

    
        
          Beacon - The Hero of Heartland

        

        
        
          The Hero of Heartland, Volume 1

        

        
        
          Matthew Kreke

        

        
          Published by Matthew Kreke, 2024.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      BEACON - THE HERO OF HEARTLAND

    

    
      First edition. May 22, 2024.

      Copyright © 2024 Matthew Kreke.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8990745414

    

    
    
      Written by Matthew Kreke.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Matthew Kreke

	    

      
	    
          
	      The Hero of Heartland

          
        
          
	          Origin: A Prequel to Beacon - The Hero of Heartland

          
        
          
	          Beacon - The Hero of Heartland

          
        
          
	          Beacon's Trial

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at Matthew Kreke’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Also By Matthew Kreke

Dedication

1 - Welcome to Heartland

2 - Local Celebrity

3 - Happy Birthday

4 - Eye of the Storm

5 - Breaking News

6 - Hostage Situation

7 - Rise of Beacon

8 - A Rude Awakening

9 - The Countdown

10 - Downfall

11 - Arson’s Dilemma

12 - Existential Crisis

13 - Revelations

14 - Life Goes On

15 - The Experiment

16 - The Doppelganger

17 - Vendettas

18 - The Fall

19 - Ransacked

20 - Detained

21 - Desperation

22 - Powderkeg

23 - A City in Chaos

24 - Bad Memories

25 - Battle of the Beacons

26 - Aftermath

A Humble Request

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To my parents, who never gave up on me.

      

    

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​1 - Welcome to Heartland
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Michael Church still couldn’t believe how small the city of Heartland, Illinois looked. It wasn’t actually that small, of course. Everything appeared tiny when flying eighteen thousand feet above the ground. He had been flying his twenty-passenger shuttle plane between Chicago and Heartland for almost ten years and had yet to grow tired of the view. Flying above the clouds gave him a sense of peace that he never felt anywhere else. 

He began the gradual descent towards the airport and prepared for landing. As the buildings grew closer, the tiny outlines of the citizens of Heartland milled around like an army of ants. The sight reminded him of the set of soldiers that made up the miniature battle scene he had stationed on a piece of plywood in the basement of his home. 

Suddenly, a warning light on the control panel began to glow, indicating a possible fuel leak. As he peered out of the cockpit windows to look for a fuel trail, the right wing’s engine spewed thick, black smoke. The plane began losing altitude and he realized he wasn’t going to make it to the airport. 

Michael took a deep breath and assessed the situation. He had a plane filled with people who depended upon his actions. With an airport landing no longer a viable option, he decided to attempt a water landing on the river below. Michael radioed the control tower to inform them of his plight and get approval for his plan of action. Then, he spoke to the passengers. 

“This is your captain. As you have probably noticed, we are experiencing an engine malfunction. Because we are now flying on only one engine, we are not going to make it to the airport. I have contacted flight control, and we have agreed that our only option is to attempt to land the plane on the river. Please remain calm and assume crash positions. Your flight attendants will assist you.”

He wrestled the steering wheel as the plane moved toward the river while nervously humming “The Star-Spangled Banner”. As he approached, he realized he was losing speed. His altitude dropped at an alarming rate, and it was abundantly clear that his new landing spot was no longer a possibility. He had to land somewhere else, and he had to do it soon. But where?

**
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Beth Gannon had been preparing for the evening’s Independence Day barbecue for a full week. Now, all that remained was the food. She made a run to the local grocery store and was heading home with a bag filled with vegetables, fruits, and a package of T-bone steaks. As she exited the store, she heard a strange noise overhead. In the sky, she noticed a plane with smoke rolling out of one of its engines. It looked like it was headed straight for her.

“Look! That plane is on fire!” Beth yelled as she pointed towards the craft, dropping her overfilled bag in the process. The contents tumbled to the sidewalk, scattering everywhere. A crowd of curious onlookers gasped in unison. Fearing for their lives, most scattered, leaving Beth and a mere handful of others to watch in horror as the aircraft came barreling towards them.

With a loud whoosh, an unseen force sped past the group, shoving cars in its path to the sides of the road. It was Beacon, the local superhero. Her long, blond hair whipped in the wind as she sped down the street, shoving cars to the sidewalks as if they were toys. She ran so fast that the orange stripes on her dark blue costume seemed like lightning flashing down the street. Beacon shouted at the crowd to get off the streets as she continued to clear a path for the airplane. 

Besides what was recapped on the nightly news, Beth had never witnessed Beacon in action and became mesmerized by Beacon’s speed, momentarily forgetting that the plane was quickly approaching. Someone behind her screamed, snapping her back to reality. She grabbed her phone from her purse and dialed 911 to report the incident.

Meanwhile, Michael was thinking about the fight he had with his wife that morning. He couldn’t even remember what they were fighting about, but he felt guilty for every angry word he had said. He had been so glad to get out of the house, but now the only thing he could think of was how he wished he had a chance to apologize to her. Michael snapped back to reality when he noticed the traffic on the road ahead was parting like the red sea. He quickly realized that somehow a path was being cleared for him and, feeling a glimmer of hope, nosed the plane towards the city streets. As he neared the makeshift landing strip, he lowered the plane’s wheels and yelled over the intercom, “Brace for impact!”

The plane trembled violently as it met the pavement. Michael had managed to land his plane but soon realized this wannabe runway was far too short. He stomped the brake pedal as hard as he could. As the plane slowly decelerated, the right wing clipped a streetlight post, which caused the plane to swerve. The entire aircraft seemed to shiver as its nose broke through the window of a nearby bank, scattering shattered glass across the tiled floor. 

Beacon noticed the craft’s wing was completely engulfed in flames. Concerned that the building would ignite as well, she dashed through the new hole in the wall. When she reached the plane, she pulled on the aircraft door until it wrenched off its hinges with a brilliant assortment of sparks. She darted inside and began swiftly carrying passengers out and across to the sidewalk on the opposite side of the street.  She dove back into the burning plane and dug out two more passengers. 

When she made it back to the street, she realized that a lady from her first trip had not moved since Beacon had placed her on the cement. She didn’t have time to check on the passengers but hoped if this woman was seriously injured, that the medics would arrive on time. 

Beacon took a third dive into the plane, the smoke was getting thicker. The remaining passengers would not be able to breathe much longer. Beacon heard coughing and moans as she attempted to navigate through the smoke-filled seats. The smell was now so strong even Beacon herself found it hard to breathe. Fortunately, the scent seemed to be waking most of the plane's inhabitants. The less-seriously injured passengers began helping those in worse shape escape. Meanwhile, Beacon focused on finding the source of the moans she had heard earlier. Navigating through the fog, she finally found her target. 

A boy, no more than six, just sitting there making strange noises. His father lay limp to his left. Beacon approached the child, dreading what she would find. At first glance, the boy seemed fine, but when she touched his neck to test his pulse, he screamed and writhed. He was injured and likely had a concussion. 

Her hand tapped the father’s shoulder. He was out cold, but his pulse thumped through her gloves. She tore off the child’s seat belt and carefully took him out to the street. 

The paramedics had arrived and were treating the unconscious woman that Beacon had been worried about. Beacon dropped the child off and sped back into the plane one
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