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Not for the first time, Roddy MacSgian wished he hadn’t been born a
bloody metahuman.

It wasn’t that he was unhappy with being
dragooned into MI6…the good gods knew that every man jack and
plenty of woman jills were needed in this war. The bloody damned
Nazis had run over everything in their path and had eaten most of
France by now. About the time they took all of the Netherlands,
they had started bombing the hell out of London…not just the damned
Luftwaffe but the Luftwaffe Ubermenschen too. The “Superior Men,”
like Eisenfaust and his squad. Blitzkrieg, they called it, and it
looked like a lightning storm every night. Not that Roddy had seen
it when it first started, no, he’d been where the Auld Woman said
he belonged, right on the farm, tending the shaggy, sleepy-eyed
cattle, like his father, and his father’s father, and so on back to
the first of his line to hold that particular piece of Highland
land. Not that he wouldn’t have volunteered if the Auld Woman
hadn’t strictly forbade it, on account of his being the only male
left of his clan, the oddly named clan “Son of the Knife.” But even
so, they wouldn’t have taken him. Not on account of being the only
male left of his clan, but on account of his size. He knew jockeys
that were taller than he was. The Auld Woman said it was the
Pharisee blood in him; once he’d gotten his marching orders, the
learned fellows at MI6 looked interested and said that it might
well be he was almost pure Pictish. Whatever the case was, it was a
fact that Roddy topped out at four feet tall, and they didn’t make
uniforms in his size, nor boots, nor rifles that weren’t taller
than he was.
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