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​Failure to Adapt

The hum of the air outside of the plane was calming enough for Simon to forget about his mission for a moment. When you are a soldier, you are trained to always keep focused on the job at hand, whatever it may be, which sometimes means that you are going against what you truly believe, following orders.

A trained man is not supposed to forget this; yet, with the beautiful blue sky spreading around Simon, he could not focus on anything else. The vastness of the landscape was breathtaking, and it took him some time to come back to reality and its horrors.

His mission consisted of an aerial reconnaissance of an empty zone. Nobody believed it to have anything important in it, but Simon was tasked with scanning the area, not only for hostiles, but also for any civilians that might be occupying the zone. This way, the Intelligence groups could coordinate the advance of their troops through the place without hitting any snags, being ambushed, or running into surprises that would hinder their progress.

Simon liked flying, although the reason he enlisted in the first place was not because of this, but because he wanted to escape the civilian life.

When he was a kid, Simon had lived at a place where people have the bare minimum to survive. A place where if you have money in your pockets and you look away, you might find that even your pants were stolen without you noticing.

The local crime groups ran the place, and he did not even learn about a group called “police” until he was fifteen years old.

The level of decay of that part of the city was such that he did not even imagine a better world out there. He usually dreamed of hitting back those who oppressed people like him, and then had gang wars all over town, shooting each other, not caring who they hurt or why.

He was so detached from anything pleasant in the world, and constantly living the horrors of a war zone, even though people and the government never acknowledged their situation as “war”.

Simon ran away from there when he was fourteen years old, after a member of one of the gangs decided that their house, made out of cardboard and aluminum plaques, which made it as stable as a table made out of toothpicks, was too good for them and he would seize it for himself. His brothers fought valiantly, but their malnourished fists were no match for a well-balanced diet, a drug habit, and hot lead being fired at them at point blank.

His mother suffered the same fate, when she refused to act as a counter for what they called “product” there. Simon managed to escape, and found a military camp. He did not enlist there because he was interested in serving, or because he had always dreamed of becoming someone who protects people. All he cared about where the around the clock meals, and having a place to sleep, with actual covers.

For most people, when they join the army they experience a drastic change in their living habits, with meager meals and uncomfortable quarters, while being subjected to a season of hard training; but, for someone with Simon’s background, the military camp was as well-equipped as the best hotel in the world. He had friends, he had people he responded to, who clothed and fed him; unlike his previous place of residence.

Above all, Simon treasured one thing that place offered: Training, and a purpose.

He dreamed about the day where he would go back to his birthplace, maybe disobeying orders, and would pump everyone full of lead there, the criminal groups because of their abuse, and the locals for their cowardice. He had learned growing up that the strong outlives the weak, and that the world is a horrible place full of bullshit and fucked up people, all ready to impart their own brand of law if given the chance.

All this was also reinforced at the military, at least, in his way of seeing things, the only difference was, he was no longer perceived as a unique element, but as a component of a team. People depended on him and he depended on people, which caused him to re-route his anger to some other things, and that dream of revenge found itself drowning among other, more important, things.

His superior officers were amazed at how well he worked. The first days, when everyone was puking their lungs out from running too much, he was still going strong. When asked about it he replied that the whole training exercise was simply his wake up call, as he needed to outrun the gangs, and their bullets, to be able to get some crumbs to eat. Here, with a purpose and security, he was more than willing to do the same thing for orders, if everything else was provided.

After his first real conflict, when he was being tested not by men, but by death itself, he proved to be not only a lethal fighter, but also a level headed soldier who risked his own life, if that meant rescuing another soldier, or completing a particular objective.

In his mind, every objective signified helping his family back in his village, and every enemy had the face of the leader of the gangs; the man who strutted around town in expensive cars while people gathered around trash cans trying to find something to share with their families.

For Simon, the only innocents were the soldiers who gave him his orders, and those wearing his same colors. All others were hell spawn that was better served being sent back to the fucked up hole they crawled up from.

One time, a soldier was about to kill a woman in cold blood, and Simon beat him until his nose had found its way to the back of his skull. Thanks to this incident, all other soldiers in his group said that he acted as if shit deserved more respect than his enemies.

In different circumstances, he would have been behind bars for committing an unspeakable crime against those that society likes to call “civilized people” but that, for him, behaved no better than rabid dogs. Nevertheless, his superiors admired that killer instinct, especially because it always served their purpose without remorse, and never ran amok, no matter if they ordered to stand down and let go of a target that he had already decided had to die.

This whole view of the world around him led him to enlist in a group specialized in aerial combat. He used to tell his crewmates that he liked flying because the clearness of the sky made him forget all the things that happened on the ground, as if they ceased to exist just because he was inside a plane and could not see or hear about those things.

At first, the adjustment to air combat was hard, since he had no clear targets whom he could put a face to. They were all military installations that required surveying, radars that needed to be destroyed, or other airplanes that needed to be shot down. Thanks to the addition to helicopters to the armed forces, planes were not required to provide backup to the ground forces unless they found themselves in a tight spot that only a well-placed missile could loosen up.

Because of all this, he felt like he was
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