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The Man with the Finger and the Rank

Phase One. Strategic.

A man with a finger and the rank to use it sat on a cushioned chair at a console. 

He looked about. 

The others, at their own lesser consoles, were not paying attention. Their reports were filed. Their disbelief that the time had finally come was set aside. Barely. Anticipation filled their every pore, the space between their anxious eyes, the dead air at the entrance to their ears.

All eyes were on him.

He nodded magnanimously, as if granting a prayer. He raised his finger above his shoulder and crooked it into an arch, like a missile bound for Earth.

A banging came on the thick steel door. 

He paid no mind. The door was locked and barred. 

There came faint yelling, his name repeated angrily. 

There came epithets, more banging. Then pleas.

The finger held the same arc as it descended, then hovered over a plain red button. 

History. This would make history. 

The finger traversed the final space. 

He pressed the button.

And outside the building the placid, pastoral sky came to life. It jumped, seethed and sizzled. Vapor and debris exploded angrily and rumbled away across multiple launch sites.

Deer and cattle came to attention and stampeded away.
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