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Chapter One: Super Bomber
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Rocketman, Captain Morgan Free, sliced through the crisp air like a hot knife through butter, the jet pack on his shoulders thrusting him forward with greater and greater power. It engines, fueled by the new mysterious power pack devised by the genius Albert Einstein and remarkable, but also genius Nicolas Tesla, were even more powerful than the first ones he had flown with. And what was better, they weren't hot!

He spoke into his throat mike. "Al, this baby's really cooking. And not my butt, thank God!"

Al's voice snapped from the helmet speaker, "Wait till you get a chance to try the power boost."

"Is that when it burns my ass off?" Morgan joked.

"No, that's when it knocks your socks off," Al quipped, a chuckle following.

Morgan watched the Atlantic hurl beneath him, thunderclouds were snapping past above him, which he kept shooting through like an arrow of destruction, bursting through one huge streamer of white, only to explode forth from the other side with huge puffs of white streaming behind him. The waters below were tossing and turning violently from the almost ninety mile an hour gusts that were smashing them and the ships striving to make their way across.

"Uh, Al."

"Yes, Captain," Al responded.

"I thought I was...using the power boost."

"No, it's the new button."

Rocketman glanced at the glowing green, yellow, blue and violet buttons that were like tiny glowing lumps of coal just within reach of his tongue. "I only see slow, fast, faster, and fastest."

Al snickered in his right ear, almost as if he were leaning over his shoulder, which would have been difficult, since Morgan stood about six and a half feet tall and Einstein was a runt. "Captain, I'm not talking about the tongue buttons."

Morgan hated the tongue buttons, they tasted like chalk. Al had insisted on making them that way for fear Morgan might be tempted to lick on them otherwise. "Mustn't tempt our natural tendency to taste the sweeter side of life," Al had teased.

"Which one are you talking about then?" Morgan demanded.

But he never got time or a chance to hear the reply, because something exploded within about twenty yards of him, knocking him off course.

He tumbled slightly, his engines correcting for the misalignment of his flight path as his guidance system over rode the turbulence of the blast. He gave the jet pack a goose with his tongue switch and angled to the right. As he rose he saw a break in the cloud path behind him on his rear view.

He had complained about the last flight he had made. Nick, Nicolas Tesla, had devised a clever monitoring device that used electronics to modify a visual signal cast by a mirror and magnified it on a tiny screen set to the right inside of Morgan's helmet. Sort of like side view mirrors, but with the ability to zoom in if necessary. 

This time it was.

He tongued the right view and slowly he was able to make out a disturbance in the thunder clouds behind him. They began opening up wider and wider and then this craft the size of five B-52s shot into view. 

He whistled.

"Captain, I hardly think that appropriate of a man my age," Al snorted.

"I wasn't whistling at you, but the baby trailing me that just tried to blow my ass off!"

The speaker next to his right ear squawked," Captain, please repeat that. Over."

"Later, Al, gotta little bobbing and dodging to do."
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Chapter Two: Date Night at the Base
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Rocketman, Captain Morgan, slipped from the harness of his suit, hung it up on the rack that was waiting for it. A Marine pushed the rack to a secure area, where it would be locked up and guarded 24/7. 

Not only was the suit top super secret, but it was one of a kind. Al and Nicolas had never bothered to duplicate it. They were too busy modifying it and adding to its functions for that to happen. 

In many ways Morgan was a test pilot, which had been his work before the war and during it so far, not including the sorties he now flew for reconnaissance and sometimes sabotage purposes for the Western Alliance. It was something he had accepted as his role in helping fight the Nazis and the Japanese in their desire to dominate and control the world.

So now, whenever he asked Nick and Al for a new suit, a more beefed up one that wasn't so awkward to wear they'd roll their eyes and ignore him.

"Morgan," Al would say, that look of eternal wisdom in his eyes, and mirth on his lips. "A donkey can pray all day to God to become a horse, but it just isn't going to happen."

Morgan had laughed, but the point was made. He had to be patient. Everyone was doing the best they could. And after all strapping on a suit wasn't as bad as having to actually ride inside a rocket, which he might have had to do, having seen the early sketches of the Rocketman suit.

It had looked more like a deadly flying missile, and if anything had gone south, he would be face down in the ground, squashed flatter than a pancake.

Barry met him at the commissary doors where he had been heading for and interrupted his musings.

"Hey Cap!"

"Bear."

"Mind a bit of company."

"Only if you promise not to chew gum and blow bubbles in my face," Morgan quipped.

"No problem. They're out of Double Bubble, anyway," he promised.

Then as they reached the candy aisle Barry's face broadened into a wide grin. A whole box of Double Bubble chewing gum sat there all by its lonesome, holding a sign up and saying "Blow me, blow me now!"

Barry reached for the entire box.

Morgan slapped his hand away.

"Uh, uh, uh!" He warned.

"Cap!" Protested Barry.

"All right, but don't let me see any of those sticks winding up on the bottom of my shoes or inside the cockpit of the rocket!"

Barry made a mock shrug. "Who me?"

Barry chuckled, pulled out a wad of the small rectangular shaped gums and tossed them into his shopping cart.

Morgan took the rest of the box and put it in his.

"Hey!" Barry protested.

"Fair is fair," Morgan stated and then grinned. "But who's being fair?"

Barry scowled at him and then dashed from his cart to a lone box of Hershey bars and snatched them up before Morgan could.

"Even Steven!" Barry called out.

Morgan sighed.

"Okay!"

He held up his box of Double Bubble and Barry handed him his box of Hershey Bars."

Morgan gave his friend a scowl. "You don't play fair."

"Coming from the pilot who flies upside down and inside out."

Morgan laughed.

Barry slapped him on the shoulders and they continued their shopping, both picking up loaves of bread, jars of peanut butter and jelly, and fresh cartons of pasteurized milk.

"Never get enough of these mommas," Barry said, as he dumped a good twenty bars of soap into his shopping cart, along with about twelve packs of Spearmint and Tutti Fruity gum.

"How can you stand that Tutti Fruity stuff, Bear?"

Barry gave him a smirk. "How can you stand risking your ass ever day in that suit? That thermal suit ever quit on you or the suit ever does a number..."

Morgan laughed. "Point taken. But the engine doesn't run hot anymore since they renovated it."

"Sure, and firecrackers won't blow up your knuckles into finger food," Barry shot back.

They reached the cashier, a pretty blonde with a bowtie in her hair. Barry gave her the once over and she gave it right back.

"Morgan, I'd like you to meet Missus Cigarette Girl of 1941."

Morgan offered his hand. She took it. She had a strong grip. He smiled. "Sure it isn't Miss Best Hand Grip of the Year instead?"

She laughed and looked at Barry. "You were right; he is kind of silly and chivalrous."

"Yeah, that's why I get the pretty ones and he gets to burn his ass off in that suit every day," Barry said with a smirk.

"Don't either, Morgan," complained. He took a playful swing at Barry, but missed. 

Barry laughed. "He's getting so old he can't even hit a man right in his face."

Morgan laughed. He slapped Barry on his shoulder, and then nodded to the blonde. "Got business."

"Sure thing, handsome," she told him and watched him walk off.

Barry cleared his throat. She gave him a knowing smile. "Girls?"

"All right!" He exclaimed. "I was kind of rubbing it in his face a bit. Girl." And he thought of Helen, the one that Morgan had a hankering for that was as doomed as the man Al Capone tossed into the Hudson with cement shoes on.

She gave him a quick hug. "And that's what I love about you. The willingness to step into any pile of manure that is willing and able for you to find it."

Barry gave her a double take.
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Chapter Three: The Chapel
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Father Able put the Christmas tree he had carefully cut down about a hundred yards down the slope from the base. He had made sure it was a young one. He had to cut a few roots off, but mostly it was still alive. He intended to replant it in his own office and put lamps about it to see if he could keep it alive.

If he couldn't he would hike it back down the slope and replant it where he had taken it from. He didn't believe in harming life. Unlike many of the other men like him who ate the meat of cows and pigs, but preached the love of God, he was a strict vegetarian during a time when most men thought him mad or at best, likely to die of malnutrition.

He smiled. He never got sick. Was as strong as an ox, and was likely to outlive his own father by a number of years as well.

He carefully moved the potted Christmas tree against the statue of Christ that one of the engineers had built for him out of chrome and copper. The two together were spectacular. Thought dissimilar in materials, they complemented each other in beauty. He could almost feel the tree smiling at being so near the One he loved so much.

He began decorating the tree with candles and bulbs, making sure they were all anchored properly so as not to start a fire. Last thing he needed was to
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