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Frankenstein Soldier

Nick’s eyes snapped open to look upon his black cell, thinking he had heard a voice.  Then there it was again,
“First Class Private Nicholas Golden,” It was not a question.  The presence of a voice was not nearly so shocking as the blinding light that began to fill his solitary cell, or the thunderous groaning of hidden machinery.  Suddenly he was illuminated where he lay huddled in the corner of an eight by four foot concrete room with no windows and high walls, and a six hundred pound automated steel door, which had remained closed since the day he’d awoken within it.  Even these crude details he had forgotten in the darkness that was Nick Golden’s life and lot, but they came rushing back to him as he squinted against the fluorescent glow which now poured over him.  From that light came a tall silhouette formed; large heeled boots, loose trousers, a perfectly fitted shirt and beret.  Military, he thought absently, but not marine.  He had long been certain that wherever he was, it was not Afghanistan.  Too cold and quiet for that.  He was pretty sure they’d brought him back home to the States, though he had no real assurance of it.  Without a trial or explanation, and not a soul to speak to, he’d never been quite sure.  There was only the two times a day his meal slot would open, which he’d long since given up screaming through.  But this man’s deep south accent gave new hope to the idea that he was in fact upon American soil.  Probably Alabama, he thought.  
When Nick did not respond, two more shadows ushered themselves in from behind his caller, each in the attire of military security, one leveling an automatic rifle at his head, and the other toting a three foot taser and a pair of shackles.  “First Class Private Nicholas Golden, you are scheduled for psychological evaluation, stand up.”
It hadn’t been a dream, then.  His life before all this blackness, when he’d been a soldier-not just a soldier, a marine, and he’d been at war.  As rank and name came to his ears, he remembered the day everything went dark, as he’d stood in his Afghan desert camp where he was stationed, only several weeks after he’d been shipped out.  His boots planted deep in the sand as he’d exited his tent, and then...after that, he simply remembered a promise, which came back to him like a slap in the face.  It was one he’d made to himself.  I will get out of here, and I’ll find out what they did to me.  I’ll find Dr. Cameron.  Dr. Cameron, one of his last clear memories before he’d gone over seas.  Memories of a strange lab office, a ‘psychological evaluation’, something he’d pondered fruitlessly for uncounted days in this cell, something he somehow knew had everything to do with why he was here.  He rose on atrophied legs, leaning a hand on the cold concrete for support as he was immediately seized, and the colder chill of steel brushed his wrist.  They’re going to do it again, he thought, as if in a dream.  Nicholas was not a killer, nor a criminal, despite what must have been years of completely unexplained solitary confinement.  But if there was one thing the marines had bred in him, it was self-preservation.  His instructors and drill sergeants had likely never predicted it would arise in such a situation, yet there it was.  A quiet, hungry beast came awake inside him as the first manacle was clapped onto his left hand, and through the light of the open door he met the eyes of the man whose life he knew he’d have to claim to escape.  A mere second of tension and knowing passed between them, and a decision was made.  He wouldn’t spend another day rotting here.  He’d rather die.  His tormented years of being ignored, left in darkness, locked away from friends, family, and answers, had made that clear.
Nick seized the first guard who was shackling him before he could finish the job, and a half-forgotten strength and vigor overcame him as he drove the man against the wall, dashing his head into the concrete with the nauseating sound of a splitting melon.  A burning, fiery sting bit into his side as the cattle prod nestled into Nick’s ribs, but only for an instant.  His muscles seized, and then the sensation was gone, leaving room for only red fury and animal instinct in his mind.  The first man crumbled to the floor that Nick had been huddled upon only moments ago, and the second soldier was in his grasp before even a cry for help could escape his lips.  Two quick bursts from the rifle buried at least one round into the chest of the officer in the doorway as the barrel swung wildly, missing its target and putting an end to the man with the Alabama drawl, painting the far wall of the hallway in scarlet streaks.  After a brief scramble the rifle was in Nick’s hands, and he stared into the eyes of little more than a scared boy in his clean beige duds.
“Please...I-” The kid’s jaw shattered easily under the swinging stock of the rifle, the only mercy Nick could afford him.  Already distant shouts were breaking the deep silence of his confinement, and that queer sense of deja vu returned again.  Flashes of blood stained desert sand and brown tents, echoes of screams he heard every night as he slept, and a sense of purpose deeper than he’d ever known mingled in his mind with the very real footfalls of whoever would soon be rushing in the door to put him down.  But there was the open door, and an empty hall beyond.  This was the only chance he’d get.  Mechanically he checked the chamber of the AR, and double-checked that the safety was off with a wandering thumb, even as he slumped up against his open cell door.  A loud, drawn out siren and the groaning of six hundred pounds of steel door sliding shut told him it was time to go.  Two more fully geared security officers rounded the nearest corner of the long, plain corridor, and stumbled dead in their tracks with two more bursts from his newly obtained rifle.  Nick’s reactions were quick as they’d ever been; even his detainment could not rob him of that, and there was no remorse left in him.  He was already a dead man, after all.  He left by the opposite way they had come, moving quick and trying not to stumble on fatigued legs that felt like jelly beneath him, checking the corners with a glance before moving on through the curiously empty facility.  And then the harsh fluorescent lighting turned red, and he could see perhaps twenty strides ahead a steel-barred door begin to grind shut down the hall.  He reached it with only inches to spare for his lean, half-starved frame to squeeze through, thinking to himself, Two years ago I wouldn’t have made it.  He was frail as a caged wolf, and twice as hungry.  A sharp crack cut the screaming alarm sirens for an instant, accompanied by a jolting impact taking him in the shoulder.  Wet blood soaked his orange jumper as his eyes found a trembling, wide-eyed recruit, a pistol shaking in his raised hands.  Even as Nick saw the man’s muscles tense to take another shot, he was raising his own weapon, and planted a single bullet square between his eyes.  The guard crumbled, and Nick stopped only long enough to claim the .22 pistol, click the safety, and stuff it into his sock.  And then, there was true daylight.  Not a doorway, but a high window wrapped in chain-link wire.  He could reach it, he knew, if he could break through it, and judging by the rising chorus of shouts and boots slapping linoleum, he gathered it was his last chance.  I’m coming, Cameron...
He opened fire on the window, unloading the entire magazine of the AR in a precise sweep around its edges, hoping the gunfire would give his pursuers pause, and buy him some time.  The glass spider-webbed, and a good few rounds burst apart the layer of wire in several spots.  When the rifle clicked empty, he went to relentlessly battering at the window, and the wire bent enough to send a cascade of glass falling outward.  Then three fresh bullet holes appeared in the nearby wall and sent chips of concrete scattering, the shots fired from somewhere over his shoulder.  He flung the rifle aside and claimed the puny pistol from his sock, knowing a .22 round was not the stopping power he needed, and relying only on the returned fire to delay them long enough to figure out a way through the half broken window.  He shot blindly over his shoulder with one hand even as he tore at the wire with the other, scraping and bloodying his hand on the broken chain-link and the shattered glass beneath.  He heard someone call a cease-fire from somewhere up the corridor, not sure if the order was for him or his assailants, but he knew it wouldn’t matter in a few more seconds.  The wire was loose on one corner, and it took both hands and all his remaining strength to rip a corner free, just enough to begin climbing, and crawling his way through the gap.  He felt his jumper snag and tear, felt his skin cutting open in a dozen places, but the breath of clean, cool air was the only thing he needed to push through, as he fell from the second story window onto soft, manicured grass with a gasp of pain and relief.  Out, I’m out!  Up, dammit, can’t stop here...
Nick was surprised to see open grounds and the recognizable layout of a military installment.  This was not a typical prison though, he observed; no watch towers or double-walled perimeter.  Just a simple barbed-wire topped fence a mere fifty yards away, only a stretch of lawn and a billowing American flag atop a pole standing between him and freedom.  He did not miss the irony, as he thought, Why...?  He could not make sense of it.  Whatever had happened that day to warrant his unexplained and absolute imprisonment, he ought to have been in a high-security detainment facility.  This looked like little more than a government office building from the outside, though the blaring sirens that filled the grounds held enough threat to get him on his feet and running.  Where was the pursuit?  Why is this so easy?  He could only thank God that it was, as his slippery, blood-soaked hands clawed their way up the fence, and hoisted his way over the rolls of barbed wire eight feet up.  Not even razor wire, he bothered to notice, as the sharp, yet petty barbs snagged at his jumper, holding him suspended for only a moment before he was crashing down on the other side.  
It was hard to guess where he was; there was a cluster of buildings within the fence-line, a simple gate-house at the facility entrance, and then only budding green trees of the nearby forest, open pastures, and long stretches of dirt road cutting across the hilly landscape which spread out around him to the horizon.  A whizzing bullet passed mere feet above his head, and he was crawling, gasping with pain as the bullet wound in his shoulder began to make itself known.  But with plenty of adrenaline yet to run on, he forced himself to ignore it, and was soon lost amidst tall grass, unable to see anything before or behind but a curtain of meadow
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