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  Heroes of Old


  We are the heroes of old, men of renown; at least that’s what some say about us. Others hate us. They are trying to kill us.


  "Nick!" I shout over the sounds of pulse rifle blasts coming from a shattered building east of our position. It’s exterior is peppered with charred holes resulting from heavy weapons fire. The interior of my enviro-suit's coated with my own sour sweat. I smell dreadful, even to me. A layer of dust covering the faceplate impairs my vision more than I will admit. Seeing the location of the enemy is a challenge.


  The charge icon on my heads-up display on my side of the helmet faceplate is glowing; indicating I have two hours remaining before recharging is mandatory. The atmosphere indicator next to the energy icon shows the available air will run out before then anyway.


  My bigger problem is I have been unable to contact anyone outside the battle zone, not even the twenty other troopers we had attacked with. No one's responding to my hail and this worries me.


  My first command and I've screwed it up.


  "Yeah, Turn! I'm here." Nick's voice came from somewhere to my left possibly behind the single standing wall of a shattered dwelling. His com-link must be knocked out since his voice echoed across the rubble field between us not from my suit's comm.


  "I'm coming to you. Stay where you are," I call back. Not waiting for his acknowledgement I crouch low then wait until several energy bolts pass overhead, I plan to break for his position when the enemy adjusts their targeting scanners trying to reacquire us.


  Sucking in a breath, clutching my weapon to my chest, I run into the open rushing in the direction of where I hope Nick is holed up behind the wall.


  A bolt of superheated energy shoots overhead missing me by less than a meter. My suit's alarm rang in my ears as the heat penetrates the layers of protection between certain death and me. My death is inconsequential to the overall plan for Noah III, and besides I know where I'm headed after death. Heaven will be glorious, but He needed me here and now. As long as I'm able to draw a breath I will fight for the Holy commission.


  My rapid breathing echoed in ears and salty sweat streaming off my forehead made seeing clearly difficult. My suit's internal cooling unit may have failed when I took a glancing hit from a blaster. I've been inside this suit for three days. Stale sweat and unwashed me isn't a pleasant combination on my senses. But I can't remove the suit until I return to base. The thin air of Noah III makes physical operations difficult for humans. This is where the enemy has the advantage over us.
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