest I followed orders. It is what I did. What I do. It is the reason commanding officers favored me 
over my fellows. 

 The MP rushed me over to a tattered jeep and motioned for me to get in back. Sergeant Grace 

got comfortable in the passenger seat as I got in. As the vehicle lurched forward I began looking for 
answers, “Sir, where are we going?” 

 “No time for questions soldier,” he responded. He swiveled in the passenger seat and laid a firm 
hand on my shoulder adding, “You’re dead, and dead soldiers don’t ask questions.” 

 Any other man would have asked what he meant by the statement. I had not. I set back in the 
seat and closed my eyes. I did not allow my mind to wander nor speculate. I did not fear. 

 A few hours later my eyes opened to see the sun peek over fertile jungle horizon. It was eerily 

silent. No birds squawking or singing. No hints of prowling predators. There was only the rumble of the 
jeep engine and the whispers between Sergeant Grace and the MP as the vehicle approached a military 

compound hidden amongst the thick of blue-green foliage. 
 Yawning loudly I informed Sergeant Grace that I was awake. My inquisitive expression giving me 

away, “all your answers are beyond those gates soldier,” he responded to my stirring. 

 The gates parted and I counted thirteen armed guards; heavy security detail for an obviously 
secret compound. I knew then that my questions would have to wait. I remained silent. 

 As I took in my surroundings, the armed guards searched me over with their eyes as the jeep 
came to a halt. I exited the jeep with Sergeant Grace as he began walking towards the complex. “Follow 

me son!” he ordered. 

 I obeyed as thirteen armed men watched my every move. As the jeep pulled away Sergeant 
Grace began explaining what was happening. “You’re a damn fine soldier: obedient loyal and honorable.” 

He turned towards me and nodded as if giving a final approval of me as a soldier and a man. “All these 
factors have not gone unnoticed,” he finished. 

 He chuckled to him self and turned back toward the entrance of the complex. I needed no 
invitation to follow. He panned the complex using his outstretched arm, “son, this military compound 

does not exist. You will not find it on any map. And believe me this is exactly how some government 

yahoos want it to remain. Hell, even those officials don’t exist!” 
 Sergeant Grace peered at me, almost as if he were looking pass my eyes and into my very soul. I 

had never seen him look so intent before. And I have seen him stare down the barrel of a loaded pistol. 
 “These nameless and faceless officials want you to know how secretive this operation is,” 

Sergeant Grace continued. “You can tell no one, not even God. I know you understand son.” 

 I did understand. I would be forever silenced about the compound and all within. 
 As we approached the entrance I could hear large metal gears grinding in order to slide open the 

heavy steel door that would lead me to my answers. The sergeant and I passed the threshold entering a 
long cool corridor, concrete walls and no windows. His confident voice boomed even when he spoke 

lightly, “Times are changing son. The world is going to hell in a hand basket and it needs men like you to 
slow down the ride!” 



 I was focused, not allowing my wandering mind to push out the questions that kept creepy in. 

“Things are not as simple as they once were,” he continued. “It used to be easy to know who you had to 
shoot. The bad guys stood out. But now everything is all crazy.” The large door began to shut behind us 

causing the light in the corridor to fade. 
 With the light in the corridor almost completely gone the sergeant gave me my first answer, 

which only led to so many more questions, “There are space creatures, monsters, and freaks roaming 

throughout our little blue world.” His pause was more for dramatic response, but I had nothing. I knew it 
had to disappoint him. 

 “The United States government wants the best of the best to ensure that we are protected from 
these hellish creatures.” I still had no retort. The piercing silence echoed his disappointment. Without 

turning to look me in the eyes he concluded our walk, “this is where you come in Kline!” 
 The large steel door shut with a thunderous boom and the hall went completely black. I stopped 

moving. It was insanely soundless and all I could muster was, “Sir?” 

 “Don’t be fooled son,” his voice came back. But it had not come from directly in front of me. His 
voice echoed from some speaker I had not seen when we entered the complex. A few emergency lights 

sparked to life and I was standing in the freezing corridor alone. There was no trace whatsoever of the 
sergeant. But if he was able to leave the corridor so quickly, then I would be able too as well. 

Immediately I began searching for an exit. 

 As my hands wandered over the cold concrete I heard something behind me. I was in the 
corridor alone but I felt I was being watched. I looked around but saw nothing. I was stranded in a 

corridor by the sergeant yet somehow I knew I was not alone. Then I heard a faint whisper. I could 
barely make it out, but it sounded like a man claiming that they were going to make an example of me. 

 The whispers did not emanate from a speaker. I was somehow not alone in the corridor. 
 I strained to see the unseen. I searched for the unknown. 

 The cobalt emergency lights made things eerie but strangely calm. It was dim but I felt I needed 

not much light to find the same exit the sergeant used. Honestly though, I could use more light for 
discovering the other person in the corridor. I continued panning the wall for the trap door that Sergeant 

Grace had to have slipped through. Then came his voice again over the speaker, “that’s right son, 
remember your training.” 

 Then I heard more whispers, “You’ll not leave here alive.” I pushed my body up against the 

nearest wall. I was not in a panic. I was utilizing my training. No one would be able to sneak up behind 
me. I had my target zone cut to one hundred eighty degrees in front of me. 

 I was wrong. 
 My back slid across the icy concrete wall as I made my way toward the complex interior. After a 

few seconds I somehow found a set of arms. They came through the wall like an illusion, grabbed me, 

and then tossed me to the opposite wall with ease. 
 I jumped to my feet watching the arms disappear back into the cream-grey stone. I questioned 

rather or not if I had been drugged during the ride. Cautiously I approached the wall. Running my hand 
across the surface I found no opening or latch or hinge. No trap door. 

 Solid! 
 Completely solid, without any crevice! Puzzled I momentarily lost focus of my goal. With great 

force a fist emerged from the concrete that I was studying, landing square on my lips. 

 The wall had punched me! 
 The words of Sergeant Grace ran through my mind. I wiped away some blood and prepped for 

another sneak attack. “Come on! I’m ready!” This time I would be. “You won’t catch me off guard again!” 
 I knew that this phantom attacker would appear when I let down my defenses. I wanted 

whoever it was to believe I was angry and cocky. I was neither. I knew I would need to play mind games 

to catch my assailant off guard. Reverse psychology of sorts. It was basic training: do not allow the 
situation to dictate how I acted, alter the situation to fit my decisions. 

 My opportunity arose when an awkward sound from behind me caught my attention. I turned 
just in time to see the phantom arms reaching out at me. I took hold of the left arm and flung a small 

body over my right shoulder. Astonishingly, the petite attacker did not crumple against the stone, but 
rather the body went through the wall as if the concrete were made of air. 



 As I gawked at nothing, a soft glow appeared in the distance. At the end of the corridor a door 

had opened. I was sure that whatever lay beyond that opening would answer my questions. Whatever 
mystery hid itself in plain sight had to make more sense than the last twenty seconds, so I vigilantly 

made my way towards the light, mentally ready for anything. 
 What came next I doubt any sane man could be prepared for. 

 The light beyond the opening was blinding for only a moment. Shielding my eyes I began to 

make out the shapes of a wooded area. I breathed deeply the fresh jungle air. I mused at the chirpings 
of songbirds. The blooming lilac trees relaxed my senses. There were no armed guards, no corridors, and 

no phantom. It was a wild open terrain with lots of trees. It was pleasant and welcoming. I should have 
been wary of such pleasantry. 

 I peered back to the dim patch of shadow that was the opening to the concrete complex I had 
just exited. I wondered if the phantom was following me, hiding somehow in plain sight. I saw nothing, 

and heard even less. I pushed forward through some brush with the unexplained tickling my sanity, 

challenging my intelligence. I had to regain my composure. 
 I tried to acquaint myself with the environment, searching for an exit from the oddity of the 

strangest morning I had ever had. As I circled a large boulder I could see the faint image of a large man 
approaching me. I was not sure if it had been the intense change in lighting or if some other factor 

played on my vision but the man seemed awkward and menacing. As the blurred shape came into focus I 

realized how wrong I was about it being a man. 
 Looming over me was an armored steam-powered mechanized drone standing around three 

meters and equipped with a very large gun. It was like nothing I had ever seen before. Not even in my 
wildest juvenile dreams could I have envisioned something so bizarre and frightening. 

 The nightmarish metal beast groaned as its large arm stretched back. The arm was hellishly 
quick, I barely dodged it. My body was primed from training so I easily rolled to safety. The gears 

groaned as the mechanized body shifted towards me. 

 Over the speaker system Sergeant Grace gave me advice, “everything and everyone has a 
weakness! There are no exceptions.” 

 I earnestly searched for a weapon, anything that could give me an advantage over the strange 
metal brute. Reaching out for a rock I was caught off guard when the arms of the phantom appeared 

from the dirt taking hold of my ankles. 

 Damn! 
 I rolled backwards freeing myself from the ghostly clutches. I was out of reach for the sneaky 

scoundrel, but found myself directly in the path of the metal-man. I stood facing it and heard the 
grinding of the arm already in motion. 

 My lips quivered, “oh, hell!” 

 I still do not understand how the thing was able to punch me without killing me. I involuntarily 
dropped to my knees after the metallic fist made contact with my torso, almost soiling my skivvies. 

Hearing the gears grind for another strike infuriated me. This was an absolutely lopsided fight. 
 However, from the lower vantage point I was able to discover a solution. I saw the weakness 

that would give me the upper hand. Half dazed from the punch I jumped from my kneeling position and 
out the way as giant metal fists came crashing down into the ground. They left indentations in the earth. 

The metal-man was out for blood. 

 As I rolled away I grasped a long metal rod that was lying nearby. I could not tell what it 
belonged to. That was insignificant. It was random and out of place. That too had not mattered. I took a 

firm grip of the rod and shoved it into a hole I saw in the mechanized armor when I was bent over in 
pain. The rod found its way between some grinding gears and I hoped that would be enough to stop the 

metallic tyrant 

 This time ‘round I was correct. 
 The metal-man came to a screeching halt as gears popped and fell apart. But celebrating would 

have to wait. The fight was not done. The phantom needed to be put down as well. 
 As the metallic screech of the grinding gears faded into the thin air, I looked around for the 

scoundrel that liked sneak attacks. 



 However, that confrontation would wait. As I searched for my phantom attacker an indigo-

skinned female, with fiery hair, leapt from behind a great oak. Her agility was mesmerizing as she 
seemed to glide to a crouching rest, her body absorbing all the shock of the pounce. Where she had 

come from I had not known. And the reasoning for her being indigo had nothing to do with poor health I 
quickly surmised. She simply had purple skin. 

 Her speed was astounding as she was on me quicker than thought, her soft knees pinning me to 

the dirt and her gentle fingers wrapped around my neck. I was certain she desired to end my life. I 
needed to defend my self, but I do not hit women. 

 I felt the oxygen as it was forced from my throat, my lungs shook violently and the world began 
to grow dark. I reacted without sullying my honor and discipline. 

 My right shoulder shrugged skyward and we both rolled, the indigo woman’s grip not loosening. I 
forced my body to roll again, this time with the result I desperately needed. Her grip failed and she was 

no longer over me. I used the moment to push my body towards safety knowing she would advance. As 

she did I fell to my back and primed my legs. She fell into place and my legs sprung out sending her in 
the sky some three to five meters. 

 Slumped over and snatching oxygen from the heavens I looked up to see the indigo woman 
correct her pitched body midair and land with no pause already lunging for another attack. As her body 

closed the gap between us I saw a devious smirk that defied her angelic features. I smelled lilac and 

plumes and honey. My body momentarily relaxed from an uneasy pleasure that lingered in the 
atmosphere. 

 Pain streaked across my face as her fingernails broke skin. My stomach, numb from the mechanic 
menace that I already took care of, yielded to the force of her outstretched leg. My body slammed 

against a boulder. I was furious and wanted her to be brought down. 
 But I do not hit women. 

 She lunged at me, eyes ruby like the devil him self. I side stepped once, twice, dozens of times 

and she kept coming at me. With my face scarred, t-shirt ripped, and skivvies covered in mud and my 
own blood I knew I could not keep it up. This vixen was trying my patience and honor. Worse part is that 

she seemed to not grow weary at all. Truth be told though, I too was not tired. I was still full of fight. 
 I am always prepared and always calculating solutions. I had done so from the moment she first 

leapt at me. She had not realized it but I was not randomly dodging her attacks. I was learning her 

patterns as well as leading her to my advantage. I felt my heel slip some as it found the edge of a cliff I 
noticed while I had been getting familiar with my surroundings. I almost gave away my plan with a grin. 

 She lunged once more but found no flesh, no muscle. She only found air and a fifty meter drop 
into some murky water. I do not hit women, and she has no wings. I allowed my self a victory smile. 

 I sat down pulling my knees to my chest. The thin air was soothing on my scars. The sound of 

the indigo woman splashing down in the gulley was comforting to my soul. She was fierce and relentless 
and beautiful. All made for a deadly combination. I let out a heavy and long sigh. My body was soar and I 

had almost no energy left. Almost no energy was still good enough to take care of a sneaky scoundrel 
though. 

 As I suspected, as soon as it appeared that my defenses were down the phantom struck. I was 
not sure of where he had come from but that did not mater. My instincts kicked in and I defended my 

self. 

 His fist did not find its mark. Instead, mine found his chin. Then I grabbed him and swung him 
face first into the boulder I had just been leaning against. His body slumped from the weight of 

unconsciousness. Now I was relieved. I hoped the fight was truly over. Though mentally focused, I hoped 
my body would be able to handle whatever would come next. 

 Time began to slow to a crawl. As a sparrow flew overhead twirling through the air in its joy of 

flight and freedom my unspoken prayers were answered by a booming voice over the loud speaker, “The 
training session is over!” 

 The voice did not belong to Sergeant Grace. It was gravelly and perilous, carrying the authority 
of self importance. My body sank to the ground, I was beat. 



 Moments later Sergeant Grace emerged from the cover of some wild bushes. With him was a 

straggly elderly man in a lab coat and a military official dressed to impress. The man in the lab coat 
spoke, “you did very well young man, far better than any of the others.” 

 All I could muster did not compliment my military training, “others?” 
 I was confused bruised and tired. My mind was not a hundred percent. Sergeant Grace only 

grinned. I could tell he wanted to say something but the military official gave a low belly sigh and 

informed me of whom he was. 
 “I am Major General Curtis Jones.” I immediately recognized him as the voice that called an end 

to the training session. I wanted to thank him for ending it, but there was no time. 
 “I am the Secret Service liaison between D.C. and the Minutemen,” he finished. My lost 

expression spoke volumes, so he questioned, “have you never heard of the Minutemen?” 
 My mind raced, “I remember learning about them during American History back at Long Peak 

High School sir!” 

 I could tell he did not appreciate my limited response. I never paid too much attention in my 
history course, it was the one class me and my sweetheart had shared. I reached back deep into my 

memory only to reveal the obvious, “Minutemen were vital to the American victory during the 
Revolutionary War.” 

 A strange grin spread across Jones’ rugged face, “not those Minutemen son.” It was disturbing. 

With a chuckle he continued, “If you had heard of The Minutemen I represent I would say someone was 
not doing their job.” 

 I had not understood. With the awkward grin gone he explained how Minutemen of the modern 
day were vital to the freedom we had all taken for granted in the United States. He explained how it was 

a covert group that dealt with the surreal and unexplainable. 
 “What do you mean by surreal and unexplainable sir?” I questioned. 

 “Take a look at the individuals you just fought,” his arm opened wide motioning toward the now 

awakening phantom attacker, a drenched indigo-skinned female, and a scruffy-faced man that was 
covered in machine-oil. 

 The female wore a sour expression on her face, “I’m not done with him yet!” 
 “For now you are,” the major general responded. Turning away from the frustrated fighter back 

to me, he began introductions “That there is Vulcara. Don’t be fooled, her bite is far worse than her 

bark!” Momentarily I was lost in awe. 
 “And oh, do not let her pigment unsettle you. She is a being from another world.” I looked 

Vulcara over; amazed at her physique and how comparable it was to an earth-woman. “That’s right, she 
is a real-life space creature!” the major general continued not realizing I was paying him no mind. 

Though, I had noticed an unprofessional excitement in his tone. 

 Vulcara looked me over and gave a disapproving chortle. As she walked away she left me with a 
kind thought, “we will finish this later!” 

 “Again, do not mind her,” the major general retorted. Holding out an inviting hand Curtis gave 
me a name for the phantom attacker, “this is Ian Hunt. He has the exceptionally handy capability of 

intangibility. Sure makes for a great spy!” 
 Ian only nodded. I doubted if he could speak at all. 

 As I tried to reassure my self that everything occurring to me was factual the major general gave 

me more reason to pause. “These two are good representation for the kinds of creatures that roam our 
planet. They are what you are here for young man.”  

 I felt questions get caught in my throat. For a moment I allowed my mind to wander, which 
could be fatal during complex and unknown situations. I did not want to lose control as the situation I 

found my self in changed from illogical to impossibly bizarre. I needed to remain focused and settled. 

 He motioned toward the elderly man in the lab coat, “And oh, lest me not forget the good 
Professor Horace Bychovskaya. He helped with the creation of the mechanized man you brought down.” 

 I had almost forgotten about the armored brute. I gave no recognition to the gentle seeming 
doctor. I only cared about the man behind the metal. “Where is the pilot of the mechanical tyrant?” I 

questioned. 



 “That would be me!” The response came from the scruffy-faced man who had been cautiously 

silent up until now. He held out a large hand I refused to shake. My innards were sore from the metallic 
punch. The man gave a slight grin, “I should have guessed you would not be willing to make amends. Is 

your stomach ok?” 
 “Fine!” came my short response laced with contempt. I had not tried to be rude, but my mind 

raced and my tongue allowed the displeasure to be known. 

 “I guess you need a moment to gather your wits?” the scruffy-faced man asked. 
 “No. I just don’t understand how I fit in with these…” I paused and looked over to Ian and 

searched for Vulcara off in the distance. “How do I fit in with these interesting people?” 
 “These interesting people, as you put it, are soldiers,” Sergeant Grace interjected. I had not 

realized how silent he had been during the introductions until that moment. 
 “Yes, yes they are,” the major general said, with a taste of disapproval. I could not tell if he was 

unhappy with Sergeant Grace for speaking out-of-turn, or if he had not appreciated calling the others 

soldiers. “Like you, they are soldiers. And like you, they terminate the enemies of our great nation. That’s 
how you fit in.” 

 He paused to allow the information to sink in. When he realized I had not yet fully understood he 
continued, “Only difference between you and them young man, is that those interesting people combat 

enemies not always known to the public.” 

 For some reason the phrase not always known stood at the fringe of my psyche. 
 I was listening to the words spoken by this Secret Service Liaison, this Major General Curtis, but I 

could not make out their true meaning. I felt like an incompetent juvenile. I looked at this dubiously 
reserved military official, shaking my head in uncertainty, “Sir?” 

 The major general kept silent. He stood there chest out and hands folded behind his back. The 
scruffy-faced man turned and walked away. I was sure there was disappointment on his face. Ian, the 

phantom scoundrel, only shook his head before fading away into the brush. The lips of the elderly man in 

the lab coat twisted in irritation. And I could swear I heard Vulcara chuckle her disapproval from the 
distance. 

  I looked over at Sergeant Grace and saw more discontent. It seemed everyone was upset that I 
was confused. But seriously, what did they expect of me? It was not every day that a man fights a giant 

metal-man, a breathtaking space creature, and a sneaky ghost. I was breathing the unknown and was 

grasping at anything that could help me comprehend. 
 In the quietness my mind retreated to basic training. A soldier does not ask questions. A soldier 

follows orders. I thought about all I had learned and it dawned on me. A soldier does have the right to 
inquire about the specifics of their orders if they did not understand them. 

 I looked at the three studying my hesitation and I welcomed their silence. I needed no invitation 

to clarify my lack of understanding. 
 “What kind of enemies, sir?” The words poured from my tongue before my brain fully processed 

them. They broke the stillness so abruptly we all were momentarily jilted. 
 Sergeant Grace, the elderly man in the lab coat, and the military official ogled me. I could tell 

that my question was too vague. My point was not being made. I had not understood any of what was 
happening and I had not known the correct questions to ask to get the answers. 

 I tried though. “What I mean sir is, space creatures and living ghosts? How could the public not 

know? It would be blatant if purple people walked around. They could not hide! And, as for people being 
able to walk through walls, sir? That’s just not possible. If people were doing that it would be plastered 

across the news! There would be no way to keep it secret, sir!” 
 At that moment an idea scratched the surface of my consciousness. I raced back to the phrase 

not always known. That would mean that on some occasion it had been publicly revealed that these 

creatures existed. On some level these secrets were out. I was troubled. How was I just now discovering 
this public mystery no one spoke of? 

 I trekked my mind revealing the hidden which I had always known. My lips quivered as I 
reminisced about the thrilling stories my grandfather told at campfires, as I remembered fables of great 

heroes and gods I read about in books, and recalled the many tales I listened to on the radio as a boy 
about strange happenings. 



 My face told my thoughts. I could not contain the mystery. Being in an underground compound 

with people who did not officially exist and displaying that I was unable to keep a secret from revealing 
itself on my face, was definitely not good for me. 

 “We do know about these enemies, don’t we?” I searched. “Always have, haven’t we?” 
 Sergeant Grace allowed a smirk to spread across his pleased face. I could see the pride for me in 

his eyes build. It was a different type of pleasure for Major General Curtis. He seemed to enjoy that I was 

finally expressing how wise I was. 
 That would be the problem with people singing your praises; you had to prove the hype. 

 “Does this mean that the myths and legends of ancient cultures are factual?” I asked no one in 
particular. 

 Horace, the man in the lab coat, laughed. “Those tales have nothing on the truth!” 
 The major general darted a look at the professor which caused the elderly man obvious 

apprehension. “I think I may be needed back in the laboratory,” Horace declared with fear in his tone. He 

took ahold of my hand and shook it. “It has been an honor to meet you sir. I know you shall be a great 
addition to the project.” 

 “Horace!” the severity of tone with Major General Curtis was discomforting. Horace said nothing. 
He simply walked away. 

 I peered over at Sergeant Grace, who I had never seen look so uneasy. I knew not to ask him 

anything. Then I looked at the military official who wore a stern and feral expression. 
 “What is it?” he asked in reaction to my speechless gawking. 

 I looked deep into my mind for the proper words, the right questions, “how long has this secret 
war been going on?” 

 I finally understood. I was a soldier and I was trained to combat the enemy. This entire time I 
was asking questions that a frightened civilian would ask. I needed to be the soldier. I needed to get the 

facts of the situation I was forced into. No, the situation I volunteered to be a part of when I enlisted. 

 There was an awkward silence again, but I had taken notice of the approval Sergeant Grace gave 
me with his smirk. The major general only sighed. 

 He stood speechless even after I had asked again. I did not know if it was because he had not 
known how to respond to my inquiry or if it was an answer he was not allowed to give. 

 “There is darkness in the world son,” a quiet voice from behind wanted to offer me an answer. 

The voice came from a man I had not yet met. I was not even aware of his presence until he spoke. He 
had snuck up on me and I was none-the-wiser. 

 Not good at all. 
 The man who spoke was slightly less than two meters tall. His head was cleanly shaven, his 

posture was confident and proper, and he wore military-issued fatigue pants and a deep black t-shirt with 

an insignia unknown to me stitched on the chest. 
 His physique was like that of the Greek statues I had seen in the historical museum back home: 

toned but not excessive, precisely chiseled outlining every detail, and seemingly flawless contrary to 
man’s design. Noticing wrinkles beneath his eyes though, I guessed that he was in his forties. He was 

healthy. 
 He looked at me, waiting for a retort. When I gave none he continued speaking, “You, and these 

interesting creatures as you so delicately put it, are the light to combat this darkness. It does not matter 

how long the darkness has been present. Only aspect that matters is the light willing to push the 
darkness back.” 

 “I simply want to know how long the enemy has been attempting to force its will upon the 
nation, sir!” I had never been so surprised to hear my own voice as I had been at that moment. I had not 

wanted to speak yet my tongue forced words from its wet surface. 

 And why did I end my statement with sir? 
 I looked at the man whose head was tilted in study of me. I peered into his eyes and somehow 

knew that he was military. Not just that he was military, but that he was an officer. 
 I learned quickly during basic that officers had a certain temperament that they wore like an 

aurora of authority. This gentle man speaking about light and darkness shone that aurora brighter than 
any I have ever known. 



 The man nodded and moved to my side, placing his hand upon my back. He gave a slight nudge 

and spoke, “walk with me son, we need to talk!” 
 Major General Curtis took a step forward in protest but the gentle man held up his palm urging 

the military official back. The major general obeyed. 
 The gentle man and I walked over to a nearby dirt path, following it around some trees and a 

boulder. We continued up a hill and then down the other side. We walked by more trees and boulders, a 

few ponds filled with Japanese Coy, and then more trees. We went by some bushes and vegetable 
gardens, and then more fish-filled ponds. At some point during the walk, the gentle man pulled a flower 

from a bush, sniffed it, and then discarded it upon a nearby bush with a deep sigh. In silence we walked 
for nearly thirty minutes. 

 I had enjoyed the time away from question and witlessness. I welcomed the break from the 
forced surreal. I allowed my self to take in the moment. I let my awareness float to places of dream and 

desire. I relaxed. 

 “This all needs to be defended!” the voice of the gentle man shook me from my serenity. 
 Opening my eyes I realized no one was at my side. I stopped and turned around to see the 

gentle man leaning on the rail of a wooden bridge that crossed a pond. “Don’t you agree, son?” he 
questioned. 

 “I do agree, sir!” 

 The gentle man chuckled, “why do you call me sir? Are you showing respect for your elders like 
your mother raised you to do?” 

 “No sir!” I had tried to catch my self, but my tongue was in control yet again. Strange how the 
organs of the body rarely communicate desires accurately. 

 “I thought you were an officer.” I continued. 
 “Why?” 

 “Major General Curtis obeyed a simple hand gesture from you.” 

 With a smile he responded, “You called me sir before I ordered Curtis to stay put, with only a 
simple gesture of my hand. Try again” 

 “You have the aurora of authority.” It sounded as foolish aloud as it had in my head. 
 “An aurora of authority, huh?” the gentle man retorted. I attempted to find words that would not 

seem so foolish but he interjected before I could, “no worries young man. I am an officer. A great 

military man knows when they’re in the presence of an official. You’re a great soldier son.” 
 Taking the compliment humbly, I stayed silent. 

 The gentle man panned the jungle scenery with an out stretched arm, “we need to protect things 
like this. We need to protect it at all cost.” 

 He looked at me with confidence of my ability as a soldier. There was an unsettling silence for 

what seemed to last for days. When he spoke I felt my soul dart, “have you heard of the Masked Patriot 
son?” 

 My hesitation was not from lack of knowledge. It came from surprise at such a question. Every 
American now knew about the Masked Patriot. Just six years prior to my introduction to the secret 

compound the existence of the Masked Patriot was made public, a topnotch patriot of the American 
Armed Forces. 

 During a mission, photos were taken of the Masked Patriot and his squadron, and then publicly 

exposed by American enemies. With proof of his existence spreading worldwide the president of the 
United States was forced to shine a light on American military operations that had been going on for 

years, with the Masked Patriot being the leader of them all. The president informed the American people 
that the Masked Patriot led a small task force on missions of the utmost urgency. He explained how the 

Masked Patriot and his small task force were crucial to the United States maintaining its economic growth 

and freedoms. 
 At first, much of the public had found the idea of a secret army led by one man to be troubling. 

The public was afraid. And they had every right to be. The government should not be keeping secrets 
from their citizens, especially military secrets. Since joining the forces I have changed my stance on the 

issue. 
 I looked at the gentle man and spoke, “of course I have sir!” 



 “What do you know about him son?” he asked. 

 “Just what every body else knows. He is a patriot and since news of his existence has surfaced 
the president has put him in the media spotlight. For the last few years he has become a symbol of hope 

and the spokesperson of patriotic idealism.” 
 “Anything more, son?” he searched. 

 “Not really sir. I understand that only a very select few know his rue identity. Not even the 

president knows who is behind the ebony mask.” 
 The gentle man held out his hand, “my name is Elliot Dean. I am the man behind the mask.” His 

words stopped my heart and stirred my spirit. What he said next nearly toppled me over in astonishment, 
“and I have chosen you as my replacement.” 

 I do not recall if I ever shook his hand or not. 
 The following month was a blur of melee combat exercises, weapons training, and history 

lessons. The truth was that the Masked Patriot had been in existence as long as the United States had 

been its own free governing power. Elliot Dean, the gentle man, the superior combatant and iconic hero, 
had explained throughout many stories that there had been many American citizens that took up the 

mantle as the Masked Patriot. 
 He would go even further as to explain how the facts found in the history books were only 

possible because of what the Masked Patriot had done behind the scenes. This champion amongst men 

had told me that I was training to take his place. 
 “How can I replace you? You’re a living legend!” I do not remember even thinking of the 

question as my mouth blurted the words. 
 “Son, I am sixty-three years old and I got sloppy.” I stared at him in astonishment. He definitely 

was healthy. As I stood quiet waiting for more info he smirked. For the past month he had defended me 
and his decision to the major general, the inquiring president, and the squad members I would have to 

lead someday. 

 I was wrong for questioning his judgment. The squad and the major general were as well. Dean 
knew what he was doing. “But Dean, I do not think I’m the right guy!” it was always strange to call him 

by his name, but it was what he insisted on. 
 Guess he wanted to regain his personal identity as he turned over the honor and retired. 

 “And that is why you are the perfect candidate. After all these weeks of training, why do you still 

doubt yourself?” I heard hesitation of his confidence in me. It was not a nice feeling. 
 “I could never measure up,” I said back to him. 

 “It is not about measuring up. It is about doing the job that needs to be done.” He looked at me 
with unquestioning judgment. “The first Masked patriot knew that, and every one of us that have donned 

the title since knows this as the only truth that matters.” 

 Unable to contain my excitement my tongue unleashed my worries, “but how is any of this even 
possible? I mean, I’ll be leading soldiers into battle against space creatures and monsters and God knows 

what else!” 
 The physical ideal of American duty and honor placed his caring hand upon my shoulder, “any 

and all things are possible. That is the key to this work now.” He pointed toward the training ground 
where Vulcara and Ian were training. “Look there! They exist! You have been in combat situations with 

them. You have sweat and bled with them!” 

 He turned and pointed in numerous directions lecturing, “out there, over there, and beyond there 
exists even more wonders; some beautiful and breathtaking, others vile and dumbfounding. These 

secrets are revealed for all to view but none choose to see. You are in a wonderful place where you are 
forced to see and accept. That makes you a secret with them!” 

 “How do you mean?” 

 “This is the covert of covert son. Just being in the presence of this compound you’re now an 
enigma hidden in the shadow of secrecy. And if you survive the training, you’ll befriend mystery and be 

lost to history.” 
 Suddenly it seemed out of place to hear this symbol of national devotion speak in riddle and 

metaphor. I chose not to question his temperament though. The man was hands-down the best soldier I 



had ever encountered, so if he wanted to speak in riddle or metaphor or even iambic pentameter that 

was fine with me. 
 “Everything I have said to you is not hogwash! Every riddle and rhyme over the last month has 

its purpose. I have been training your body, mind, and soul. I have also been prepping your outlook on 
life and the world to be more open. Any and all things are possible Kline. Remember that above anything 

else you learn here!” 

 I did just that as days turned into weeks. I saw awkward and bizarre things, heard of even 
stranger. I gave my all for a cause I barely understood. I trained with creatures that were once only 

thought of to be fairytales and nightmares. I learned languages of magic users and alien fighting styles. I 
became a well-trained weapon of ideals and protection. 

 Life was turning out to be more than I had ever thought it could be. I had an outlook of 
existence that would stun my no-nonsense father and alter my religious mother’s faith forever. My father 

the store owner and mother the church choir director? 

 I had not thought about them in such along time. 
 Suddenly I missed the smell of flapjacks on a cool Saturday morning. I loved how my mother 

used strawberries and peaches to top the fluffy goodness. I longed for my favorite radio shows that I 
enjoyed every Sunday evening as my father read his newspaper. I had constantly tried to get him to 

listen with me but he would always say the shows were foolish drivel, nothing for a man to concern 

themselves with. 
 As my memory betrayed my sense of duty I was pleasantly surprised with a sound from my past, 

“damn son, what you standing around for?” 
 It was Sergeant Grace. He was dressed in his typical fatigues, pistol at his left side. He looked me 

over taking notice of every physical change, knowing the psychological alterations were just as 
impressive. 

 With an approved grin Sergeant Grace told me why he was there, “son, I got your first mission 

details.” 
 “Sir?” I responded. I was shocked to see him again. I had thought my entire past would be kept 

from me; civilian and military, all of it. With more excitement in my voice than intended, “It’s good to see 
you, sir!” 

 “The feeling is mutual, son.” He took a quick glance behind him at the gathering squad. The 

team was ready for their drop into Iceland. Apparently there was a fierce creature seen roaming 
throughout a desolate forest in the southern region. 

 “I do not understand sir. I already have the details for our first mission.” 
 “Not all the details of the mission son. Before you fly across the Atlantic you have one last test. It 

is your one final chance to prove that you truly belong with this project!” 

 “A final test?” I retorted. “How else can I prove myself sir?” 
 “It has to do with what I said to you that night I brought you here. You have to die son. Then 

the mantle is all yours.” 
 Sergeant Grace explained that I would never truly accept my responsibility if I felt I had a home 

to return to. If I had a life that kept me fighting I would never submerge myself fully to the task and 
honor of being the Masked Patriot. The sergeant wanted me to understand that I had to be reborn as an 

ideal, a concept worth following into the bowels of hell for. Bruce Kline could not exist any longer if the 

Masked Patriot was to achieve any mission order given. 
 I had accepted his reasoning with a simple nod, and knew every word was a truth worth dying 

for. I recall him mentioning that I had to ask Dean about someone named Bartholomew Mason 
Leatherby. He had said the name would ring throughout shadowed history and all would be understood if 

I knew their story. I never got to ask Dean. 

 “That’s why I chose you son!” Sergeant Grace had admitted, bringing my thoughts back. 
 “Sir?” I had asked more questions in the past few months than I had done my entire life. I was 

working on not questioning so much since I was now an enigma, just like all within the compound. A 
paradox, just like I had learned the world to be.  

 “When they first approached me about this project I had no idea how it would all turn out. For a 
couple years I was only able to provide a handful of men that proved less than worthy of the project’s 



intentions. Then I was unable to send any soldier at all. This world is so twisted and broken; none were 

good enough to even be considered cannon fodder.” 
 I knew there was more behind his speech, something he was not telling me. But I did not 

question him. I listened as he told me about his search for someone he thought could help not only fight 
the darkness but lead the world into a light of peace and compassion. I had never thought of the 

sergeant as a man of peace nor compassion. 

 Sergeant Grace was one of the most rugged toughest men I had ever met, including those I 
encountered within the compound. In the short time I knew him I had seen him cheat death, save 

countless lives, do the unthinkable, and humbly deny ever being a hero. I had wondered countless times 
why he had not been chosen to wear the mantle I had been given. So, I interrupted and asked why he 

didn’t put on the black mask of an icon. 
 “It’s not my position in the grand scheme of it all. Not my calling,” he said. “Fate needs a young 

man of a new era to lead the people to a better place. I’m too tainted for that kind of work. You have an 

inner glow that defies the world you’re stuck in.” 
 It was strange to hear him say such things. He must have been spending too much time with 

Dean. He looked back at the squadron for a moment knowing there were questions on my mind I would 
not allow myself to ask. I had gotten better at keeping so many questions to myself. It was difficult but I 

needed to prove I was worth the entire racket he and Dean spat at the nameless and faceless leaders. 

 He continued when he realized I was going to allow my mind to ponder without ever seeking the 
solutions, “it is going to take a special kind of person to do that.” 

 “And you think I’m that special person?” 
 “Son, you are good. Hands-down, one of the best if not the best,” he responded. 

 “Thank you, sir!” 
 “Now son, don’t let my compliments swell your pride. Being the best is not good enough for this 

calling. You have to better.” 

 “I understand that sir. But isn’t that why I am here? Training to become better? Isn’t it what I 
have been working so hard for these past few months, sir?” 

 He gave a chuckle, “The training is more than that.” Sergeant Grace searched for the proper 
words. When he found them he straightened his back curled his lips and placed his hand on my shoulder. 

 “You being here is a calling to something beyond you or me or any other person in this whole 

damn compound. It is more important than your faith and beliefs. This calling is an honor. But to be of 
any worth, you must understand the type of evil you will be encountering. You must know the enemy 

better than you know yourself!” 
 “Dean gave me some idea of the evil I will be combating, sir! I am confident I will know how to 

handle the enemy. You need not worry about that, sir.” 

 Sergeant Grace stood up, “of course he did.” His gaze at me was sad yet hopeful. “And I am not 
worried!” He stretched out his arms letting out a huge sigh concluding our conversation. With a gesture 

of confidence and farewell, he shook my hand, “It has been my honor to have you serve under my 
command. Now get out there and give the enemy hell son!” 

 Sergeant Grace turned and began walking towards the exit of the compound. I returned to the 
group who were chattering in excitement about our first mission. I gave one final glimpse over my 

shoulder at the man who recommended me to the Minuteman Project as he left. 

 It was the last time that I saw Sergeant Grace. 
 At the time I could not comprehend the true impact of the parting words from Sergeant Grace. 

As I stood within a group made-up of fantastical characters I found my self dumbfounded. My team, my 
new family, would consist of a beautiful female from the planet Mars, a mechanized warrior, and a living-

ghost. 

 Space creatures, monsters, wizards, and magic were not just tales of whimsy, they were all very 
genuine. I could no longer deny their existence. I was now a military leader which would combat such 

things. With these beings I would protect human life all across the blue orb known as earth. Listening to 
my team chatter and laugh I realized how insignificant we all truly are. It was enlightening to say the 

least. 



 Their voices seemed like a dream as we discussed the specifics of the next mission. As we 

prepared, I thought of my sole side mission, the true first mission. It was one I would have to do alone. I 
would have to achieve this personal objective before truly leading a squad of secrets. 

 
 The voices are distant now. It has been a few weeks since the training has ended. Today I 

achieved the objective of my first mission as the leader of The Minutemen. Today I accepted my death 

and allowed my family to mourn it. 
 I feel the frosty raindrops get heavier and far more numerous, bringing me back to my funeral. 

The storm is getting worse. I look down at where my family and friends were standing, a fresh mound of 
dirt and muddied footprints leading to the parking lot the only sign of their presence. I am no longer 

teary eyed. I am refocused and determined to prove my worth. 
 For sake of argument I, Bruce Kline, am dead. 

 My life is no longer my own. It belongs to the United States government. 

 Bruce Kline died for the Masked Patriot to be born. I know this to be a truth. And I know it is the 
highest honor that could be bestowed upon an American soldier. The mantle of the Masked Patriot is 

earned only by the utmost loyal citizen. That is me, beyond anything else, indubitably loyal. 
 From behind me I here agent Graham call out, “Sir, we really should be going.” He must really 

want to return to the compound. From the military grapevine I hear that he is socially awkward. And 

from now on he is my liaison to the nameless and faceless commanding officials. 
 I close up my trench coat and give my headstone a glance. Turning away to return to the car I 

think of the life I will now lead. War is my future and I no longer have a past. I have no moniker other 
than that of the Masked Patriot. I will live up to the honor my name is due. 

 Agent Graham opens the passenger side door and I sit down without a word. The engine is quiet 
as the car pulls away from the cemetery. I do not look back nor think twice about family and friends. I 

have my marching orders and the enemy is in for a big surprise. 

 The beginning of a new era has begun on this unusually chilly and rainy Wednesday. 
 

 
 

 

 


