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Jeremy shuddered as he loaded the crate into the back of his small red truck. He fidgeted with the tailgate door to get it to latch properly. Dealing with an arms dealer had been a far different experience than he had expected. Considering the trail of contacts he went through to find him, he'd expected a gangster with excessive bling. The man he finally met with talked like a businessman and wore a plain, yet expensive looking, suit. He was also cold and unemotional. It made sense, though. How would some street gangster get a hold of some high grade military hardware? But he had some now, didn't he? He pushed the crate back. It stopped short of the cab. A quick check and Jeremy found his duffel bag full of baseball gear. He put it on the back seat and went back to securing the crate. Once he was done, he took to the streets.
Jeremy drove with extra care even though the roads were free of heavy traffic. The tarp over the crates flapped in the wind. Jeremy peeked back often to make sure it hadn't flown away. A car horn blared and Jeremy looked back at the road and screeched to a halt just inches from the tail end of a van. He waited in horror for the driver to storm out of the vehicle and yell at him. The light turned green and the traffic began moving again. The small baseball player on his dash bobbled its head up and down. Jeremy glared at it.
"Stop laughing.
***
While nearing the high rise apartments, Jeremy kept a careful eye on the cars ... but none of the smaller models looks suspicious. Either a single driver, or the normal families driving off to get dinner, or maybe to see a movie. He pulled into the parking garage and parked in his normal spot, way too far from the elevator. Checking to see that few cars drove around the garage, he decided that it was as good a time as any to make for the elevator. Struggling with the bulky dark green crate, he managed to get it onto the Radio Flyer without dropping it. The crate hung off the end, but he managed to cover it with the tarp. The only real trouble happened when his necklace caught on one of the latches. He rolled for the elevator. The wheels squeaked and the wagon did not maneuver well under all the weight.
As he neared, he saw a man in a baseball cap making for the elevator. Deciding that stopping in the middle of the garage would be too suspicious, he kept going. Jeremy reached the elevator a few moments ahead and he pressed the 'up' button. The other man arrived and also pressed the lit up button and stood beside Jeremy. Jeremy didn't make eye contact and stood still until the elevator arrived. He rolled the wagon in and pressed the button for the top floor. The man got in and pressed a button for some middle floor and stood right beside the wagon.
A quick glance revealed that the tarp had slid off slightly. If he looked, would the man have any idea what was in the crate? He didn't look like a military man; he looked more like a fisherman. There were fishing flies on his hat. The man took out his keys and began sorting through the massive number of them. While doing so, he dropped the keys and they fell into the wagon. Jeremy held his breath, but didn't look. The man hesitated for a moment before reaching into the wagon. He felt a moment for the keys and Jeremy heard them jingle, but the man didn't pull them out right away. Jeremy turned slightly to try and look without it being obvious. Was the man looking at the crate? The man looked up at Jeremy, hand still under the tarp, lifting it a little bit. The elevator stopped and the doors opened as the man pulled the keys out. He turned to Jeremy.
"Sorry about that. I had a Radio Flyer as a kid, brought back memories."
He glanced at Jeremy's chest.
"Hey, neat necklace, I like the design. Have a good day!"
He stepped out of the elevator and the doors shut. Jeremy released the breath he had been holding, making him feel deflated. He had come too far for everything to go wrong now. It would be a tragedy if he failed.
The elevator continued its ascent to the top floor. Once there, the doors opened and three kids crowded in. A woman, presumably their mother, stood outside.
"Hey, let this man out first! Don't be so rude."
The two boys and one girl cowered out of the elevator and made room for Jeremy to exit, wagon in tow. The woman leaned towards him slightly.
"Sorry about that, Sir."
He shrugged.
"No problem."
His voice cracked when he spoke. His mouth felt like a wasteland. He rolled the wagon down the hall and around the corner. There he rolled it all the way down to the door to the roof. He pulled out a set of keys and found the one he needed. He tried to open the door ... nothing happened. Jeremy's blood chilled. Had the janitor noticed it had gone missing and changed the lock? Jeremy tried again. The door did not budge. He pulled they key out and looked at it. Idiot! That was his apartment key. He did his best to calm down and found the right key, which looked similar. This time the door opened and Jeremy made sure no one walked the hallway and picked up the crate, hauling it up the stairs to the roof. Each step threatened to throw him off balance. He sat it in the shade of the stairway cover. Sweating from the exertion, he retrieved the wagon and parked it near the doorway. He locked the door and took a moment to rest, thankful for the cool rooftop air.
***
The sun started making a break for the horizon. There wasn't much time left. Jeremy dragged the crate to the northwest corner of the building, the sun at his back. He looked over the city; the tall buildings, the cars roaming the streets, the people walking the sidewalks, all of them in danger. Not hesitating any longer, he opened the crate. Inside rested the rocket launcher and five rockets. Would five be enough? If he missed more than once, it might not, but five was all he could afford, and just barely. Missing a target would have plenty of other consequences besides wasting ammo. He picked up a rocket and examined it. He hoped it would pierce the armor of the vehicles. The dealer had said it should.
"About time!"
Jeremy jumped a few inches, clutching the rocket launcher so he wouldn't drop it.
"The heck, Grimble, don't sneak up like that!"
Grimble, a three foot gnome, almost four if you counted his pointy yellow hat, shrugged.
"Sorry."
Grimble set down a sack and hooked his thumbs under his red suspenders.
"The southeast area is blocked as best we can, so they should have to come into the northwest area where you can hit them."
Jeremy loaded a rocket.
"Should? They had better! If even one gets through we could be ..."
Grimble cut him off.
"Hey, we've got limited energy to hold the barriers up. The fact we have to tune them to allow humans through makes it harder. "
Jeremy looked over the rocket launcher, noting the exhaust warning stenciled near the back.
"I guess I'm doing this right. Make sure you're not behind me when I fire this. You might lose your hat."
Jeremy looked over the city again. Far down below a homeless man poked through a trashcan while a man in a sharp suit walked right by talking on a cell phone.
"What if I miss?"
After a moment, Grimble walked up beside Jeremy and placed a hand on his back and looked up at him.
"That pendant around your neck has been blessed by the Utmost to help you hit whatever you are looking at, so keep your eyes and the laser on the target. Magic and technology work well together."
Jeremy pulled the rockets partway out of the crate for easy grabbing.
"Ok, I'm almost convinced I won’t screw this up."
Grimble teetered on his toes.
"Glad to hear it! Want something to drink?"
Grimble pulled a glass bottle out of his sack.
"I've got plenty."
Jeremy glanced at the bottle.
"No thanks; that gnome juice, or whatever it is, tastes foul, but please, don't let that stop you from enjoying a refreshing drink while the fate of the city is in my hands."
"Suit yourself. I love this stuff. It’s been filtered through the best minerals known to gnomekind."
"You could have brought me a soda."
Grimble cringed.
"Ugh, sugar, how can you mention that at a time like this?"
Jeremy shrugged and looked over the city again.
"I have an idea. I'll drink all of that if you fire the rocket launcher."
Grimble grinned.
"No can do. That charm is attuned to you, plus I can't see over the edge of the building."
Jeremy sighed.
"How will I know when the ..."
An obnoxious horn blasted an eerie tune that sounded like it should be cheerful. Jeremy stiffened.
"That would be them, I bet."
Grimble nodded.
"No time to waste Jeremy, take them out and worry about the consequences later."
Jeremy shouldered the rocket launcher and scanned the streets for the source of the horn.
"The consequences. I was ignoring those fine until you brought it up."
Sirens wailed and Jeremy saw the red and blues of a cop car as it chased a white car with cheerful red and blue swirls painted on. A happy face grinned on each of the two doors.
"There it is."
Grimble spoke from right beside him, standing on the crate.
"I couldn't bear not to watch."
Jeremy didn't answer. He looked through the rocket launcher's scope and tried to get a bead on the moving car. It was hard to follow the erratic movements while zoomed in with the scope.
"Slow down!"
Grimble clucked.
"You've got to hit them before they stop and get out."
"I know I know, just, let me ..."
He trailed off.
Should he fire now? Were there people nearby? What about the cop car? His last question got an answer when jets of stringy color shot from the back of the tiny car and covered the police car's windshield. The tiny car careened around a corner and the cop tried to follow, but ran into another car. Jeremy fired.
The rocket wooshed out of the launcher and sped towards the streets, leaving a smoky trail behind it. Jeremy did his best to keep the laser trained on the small car as it sped faster and faster through the streets. The rocket's trajectory stayed true and as the small car screeched to a stop. It pierced the passenger door right through the happy face's forehead and exploded internally. A fireball shot upwards and bits of the car flew in all directions. When the initial flames cleared, a burning husk of the car and rising red and black were the sole remains. Jeremy didn't have time to see if anyone was hurt because a second horn howled among the skyscrapers. Grimble held out the next rocket.
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