THE BATTLEZONE

By Jonathan Eric Roseland

 

Paul’s life had changed so much in the past few months.  Three months before he would have been bombing the north Vietnamese in his A6 fighter jet during the Vietnam war.  Now he was a million miles away in orbit of Venus.  Two and a half months ago strange men came to him and made him an offer to leave Vietnam, and fight for the lives of American people.  They told him that ten years ago scientists had discovered a compound in the Bering Straits (a slab of ice that that connects Alaska to Siberia)  that they called “Bio-Metal”.  It was an amazing compound that combined organic and metallic properties. The bio-metal seemed to have some code in them that when activated the bio-metal would turn into amazing vehicles and weapons that were light-years ahead of their time (the 1960’s).  The Russians and Americans both wanted as much of this material get as they could so that they could crush each other.  But the two sides quickly gathered up all the material they could find on earth. So they formed secret armies to go to other planets in the solar system and look for more bio-metal.  The U.S.A formed the N.S.D.F (National Space Defense Force), and the Russians created the CCA (Cosmol Colonist Army).  And that was Paul’s job: to look for bio-metal on other planets.  

He walked into the briefing room and took his seat.  “Alright gentlemen”, said General Collins (the general commanding the NSDF).  “This is our target area.  We have detected a large soviet base to the east. Your mission is to go in and destroy it”.  Paul started to breathe heavily.  This was the hardest kind mission, he was so afraid that he would die.  As Paul suited up he felt like his stomach was tied up in knots.  He got into his Hover-Tank; the tanks the NSDF used were fast, agile, and maneuverable, nothing like the huge lumbering giants used on the battlefields of earth.



He watched the recycler (large mobile factories that create bio-metal vehicles and other factories) move forward and drop out of the hangar through a gaping hole in the floor.  “Lock and Load,” he said to himself as he eased his tank toward the opening in the floor that led out of the ship.  He fell like a rock out of the hanger.  Paul watched as the Liberty (the NSDF command spaceship) got smaller and smaller, as he plummeted down toward Venus.  He pointed his tank toward the recycler.  It was very interesting the bio-metal vehicles could function just as well in space as on a planet.  He flew up behind the recycler and pointed the nose of his craft at it.  “Sir, we are ready to fire our rockets,” informed the recycler.  “Ok, proceed with planet-fall,” ordered Paul.  The recycler fired a small set of rocket engines that would start its downward plunge toward the planet.  Paul’s tank did the same.  He noticed some discoloration behind the recycler that was his sign to get in behind the recycler.  His tank was not designed to withstand the extreme heat of entering a planet’s atmosphere from orbit, but the recycler was and the recycler was big and rectangular so if you went behind it the heat would be lessened.   Quickly the discoloration became more vibrant as all the different colors emerged.  It was so beautiful all the burning flames and colors that he almost forgot the gruesome job he was dealt.  Then he thought, “this is so beautiful I have to record it somehow” so he took out his camera and took a couple pictures.  Soon it started to cool down and it got brighter.  At about 10 kilometers from the surface his tank and the recycler opened their guide-chutes that make the landing easier.  At about 4 kilometers they opened their primary chutes.  Paul felt anxiety creeping up as he neared the surface.  Lightning flashed as he descended through the atmosphere that consisted of putrid gases.  Paul looked at his altitude gauge and saw they were dropping at 90 feet per second.  Then there was a rumble as they landed, Paul prayed silently that he would not die here.


You could see about 100 feet in every direction before it faded into a reddish yellow gas. The terrain was barren and lifeless.  The quicker he could get off this rock the better.


“Recycler, go and deploy on the geysers in the east,”



‘Yes sir,’ replied the recycler.  Paul watched the recycler go and deploy on the geyser and then open up.  

“All right commander we are ready to build,” informed the commanding officer on the recycler.  Paul used his numerical command interface to order the recycler to build two scavengers.  Scavengers are big tanks that go out and find bio-metal “Scrap”(bio-metal in a meteor/rock form) in the area and bring it back and put it in the recycler.    When a unit was being built you would first just see gases and then you would see lines and eventually the units would pop out.  As soon as the recycler was finished building the scavengers he ordered it to build a constructor. Constructors are mobile vehicles that spawn buildings, power sources, gun tower, armories, hangers, and satellite receivers.  Paul ordered the constructor to build gun towers and other buildings.  Then he ordered the recycler to build an M.U.F (Mobile Unit Factory), MUFs were like the brainy little brother of the recycler they were smaller and could build more advanced units.   

Suddenly Paul’s peaceful thoughts were interrupter by a transmission from one of the scavengers.  “ Commander we are under attack by soviet forces. Request immediate backup!” screamed the scavenger.  “I’m on the way,” Paul said calmly.  He turned his tank toward the scavenger and put the pedal to the metal.  As he got closer he saw the red blips in his 3D radar.  Paul pulled up just in time to see one of the scavengers burst into flames. He armed his popgun (a mortar that flies up 200 feet and if there is an enemy in the area it launches a rocket at it). There was a “Pop” sound as the mortar launched.  A few seconds he heard the “SHHHHHH” sound as the mortar flew down smashing through the cockpit window of the enemy craft and killing it’s pilot.  “ Uh, thanks commander, I owe you one,” the scavenger said is it went of looking for scrap.  Paul was stunned.  He was directly responsible for the death of a fellow human being.  He pulled his tank up to the enemy fighter.  He could barely see the enemy pilot’s charred body in the burning tank.   

After Paul built a good base he didn’t have enough bio-metal to make the units he would need to destroy the enemy base.  He went and recycled his tank (that’s when a vehicle is drove into the unit creation alcove and is turned back into bio-metal for future use), then went to the cockpit of the recycler and ordered one of his lieutenants to take command.  “Wake me when we have 70 pieces of bio-metal”, Paul ordered and then went down to “Bunk deck” and went to sleep.

Hour’s later Paul was awakened by lieutenant Arkin reporting that they had found 70 pieces of scrap.  “Tell the scavengers to recycle,” Paul ordered as he walked of toward the airlock.  The first units Paul created were howitzers. Howitzers are essentially mobile artillery units that exist in a deployed/un-deployed form.  He escorted the howitzers to a plateau about 500 meters away from the enemy base.   “Don’t start shelling (firing mortars at something) until I give the order,” Paul said as he drove of on a special mission.

The reason for this “Special Mission” was to gain info on the enemy base.  He was going to snipe an enemy tank and look around their base.  After looking a little he found an enemy scavenger.  Paul climbed out of his tank and walk toward the enemy unit.  He climbed up on top of a small mountain and put some sniper cartridges in his rifle.  So the bullet would impact on the vehicle but the radiation would go on and kill the pilot.  As he looked through the scope he could see the yellow dot that represented the pilot.  Paul centered that dot in his crosshairs and pulled the trigger.  No more dot.  He climbed into the enemy scavenger and headed of toward the enemy base.   The enemy base seemed to appear out of thin air.  Paul felt his heart pounding as he saw the powerful gun towers that could rip his vehicle to shreds in a second.  “Scavenger C-2-6, why are you not searching for scrap?” asked a commanding voice in a Russian ascent.  When Paul heard this he knew it was time to go.  He turned to where his hover-tank was and ejected. For a few seconds intense G-Forces affected him, gnarling his face, making him shake.  He set down about 200 meters from his hover-tank. It was only a short walk to it.  Paul felt so much safer in his hover-tank, and was so happy to not be in the enemy base, but he knew that this recon mission had provided him with valuable data. 

                 What Paul wanted to do next was to organize a “Hunting Party” to go out and attack lone units in the Battle Zone. Using his numerical interface Paul ordered the M.U.F to build three “Wolverine” rocket tanks. The wolverines were good fighters against other tanks, and their heavy rocket load meant they could dish out the damage to other tanks from a distance.  “Wolverines O-1 through O-3, fallow me close, diamond formation,” Paul ordered as they zoomed off.  “Recycler, get a connection to Skyeye (a surveillance satellite that allows ground troops to see the entire Battlezone from a top-down perspective) and tell me were some enemy units are,

‘Sir, we see soviet activity in sectors 12,56,26, 67, and 7’

‘Thanks’.

Paul saw a blip one his 3D radar, and knew it was time to kill.  “Squad, we have some commies ahead.  Everybody select a different target and go at ‘em when I tell you,” Paul could feel his blood pounding, he had just ordered people to kill other people. In a small voice Paul said one word, “mark”.  He was jolted forward as he rushed toward his target.  It was a perfect shoot, right behind the enemy fighter.  He heard the horrible screaming sound the Super-Stabber made as it flew toward its target.  The Super-Stabber was an upgrade to the Anti-tank Stabber, both were a ball of energy that would do lots of damage.  The fighter quickly blew up and at the last second its pilot ejected.  On his radar Paul saw a scavenger trying to escape.  “Oh no you don’t, ”Paul stated.  He fired his popgun and drove off.  “Um’ sir the rest of the enemy units are retreating back into their base,” reluctantly reported Lieutenant Arkin.  “Ok, O-1 through O-3 go back to base and recycle your vehicles.  The commies are retreating back into their base,” Paul said with a sigh.   


It was time to launch the Primary assault on the enemy base.  Using his numerical interface Paul instructed the M.U.F to build 9 bombers. Bombers were huge tanks armed with 15 extremely powerful “Rocket Bombs”.  But, one of the tricks of a well-done assault was to attack an enemy at their very weakest, for him this meant launching his attack right after the soviets attacked his base. 

 “O-1 through O-9, go to the assault point, and don’t attack until I order you to’

          ‘Yes sir,’ replied the bomber wing commander.  “Recycler, build me a Razor”, Paul ordered.  The Razor was the NSDF’s primary scout ship, he was going to lure CCA units away from there base and then order his bombers to attack the soviets almost defenseless base.  Paul commandeered the Razor.  And sped off toward the CCA base.  Now there was only a large hill between his lightly armed vehicle and all the fury of the CCA.  He climbed to the top of the hill and fired a “Shadower” missile at the Russian barracks.  All commanders hated their barracks being destroyed so much because it was killing unarmed men.  Paul turned his unit around and headed back towards base.  Paul’s radar showed pursuing commie units, “they took the bait,” Paul muttered to himself.  “Base, I’m incoming with a load of enemy tanks on my six.”  Paul had a lot of gun towers around his base and he knew that being between his gun towers and the enemy tanks was NOT a good idea.  He Ejected right as he started hearing the “BOOM” of the gun towers destroying the enemy tanks.  “Grizzly O-0, pick me up pronto,” yelled Paul.  A few minutes later he was with his bombers at the assault point ready to launch the attack.  “Howitzers, begin shelling the communist base,” Paul ordered.  “Gentlemen, it has been a pleasure serving with you, and I hope I will continue to be your commander.  You must understand that if you die here you are dying the best, most honorable way that anyone can die.  The next minute will be the most important minute in your life, and maybe the last,” It was so quit, this was a moment of truth, would he go on or die on this cold alien planet.  “Charge,” Paul screamed as he jolted forward.


His bombers flew forward, and the lead bomber fired off its first volley of rocket bombs.  He fired off Super-Stabbers at the soviet gun towers; the top of the commie gun towers blew off.  Paul could see the Soviet recycler in front of him; he let loose his Super-Stabbers at it.  Suddenly the soviet recycler blew up and its burning parts rained down by him.  He joined several other bombers in attacking the enemy M.U.F.  The enemy factory burst into flames.  Everywhere he looked he saw enemy buildings, units, and factories being destroyed.   “No, don’t destroy the barracks, we will capture and interrogate the soldiers in them,” ordered Paul.  It was amazing the CCA’s mighty base had been destroyed in just a few minutes.


It was not until he had awakened the next day on the Liberty that he realized how good this was for him, he would definitely get a promotion.  As well his reputation would give him much more chance for advancement, and more leadership in the NSDF.  But, it was ironic that all this good was going to happen to him because he was good at killing.

Note: This story is based one a computer game I have entitled “Battle Zone”.  In Battle Zone you play a NSDF or CCA commander.  You build bases, build tanks, launch assaults one enemy bases, and generally do anything I wrote about in this story, including destroying other tanks with popguns.  For more information go to http://www4.activision.com/games/battlezone/.  And check out the screenshots below.

THE END
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THE NSDF REYCLER.                                                                  NSDF Hover-Tank
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       Wow what a base!                        
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NSDF Scavenger.                             CCA Scavenger.                            

