Honor Bound
-Rat Foo



After the war, I found myself alone. My family had all perished in the blast, or died later of radiation poisoning. Myself and a handful of others who were on the jet-liner with me survived the emergency landing in the Rocky Mountains. Only three of us made it down from the mountain that we crashed on, and only I survived the walk back to what was left of civilization, which was represented by a small 7-11 across the highway from a Mobile station. Everything was abandoned, but fully stocked. The jeep I found in the garage of the Mobile station was easy enough to fix, and there was plenty of gasoline, and there was enough food in the 7-11 to last me for months, in the way of canned goods, and the perishables would keep for another couple of days.


Food, transportation and shelter weren't the problem. The problem was this: where would I go? As I tell you this, please remember that in 2043, the year of the Nuclear War between Afghanistan and the United States, what you know of as World War Four, there was nothing left of the internet, of the satellite systems that run the planet as it is now, or of the constitution at that point. All the remaining police and army soldiers did what they could to protect their own little corners of the country, whatever wasn't smoldering or glowing green with radiation. I did what I could to get hold of some kind of firearms, although all I found was a dingy nine millimeter Beretta handgun with a thousand rounds. 


I decided to head west, away from Washington, New York, and Philadelphia, the big three that got hit in the twenty minute war. I knew that Los Angeles was out of the question, but I reserved hope that a small corner of Nevada or New Mexico would survive. At the very least, I knew I should head south, towards Central America, which had hardly been hit. While I was driving, I picked up a few survivors. They wanted rides to this town or that, and offered me food, shelter and fuel when I got there, which almost all provided. I was never threatened, and always treated kindly. I guess once you realize that to kill a fellow human being would be to kill an endangered species, ones dark habits take a sideshow to common sense.


It was after I was about thirty miles south of Las Vegas - which had been deserted in the hours and days following the attack for fear of further bombing of major cities - that I picked up one passenger in particular. He asked if I could head back up north to Las Vegas. When I told him I was headed to Mexico, he said that he could pay me well if I took him to Vegas. "Money, food, shelter. You name it for as long as you like. I have some family that are hiding out on the north side of town. I know they didn't leave! Please!" he pleaded with me. Finally, I gave in. I made the bargain of five days of room and board, as much food as I could carry, and the chance to take his sister "out on the town." Low of me, I know, but at least I didn't try to get him to sell her to me.


As we were driving northward, we got to talking, and as it turned out he was a native of Afghanistan, here on a student visa to the University of Nevada as a chemistry major. His name was Ajhime tel Bared. While I was obviously cautious of picking up an arab, I thought the war was over, and it seemed like I was right. One of the things that set something off in the back of my mind, although I didn't realize it at the time, was how he asked me to speed up. He had a religious holiday to get to, kept calling it "BL Day." Seeing as how I'm not very religious, I figured he thought I knew what it was, and assumed that was why he didn't explain it to me.


A day later, we entered town and I drove where he directed me. We pulled into the driveway of a large estate, but as I looked around, there wasn't a building in sight. Bared told me to drive to the edge of the driveway, then pull off. He then directed me to a certain spot of land, which, as I pulled up, rose up out of the ground. It was a hatch, large and well reinforced. Out of it stepped an older man, about sixties, and a woman about the same age. With them came a woman in her mid thirties, another in her twenties, two teenage boys and a dog. The older couple were his parents, the woman in her thirties was his wife, the boys his sons, the dog his, and the woman in her twenties was his sister, whom he kindly informed had a date tomorrow. 


That night, we ate like kings and queens, and there were even leftovers for the dog, Skip. Ajhime's sister, who had taken on the American name of Crystal so she could work in Vegas as a waitress, took me aside and told me that we should talk. What she told me is forever etched in my memory. "Do you know what BL Day is?" she asked me. Of course, I said no. "Its Bin-Laden Day, the day of Osama Bin Laden's birthday." 


It took me a moment to recover from that, then I finally asked her why her brother was so anxious to be here for Bin Laden Day. "The reason that Las Vegas was not hit in the twenty minute war, was because we couldn't get a ship close enough to launch a nuke at it. My brother has taken it upon himself to right that wrong." I personally didn't have a problem with it, and told her that the city had been evacuated, and once we leave, no one will be in danger. "You don't understand, there IS no safe distance. Right below Las Vegas is the largest nuclear storage facility in North America. If Las Vegas goes, the whole continent will glow green for a thousand years. You have to stop him before he can assemble an explosive strong enough to destroy the door below the Clinton Casino." 


I didn't know what to say, or what to do. Then I remembered my training. One thing you didn't know about me was that before the war, I was a sniper with the Chicago Police Department for six years. There was none better than me in the long range. Short range, I have trouble keeping up with the target, but at anything more than five hundred meters, its mine. "Do you have any guns around here? Hunting rifles in particularly." I asked her. "Yes, we have almost every kind of gun you can think of. My brother was going to build up a cache of weapons incase the US. Military ever came for him."


"Show me." I told her. She took me to another part of the bunker near the edge of the estate. There, she pressed in a small crevice in the wall, and a small seam in the concrete gave way to a room the size of a large walk-in closet. "Take whatever you need, but please, try to save my brother. He is misguided, but he is a good person." I told her I'd try, try being the operative word. I found just the rifle I needed, and well over a hundred rounds for it. She warned me that her father, nephews, and sister-in-law were all in on the plot, and that her mother would be if the family felt she could handle the stress. They would be going with him, fully armed."Now that I think about it, you won't have any chance to save the rest of the country - whats left of it anyway - unless you... you..." At that point, she broke down crying, ashamed at what she was even thinking, and more so of what she knew had to be done.


"I'll do my best to save them. But remember, no promises. I know what its like to lose your entire family." That night, I pushed my jeep out of the compound and started it up a few hundred feet away. In the back were all the weapons I felt I'd need, and then some. I took it all, and setup a small sniping post opposite of the Clinton Casino's main doors, the only way into the building without blowing something up. They'd try to attract the least amount of attention as possible, despite the fact that almost the entire city was deserted. With everything set for what was going to happen in two days, I drove back to the estate, I wondered whether I still had my aim. I took it upon myself to find out. Taking the nine millimeter that I still had from the 7-11, I stuffed it in between my belt and pants, then pushed the jeep to where it was before. I then rummaged around inside the complex for something to use as a target before I was reduced to some circles drawn on a sheet of paper. It was enough. I tacked it up to a tree, and began my warmup. I was just about to start when Ajhime came up behind me.


"Couldn't sleep? Me neither. Its good to be home." he said to me. "Yes, I'd imagine it is. Not much of a home, though. An overgrown hole in the ground really." I replied. He looked at me for a minute, then laughed. "Better safe than sorry, you know? Especially now. I'm glad I went to all the trouble that I did." he then said. I wondered what he meant by that, then I asked him. "Oh nothing. Lets just say that the complex does more than just house my family. I might tell you the rest someday." he said, then smiled at me. "Don't worry yourself with it. Come on, lets see how good you are." he said while pointing at the nine millimeter still in my hand. I loaded it up, pulled the hammer back, then flipped the safety off. Firing five rounds quickly, the paper was torn to shreds almost instantly it seemed. "Impressive. Mind if I take a few shots?" he asked. I switched the safety off, handed the gun to him then stood back. "Ever use one of these before?" I asked. He smiled a strange, almost coy smile, then said, "Oh, once or twice..." and began firing.


Six shots later, the tree on which the paper was tacked had a face. Two holes for the eyes, and four holes for a smiling mouth. "Have a nice day." He said, handed the nine millimeter back to me, then walked off. I shook my head and looked at the tree. "What am I going to do?" I said to myself. Outnumbered, outgunned, and possibly outmatched. I resolved then and there, that no matter what happened, that nuclear storage place would NOT be touched, expect perhaps by time, lots and lots of time.


Two days passed, and then it was BL Day. When I woke up, Ajhime and the rest of his family were nowhere to be found. There was a note under my pillow. It was from Crystal, and basically said  that Ajhime had taken her with them to pray and purify themselves before "commencing the ceremonies of BL Day." I knew what that meant, and quickly got up and got dressed. I was out the door before the sun was up, and realized I had little time. I had to get to my sniping position opposite the Clinton Casino before Ajhime could finish praying. Starting the car, I pealed out of the estate, and roared off towards the city. When I got there, I had to slam on the breaks to avoid hitting one of Ajhime's two sons, who was armed with a rather large machine gun.


"I must admit, I'm somewhat disappointed that you didn't figure it out." A soft voice said. I looked around to see Crystal come out of the building where I had my sniper setup on the fifth floor. She had with her the sniper rifle I had taken from the compound two nights ago, and her father was behind her with the rest of the ammunition I had stashed there, all stowed in a box. "You won't be needing this stuff." the old man said as he tossed it into the back of my jeep. I got out slowly, and let myself be taken by the arm to the front of the Clinton Casino. "Move that jeep out of here, let it roll into some building on the other end of town or something. It won't matter in a few minutes."


"How long?" I asked Crystal. "Long enough." She said quickly. I had to stall her, so I did what any man in my position would do. "So does that mean that you were faking it?" I asked. The look on her face was almost enough that I could die in peace. Her father looked at me, then at her, and was about to say something when another voice chimed in. "Come, come now, father. You knew very well what Crystal might have to do to keep him from becoming curious. I must admit, I never thought you'd be able to get setup in time to make me alter my plans. Doesn't matter, though. I win. You should be honored. You are about to witness the conclusion to the six decade long campaign to rid the world of the tyranny and oppression of this infection you call democracy."


"Bin Laden was a small man trying to strike back at his bosses after he had outlived his usefulness. He warped and twisted the minds of the youth of Afghanistan to follow him. He wasn't a visionary. He was just some revenge bent psycho who didn't like losing his job." I said. I had to stall them for as long as possible. If the sun struck the Clinton before the bomb was detonated, they would have to wait another year. "Why, dear brother. I believe that he is trying to stall us!" Crystal said. She had a cynical smile on her face, and I suddenly realized why. "Now, what could possibly compel him to do that?" Ajhime said. "What ever did you tell him?"


"Was it all a lie?" I scowled. I had nothing left. All I could do was wait out the time until the end of my time. I felt my heart beating in my chest, my stomach growling. Felt the sweat beading down my face as something cold was pressing in my back beneath my shirt. I slowly reached back, and felt the handle. How much was left in it? This was my one chance. There had to be a shot left in the barrel, ready to go. We only shot eleven yesterday. One shot, but that wouldn't be enough. As soon as I shot one, the rest would gun me down and then finish the job themselves.


"He has wasted enough of our time. Bring him down to the vault. We still need to blow through the door before we can set the timers." Ajhime said. Bingo, got 'em. As we were walking down, I glanced around to see which of them was carrying the pack. It was the father. Poor misguided old soul, forced to carrying everything while his children laugh and giggle as if they were ten years old headed to the playground. As we got to the bottom floor, Ajhime pressed a small button in the wall, and the wall next to him slid apart. What was with these people and the hidden walls. We moved into a large chamber with an enormous steel door in the back wall, sealed shut. Or was it lead. Whichever, it was huge. As we neared it, I said to Ajhime, "Hey Ajhime, tell me something." He stopped, and turned to face me. "What might that be?"


"How did you do the thing two days ago with the tree and the smily face?" I said, then smiled at him. "Hahahaha! You're about to die with the rest of whats left of your country, and you want to know how I shot six holes in a tree?" He laughed out loud again. "You really want to know? Ok. I cheated. I had that tree rigged for as soon as I saw the Beretta in your je-" he stopped in mid sentence, then looked for my hands.


In an instant, I found the father, found the bag he was carrying. He was on the other side of the room, but damnit, he was still too close for me! I jumped back, and made for the door. I heard the rest of the family opening fire. As I reached the door, I heard Ajhime shouting for his father to setup the explosive and detonate it. I had one chance. I jumped, spun around in mid air. Everything seemed to slow down around me. I had time to think to myself. "If you miss, you're dead. If you don't miss, you may very well be dead too. Don't miss." I fired.


The flash of the explosion blinded me for a moment as I landed hard against the wall, then rolled to the floor and covered my head from the flying debris. I felt the hair on my arms singe and tingle with the intense heat and light of it. It took me a minute to regain my vision, and it was still blurry. I got up, and walked to where the family had once stood, and dropped to my knees. The Beretta fell from my hand and clattered on the floor next to Ajhime's burnt up student visa. The only one who wasn't completely blown away was Crystal. I got up and walked over to her. She had been thrown against the lead door of the facility.  I dropped down to a crouch next to her, and took her hand as her ragged breathing got shorter and shorter. She looked up at me and said, "Its not over yet, capitalist." and died.


I buried what I could of the family, and set a special plot aside for Crystal. Before you ask me why I would honor those who would bring about the end of the world, know this. Honor is not something that is one sided. It crosses all political and racial boundaries. It traverses time and space, intersects and parallels human instinct, free will and religious beliefs. Honor is not something that can be constrained by laws or rules or regulations. It obeys no president, dictator, king, queen, prince, prime minister, governor, mayor, parent, teacher or god. Honor knows only one thing, and that is death. Honor is found wherever someone dies for what they believe in. Honor exists wherever someone is willing to sacrifice everything they hold dear to them in an attempt to right the wrongs as they see them. Crystal died with honor, fighting for what she believed in, however wrong it may seem to you, me, and everyone else.


I know no honor for myself. After all, as I said. I'm all alone, and when you're alone, with nothing to fight for other than yourself, honor doesn't know you.

