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            He is thus our hero. But he is not a heroic comicbook protagonist; a hero who saves the day. He's but mortal. Like every single one of us.
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TRIALS OF MAN

A lousy, annoying and high-pitched sound; the ping of an alarm clock, is heard for the first time; it’ll sound again in 5 seconds. Like clockwork, 5 seconds later, the sound repeats.

The ping repeats itself every 5 seconds.

A man with dark-ginger long hair in a medium-mullet lays on the bed, no shirt on whatsoever.

Too comfy under the blankets — too comfortable to get up — stuck in a situation, forced to sleep in the lower bed of a bunk bed. His name is Jonathan Dorenev, almost in his post-teenies, sinking in student debt. 

Jonathan, blinking rapidly and groggily, just decides to pull the alarm clock off it’s socket, shutting it down instantly.

He spins back and forth and ends up facing west.

Said situation would be called officially University, specifically, Mechanics and Robotics.

The roommate sleeping in the bed above him — a  twenty-year-old man called Mikhail studying computer sciences, whose presence is probably due to his friendship with Johnny.

Mikhail stretches on his bed, shaking his and John’s, due to the mediocre structure of the standard issue bunk bed they served in the university they both study in; the dorms weren’t something corporate could brag about.

He then blinks groggily, his eyes heavy and his lips dry as the Savannah.

As his lips dry more and more each second, he licks his lips once in a circular motion, stretches again due to his uncomfortably sore neck.

The bunk bed shakes again.

John spins to the side, groaning, now facing east.

— Hugh..

Mikhail slowly climbs down the bunk bed’s ladder, unable to keep himself at bay without feeling impending doom.. and guilt.

— John! 

— It’s graduation day, retard!

— We're gonna miss it!

John’s eyes flash open, his joints still stiff and his mouth dry, too.

John rapidly gets up, moving towards the closet, grabbing his attire out of said closet just to then close it afterwards, getting dressed formally for the event. Behind John lays a poster of his university’s sportsteam, called the Brakkahaven Ghouls, with their star, Bowie Lewis, on the center of the poster, holding the sport’s main goal, a rod made of concrete which serves as a javelin that has to be broken against a wall of plaster in order to score points, with victory coming along as soon as the Wall is fully destroyed in its entirety.

— Johnny, is it a good time to ask how you’re doing?

Johnny looks up to the ceiling and then at Mikhail, all while doing his tie.

— Uhm, no. No time for a monologue. I'm dressing up right now.

Mikhail rolls his eyes.

Mikhail gets quickly dressed with clothes he grabs from the same closet that John used.

They both walk out of their dorm and make a run for it, getting to the university yard, where a massive crowd sits on wooden chairs, and a grand platform, made out of iron and another alloy of Tungsten, for temperature-proofing stuff, given the time, Technology made electricity present in a lot of things, so resisting the heat electricity gives off was a great move, and some Indium, to boost the resistance of Tungsten present in the alloy too.

Atop the platform standed a event altar, with a hologram of the yearbook attendees of each class so their diplomas could be handed out digitally and physically.

The operator of all of that event stuff was the technical director, which, in-law, is required in every university across the country just to help with use, maintenance and knowledge about all the new technology that’s sprawled over the years.

Said Technical Director’s name appeared in a giant hologram giving the feed to a camera that focused on both the Director and the student that was being given the diploma; at that time, none yet.

— Mike, I’m gonna sit next to Jane for the ceremony, You don’t mind?

Mikhail shakes his head.

— No, I don’t mind, go ahead.

The Technical Director’s name was Liam McAllen Wisley.

John sat down next to his girlfriend; Janeth Doraka.

and Mikhail sat down with John's friend; Bob Sajakawan.

The Technical Director spoke up.

— It is.. the year.. 1980.

— And we will celebrate today the graduation ceremony for the ones who finish their underdegrees or normal degrees.

— In the name of the University of Abigailville of Mechanics, Computer Science and Medicine, we will start off with..

— Class of Fourth Year in Mechanics, specifically, a professional degree in Mechanics and Vehicular Motion.

— Next up will be Fourth Year in Computer Science and we’ll end with the Fourth Year in Medicine; everyone, heads up and get ready, I'll be calling you by alphabetical order.

— First up, Jonathan Dorenev.

John gets up from his chair and slowly reunites with the technical director atop the platform and in front of the altar. The technical director whispers something in Johnatan’s ears.

— A lot of pavement has to be set yet.

— I hope you’re ready to put it up.

— Nobody else will.

— Or maybe THEY will, who knows.

— You might not be different from the rest out there.

— Godspeed, kid.

The technical director pats his shoulder and gives him a degree in Mechanics and Vehicular Motion.

John’s eyes water and he starts to cry from happiness; not making too much of a scene.

— Oh yeah!

— HELL YEAH!

The technical director clears his throat and checks the microphone.

—  Alright. 

—  Test, test.

—  Next up, Mackrenbe Manutzie..

On the way out, Jane and John meetup, some hours later, though.

Jane speaks up.

— John, I want to marry you.

— I wanna start a family with you.

John blinks rapidly.

— One second, let me... uh.. process this, i’ll.. uh.. hm.. uh.. congrat my friends and classmates and then meetup with you.

Jane kisses John on the lips and then leaves.

John runs back to Bob and Mikhail.

John spoke up.

— Bobbie, congrats on getting that..

— Uh, let me guess it, first time, no hint..

— Official Degree in Medicine and Surgical Procedure..

Bob nods.

— That’s right.

— Right on the money, on it.

Bob and John look towards Mikhail’s gaze.

— Congrats on getting your degree on.. uh, let me guess it this time jay.. — proclaims Bob.

— Computer science and Robotics.

Mikhail laughs, giggles and then nods rapidly.

— Aye, Aye, sir.

John hugs Bob and then Mikhail.

— Bye John! — they both say in unison.

John runs back to Jane.

— What now? — asks John.

— Well, you search for a job that pays well.

— Vehicles are so cool. They get you places you can’t on foot; airplanes, boats.

— Especially airplanes.

John and Jane log-off from the university’s ID system.

— Won’t be needing these anymore.

— Make sure you disconnect your devices from the subnet. — inquired Jane.

— Never was too strong of a connection anyway — replied John.

4 years later..

John, Jane and their son David were now in a restaurant in Calawin.

John and his family watch the television.

— We’ve been informed of an accident on the Magnetic Railroad Company on Builderville and Builder island that’s left about 20 dead. 

John covers his son’s, David’s, ears.

— DAD! Why? I wanna listen to that newsreport!

John shakes his head from side to side, censoring the violence for his son.

— Nothing, nothing..

John stops covering his son’s ears.

A waiter arrives.

with a fancy outfit, consisting of a suit-jacket and a pair of fancy jeans

Her tone is serious but interested in whatever the three of em’ will order.

—  Could I take you, people’s orders? 

—  Maybe.. some entrants, like mashed potatoes and gravy?

John giggled and smiled, nodding his head.

—  Sure. Two, please. Her and the kid.

—  I’d like to dig into meat territory. Give me a rib-eye with some gaucha sauce.

The waiter responds with a smile.

—  Sure thing, sir.

The waiter nods nervously and walks away.

John smiles and ruffles David’s hair.

— So..

— When’s David’s graduation, Jin?

Jane rolls her eyes.

— About one year or two, Jim. 

— He’s still in fourth grade.

John begins to search his own backpack, searching for something to read on the meantime.

He speaks to himself through his own thoughts.

— Let’s see what we have here in store.

— Humm..

He first finds a book. Said book’s title is partially covered by some other random things inside his backpack, like a portable charger.

Said book’s title, even if partially covered, reads, from the uncovered zone, the following;

— Gi..

John sets it aside.

— I don’t like adventure books.

John continues searching, but the waiter comes back with their drinks and food.

— Holy shit..

John quickly puts his backpack on the ground, next to one of his chair’s legs.

John quickly moves his eyebrows upwards.

— Come on, eat up, people.

John grabs a fork and a knife, cutting his ribeye against the grain and dipping it in Gaucha, to then eat it.

The rest of the family followup, eating from their plates and drinking whenever their throat feels dry from eating.

The scene suddenly skips to John inside his bedroom, browsing for job applications on the web.

Again, he speaks through his thoughts.

— Hmm..

— Bus Driver..

— 49,192 a year..

— Taxi driver..

— 56,098 a year.

— Normal mechanic..

— 58,492 a year.

— Airplane mechanic..

— 115,000 a year.

— Ooh.

— The Army of Rauoxia.

— I can join the army if I'm desperate enough.

— Pricing.

— 200,000 per year.

— It seems like I'm desperate, all of the sudden.

— Where do I sign up?

— Bootcamp and Registration Center on..

— Abigailsville?

— Sure.

The scene flashswitches to John in his, like everything in the world right now, futuristic car.

On road number 12, parameter 98.

John speaks to his friends over the phone.

— Oh yeah, you also found out?

Bob asks.

— Found out what, John?

John laughs a little.

— Uh, the army, they’re paying big bucks.

Bob answers.

— Oh yeah, I read.

Mikhail speaks over Bob

— Me and Bob want to join.

— Why do you bother to ask, though?

John swallows saliva and nervously speaks up.

— I’m joining too.

— I think I might be able to feed my kid that way.

John asks.

— Why would Bob join?

Bob answers.

— Field Doctor?, I don’t know!

Some hours later, somewhere else..

— Yeah, i’d like to join..

The man at the registry counter spoke up, following John’s request.

— Just fill out some papers and attend some physical training sessions to demonstrate you’re fit for the job.

— Have a great day!

John, while writing down, spoke through his thoughts.

— Name..

— John Dorenev.

— Age..

— 23..

— Place of Birth..

— Calawin.

Some weeks later..

A rough, ill-tempered man, of about 29 years, walks pacing forward throughout the interior of a barrack.

His voice is bitter and rough, as much as his personality also seems to be on the surface.

A line of soldiers in under-armor; normal clothing which is packed with different conductive paddings and connections to intravenous syringe entrances through mechanical activation and different wires, ready to be equipped under one of the army’s standard issue plasma-arc armors (SIPAA), is packed in each side; on the right, on the left. In total, each line of men has about 20 of them.

One of them, specifically, number 12 on the left lane, appears to be John.

The 29 year old drill sergeant, equipped with a specific type of SIPAA that had augmented visors capable of analyzing weaknesses, specialities and crimes committed in each recruit and cadet.

— Keep forming said Indian line i’ve been bashing you guys with for about 3 hours, or i’ll make ya’ll eat the sole of my foot, retards.

— Ya’ll are gonna form and march when i’m done cleaning your wind pipes with questions as if i were rubbing bricks into your brain over and over for like, 20 minutes.

— First up. 

— Private Gabriel.

Private Gabriel spoke up.

— SIR, SIR YES SIR!

— I hope you can keep demons off my lawn or i’ll use you to mow said lawn, you fucking moron.

— AYE, AYE SIR!

— I hope you didn’t just say that out of the art of saying shit randomly hoping it’ll get through!

— NO, SIR!

— Make your bed before we do the fucking drill, you useless left-sack.

— SIR, YES SIR!

The drill sergeant cleans his throat and lifts his head slightly, as a light ping is heard.

A tiny little voice is hardly heard inside the sergeant’s helmet.

— Private Gabriel’s status has been updated correctly.

The sergeant walked over, pacing forward.

The second private was up.

— Private Han.

— SIR, YES, SIR!

— I hope your life of eating shit and doing zero shit ends today, or I will force-feed your anus a dose of MY SHOE’S SOLE!

— SIR, YES, SIR!

— Does it end or will you keep at it?

— NO, SIR, NO! 

— SO IT DOESN’T END? — shouts the sergeant.

— YES, SIR, YES!

— Oh so it does, it does end, Private han?

— SIR, YES, SIR!

— I FUCKING HOPE SO!

— MY SHOE IS GIDDY TO MEETUP WITH A LADY CALLED YOUR ANUS IF THAT THING YOU JUST TOLD ME ISN’T TRUE!

— PRIVATE HAN, MAKE YOUR FUCKING BED.

He tilted his head.

A low ping is heard.

The voice is so low in volume it can’t be heard.

The sergeant moved over to the third private.

— Private Coheleti.

— SIR, YES, SIR?

— Do i look fabolous to you? 

— SIR, YES, SIR

— Ew, gross, fuck you, private.

— SIR, SORRY, SIR.

— Apologies denied, homosexual sinner.

— Get the fuck out of my face and do your bed before my shoe does you in and MAKES YOUR FACE ALL PRETTY TOO LIKE MINE!

— SIR, YES SIR!

The three privates were now making their bed.

The fourth private was up.

— Private Mikhail.

— SIR, YES SIR!

— Your name FEELS russian and IS russian.

— SIR, NO, SIR!

— I almost think you might be a spy among our ranks. Because THAT’S what a spy would say!

— I’m gonna condemn you to a life in pain and taxes.

— SIR, SORRY, SIR!

— Make your bed, you will therefore be punished for being such a russian spy!

The fifth private is up.

— Private Faraway.

— You dishonor your name, you fucking piece of shit, i think the books in the bookstore can tell you all about the real Faraway doing some SPECTACULAR dooey-shit using electricity and such!

— SIR, YES, SIR!

— Tell me something about yourself, private Faraway! — Tell me what’s your favorite color!

— Or what’s your favorite plushie animal!

— SIR, YES, SIR!

— I TOLD YOU TO SAY SOMETHING ABOUT YOURSELF, PIG!

— I’m gonna rip your wind pipe and unwind it so you can fix your mistake, private!

— SIR, I’M AN EXPERT IN PLASMA ARC TECHNOLOGY, SIR!

— Why would you waste such a life of knowledge and expertise, throwing it all away just to die like a nameless, forgotten piece of coal by joining the army, private? You’re so smart and knowledgeable, we’d be making many uses with all of that’s hidden in your head; for example, MEDICINE! 

— REALLY, SIR?

— Obviously, private, obviously..  — NO! — he shouts, his face turning red.

— USE YOUR TECHNOLOGIC RETARDATION TO MAKE YOUR BED WITH THE MOST SOPHISTICATED FINGERS THAT YOUR MAMA SHAT OUT OF HER OWN BODY JUST LIKE YOUR ASS IS GONNA BE SHITTING BLOOD WHEN I’M DONE STICKING MY BOOT UP IT, BE IT YOU DON’T MAKE THAT GOD DAMN BED.

— SIR, YES SIR!

He moved to the sixth private.

— PRIVATE SANSKRIT!

— SIR, YES SIR!

— Your name reminds me of a chimpanzee’s butthole. Make your god-damn bed before i send you to the afterlife, damn-it.

— SIR, YES SIR!

He moved to the seventh private.

— PRIVATE GARFUNKEL!

— You dishonor your name, you moron.

— Art is not to be wasted by idiots like you!

— You’re a big, fucking angry, flying monster with a itch on your shoulder.

— REALLY, SIR?

— NO! AND TOO SLOW OF A RESPONSE TIME, MAKE YOUR BED!

He moved to the eighth private.

— PRIVATE MADELEINE.

— SIR, YES, SIR.

— I hope they did find out whatever place ya were hiding ya brains in!

— SIR, YES, SIR.

— Go and find them, and on the way, make your bed, moron.

He moved to the ninth private.

— PRIVATE LANEWAY.

— SIR, YES, SIR.

— You couldn’t guide a blind man, be he done have a bullet penetrate both of his ears; leaving him deaf, and having me ripping his windpipe out so he be mute too; no arms and no legs for shock value too.

— You couldn’t guide the healthiest, most obedient and understanding man either.

— Make your bed, you disgrace.

— SIR, YES, SIR.

He moved to the tenth private.

— PRIVATE BOB.

— SIR, YES SIR!

— You sound like my grandma’s lucky pebble.

— SIR, YES SIR!

— What is the main valve you need to adjust inorder to inject your arm with an overcharge round as if it were heroin, private?

— YOU NEED TO ADJUST THE OSTEO-MUSCULAR INTRAVENOUS FOREARM INJECTIVE PLATFORM AND THEN OPEN THE STREAM TO INTRAVENOUS FLUIDITY THROUGH ADJUSTING THE PRESSURE ON THE OUTSIDE BY MANIPULATING IT VIA THE USE OF SAID ARM’S PRESSURE-POINT CONTROL PANES ON THE FOREARM TOO, SIR!

— I LIKED THAT MORE THAN MY FIRST TIME AT SEX, PRIVATE, MAKE YOUR BED, I’LL MAKE SURE TO LEAVE SOME PINA COLADAS LAYING WASTE TO YOUR COFFIN WHEN YOU’RE GONE.

— SIR, YES, SIR!

— MAKE YOUR BED, I SAID!

He moved to the eleventh private.

— PRIVATE DANIEL!

— SIR, YES, SIR!

— I’M DONE OF YOU LOOKING AT ME WITH THOSE TAINTED EYES, YOU FUCKING BITCH!

— SIR, REALLY, SIR?

— NO, PRIVATE, I’M SUCH A PEACEFUL MAN, GANDHI ENVIES ME.

— SIR, YES, SIR!

— MAKE YOUR BED AND SHUT THE FUCK UP BEFORE I SHUT YOU UP.

— SIR, YES, SIR!

— THE FUCK DID I TELL YOU?

He moved to the twelfth

— PRIVATE DOE.

— SIR, YES, SIR.

— YOU’RE SO FUCKING USELESS AND IRRELEVANT THAT THEY DIDN’T EVEN GIVE YOU THE PRIVILEGE OF HAVING A NAME.

— SIR, YES, SIR.

— YOU DISGUST ME, YOU NAMELESS CORPSE.

— SIR, YES, SIR.

— YOU LIVE AS A CORPSE AND DIE AS A CORPSE.

— SIR, YES, SIR.

— CURSED TO KEEP REPEATING THE SAME THING OVER AND OVER AGAIN.

— SIR, YES, SIR.

— MAKE YOUR BED OR I’LL FUCKING FORCE YOU TO DIG YOUR OWN GRAVE, RETARD.

— SIR, YES, SIR.

A hour later..

— I SEE THE INTRODUCTIONS AND THE BED MAKING IS DONE!

— SIR, CORRECT, SIR! — shouted the whole room except the drill sergeant.

— FOLLOW ME, MAGGOTS, OR I’LL FUCKING MULTIPLY MY BOOT WITH FARAWAY’S TECHNOLOGY TO SHOVE IT UP EVERYONE’S INDIVIDUAL BUTTS!

— SIR, YES, SIR! — shouted the whole room in unison again.

The privates move out of the room; outside — to a yard, in a skyscraper, elevated above the clouds.

— THIS YARD WRAPS AROUND THE WHOLE BUILDING WITH A LENGTH OF 5 KILOMETERS.

— SYNCHRONIZE EACH STEP, EACH TURN, OR I’LL EAT YOUR FUCKING LEGS AND FEET.

— AND NOT IN A HOMOEROTIC WAY

— BUT A LITERAL WAY.

— DO NOT FUCKING STEP OUT OF LINE.

— REPEAT EACH LINE I SAY OR I’LL FORCE YOU TO REMEMBER IT LIKE YOUR FAVORITE FOOD.

— SIR, YES, SIR!

— START ON MY COUNT, AND KEEP MENTIONING EVERY WORD I SAY!

— THREE! — says the sergeant.

— THREE! — shouts the privates.

— TWO! — says the sergeant.

— TWO! — shouts the privates.

— ONE! — says the sergeant.

— ONE! — shouts the privates.

— GO ON, ON ON UP! — says the sergeant.

— GO ON, ON ON UP! — shouts the privates.

— MY YARD IS CLEAN AND YELLOW! — says the sergeant.

— MY YARD IS CLEAN AND YELLOW! — shouts the privates.

— I HAVE A BOWTIE! — says the sergeant.

— I HAVE A BOWTIE! — shouts the privates.

— ONE OF THESE IS A LIE! — says the sergeant.

— ONE OF THESE IS A LIE! — shouts the privates.

— IF YOU’VE MISSED! — says the sergeant.

— IF YOU’VE MISSED! — shouts the privates.

— IT’S MY YARD! — says the sergeant.

— IT’S MY YARD! — shouts the privates.

— YOU’LL SAY; WHY THE YARD? — says the sergeant.

— YOU’LL SAY; WHY THE YARD? — shouts the privates.

— IT’S BECAUSE I’M TALKING ABOUT THE GRASS! — says the sergeant.

— IT’S BECAUSE I’M TALKING ABOUT THE GRASS!

— AND WHAT ABOUT THE GRASS? — says the sergeant.

— AND WHAT ABOUT THE GRASS? — shouts the privates.

— IT IS NOT GREEN! — says the sergeant.

— IT IS NOT GREEN! — shouts the privates.

— AND WHY MUST IT BE GREEN? — says the sergeant.

— AND WHY MUST IT BE GREEN? — shouts the privates.

— OR ELSE IT CAN’T BE SHOWN ONSCREEN! — says the sergeant.

— OR ELSE IT CAN’T BE SHOWN ONSCREEN! — shouts the privates.

John is surprised by a giant spaceship — apparently a military carrier — carrying overcharge dive-bombers — which flies from what seems to be the void — from under the clouds — shaking the whole place.

He holds his voice, trying not to move or fall from the surprise of seeing a 3 kilometer massive ship — bigger than the ones he was familiar with when he was younger.

The sergeant laughs.

The privates mimic his laugh.

— THAT SHIP! — says the sergeant.

— THAT SHIP! — shouts the privates

— IS A UNITED ARMS HIGHWAY-RACE COMPANY-FABRICATED SPACESHIP! — says the sergeant.

— IS A UNITED ARMS HIGHWAY-RACE COMPANY-FABRICATED SPACESHIP!  — shouts the privates

— PRIVATES, WHOEVER FAILED THAT COUNT 20 EXTRA PUSH-UPS FOR THE UPCOMING PHYSICAL SESSION! — says the sergeant.

— PRIVATES, WHOE- — shouts the privates.

— SHUT UP, YOU HOMOEROTIC SCUM!

— LESBIANS AND NON-BINARY ALIKE. YOU DIDN’T HAVE TO REPEAT THAT.

— WE’RE AT THE END OF THE LINE.

— THAT SHIP YOU SAW BEFORE IS A UNITED ARMS HIGHWAY-RACE COMPANY-FABRICATED SPACESHIP, SPECIFICALLY, BY THE WAY I WAS TRAINED, I’M PROUD TO ANNOUNCE THAT I KNOW IT’S TYPE; A MILITARY CARRIER, DESIGNED TO CARRY OVERCHARGE-USING DIVEBOMBERS THAT WILL SCRAPE THE SHIT OUT, BOTH LITERALLY AND METAPHORICALLY, OUT OF ANYTHING OUR ENEMIES THROW AT US WITH THEM SISSY BROKEN GAY NAILS!

— NEXT UP IS PHYSICAL TRAINING.

— We will be entering a specialized sector of this tall-ass mountain-looking skyscraper that God shat out when he had Tacos for diner the day before!

— Physical training includes both normal exercise and field exercise; normal exercise, like pushups or similar parafernalia, and field exercise, like learning what to do when you’re presented with a gun; maintenance of guns, loading guns, chambering guns, gun education, how to keep owning a gun and get it stolen by a bunch of guerilla fools, and many more.

The privates enter said specialized sector.

Lights out.

When the lights go back on, John finds himself in a line with the other 39 privates.

— I WANT 20 PUSHUPS, CLAPPING, AND THEN 3 MINUTE PLANKS.

— I WANT YOUR FOREARMS TO BE ABLE TO CUT THROUGH AIR AND ATOMS

— YOU’LL BE USING THEM TO CARRY YOUR MAMA’S GROCERIES IF YOU EVER GET OUT OF HERE ALIVE.

John gasps, exhausted.

— NEXT!

— CIRCUIT 2.

— WE’RE GOING TO VR.

— THIS VR WILL LET YOU RUN AS LONG AS YOU WANT.

— WITHOUT HAVING TO ACTUALLY MOVE AROUND A BUILDING

— BUT STILL HAVING TO RUN AND MOVE.

— YOU’RE GONNA HAVE TO RUN UNTIL YOU FUCKING KNOCK YOURSELF OUT

— THIS SUIT..

A robotic silence deafens out the drill sergeant’s.

John breathes heavily, gasping by the deafening static and silence.

— AAAAAAGH!

The robotic voice speaks up.

— System successfully powered; on.

— Calories inside John “Doe” Dorenev’s system; 4000.

John starts running.

The VR shows him scenarios while running; piloting a ship and having to run to fly it.

— Current pace; 3 kilometers a hour.

10 hours later..

—  4000 calories successfully burn..

John blacks out.

A loud boom is heard.

John wakes up, in the 89th legion’s barracks.

— LARDASSES, YOU WILL GIVE YOUR TEAMMATES PIGGYBACK RIDES AND INVITE THEM TO TAKE SHOTS OF WEBLEY-WON BE IT SO YOU BOND WITH THEM.

— YOUR BOND TO SAID TEAMMATES WILL BE SO STRONG BY THE END OF THIS WEEK THAT IT’LL BE ABLE TO HOLD A APPROXIMATE WEIGHT OF 4 TRILLION TONS, WHICH IS BIGGER THAN ANY SPACESHIP IN OUR BROTHERLAND’S SHINY BALDIE CROWN INVENTORY.

— YOU SHOULD HAVE REALIZED THAT THE SIPAA YOU WERE WEARING IS THE SAME YOU WILL BE USING ON FIELD; BUT MODIFIED TO SHOW DIFFERENT STATISTICS IN IT’S VISOR.

— THE TECHNICAL NAME FOR ALL THE NERDS HERE IS MACRO-STATISTICAL TRACKING VISOR MODULE ADAPTED INTO A SIPAA OF ZEALOTRY-ARMY-PROPIETY.

— IF YOU DON’T POINT THAT SHIT IN YOUR NOTEBOOKS, NERDS, I’LL FUCKING MAKE LETTERS LIKE A PENCIL ON YOUR ANUS’ INNERWALLS WITH MY SHOE.

— WE HAVE BEEN TRAINING YA’LL TO RUN WITH OUR ARMOR ON.

— GUN TRAINING WILL RESUME ONCE YOU’VE HEADED TO CAFETERIA.

— YOU HAVE WOKEN UP IN YOUR BARRACKS, CORRECT?

— SIR, AYE, SIR!

— GOOD, IF NOT, YOU SHOULD HAVE WOKEN UP IN HELL!

— I DON’T CARE IF YOUR LEGS FEEL LIKE ANCHORS

— IF YOU FUCKING THINK YOU CAN ESCAPE THROUGH THAT, I’LL FORCE AN ANCHOR UP YOUR ASS!

— GET YOUR ASS UP, PRIVATE DOE, OR I’LL GET YA UP.

Private Bob lifts John up and splashes him with a cup of cold water.

— Got this from the supply of my SIPAA beforehand. In training, I mean..

— Get up, Jim. They’ll make you do 20 pushups if you don’t.

John nods, breaking off from Bobs grip.

— Thanks, Bobbie.

John and the rest of his legion march into the cafeteria.

— IF YOU DON’T LIKE THE FOOD YOU CAN EAT SHIT!

— YOU DECIDE WHICH ONE IS BETTER.

John, whose sitting next to Faraway currently, spectate from their seats as they watch.. absolutely nothing; there is no entertainment. Their buttcheeks start to feel numb from the futuristically hard concrete benches they were sitting
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